5

HUMAN NATURE:
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DECEMBER, 1875.

ANOTHER YEARS MEADOW-SWHEET *
By Gronee Binvow, cuthor of © Deder the Do, i,

FoAbandoning all disguize, the confession that T feel hound to make hafore you
ia that 1 proleng the vision backward across the boundary of the experimental
evidenes, and diseern in thot metter, which we in oy ignomnce notwith -
standing our professs] reverence for its Creator—have hitherto covensl with
oppeobrinm, the promiss and potency of every form and qualify of life. i
And if, still uneatisfied, the Lamen mind, with the yeerning of & pilgrim far
his distant home, will turn to the mystery from which it las coerged, secking so
to fashion it ae fo givennity to thonght and faith, . . . in ﬂ%»witiou fo nll
the restrictions of Materialism, [ would affirm this to be a field for the noblest
pxemoise of what, in contrast with the knowing facultics, may be called the
ereative facultics of man,  Heve, however, T mast quit o theme teo great for me
to handle, but which will be handled by the lefticst minds ages after you aud I,
lika streales of morning eloud, shall have melted into the infinits azove of the
pust. " —Profuesr Tymdalls address ab the meeling of the British Association, os
pagorted i the *t Dadly Pelegraph” for dugust 33, 1874,

YraTERDAY, through the silent woods 1 walload Introduetion,
Where onee Love sang and sunned himself and talleed, Thf “—:"‘-']1
And T beheld white flowers of meadow-sweet, ;:féncs;nj'
Lilke those which clustered round my fair love's feet the flowers,

Five years ago—as white and sofb and fair

As those which then T gatherad for her hair,

Jrowning her bright brown locks with forns as well
Swith thonghts seethed throngh me that I may not tell;
But of this one thing T was keenly aware—

Mo blossom of that meadow-aweet was thers,

No blossom of the former meadow-sweet ¢
Now curled lithe seented branches round my feok ; llossoms, mor
Wo face now mab me that I loved or knew ; Taces.

Yot flowers and faces many came in view.

* Thig poem is intended to exhibit the mers beantifol and fmoginotive side
of wodern seientific teashing; which is harvdly et apprehended by the general
religinms thowght of the l:].llg', 1t is not intended for a cowmplete poem: its clenr
but sad outline nesds to be fillad in and enriched by the prodoce of the spivitnal
aensp.  IE does mot protend to do more than express one side of thought; the
deficiencies in which side cin be detected the more readily the more amply and
frarlessly it is exprossed, Mo reserve in expression tends to mobls cantion in
aetion: over-reserve in speech to nndne impetnosity in act.

[1% is not to be supposed that this poam expresses vither the personal semti-
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530 AUMAN NATUIE.

Where we onoe wandered, other lovers walked ;
Where we once whisperad, youths and maidens talked ;
The music and the pleasures of our past
Are given to others: shall their glory last!
The monmfnl ok se—the hollow ooean seemed to say
woion of Not so-—was schoed loud from avery spray
Hutuie, By robing (not the robing who adormed
The hower where love wis mad, and love was seorned):
Not so—the simple meadow-sweet did sign :
Kot so—laughed yellow wanton eglantine :
Not so—the pale wild roses in the hedge :
Not so—the willows and the gleamine sedge :
Not so—the wandering waters, and the moon,
8till playing in heaven that marvellous soft tune :
Not so—the swallows futtering in the blue :—
Rather (they said) all loves and gode are new.
Wo conscions There iz no conscions God above the race ;
Gad. Man  No bright slkies show the likeness of his fiee
ha tefled inta The seeptre of Jehovali doth descend,
;’;u:i’w“:im And with this God all deivies see their end,
at gl Otaide our souls no lovidly God vespives,
ihl‘ﬂﬂﬂhtrﬂr Heard in the thundaor, seon in glittering ﬁIﬂHT
orms : the O lightning : only our whispering selves we hear,
?ﬂ o And only our own selves we seek and fear.
himesll is the We are God.  When once s man has reached the goal,
nronsolons  And stood before his own uneovered sonl,
but formative  Qeoing from the beginning how that soul began
- iri: ﬂlnglh'-. In widespread flame that was to be & man,
e Then slowly gnthered elear consistent form,
m‘[!f-ennminuﬂ, And, hurled through many o change and many o starm
intelligent, — OF red tempestuons molten mattar, burst
;';;""1 m"‘i Into a conscious casenee, dim ot frst,
aill ol the .
workings of  Bub slowly, as the slow dim ages erept

mwmta of tha anthor or of the editor of Heman Nafure, It dg fnlended wwa
]mtiﬂll Anmin of the sclentific philoaophy of the age, with ity attendant
athelsm, moterialism, and sensuousns,  Thatit i & true picturs fow will doabt,
and, a8 the anthor expresses it, o “wad”™ one. Yet it pushes the materinlist’s
waition to conclusions which the sold diction of the esayist fuils to reach,

ith the warm enthusizsm of the post, the author makes a God, o rol , R
morality, and an individeal aim out of the matier so d.ts.‘pzmt.e ani repellant as
to show up to all the incompleteness of the materialistic form of thaught,
11 pemning to be seen whether the school thus dresesd in the garh of verss
will thank the poet or denounes him, Binee * IToly Willie's Prover™ was written
there hove been few satires so exhaustive, Dut anelber view of the sitnatlon may
T tuken: this senzuous phtisiml piiion of the honr, with its godlesa night of
dbeapndr, 18, in plain fact, the oondition of the ﬁ&t Feadly ol munkind unlang
illuminated with the light of E‘lfﬂﬂtlml fubpiiition,  This thonght ought to
dmpel ull true anthropologists and lovers of tentloind of mankindg to lahour more
varnestly than ever to teach those highor views of man's existonca which tend to
elivals Kh ndma and extend the sphews of his happiness, . The TPoam i trie of
man on ths material EIBDB, and therefore defective as a perfect pictire of man
when viewed in the whole as s spiritnal as well as a physical being, —En. M. N]




HNUMAN NATURE.

Onward, and many suns arese and slept,
Widening its power, until the conscious man
Stood forth, live, godlike—weary still and wan
With the long struggle into conscions lifie,
met-utaine:{‘ frnmhgm his immemorial atrifis,
Hot with the heeath of serpents, domp with dew,
Bwiseh with the Leesth of voses und the hue
OFf many troes throngh which Lis spivit was passed,
Tl i spreang forth the spivit of man b Tt~
When onee a man hasz véached the goal, nud sees
His past life swept befors him on the Do
Of momory, like a panorama fair
Expanded on the quiet summer air,
Himself the centre, and his spirit alone
The live God sitting npon the ages' thyone,
Then is there no more need that he orente
A God in his own image: God is fate,
The unconsoions Fate by which the nges van
Thedr ailent course, to cmeree i voenl mn—
The unconscions Fate by which the dvers lenp
With silver wings adown each glimmering stoap—
The uneonscions Mate by which the swu are botnd,
By whose Inws give forth one tidal gonnd—
The Fate which rules the geass npon the hills,
And every white cascade of foaming rills,—
This Fate is God—unconseions till i wnn,
Resiching its ultimate and highest spaL,
It shines for ever as a conscious king,
This God T am ; this lofty God T sing ;
This Crod thou art, O reader of thess lines,
I thow wilt note the inevitable signs
That murk the progress of the ages to
The vision of CGod which is not Talse bl teue,
At Tst we buve the trath s dark Clod reosdes ;
On the Inst altar the last vietim Weeds ;
The last church gathers with dull hymn nnd pealm ;
The list priest lifts & ministerial palm ;
The last sad woman lifis to God a ery
Most dolorons—asking that ho miay not die.

Lo! it is done : man stands alone ot last,
The age of prayer is ended : doubt is past.
We nued not ory, for thers is none to hear,
Therws is no listening anid tender par
In the henvens ; ne self-eonseions God is thers
T gather up and answer groans and prayer,

The hr'ig"ht- hlue shines without o kll;:ult:w now §
No Guod with his imperial starry brow
Divides it, Tymnny and fear are o'er ;
T'he lnst shrine falls and erwmbles on the shore,
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HUMNAN NATURE.
I immortality exists for each,
It is by some transficuring of speech
And featire—"tis iy somne lranseendent growth,
That litts us higher than the past we loathe,
It is by some new power that shall deseend
On noble souls and bodies in the end—
Home fresh access of foree that shall expand
Ts into gods of sea and sky and land,
Lifting us higher than God, who failed and fell.
With all souls in soane faghion it shall b well,
For, now that man is strong, self-conscions Lord,
He rales by love, and snaps Jehovah's swored.
Huch thouglits the simple meadow-swest hronght nigh ;
Such drenms took form benesth that summer sloy;
Such sadness Tnrked wilhin the dainty dowers,
And peeped from woven honeysuckle howers,
And loitered in green avenues of the woods j—
The golden, glovicus corn-felds steetehad for roods—
The purple heather Gamed npon the hills—
The white foarm-bubbles wantoned down the rills—
All was fo onbwarl seeming as of yore—
Yet not one flower of these was here before,
I comld not bat in pain and terror ask—
Now that man's strong hand tears aside Life's mask ;
Now that we aee owe fentares nnderneath,
A v Godd hidden in reverential sheath
Of selfmade awe, contributed by souls
Dor whom the agony of the ages volls
—Honls pious and sublime ; now that we ses
Oarselves the only God in verity—
Orurselves the sole inliabitants of heaven ;
Now that the armies of the Lo are driven
Aside by the yeb stronger armies raised
By 'J.hou,ght—wlm.t hope ia left] who shall be praized?
Whe shall be praised of all the sons of men?
What altars shall we build on hill or glen
To whom shall we in terror and sadness tarn,
If figree advancing Thought aside must spurn
The ancient templs whers the Lord of hosts
Hat rigidly trinmphant? COnly ghosts
Tuhabit this once-glorious t-flulb]u W —
Ho spith King Seience, with victorious brow—
Only the ahosts of lovely gods of Greece,
Only the sh.*ules of goddesses who cease
To walle with living luatre on the earth,
Now that the new sweet Goddess vearns alb the bivth,
Woman is this new Goddess 1 man is Gaod ;
Drestined to wield o mereiful pure rod—
But where ave all the human spivits who ran




HUMAN XATURE.

Like specks acroms Life's light sinoe Life 1
Where—where is Dante! where is mh‘;nﬁm
Are Laura, Beatrice, Helen, whose soft hair

And snow-white bosom led a world astiny ;—

Yea, where are all the queens of yesterday 1
Are we campelled, now that Guoed lulum?nd.
To yild up all the liopes we anes enjoyul

It no bright soepbee ﬁ?ﬁm&:ml l%n
Flamaow in the ether—what is thera o 151:3'!
What glories to vecond beyond our own |
Wit hink of any vost eternal throno

To solemnize in music ! or shall we

Bink under foul annihilation’s sea 1

Do we but last & summer, like the moet
White erowns of clustering waving meadow sweet |
Will lovers tread upon our graves and langh,

And we know nothing, as their red mouths quaff
Nootar firom L lips? is this the end—
Teownrds this cold hopeless faith do the wges tend 1

If thin he wo, how sad and yet how fuir
Ti wvory heonth we inhale of snmmor air ;

How lovely in vach petal of pale flowers,

Bwluithn.t cich petal's life we count by liours :

How hrillinnt should the utter embimes of soul

Be to ench loved one—seeing that 'tis the whole !

Besing that no heaven shall follow bringing sraight

The erooked things that found un fate-—

Besing thal there is indeed no heaven at all

Bave that which each man makes—for past skies full ;

Beaing that the utter embrace of woman and man

Is heaven—the only heaven sincs henven bogan ;

Beoing that there never is & second kiss,

Nor any inoroaan of insatficient blis |

Soving Mt the sacesd theills that lovers know

Whem munly bosom meets a beansl ol sow

Ave perfeot—and the craving for more fruil

:'.;;hwn in En itsclf leaf. blossom, and root
passion’s treo ; seein ithtmh prurpose hrings

Its own rowand, and sinks amang dead things ;

Beeing that the hope of further kisses, whon

Love's lips dissatisfied with seven or ten

Yearn for mmoter joys of sweet desire,

Ts in itsclf folfilment of its five,

Tha hope of heaven is heaven ; the thought of joy
Is that sarmn pleasure perfect from ulloy :
Auticipation 18 its own reward—

Whe wenae of Clad s verily Clad and Lowd,

Then where i Cheist T whers st thou, noble sonl,

O'er whom the billows of sur longing roll—
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534 HUMAN NATURE.

Most of all,— Ayt thou in us? what conselonsness romaing
E.']_'I"erﬂ‘“ In thy spent body and sundersd bleeding veing |
o None, we are sure ; for body and veins have pasat
Into the fire of earth and breath o the blast
Of eireling storms ; what glovy of Chedst is left ]
‘What flower of personal fecling in the clefs
OF Death still blooms, as if sround my feet
I marked with womder last yoar's meadow-sweet !
The new aure We cannot tell : hut past experience shows

hope, besed Pt not g petal fartters from o rose

Hie B P i
‘ﬂg;_ mizl:;ﬁupnn That not 4 lily's leafl doth e'er descend
sigms amd Without some worthy and eternal end,
wonders, g, 1n hstory, the steady awn

d Marking, in history, t 1y \j

OF greatening Intelloct from day to day ;
Marking the assared trinmphant path of Avt
Aond the superber trinmph of the heart
O man—we hope the individual soul
Shall alse reach some glad majestic goal,
Having such Buch hope is ows: now God's white limbs ave cast
hope, wo have  Along the bitter and autumnal Blast
“G':'e"lflf'i‘;"'w O this our bitter contury which devours
B © The limbs of gods as winter slaya the Nowers—
Now that we pray no longer save by might
OF perfuct confidenee in endless right,
We have before us all the temples whers
O old Jehovah zat with levidered hair,
And all the Vea, more than this; we have the temples high
aecrets of post Of every former god beneath the sky ;
gods. Hach god and goddess Man in tuen beeomes,
Vxploving places where faint lutes and droms
Heard with mysterious dread and wonder of old
Proclaimed the worship of some god of gold.
All powers of these past deities man assumes—
He writes their epitaphs upon their tombs,
And then he tales their trinkets and their stores,
Al guits their palaces, and slams the doors,
Tustoswhena Vot otherwise than when a ity falls,
city falle, and Burnd by red fievee shot hurled wpon its walls,
ia }%::la]&"-"lb’ And the wild soldiers hurry, grimy and gim,
i‘:fwh[;:'g{:n"‘&t’ Ta tear that prostiate city limb by liml,
trinmphant, s a fierce tiger tears before the dawn
sacks the city Home sofi-limbed delieate soft-dappled fawn,
of God. Ho these men snel their city—oven so—
Not sparing any woman's hody—no—
Nor any grey-haired grandsive nor o child—
Whoever steps befors them iz defilod.
And just so—only with a elearere brain,
Mot mad with battle's Tloody barning rain,
Man sacka the splendid palaces where God
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Onee spilt the heavenly bright wine on the sod,
And where with his gon Josus he eoronsed,
Ahove the sorrows of this world—safely honsed.
Man sacks these palaces—he takes the rings
And bracelets of Jehovah, and his soft things ;
The chonges of God's radment, and his lyres,
Amnd ineense from the perfomed altarfives,

And many a clean-limbed, red-mouthed virgin host—

The wives eestatic of the Holy Ghost,

These treasures of the Holy Threr Man sacles;
He talkes without compunetion what he lacks,
Diemiving honestly to make earth fair
With what was wosted formerly on the air
Diegiving honestly to make carth shine

With flowers whose supple stems wers wont to twine

Ouly avound God's pelace-windowa—thess
Without repentance man doth sever and seize,
The lovely women whom adulterous God

Heas dorn from man, whether by present rad

OfF his own Bamihg force or hands of priests,

To be fair Hower-hearers at henvenly feasts—
Thicae man diseovers ;. and he brings them bacle
‘With shouts and lauglter sounding round his teack.
All pale sad languid women who forsaalk

The joys of earth for Gud—all saints who shook
The dust of earth aside—thess man redecms,
Griving them faiver joys than those of dreams,

Ah, poor saints ! they wandered far and found
Mo sweeter grass than eorth’s grass—no soft sound
In high heaven softer than o woman's speech

Or wavelets plazhing on o moonlit beach,

The jewels of heaven were not so bright as those
Which our earth's grimy darkling depths discloss :
The Howers of heaven wore not zo rich and red
As many a rose that decks a poor man's shed :
The women of heaven were not so soft and sweet
Ag those whom in our daily wallis we meet :

And God was not so noble ag thoss whe gave
Their conaeious life thal conselonsness to save,
The broad blue sea that washes round our shoves,
In which onr lusky geamen dip bent oars,

Is fairer than the marvellous waves that groan
With hollow voices vound the great while throne,
Arul better ave the brocecs on o heights,

And purer the pure lnstre of meonlit nights-—
A fereer the ved blage of earth’s noonday,

And gladder a robin singing from a spray

Of green curved ash—than braeae o hivd or moon
In heaven, or heaven's suliviest midday swoon,

Man brings to

garth the

flowers aeized
Ly God and
comyeyed to
heaven, Ha
begins, ut lasl,
to understand
the viches of
his own aoul,
il porceives
thal he hag
woven creeds
and theologies
ot priually
Frum within it,
inil has
himself mde
them eruclly
binding npon
Timselt.  Fow
he vises, and
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harnful
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things,
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It was a grand mistake, =0 now we fi;

Wi built up heaven aceording to our ‘hinf[-

And in that heaven we placed a Deig,, whot®

We erowned with mingled wreaths of '._ pest b

We looked within ourselves, and “h"l.] 7 1 .fu'l""‘
Bome trait of feeling noble and sweet e
This must be God's—we said —bat by
And wo created Deity to our will.
Not God ereated man, but man made T
Man raised his templs on the pearly %:;w d
Of heaven and gave to him his scepty,, Hialis
And told him surely that he should g, Iig
In Porudine min placed God for a ting,, i
Fovem til] the HII”(L!‘IJ unforgiven orimng, *
OF unibehing our fair women for his f,
Made God's lifs countable by venrs ﬁt.,l“;u I1I‘|‘"
This in the apple that Jehovah took—_ e
Therefore no longer shall he hesr the Sbbdd
Of Eden rippling by his heavenly how, =

CGod in ensk forth, ns he drove man, to ;q.

Gl in cast forth : his tender W ]l:'" :T_:Ih
Like Eve's, wave pitifully o'er the lax, g

Ghodd is hurled forth ; like Adsm and E:" o 8EO
New solls, with shame's flush bormt N ol
Goud is cant forth—"tis plain that yeary r
We made o God, and then bowed ci(;“-.ll}. :“l-;_ r*
To that strait ferrible Image we had et ey
With blood-red forchiad on a ET‘EI'!]II.II Of 3ot
Oh, jol-black ground on which we I”"ilut;h] ol |
Oh, thunders, larid flames of his abod,, | a
O, forful mountain-tremors of his Vod e -
Diapaet, be hidden; and lot us rejoioa, i
Free, wo are fro: o God upon the hiy
Fliumon torribly, and hurels upon ws i}, "
Inuntinble, nnd foeds upon our woe,
Uhanging our simmers into mist and o
And moeking all our soft delicions thirlh (i,
With the black plumes of pestilential hf{s
Ilmrm}-in;.; ns—oreating us ;l,_g:nh inge
For livid accoss of deliberate pain,
Plunging our human bodies white anq ¢
Into dark |rih w ey 1Iuhin-'l"Jl-IE' d.l'ﬂ._.:"ﬁlhs Jt r
Thair lwauty piecemesl —casting us 'I'_u.l”_:l
And piling over us vast towers of snoy,.
84ill tantalising us with vision of joys,
Then snalching thess nside, like sundy,
This God, with bright light, a= a falliy, tas
Cleaves tho blue down-pressed air-deg .*ﬁ F.r" o
And with o horrid splash the seas di"id: n

and ﬂ“ﬂui.

o still }

Pon hi* ©

Air

Ped] L0F™



HUMAN NATURE.

To wwallow within their gulfs his shuddering side.

Man who created him shall pull him down;

Man who lesttowed its glory shall wear his crown;

Man who invented heaven shall find it here;

Man who discovered hell shall slay hell's fear.

Boo, soe how every noble attribute 1

Man, generous man, has given, both flower and fruib

To ﬂoglv—nml what retwen how this Chod mnde

Hu huw taken the sun, and left us nought bat shade,

All noblor thoughts have beon aserilasd to God :

Fram man, 'tis said, the base depraved thoughts flowed;

Ewil mﬁnunlzuif mankind's llmtl: ol

Base, slavinh, degraded in ench part;

Man of himself can nourish no design :

Of good, sith God—all good desiress nre mine.

Lao| what a change has come upon ns now;

We seo the truth at last; we mark the brow

Of thix fair God denuded of ita power,

And man's hend wearing the etornal flower.

Man-—seoing that God misused the gift he gave

In tondorness, content to be the slnye

OF God for a weason—man, aroused ot Jast,

‘;d‘dr.u for himself the garluond of TH nit, 44
mn—seaing himself despised an renowned ;

Man—soving himself rejected, God's hair crowned

With kinses of many women and with flames

Of various saerificial odorous aitns

Man—meing himself put undernenth the foot

0oF tim:m inany phantoms in puarsuit;

Man—sooing himself brought undernieath the sway

Of many beings he ought not to obey,

And necing that all the flowers he firsnt bestowed

Arg rmrr::g by Gaod as if those flowerbuds qlﬂ‘wﬂd

Fon the el titme within the gavdon of Giod,

Instond of being euttings from the whode !

OF man—nian seeing and sorrowing o'er these things

Risca ot luwt, and m his quict wit

And not. at but simply kills

The Lond God hj’ the brvsih from qui"ﬂl"-lhg quﬂ]n.

For God i fragile: when the Enll wings shake,

All strengths the languid lmbs of Giod forsake,

And ho sinks lifeless on the geround,

Even at man's pinions, and their plumy sound.

Godd fs mnn's ereature—man's erontion high—

Man'n tower of Babel level with the, sky—

Yen, Clod himself is the true tower of Dabel,

By the tall penks of which its muker i abls

To touch und test the sky: man, mnleing God,

By God the ladder, es God's abode,
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HUMAN NATURE.

It was & grand mistake, 50 now wo find,
Wo built up heaven seconli to our mind,
And in that hesven we a Deity whom

Wae orowned with mingled wrvaths of earth’s best bloom:
We looked within ourselves, and whon we found
Bome trait of feeling noble and wwost and
This must be God’s—wan said —but bottor still 3
And wo eroated Deity to our will,
Not God created man, but man made Gaid i
Man rainod his temple on the pearly sod
Of beaven and gave to him hix soeptre high,
And told him surely that he should nol die,
In Parsdise man placed God for u time,
Even till the sudden unforgiven crime
Of snatehing our fair women for his flowers
Made God's life eountable by years and hours.
This is the apple that Jehovul took—

no shall he hear the brook
OF Eden rippling by his heavenly howe ;
Uod in cast forth, as he drove man, to ronm,
Goil i cant forth : his tonder snowy hands,
Like Bve's, wave pitifally o'er the luds-—
Gl in hrled forth : like Adum wnd Kve he sceks
New soily, with shame's flush bume upon his cheeks.
ﬂm”nuntﬁlﬂ;h—'ﬁ:phinﬂulymrlry_vm
We made a God, and then bowed down in fiar
To that strait terrible Image we had st
With blood-red forchead on a ground of jet.
Oh, jot-black ground on which we painted Clod !
Oh, thunders, hurid flames of hix ahede |
Oh, fearful mountain-tremors of his voion ;
Dupart, be hidden; and et us rjoice.
Free, wo nre froe: no God upon the hilly
Flumow torribly, and hurls L CRIC T
Tnsatinble, n.nt{ feeds upon our wos,
Chaon our supmers into mist ad mow,
And mocking all our soft delicious thi
With the black plumes of pestilential wings-—

us agwin

For livid m%b.f;in,
Plunging our human bodies white and fair
I t:ﬂ pits where despernte deagons tear
Their boauty piecemeal —casting us bwlow,
And piling over us vast towers of snow,
Still tantalising us with vision of joys, I
Thon snatehing these aside, Ho wunderod tays, ' .
Thin Cod, with bright light, ax o falling star
Cloaves the blue down-pressed air-dopths from afar,
And with s horrid splash (hie seas divide
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To swallow within their gulfy his ghuddering side.
Man who ereated him shall pull him down;

Man wha bestowed its glovy shall wear his erown;
Man who invented heaven shall find it here;

Man whoe discoverad hell shall slay hell’s fear.

Hee, see how every noble attribute

Man, generons man, has given, both flower and fruit
To God—and what retarn hag this God made !

He hag talken the sun, and left us nonght but shade,
ATl nobler thoughts have been agcribed to God :

Fram man, 'tis said, the base depraved thoughts fowed;

Evil continually is manlkind’s heart,

Base, slavish, foul, degraded in each part;

Man of himself can nourish no design

O good, saith God—all good desires are mine.
Lol what & change has come npon us now;

We see the truth at last; we mack the brow

OF this fair God dennded of ite power,

Al man's head wearing the cternal fAlower,
Man—seeing that God misused the gift he gave
In tenderness, content to be the slave

Of God for o season—man, aronsed at last,

Tales for himseld the gueland of his past.
Man—saeeing himself despized and God remowned ;
Man—seeing himaelf rejected, God's hair crowined
With kisses of many women and with flames

Of varions sacrificial odorous aims;

Man—seeing himgelf put underneath the foot

Of time, with many phantoms in pursnit;
Man—seeing himself bronght underneath the sway
O inany heings he ought not to obey,

Amnd gecing that all the Sowers e lreal Bestowed
Are namad by God as if those flowerbuds glowed
For the fivat time within the gnvden of God,
Instead of heing 1:uLL'-1'J|gH from the ahade

Of man—man geeing and sorrowing o'er these things
Rises at last, and sproads his rlum’r. Witirs,

And gapeth not at God—but simply kills

The Lord Gad by the breath from quivering quills.
For God is fragile: when the great wings Fslm,lte,
All strengths the languid limls of God forsale,
And he sinks lifeless on the grassy ground,

Even at man's pinions, and their plumy sound,
Grod is man's creature —man's creation high—
Man's tower of Babel level with the sk

Yea, God himself iz the true tower of Balbel,

By the tall peaks of which its malker is abla

To touch and test the sloy: man, making God,

By God the ladder, reaches God's ahode,
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And by the steps of Gad himself he climbs
To God himself—exhibiting his vliymes
And noble passionate hopes and thoughts and love
T' the form of one gigantic Figure above
The suns and moous and tremulous planets and stars;
This God man made : this God he unmakes and
mars,
Thus 1wan The true God—man himself—man reaches thus,
renchies hitn-  Thea true God built o the hones of all of us,
Etfd_-th']'ﬁhizﬂw And of our gingws and cur Aesh as well,
God I sing; vl all the sighs with which our bosoms swell,
ani &1l his And all the tender and yearning thoughts of years,
prasessions And the eternal fountain of sweet tears
’”I“Ld thetfﬁ' ¢ For ever shed by women—this strong King
Poture O the spotless endless Universe 1 sing,
Showing how he resumes to-day his erown,
Placing it on his own bright locks of brown,
Removing it from thosa locks withered and grey
Where he himself onee st it, 13 in play—
The flowers of all the TTniverse T sing,
The honey of every insect and the sting
O every insect—both the glory of snakes,
And splendour of spotted tigets in thick brales,
And fiery radiance of ench summer rose,
And sheeny shadews of mute mountain-suows,
And beauty of blue gentiang on the hills,
And forming catavacts, and splashing rills,
And terror of austere summits and lone lakes
Whose blue-black water the chill novth wind rakes,
And overy beantiful sweet woman's bloom,
And every fibre of moess on every tomb :—
All thaose, the new God's property, 1 sing,
But history, Nor only these—the splendid past T bring,
too, belongato The wonders of all history, and the wreaths
g;:-lnualriutl;;le_ OF human effort lingering Time bequeaths.
terrors and 211 Lhe flame of all inventions, and the alkill
the glories of OF man, sbill foreing good from strenuons ill :
E—iﬂtl'ﬂmﬂbe The tales of universes that ave past,
el WOWTE Poured in slrange frammenta on the hf_mr:,r hlast,
ﬁeulsﬁﬁrl‘;gh}un; And all the wild dev e].upmcnt. of man
the first time, Through intermediate stages fierco and wan
And terrible, when erestures half sublime
The horrible Fought with ineestuous ereatures in the slime
heau::y of . OF pre-historie rivers, ﬁ!,ruuglmg Tl
Towel, fieres g Jeeap the growth their brothers would retord ;—
evelopment.
The old sweet, Lien women half-developed out of apes
and thenew  Gleamed through the woods in abmnge impetuous
sad vieiom of shapes,
desith, Bought au.gﬁr]y Ly all the apes, becanse
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8mooth ivory fingers shone instead of paws™®
Upon the ends of their fiust-changing lunbs—
Our present glory our pale beginning dims,

Yol in primeval forests these things were—

Yea, then began the splendour of golden hair
Ani loveliness of women white and smooth
Hmorging from the hairy tribus wneouth,

Heill souglit the more in that the more they shone,
And choosing lovers lovely as tisie own !
Increasing beauty, that they might haud down
To us their children Benuly's spotless orowi,

Oh Liorror of these times—oh splondour ag well—
When close to perfect heaven flamed putrid hell;
When perhaps a woman just becoming fair

Andl soft, with locks of tender trembling hair,
Might meet within the woods some cresture yet
Hupsh, undeveloped, with grim jows of jet,

And in a sereaInimg Bpuce me his prey,
Hurled back into the apesonl from that day,
Mhego awtil things wis mush oonkida—wo

Who know that Nature worketh pitilessly,

Anil that no loving Deity superintends

These horrors, moulding thew to secmly ends,
But that the sele redeniption lies within
Ourselves of our sad mee from sorcow and sin.
Oh mark these horrors in the airly woods,

The vast primeval pathless solitudes—

Oh mark l.]mngonyul‘t]mlru-owi.ugnm

Mark the deep pain-staing furrowed in its fuee—
Then ask for what we have to thank the Lord —
W who are conguerors by oue own good sword.
No pity, bat perpetual progress—this

Has been our history- -hevein les one bliss

No pity, but perpetund movemenl on

Townrds o new fate that wo muost faee alone,

* | peod handly say that this is not infeuled for a strictly accurate scientific
statement of facts. 1i is merely infonded for a distant shadowing cuk, upon &
purely poetical basls, of what may really have occurred. With regard to an.
other cLup—I.hlt of bathos—which may ba brought with some show of reason
agninst the above lins and against this portion of the poem gencrally, 1 woald
answer that the intense reality of the horroni and synchronois grandeurs accom.

ying the dim carly peviod of man's dr\'r!'lnxmm: mitst rEpove any altem
mnmt‘mn of thom, af anjrafe for o who haoe once it the grim depth of the

eed, 1o u pegeion the farthest possibls from bathos,  Most of us have nover yet
traly realised the esscutial significance of the discoveriea snd theories of fiir.
Darwin anidl his dollewers. | In thia divetion there Hes o field for poetiz 1 -
tion and poetic uttetance hitherto almost wholly unexplored. Fealing that the
Idany nupinfuuiud in that feld e deawtifd, though often with a strangs lurid
bu.nrﬁuw foh, to ordinary winds who look enly ab the surface, savours of bathon
and the lndlerous, I have, ot the sk of belng so accused, attemptad to break
ground there,
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Meeting with no eompanion the eold stream
Whoae wavelets on th[:hnﬂ horizon gleam.
Oh perfect pleasuro of the eardy hours,
When all that river's banks were lined with flowers;
When hosts of angols seemed to us to wait
Ready to Iead us throngh the golden gate
O glimmering heaven that shone and trembled afar,
Like the faint laminous tremors of a star,
Oh plessant looking forward to the end,
To happy visions of many a long-lost friend
Who should be ready, cager, so we thought,
To weleome us ncross Death's ripples bronght
the pure hand of Christ the steerer true,
o guides Death's boat aoross the waves of blue.

Oh hesaven, the golden coronet, the palm,
The endless glory, the triumphant calm,
The beatifie visiou of the face
OF God, and his pure lustrous ladder of grace,
By the safe steps of which we hoped to elimb
To saintly monsions saored and sullime—
Our eyes aro opened now ; we see instead
Of these, black cofling of o host of dead,

The faces of the infinite dead we see
Instead of those glad sights that nsed to be
Before us, when we gazed upon the end—
Faces of many a living loving friend.
Where are they, all thess dead—we know not—now,
The froit ones fallen is nothing to the bough ;
The seed once shed is nothing to the flower ;
Wea are fruit, wo are seeds—we love but for an hour,

But plainly we can undérstand the taleg
O ghosts and spectres with white-woven veils,
And apparitions, scen in wmany lands,
With horrid faces and fonl waving hands
These sprang like Clod's fice from the human soul
That ever strives (in vain) nside to ell
The hollow-sounding gateways of the tomb,
Past loves and passionato friendships to resume,
Man made the whole: ven, out of our own mind
We wove the wondrous spivitual web designed
To clothe the naked wondering spirit that goes
Away from us towards Death’s unfithomed snows,
Omr ghosts, our spectres, like our God repeat
The thought of our own hearts we find so sweet—
They tat exhibit in their peraonal forms
The hope whereby the human spirit still warms
Tta coll old wrinkled hands, thet shudder and sheink
At Death’s inevituble desperabe brinlk.

We bt repeat ourselves ; we cannot pass
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the sweet faint smell of earth's swool grass
If hemven has grass, we paint it emorald green,
Becawss such grass on mountain sides is woen :
If sornphs carry wings, we haston and gird
Upon them plumes plucked from onr humming bird :
If heaven hus jowels—rubies, diamonds, shing
Within ita palaces ; these we combing
In glittering garlands, powerloss to invend
Boyond the powers that Life's experience lent,
Bo we give harps to heavenly harpers—moot
God throaned on a perpetual morey-seat,
And round about him erimson robes wo draw,
And on smooth marble tablets write his law,

And angels flying on messages through clouds,
Anil spocires dressed in their Iirind shrouds,
A.n.dJ’mm risen and showing in his wide
Thi marks of those same wounds by which he died,
And wftorward ascending like o swallow
Thows hwights where man's fool may oot follow—
Thus ying ot onee to man’s bold deoun,
And to the fact that these things only seem,
For never has a poct yet withdrawn
The veil of death ; we mark no evimeon dawn
Bucoceding to that final fearful night—
Bui only our own fancies loom in sight.
And thess we kiss in kack of better things,
And robe and crown them, and wo give them wings ;
Then, when the flush of life upon them s shed,
Wi say—Live souls are risen from the dend,
And so it s with God ; we moke « King,
Thon b thint Monarel's paepla sliivbs wa eling,
Hayi Hear us, we implore Thos, O our God,
our bosoms evil's poisomons lond,
m tha ﬁ mmm;:]rr s
MALLLTE yenra,
Then, when t'bomnwilin somo way relieved,
We think that by God's mandate wo wro reprieved,—
We hasten to his temple, and retumn
Thank-offerings wherewith our glad bosoms burn.
When once » man has risen in soul to s
That nobler "tis to die than death to flee
I hagly ho oan save another so,
Hin God must do the same thing—blood must How
From the most holy body of God Lo sve
Clonrse, hurdened sinners from a henlod geave,
Mun—unoble man—himself would do this thing,

- E:s:l_._:;:ﬁlL -
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8o, nobly unseclfish, God's deed he must sing,

Forgetting that he himself led the wny,

And that God had no option butb to obey.

For God must follow whither mankind poes,

Whethor the path be over sands or snows,

Al juat beeause man now hath grace to seo

The pawer of saovificial puvity,

God's nature is selfeacrifice—he saith ; 1

In Christ God died & sacrificinl death,

The Christian syatem all was woven from this—

Tn Christ God nnderwent the toaitor's kias,

In Christ the Deity hung upon the cross, .

Baving the world by his own being's loss, '

"T'ie mow we see the origin of theds things—

How from the soul of man each now eresd springs,

Like flowers and leaves that from one hidden root

Bpring yearly, ripining yenrly to red fruib;

The tenderness of God that we besonght |

Lived in the tender yéarning of our thonght—

It lived not elsewhers ; and the eyes divine

Wore human orbe, my brother—yours or mine,

Trecanse we longod bo perish that man might live,

Christ eame, amild, like a lanb, he would not strive,

Yielding his hody to the bitter desth

That mwn might draw elenr everlasting breath,

Diict we feel pity T Then that pity chane

Prom Gaod who felt it, bat with lordlior fame

OF aspirntion—hwd we strength o seek

The poor and needy?  God in Christ was moek—

Did wo desite ony sins to be destroyed 1

In Christ God’s natura flonrished, unalloyved—

Had any one of us a tendor eard

Grod wis more pitifal, and he wonld hear—

‘Was any mother's hosom ing sweet

God's bosom throbbed with even wofter heat—

Bo avery gift with which our bosom glowed

O God, destroying our mnnhood, we hestowed.
But now man stands alone, his manhood won,

Woman his moon, himself his glorions sun ;

With all before him, woakmess loft behind,

AL denbis and tremors sentterad to the wind,

And what shall be hiz life now he ean chooso

What to adopl, what diet to rofass,

What lnws to underge, what creeds to make

Now for bis own and nob for Deity’s aale

Now that he knows that Evil cannot be,

That *tis but a clond-shadow on the sea

Of endloss heaving life, shall he shjure

The moral eodes that he himself made pared
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Not so: with added tenderness ho views

The world he feels that he may shortly loss
For sver, since the immortal heavens shine

But vaguely upon the remote horizon line—
With dou g each man loven hin wife,
And the #weet flowers and fraits of daily lifo,
Hineo separation, when it comes in death,

Muy verily bo severing of the brouth!

O hinrd it in to say the tender calm

That comes with tender wings, like even's balm,
Upon the souls who, fecling this lifo all

Tt may be, do not tremble like some and fall
Prostrate before the lusts of evgry day,

Bat proudly re-assert their personal sway |
Happy for them it is—no heaven now ‘Lma
Upon them with delight of rapturous drenms,
But oarth's fresh grasses quiver round their foot
And glid the seent of this year’s mondow-aweot,

Boing tlod themselves, they sond no diudly preayers A1 things v
To alisb with weary steps the goldm staivn, mweaty Er
Bt all Mn&hhuhr-ﬁnngl s own reward, Pﬂ‘hd'ﬁ}im.,}'"”"
A purer joy than past joys of the sword. fﬂ:miug o
Oh wwoot is love to those who feol it may Yiima £18 740
Bubwide for ever with the M"l‘ —_ more intenss,
Oh sweot the timid aceents of a
To thoss who know fast th may whirl

Her shape into his waters ere the mormn

‘With flushed face shows another day is born,

Oh rich is passion to a man thn'l'm{l

That every flitting moment as it steals

Awny, dopiets for ever—swoat tho 1om

To enoh, bt doubly sweet to him who knows
Thid thosa aoft petals, enee hid by the night,
Hhall never , on that same stem, be bright—
Oh wweet are women to man's newer thought,
The women of ions times befors him i
In fancy, ﬂhmmm ﬂﬂﬂlm oo
Thries sweet, for these, too, soon s away.
Sweet is the earth, but trebly sweet to all

Who, loving, konouring the brave old ball,
Know that an end may come to all hor growth,
And that her wheels may rust for very sloth.
Bwoeol in the violet—sweet to him who plels
‘With enreloss hand the parpls flower 1o fix

In hin goy swestheart’s bosom-—uweeter still

To him who knows that when toamoreow's chill
North wind is blowing roughly o'er the hanks
Denth will be busy “mid the violeb ranks,
Pleasant wro past remembrances to all,
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Pleasant tho’ bitter "tis when our steps fall

Upon the meadows where we walled when fivst

Love's face upon our young fierce fancy burat,

Pleasant it is—bnt pleasanter far to him

Whose eyes with deeper, softer feeling swim,

In thot he knows that heaven haz come and pasit,

And hopes for no love equal to the last,

He builds not an the Mture—weak and frail—

He sols nob for high heaven his clean white sail

O manly sapivation —but he drinks

The passionale cup of life, and then he sinls

If need be calmly, not upbraiding Fate,

Nor grasping madly ot Linven's imagined gate.
Sweet 15 the world ; Imt sweeter far to thess

Who lnow their life is but a summer breegs,

Wha, teavelling, leave no single flower unsmelt

Lest from before their gaze that Qower should malt,

Angels have ample times Lo tuen and smell

The dowers they left behind in many a dell,

When they reach endlesa heaven, bul "lis not so

With mortal lives—they shine—+then shudder, and go!

Bweet, therefore, unto e 18 every ash

And calk, and all the blue blind waves that dash

Their trembling teeming weight npon these shoves,

And the white foam that flashes from the oars

or HerLg-arluml northern seamen, and the sun

That sinks o’er purple hills, its jonrney dong,

And the greal moonlit uLghI: and odours fair

That £ill the fields, and all the leen good air

Of this long lofty coast—sainee hove Love came

Upon me, robed in roseate vichest fame—

=inge here Love gleamed deliciously,—and fell,

Thercfore T look not any tals to tell

Of fature love, but passing 'mid the throngs

O present lovers, T charm them with my songs,

Telling of her whose snow-white fragrant feet

Onee shamed the eream-white fragrant meadow-swest,
Hweet ig the world to lovers who dizcern

That o'er the grave all pleasures shall reluen

With speady wing—who when they part can say,

Adter life's night-time comes eternal day.

Tair s the world to these—if they musk sever

Their happiness, 1% 18 not marred for ever:

We shall not meet on this side of the grave,

They sigh—but all their hopes for heaven they save.

Glad is the world to such—hbut even move glad,

More zolemn, unte those who never have Liad

This high ecstatic hopa, It have foreseen

Liove's utter ending with white brows serche, |
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Calm as the yearly white flowors whose young throng

In the green August woods awoke this song.
8o, when [ feel that I may never see
In thin or any world the Forra of thee,
Bweet Murgurol—when I feel thut those fuir eyes
That T have sung in lone soliloguion
May shing upon my lenely teack no mare,
Thin world ig even sublivaer than beforo,
And, when I think of thee, my woll-Joved wife,
And of the bitter yiclding up of life—
When 1 rosall to mind those violet orbw
Whose besuty and brilliancs faithful love absorbs,
And foul that this our union never sy
Extend beyond the pleasure of to-day,
To-day's calm pleasure is a grander thing
Than if its shoulder bore no tremulous wing
Whaso plumes alreuly shiver with n wouse
OFf cold dwpartare towards hills far from honee.
B, evar, doth the pang of msailils loss
From passion purgs awiy the lingering dross,
Cleansing wnd purifying nntil we hold
Within our hands a love-cup of dlenr goli,
Therfore I am not envious when 1 sea,
In the soft mondows where we usisd Lo b,
The foot of fresh fair lovers.  These shall sign
With footprints all the Sowers that once were mine,
And u-ertimughtMnmhrhnmlmt,
Following my lady’s gmdance right content—
Yoa, langhter ringing load from silver lipa
The echovs ufnurss‘l]glanghtur shall eolipss,
And one shall even crown brown lovks nnd neat
With furn, nnd feathery sprigs of meadow-swoel.
But 1 onge ot s T love them one wnd all
They trond behind me along the golden ll
Of youth and fire and passion ; they shall lie
Tu the ealm sober ending as low as 1.
Now that my spirit is free from those bronze wings
Which fancied God sbove believers swings,
1 feol a large relief—1 seek no more
My soul in piteous eraving eries to pour
Ot ab his I tarry till the end,
Fearlessly waiting what the fates may sond,
My spirit doth pisrce the spaces of the sbars,
Avrvstol nowhere by the golden burs
Of the old gate of heaven—it shines no move,
Daluding, an n false light on the whore
Has mnny n time di ﬁd tossing whipn
Right into ruin's ravenons whitd lips,
The great sweet dars spreads over mo—{his last
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Bong-wreath T twine while yet the odorous blast
OF these broad meadows plays npon my mouth,
. Before I seck the arid, seentless south,

m‘ﬂ' E:.'t Strange is it how tho old sweet times return
mm::r;k To those whaso it spirits have eeased to yearn
quickenad, After acatatic henven—its waving palms,
whon the Tts incense, nnd ita horibles, snd pealms ;
drenin of Btrange is it how the simple fowers of old

h::':ﬂll bas  Bhine with an added rdinnee as of pold b~

Erange i It Btmnﬁiu it, Margaret, how thy black brown haiv
how warly love Waves, like an nspon's lonves, on memory’s air,
comes back,  Now that I look not for angelic loves,
Nor any bright imperishable doves—
Birange is it how the simple pleasures wo
Enjoyed—our walks, our talks beside the sea—
Become transfigured by the holy sense
Of lozs that makes ench trifling boon intense =
Now that 1 look not for a heaven to keep
Open the wound whorein thy shaft struck desp,
I feel that henven was mine ; that heaven is past
Amnd that "twere no heaven it that heaven eould lwst,—
For "tis the sense of losing that bestows
The power whereby the endless yenrning grows,
And 'tis the aching pain that drives us back
To gather lost flowers strewn opon the track.
I look not for-  Most men look forward to a happy day
warl : g0 my  When fresh loves in some fresh delicions way
R‘:‘"t e May beam upon them—1T do not deny
and tha Each chamber of their vaunted golden sky—
is ng o bride, T do not say that some ohacure recess
Of conseious heaven mny nob with glee redeess
The bitter wrongs of enrth—but, tanght by these
Fresh wearly flowers that hloom upon the leas,
T say thal "is by putting heaven aside
T'hat this earth gleams in likeness of a bride,
M‘F {mmer- Oh purple glovious seas—by whose swift waves
tality ls here:  Tovers have strolled who now e low in graves—
m&;ﬂmr Fairer ye are than any seas that shine
is doarer to AN heaven, and fairer is this eglantine
me, and fairer, That glitters om tho hedge with yellow flowors
than the Than all the amarnths in the immortal bowers
m’::‘::'h"r Where God with endless trickery wreathes his locks :=—
Richer this searlol son-wesd on the rocks
Than all the erimsonest pond-weed in the pools
Where angels Pi‘m\ﬁf"r in glittering ganzewinged sohools 3
There 1= nob any dim green bud but brings
To me the memory of immortal things
Becanse my immortality is here,
Whether time's skiss be thonder-stricken, or elear,
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mo-nols in hesven a man may pluck,
savoury fruit his mouth may suck
In hewven, and he may sip the sin lmdl,

tl

Dfli.bmdmm&mumuphmlil;
Bul botloe, softer, sereder to mo
Is the frenh soent of clover near the Non,
And ruddior the red elover mixol with ¥rmu
Than rubies veddening on the floor of gl

Home men rejoice to think thal cnlloss time
Btill looms befors them, to complete the rhyme
Of life: but somewhat weal thero is in this:
Tat us nob labour to extend a kiss
Beyond it fitting struzsle of gasping
Lest faintness fall apon us, amd m:.gr:q:hpa.
Once is the red-ripe froit supreme in tasto ;
Ounee rounds the full-moon of & woman's waist ;
Omea new o girl's red fips in perfect flower ;}—
Oh, let us the blossem ab ita hour,
And week not wonkly, wantonly, to plant
I howven the flowers that stern fibe will nob grant !

Nor lot us, further, plant the troo of Giod The faith b
By swoot Humanity's frait-tree on the sod Gud, :il:u
ﬂgtﬁh world,—snying, when emotion burms _“:Ill’]"mli[:'
Within ux, that a God outside ns yearns spaings from
For recognition—seeing we only know wi

Our own warm spirits and their internal glow :
Nor let us clothe with golden sinewy plunes b
The fiery wish that inwardly consumes
Our henrts—the hope that we may see our friends
Bexide un when life’s sultry jouwney nds. i 8
m’l‘ilm T u.qulJ within us: all the throng }::ﬂ'l m, Wu?:' [l
my own A ur inko iy wong, ofieg L PONEES
With somn fﬁm éx{?ﬁumtim thn":'. it 15 into Ty wong,
Burvive when T the singer have livad my duy,
Aud gono 4o join the dead Howers,
Whosa | silvery bloom filled last your's bowers.
For truly a singer’s life is in his verme ;
Therwin gives his hlcssing, there his curse
NMMM—M' he waves his wings
truo existence, smiling as he sings.
Oh yo who read thess lines when | am dead,
If any thoro be on whom my song i shed
Then from afar, like some strangn ankumn leaf
Intruding with & savour of tears and grief
Into tha flery fenst of surmer—T pruy
Yo live with fervent sonly your little day,
Lave; pass nmong the mill-white wodow-swost
With tender pressure of soft living foet ;
Laugh ; weatter ferns and grasses in thoso bowers,
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thograve. Live Pluck, twine, inwreathe tho perfumed playful flower !
Intemaly, kiw iy with the loose ool of your ladies’ hair
'm“.]ﬁ:.. The flowers ye find of a thousand flowers most fair ;
soma joyfully They will not be less ample amid the Selds
—4ill thew, 1 In that no singer now his scoptre wislds
h'bﬂ?“t“ Among them—mnor less lovely upen the hills
ﬁ:llyrumt In that their levoliness no longor thrills
yu | This idle weak-voiood mlugor who is doad-—
For you, for you, live souls, the rose is red,
For you the il mpndow-sweet is Tright,
For you the large stars glimmer scross the night,
For you the long waves wanton on the sands,
The Sowers of future periods fill your hands,
The Bloom of future roses dyes your palms,
Yours are the sunlit noons, the moonlit calms
Of even, and all the peace upon the deep
‘When all things save you slovpless lovers sleep,
Oh lovers of the futum | unto you
I give the morning aiv, the nightly dew,
The beauty of all wamoen whose frageant breath
Shall 11 you aned theill you when T am ehill in doath,
Their lovelinoss whall bo no whit less swoet
That I am lingering wnderneath their feet,
Aund, ah God, forms of womon fairer far
Than any of those forms that around me are
Bhall shine upon the earth in man's new day,
When T am portion of the mouldering clay.
I Bail yon all : T greet ye in my song:
To me, the poor dond poot, all ye belong,
For I firet hailed yo- though yo be not bom,
T sang your beauty, I siug the beauty of morn,
Though yet the stars g shining over me,
And no Live vodeos sound apon the sea,
I sang your tender bonunty, maddeus all,
Oh lot a tender bone or two downdadl
Upon this page in that T loved ye well,
And worshipped with the soll sonorous swell
Of this io music : o rose
That shall shine, every woven in Snows,
Each petal of each coming flower I hail,
From the first croous 1o the last lone pale
Convolvalus upon the autuwmnn hedge,
Or the last blossom of Cho st sea sedge.
h, women with divine looss golden hair
Or with long darl beown vinglets even move fair,
Take ye the utter worship of my song |
¢+ Por your sweek skes it loiters dver long.
Tine's soul fy . Bemember, all yo lovers, that ye live
flekle—Jove A8 though Timo's sonl were fiekle and fogitive,
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And, when ye weave a maiden’s locks a crown,
Of your intensest richest work lay down— ;
And, when yo kiss a maiden on the lips,
B not like one who drinks in paliry sips,
Afraid o taste his pleasure, afraid to lose,—
"Tin torror rubs the bloom from off the rose,
Umnos, onoe love comes ; and then he flion to seek
The roses on some other love's choek i
Therefore, when love approaches, lold him fast—
Each love in more than love ; cael is the last, '
Euch is the last love of the dying dayn—
Not twieo are foreheads cireled with the bays ;
Not twice are gold crowns given in any land ;
Htill less the rose-crown of a woman's
Sl less the lily-garland of her hroast—
Ko man ean twice be perfectly earessed.
g?}mlmm lovers! when I think 5
i draughts in store for you to drink,

And when I know that in contempluous linsta
Yo will o'erturn the gifis before you pluced
By the ealm gods—T am sad—T sovow and ory—
T can bk warn you, for 1 have to dis,
Plonwuron insstimable gdeam aoa burn
Before your waywand steps at every turn ;
These ye will squander as T hnve squandered all,
Till to your graves, defeated men, yo crawl,

But be ye mindful of me whes 1 am dead,
Give me one petal langhing rose of red,
Give me one blosom ereamy meadow.sweet,
Bpare all the rest for that girl's milky foot,
But lot n Wlossom sink upon my grove—
Then all the other Blessoms slie iy sive
Ta Ming ot her glad lover Inughingly
Whoen he puesaes hor witl impossioned gloe,

Al argnret, ghould I die before your breénth
Ts strangled in the iey stream of donth,
And ahould thess frail songs fluttor to your gaze,
Give me your tears, they sre swicter gifls than bays. |
Shod o toar, sweetheart—vyen, o tear or two \
Let fall, to shine like larger silvery dow
Among the loncly dew-drojs on my grave,
Ovor whoss sreh the solemn night-wouds rmve.
For you 1 have sung this song of summer and heat,
For you and her who bas trod the meadow-sweet
This sunny year in company with me,
Aol Wll”ﬂ'!]y,hﬂﬂiliﬂ our ancient moon-lit s,
Forget mo uol—aor if you must forgol
Fivat lok the grass with some soft tears be web
For him who onee plucked from around your feat

L
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Ferns for a erown, well mixed with meadow-swoot,
Yea, it may be that these thy tears may bloom
Asg silvery gracious flowers upon my tomb,
And that the wild wel winds that wail and baat
Above my tomh, may toueh fresh meadow-swoel !
Thou art the meadow-sweet, my lady fair,
The sweet o' tho meadows, [lling all the air
With tho still loyely odour of thy breath,
Ho sweet it almost onght to vanguish death |
Ah ! so lone love exelaims —but what love reaps
Iz little, when hanenth the griss love sloops,
Therefore it is that I must dally long
With the live eadences of this last song,
For not one sweet lnst love-word can be said
When once a soul is numbered with the dead,
Nor can o spiril then scod a message back,
To loved ones lost upon the lonely frack,
Kor ean a dying man by cunning chent
Death even of one poor potal of meadow-sweet-—
Thou art the meadow-gweet, and, wifs, thou arl
The blue forget-menot peessel nest my lieart,
Faithful and true to me thou hask ever been,
Making o wild life somewlal more gevens,
Homewlat more hopoful - yea, a little more still,
Removing by soft hands some fruits of ill,
I write this song that if indeed thive be
No heaven ab all, no faiv fulurity,
Herein some joys of heaven we both may taste,
Before we enter upon death’s delorous waste.
Shed teurs, loved womesn both, upon my tomb,
That Howers from these (heforn the ivy-bloom
Has tine to spring anid climb) may rustle there,
Bhining wpon the plessant evening air,
Oh golden tresses—yo avo truly mine ;
Oh black-town locks that T so longed o twine
1o passionate fingers,—which have never yot
With one soft pussionate tear of mine been wil,—
At any rate I erown yo with the strong
Pure rhythmie tremors of my dying song,
Oh that this song might swester be than all
That in glad previous epochs I Iet fall—
Oh that this song might softer be than those
That hlossomed with the bndding of the voss
Oh that this song !n'[gh‘t. louder be than each
That laughed in concond to love's silver spoach-—
Ol that this song might grander be than thay
Which leapt to heaven in love's eestatie day—
Ob that this chinnt may please my lady mors
Than these T songht, and softly brought, hefore,




Tulling of all the old flowers anid all th
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ik bl mlg]: toreach my lowb love
With odouy ﬁrﬂahi-_ﬂ,bsnﬂa of the mondoy
Obh that within her tresses it might twine

Like lingering leaves of the purpurcal vine—

like a star

A complex cunning garland 1 must twine,

For lmlt:uihm shades are lovely—and both are mine!
The death-song of a stricken bird in swoot,

o wny thoy—und o bard’s most glowing hent

OF fiory funcy is stricken into fame

By nerown which prosaic bowinen nim,

wmhmm mh' and ndore,
Drvlamnpu-ﬂv:(ehjyaﬂﬁ- ]

But "tis nok joy that drives me along the teek,
Huther the hope of reaching what 1 lnck,
Rather the pangs of wild indignnnt five

Wk T, weith fervid stvalees, along my lyve--
Ruther the pleasure of furning quite away
From the dull weary round of ¢ iuy
And merging all my burthenod in wong,
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Till it avises, ghad, renewed, and strong.

Indignant soreow is as o dort to sting

A post, forcing him to test the wing

NWeow-born that glitters on hizs shoulder—joy

Might make him deem his gift a trifling oy,
Well I remember how when that divine

Hoft lady of love whose early heart was mine

{hose rather the cold road of living oreeds,

Not noting that warm cross fhat burns and bleeds

With the red blood of safferers who shall bring

“The future fith whose firsh frail buds T sing—

Well I ramember how 1 sought the place
Where she bestowed her lovely maiden grace
Tpon a priest devoted to the paat—
The church wherein their union was made fast
Amnd firm and elose and endlesa—where they stood,
While priests in vobes well-wrought and gay and good
Burronnded then, and ineense vising high
Chhoked back the Iast half hidden woman’s sigh—
Where the great organ pealed and the white choir
Bang chanls far faiver than my feeblo lyro
Can lift:—well I remember how I stood
SAfber some weeks therein,—and =aw o wood
Wave through the aisles, and fancied round the feet
Of white-robed boys blocmed whiter meadow-swest.
Well T remember how within that shring
‘Where they break hread and idrink the boly wine
Continually—a strong-hald of the Larnd,
Where many a right hand grasps o gcu}u:l leen sword
Devoted to his glory and his fame
And the undying homage of his name—
Well T remember how my whole soul went
{Though then with loss of love twas sovely vent)
Ot in a passion of yearning unto ooe
In whose great chant the future has begun,
Oh, brother poet! in that sove disbress
Of mine, T sought thee with a fond caress
Of eympathetic thoueht—T saow the gold
OF the gramd Christian temple—the canopy rolled
Agide—the sacramental enps that shone
Upon the altar, and T heard the tone
O the sweet singera—but T only thought
OFf thee, disdained, rejected, seb ot noaghl,
Chirsed and reviled ,—and fancied that the foor
Rang with Christ’s feet fast-hastening to the door!
Deemed that T heard Christ speak within thy song
In acoents clear and Godlike—tender and strong |
And then T left my lady to the part
That she had chosen with the uncertain heart




Of woman; and I passed to meel my
Closing for ever love's impassioned g
But ever and anon some foolish fue
Btings me to singing for a litle space,
Or some uneguth conrse woman
Divives ma to seek in faney’s spotless sk
My fair Idenl—all true chants are _
Torth from the sonl by torment; s
The tenderncss that ones was God's T give
Back to mankind who fivstly bade it live: [
The glory of Jehovah 1 redurn ! Bl
Back to mankind who bade it blaze and bum:
The wondors of that false heaven 1 reslore :
Back to mankind who built it upon the floor
Of forvint faney:—now I show the gold )
Of heaven from earthly mines was upward rolled,
And that the roses round God's garden-gale Iy
Ave flowers thiat bloomed on earth, but blommed too Ia
These I transplant: I bring them ack to man: .
I give lo him the seeplre he began, i
T take God's glittering crown from off his head—
Tao! wilh those flowers man's faiver Jocks instend
Bhall be with exoltation glorified—
Thay fell to man the giver, when Gl died,
And, this being'zo, we know not what may bo
In the far future—what joys man may see:
He who ercated God, can do good things;
He who creatod God, and gave God wings,
And sl God over man who placed him thers,
Can do things yet more us, yob more foir,
Whan earth is hesven, when every lover knows
A perfect joy, when every bosom glows
W'-E.h e r.'nﬁzl wemae of Lroe divinity,
Whem power to rule the aiv and earth and sea
Ts given to man—when women lovalier fur
Than those who live npon our présent star
Move fully npon life's plensant gross,
Then slindl the meaning of this sang come to pass.
Then shall the wistfully look back
To warly blood-prints on the beaton track,
And my—thor some dead singer helped us on!
There some clear flame of inspieation shone!
Theve stood a poct who pressed with sagor foot
The white fonm-waves of long-past meadow-gweel |
Thers dwolt o poet who sang of Black-brown hair
Long sinee mixed softly with the memorinl air |
Thove sounded voices gleeful ag our own—
Yea, muny n woman's unforgotten tong | ; i
Just as 1, living, singing, look belind Just w1,
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And hear past voices horne upon the wind,

And listen to strong singers who are dead,

For whom onee many a laughing flush famed red
On woman's cheelss—just ag 1 seem to know

In fancy how sweet flowers in many a row
Glittered in Hden's groves, when first a wife
Bestowed on Adam her own blossomy life,

Wea, oll the loves of the immemorial past

Flit by me on imagination's hlast—

They sought to live for ever—yet they sank,

And over their still graves the grass is rank—
The prass that once waved round their steps survives,
Though it be frail, their frailer finished lives.

And yet thare surely is something in a song
Which hath no ending, though Time's curse be strong,
And gomething thera iy in unselfish love
Which lifte the heart that feels it far above
The thought of death and melancholy decay-—

Home flower there is in these things which shall stay,
And, 'I.k]len']_‘lme g aoythe gwﬂel;ﬂ.wﬂﬂl}rt}u'cu;bh the grass,
This flower shall Imgu unent, and shall not pass,
The songs of Dante live, and E]mkeﬁyaum’s SO0,
Which yeb shall thrill innumerable throngs,

And Petrarch's living Laurs 1% as green

Mg the bright endless Janrel whose serena

Foliage defies the winter—whosa bright leaf

Ghacve many a thought to sssnage his endless grief.
The glorions unforgotten songs of Grecee

&till live and flourish ; and they shall not cease ;
Still, still, we listen to our Keats and Burns :

Sl the great human heart is stricken and yearns
With the great German minstrel's wise wide song
In every land the shadowa of bards are long,

Bl Wordswaorth walks smeng the porple hills ;
#till Bouthey marks the cataracts and the vills,
Though foaming wonderfully-white Lodore

Keeps time to his glow living step no more.

Htill Coleridge weaveth for us mystie verse ;

The Mariner delivers, vet, his curae,

And Christabel delights ns—Kuhla Khan
Whispereth a sbeain unkonewn to living man.

The glaries of our Tennyeon shall not dis ;

His lnights shall strogple, and their plumes shall Ay,
Through the far future ; the Rapulilic waits

To bring tempestuous Bwinburne through its gates,
And gome one of whose beanty T may not speal
Btill lives, to liss strong Browning upon the cheek.
Shelley amd Byron ara not dead at all

They live wherever, whether in bower ar hall,




Their words are listoned to by
The poits n}_b&ﬂk o ovEery Tin
The: goldan tongae of Chavcer is
The tender faney of Spenser wor
Fven with ua in thise buay latter di
Th only endless erown is woven of
For these shall still be gréen when
With tears to seek the tomb of last yeu
And these ghall gtill be badding when the
Of kings is withered—black, und rusty, ang
My chiant is hushed : T cast it forth to-seek
Tile o song-bivd my lady's vose flushod cheele—
I wemd it forth to futier at her door,
Till ghe shall open, as tender as of yore,
Till shie sholl listen, #s cager ns of old,
To these melodious thoughta L would unfold,
Telling the lessons and moods T seamed to mwt
In the white tufts of odorous meadow sweet,

THE DOUBLE.

As the interesting phenomenon of the Doulle is now aftracting
the particular attention of Spiritualists, and is likely to do so for
a long time to come, it is well that every student of Spiritualism
bring his mite of experience, that light wight be thrown on the
subject. It is this consideration which induces me to send ]'Jdrn
@ few jottings on ficts obtained in this direction,

You are aware that Naples possesses o trance medinm of vm'z
great power in the person of the Baroness Cerrapica. Throug
this medinm, with whom 1 have frequent sittings, our spiritudal
cirele has often been placed in communion with spicits yob in the
flesh. T might fill many pages of the interesting conversations
we have had with some of the greatest living mentalities of the .
world, who one anid all have established their identity by pro-
pounding or enlarging upon their philosophical, scisutitic, o
political theories. But as it would not be advisable to give their
names, snd without thesa it would be uninteresting to melate
their conversation, I must confine myself to one case alone,

About six weeks ago there manilested h our lady-
methinm the inenrpated spirit of our mulual fnm:ig Dr, Nehrer,
who is now etaying in his native country, Hungary. 'The per-
sonation could not be more satisfactory; the gesture, the voice,
the pronunciation were through the medium perfectly repres
sented, and we conld not help fecling we were in the presence
of Dr. Nehirer. He said he was slumbering on his couch after
the day’s work, and related many particulars of a private nature
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entirely unknown to every sitter in the circle. The noxt day I
wrote to the doctor, telling him of the phenomenon, and
transeribing what his Doubla had told us the previons eveniug,
In reply, the doctor informed me that the particulars given by
his apirit were perfectly corvreck in every point, and sent me o
relation of similar facts, met by him in different works aud
manugeripts in the courge of his spiritual stodies,  Thesa [nobs,
sepming Lo we possessed of some interest, T send them to you
herewith for the advantage of your readers, G. DAMIANT,

Noples, 31at July, 1875,
DR. NEARER'S RELATION.

“In the course of my studies about the important and highly
interesting subjeet of the Double, I pernsed a notable part of
Clermun literature on Magies, Dimonology, Thenrey, Deuteros-
copy, on Divination, Visions, Second Sight, and Pnenmatology,
which helped me to find out numerous cases and facts confirm-
ing this wonderful endowment of the human spivit manifesting
itsolf apart from his living material envelope. By far the richest
and most veliable soures for my investigations was my friend
Mr, Henry Stealil's diary, commenced in 1856, and continued
till.now with the most serupulous exactitude. This anthentio
report of all the spiritnal séanees, partly in Vienna and partly
at Madling, was opened to me with the greatest liberality,
and with a pure and noble intention to propagale spiritual
knowledge. Our zeslous and indefatigable vepresomtative of
Spiritualism in Anstria, at the age of 82 years, shows the same
interest in the great subject which animated him in younger
years, nnd thoagh not o medinvm himsalf, he is eminently gifted
for developing wedinmistio qualities in other persons, several of
whom hove attained a high degree of power. In his cirele
manifestations were obtained generally by two mediums sitting
opposite and placing"their hands on a planchette, furnished wil,h
4 lead pencil ; sometimes through one medinm ouly. Mr G. B,
a gentleman of learning and Iu:,ln respectability, is one of the
best of the mediums, dev&]ﬂ])t.‘d by Mr. Stratil, his pecnliarity
consisting in drawing and writing menhammlly with a pen or
Eclmi'l. He usually “does not place his hand on the paper, bub

eeps it fres from every support. No intnition of what he is
to write ever pervades his mind. Ie declares himsell’ guite
innusmhlu of conceiving that which he writes down. This
involuntary action, however indubitable, he would nevar attri-
late to the influence of an invisi ible intellizence presont alile o
impress his hand and use ib as an instronent.  In my prosence
b repeatedly declared his incapacity of accounting for this
involuntary drawing and writing ; yet the only reasonable expla-
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nation he obstinately refused to nesept. Tn vain, during Lhe
lapse of 15 years, did many of the spirits who controlled him,
and amongst them his own grandfather, endeavour with argu-
ments and strong proofs of their identity to persuade him that
he was an ingtrument in the hands of the spiits,  He would
only aceept the fact of his own existonce,

“QOn the lst of November, 1874, Mr, G, 1, on Fu'ﬂiing liis
hand on the planchette, wrote as follows =1t is I, thy own
double, facing thee now, free from thy materinl substance, He
not afraid, and bear thy own presence, which thou feelest Tike o
cold, eoming from a blast, on thy forehiead. Tt i thy spoatinl
double that produces it. We shall nssociate very soon and wirk
together for a result, which is not easily obtained. Tuke care to
keep thy actions above my criticism, T shall be an innxmilﬂs
and ingorruptible judge of them, a8 well as of thy wonls an
thy undertakings. Remember this | adien | Thy own double®
Mr. G. B, quite astonished at this severe and unexpec
apostrophe, asked whether he was allowed to put some questions,
Answer :—* | have spoken to thee very often, but thou hast not
eomprehended we,  Poor G Bl thoun wishest to converse
with me now ! Abstain; if ever thou hadst nn exasperated and
implacable enemy on earth, that is ' * Being my own doubls,
how mayest thou be my enemy?' “If thou art unable to
understand this, ask the Dualists, and they will explain it all to
thee, Expmine thy mind and thou wilt see what offence thm
lhast given me, I was deprived of many a blessing onearth, and
of some trie heavenly nspirations by thee—mind that' * Pray
be more explicit; 1 never wounld offend thee” * Do not tease me
any longer, I return to thee, into my own dwelling. Iam the
substance which, through thee, sees, ?mnrs, smells and feels, I
ni sueking on the Lreast of our holy mother, Natuve, whoereas
thou art apoilt by arl, distorted, aud thus very much estranged
from me, a true mundane being, with whom I ean deal no
longer” *1Is not this an arch trick of my witty friend Stratil 1*
‘Thon art blind and silly, though coupled with me like a
Hinmese twin, Hnough; I must jein yon. Our abnormal
separation can last no longer; it llli;.:i)it- injure thee.’

o« Mr. G. B, the Medium, desired to have another gquestion
answered ; but in vain ; nll communieation was at nn end. Noxt
shanice, his grandfather, o most bonevelent and learned spivit,
wis evoked, and requested to give sowme explanalion respecting
this surprising phenomenon, Strange to say, tho evocation was
made by that same G. B, whose scepticism in spiritual com-
munion would have induced him to deny the next moment that
he had dealings with the spirits. However, the following eom-
munication wuas obtained = T oughl to rencunce the task of
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making you understand these things by menns of regular dedue-
tion. Perhaps a parable may serve to give you an iden of it :—
Fancy a portion of quicksilver, which is reflecting your own
portrait—your bodily double—like a mirror. Suppose you hit
the quicksilver gluhe. it will divide itself into many smaller
ones. Compare man's body to the globe in question, Each
little part of it reflects yonr whole frame. Now, pray, rise a
little higher, and consider my own individnality abiding now in
the seventh sphere or region. I am living in a body, seemingly
ng T lived on earth before death, 10 you could see me now, you
wonld find me surrounded by the same persons that composed my
household, when I was heve. There you woulil meet my wife, my
children,old, peevish Tom the footman, good, old, stupid Catherine,
and Kate the servant-maid, and even thyself, asa boy nine vears
old. Congider also that these spirits belong to different spheres,
and like vou, some of them are now on earth, and in the fesh,
and yet they live with me. Furthermore, that althongh dwell-
ing in n high spirit sphere, 1 am on earth, being your guardian
gpirit, Mulfilling besides some ollier missions, imposed on me by
the Supreme Being, in consequence of which I am ealled to
gaveral other places” *How enn this ubiguity of the apirvit be
understond 27 ‘Only by the above-mentioned parable of the
shivering to pieces of our individuality, which during earth-life
is kept together apparently by the bodily frame. Aftor death
our gpiritual fragments may be shattered, according to diving
and eternal laws.  Fven durving earth-lifo cases iy ocony,
where the same manifold manifestation of our apirit is to be
ohserved, tocether with an inconceivable antagonism to itself.
You woere Expeﬁum:ing a specimen of this antagonism not long
nzo, and I advise you not fo court a repetition of it, nor to resist
it, if it tales place spontaneously. By all means do not make the
interconrse with thy own double, or manifold selves. pariodical,
There is something abnormal in it, and a repetition of it could
not but prove injurious.

“Home months after this remarkable communication, ab
another séance with Mr. Steatil, medinm, G. B. got nnother
measage, signed : * G, B Inguiring about the meaning of these
initial letters, the followine answer was obtained : —' Do not
feizn more ignorance than thou really possessest. Thou knowest
the writer very wall, but choosest to disown him on purpose.
Thy sonl is unveiled before me, My knowledge of the uncom-
fortable dissension within thy miod, which enables me to step
beflore thee, for the sake of lecturing thee like a stranger; the
same knowledge of the deep gulph, never to be replenished, be-
tween mind and spirit, head and heart, will and skill, wish and
hope, doubt and eonviction, gives thee so much uneasiness, thou
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foolish man, who art disposed to persuade thyself
tence of these facts. Look into thy own mind, an
T am miatake.u? " *What shall 1 do to make {l
ism cease?’ ©But very little is required of th
that thou mayest be in harmony with thyself,
not be go obstinate, and cease shutting up thy heaj
arainst o sounder and better conviction, Cense.
siong to a strong mind, whereas thou art only stuh
believe thyself to be an honest sceptic, whereas 1i
capricious ehild, thou st simply in epposition
facts, which will exist, whether sanetioned by thy
or not.  Thy own body iz erowded by all sorts
various strata of the atmosphere ave filled with tl
world unseen, and 1’ am sojourning amongst t
couldst see with my eyes, which ave not veiled b
wouldst wonder and “DIB]]J.P, marvel, and ex
The great fact of the existence of God iz now leav
of [aith, and enteving that of knowledge, through the
of the Spirit World, by the means the A1m1ght_r,_r :
best fitted for the eapacity of a Dbenighted zenerati
batded medinm nevertheless ventured to ask for g
proofs of the existence of a realm of spirits, desirons
utter conversion. DBub no answer was given, and
advised only not to detain his donble any longer, f
injure him.
* This rxtmmdmd.ry‘ manifestation was uccasmnaf}
in order to impress Mr. G, B, whose state of mind
the application of a powerful l'emedg.r, Anyhow, comit
from an incarnated spirit, it serves to illustrate aur su
through further investigations and researches
guarters may confirm the reality of the statements
through that medium, and the anthenticity of which

ANOTHER MANIFESTATION FROM AN TNCARNATED 8
BTRATIL'S CIRCLE.

“Tt was the spirit of an Austrian actor, who, a
orgie, during his sleep wandered and came to our géi
up an hours sonversation with the ecircls. it
his name, he signed it in fll—G B
his calling on earth was, he answered—*1T -
‘Who are you, then #— One of those who mo
representing the world!  * We suppose you to bs
actor G — t'—* Tiyen my adversaries mu: h.
what reason are you here ¥— You were spea
this afternoon. Well, T like that place very mu
me of my dear Z. . The very mentionin
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me. My body is slumbering now ; but the name of Wiiraburg
awakened all my energics, and made me come here. Tt is not
Dr. N 's personality which attracted me ; nothing of the
sort.®* 1 was dreaming of a railroad; and hearing.you talk of
Wiirzburg, [ came here. “Can we do anything for you ?'—T
do not wanl anything' ¢ Can you materialise yoursell ?'— By
no means’ “Will you, then, kindly retire, that we may have
more profitable intercourse with other spirits ?'—* Wait till I am
awakened,' After this, the medinm was made to write for a
quarter of an hour; and, on evoking the spirit of a deceased
friend, the medium wrote— G is still in Morphens's
arms’  Ail attempts of conjuring this spirit away proving
unavailable. we continued the séance some time longer, during
which he advised the circle to make o great noise, to hiss him,
and to make mesmeric passes in ovder to arouse him, All in
vain. He went on digcoursing of his adventures of that night,
to the moment when his wife, Z —, bronght some medicine
to soothe him, He %m‘e her family name, and how their
acquaintance was made up, &e., &e. Inquiries having been
wade about the statoments of G ‘s spirit, it was found
that they were all perfoctly true,”

“(3. Conrad Horst, in his ‘Deuteroscopy,’ vol. i, p. 147,
mentions a case of & young lady named Seraphina, daughter of a
German statesman. She was subject to fits of the momentary
logs of her senses from the age of 15 years. In her ehildhoad
she used to tell her sisters of her having been ecalled up to
lieaven, and that she had played “with angels. Nobody could
say whether she was relating a dream or a vision. For her it
was a reality, for she often refused playing with earthly chil-
dren. Her eldest sister, aware of Semphina’s peeulinrities, return-
ing one day from a visil, found her standing like n statue in her
futher’s study, before the window which faced the gurden,
Fearing to startle her, she approached very gently, and embraced
her without uttering n word. But, on looking into the garden,
ghe saw the double of Seraphina walking at the side of her fathor.
A sudden exclumation caused the double to disappear from the
garden, and the rigid frame of her sister began to move in her
arms, until she came to full consciousness. 1% was alterwards
ascertained that their father thought he had been walking for
gome time in Seraphinn's company, who suddenly disappeared
from hizgight. Some years after this event, Seraphina, one day
looking in her mirror, was addressed by her own image — Be
not afraid of thy own double, which is speaking to thee to inform
thee of thy approaching death’—a prediction which was verified*
for she died goon after this event”

* Dr, Ne—— cumma from Wiiezburg to be present ab the séance,
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AL vol i, p. 185, wo find in the seme author:—* Mrs. St
- . & relation of mine, whilat residing in the town of
D ;and in perfact health, appenred at my house, sitting
and reading the Bible. My wife and the servant saw her as
well as mysell. Maving mastered the first impression, which
was a sork of awe, T resolutely appronched the phantom, and
looked in the open bool. Whilst 1 did eo, the apparition dis-
appeared. Immediatelyv after, wa reaolved Lo visit Mes, S5t ———
in her own honse, at an hour's distance from oues, notwithatand-
ing the lateness of the hour and the inclemency of the weather.
Bhie was in bed, suffeving from e slight hysterie altack, We
never told her the canse of our unexpected visit, and she lived.
many years afler this strange event. The impending death of
her husband was predicted by Ler; but how this was revealed
to her she never would tell!

“The narrative of these events is pccompanied by the follow-
ing remarks:—* There are many instances of a sudden and
temporary. separation of the spirit ?Jr the ethereal form, or
whatever you may chooss to call it) from the boedy, and of its
manilestation in the outer or physical world during real animal
life. But this sert of Denteroscopy has hitherto remained
unexplained, and therefore every well authenticated additional
fact bearing upon it is of the greatest importance.’

“The natives of Lapland are well known for possessing the
gitt of second sight. A Litbeck merchant came to Bergen, in
Norway, where he met a Laplander, who told him he sonld give
him news of his family at Liibeck. A wager was proposed and
ageepted. The Lapland man, in presence of the merchant and
others, threw himself on the floor, and remained senseless for a
time, Having recovered his senses, he rose and began to give
particulars, referving to his wife, her perzonal appearance, her
ocenpations af that moment in preparing for the wedding of a
relation, and concluded with producing a large bread-knife, used
shortly befors, which was acknowledged hy the astonished
Liibecker to belong to himsell, and to have been left at Litbeck,
and he paid the wager to the Laplander.”

WILLFOWER.

“ A lady, well-known for the gift of second sight, hecame one
day very desirous to be with a friend living in the same place,
but at a great distance, and where she could not go without
neglecting  urgent l'amily affaire, Bhe, therefore, resolved to
impress her far-off friend, by a powerful exertion of her will, to
mike her come. The other, not at all disposed to leave her
house on account of the bad weather, felt nevertheless compellad
to go and see her friend forthwith. When in her presence, she

Vol. IX, a6
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was received with a smile, and informed of the experiment,
which she readily exonsed,

“Justinus Kerner relates:— My grandfather went to wvisit
his native place, to see a distant relation of his, known to be a
very ill-natured woman, He was received by her at the door
of her house, and she introduced him to her apartment, She
wore her usual house dress, and a bunch of keys hung at her
si:]e. She then showed him into her bedroom, when behold!
there was lying in bed that very same woman, oppressed
dizenge a.nrifwcgalmusa, who; & mrﬁ:::nent hefore, waapu.t his Bili?;
apparently full of health. Shortly afterwards, she died in his
spresence. He altended her funeral as a mourner. On the way
to the cemetery, my dfather and another atlendant saw the
figure of the deceased sitting on her coffin, dressed in the same

way mentioned, and with the bunch of keys at her side, The

removing of the coffin from the hearse did not distarb her, who
remained sitting still, but the apparition vanished alter the
coffin had been lowered into the grave. From that day, the
house she lived in was so signally haunted that it had to be
demplished. .
“Tn Wieland's Enthanasia (vol. 85, p, 217, Vienna, 1814, Bauer,)
we find the following story:—Mrs K——, a charitable, kind,
self-denying creature to the uttermost, was subject to fits of
gomuambulism. Whilst asleep she would leave her bed, dresa
srander nhout the house, and attend on some houschold business,
of which she had no recollection when she awoles, Oftentimes she
was seizged with a sort of catalepsy, suddenly coming upon her,
even when sitting cheerfally talking to her family. These fits
would prodnce a complete loss of her senses, and rigidity in her
limbs, making her look like a statne. On recovering from this
condition, she used to relate extraordinary things, which seemed
to have been impressed on her mind, A Father Cajetan, a Bene-
dictine monk, had been for a long time an intimate friend of the
K—— family, but being removed to a distant monastery, con-
tinued his friendly intercourse with the family by writing.
Some time after, on recovering from one of those cataleptio fits,
Mrs, K. informed her only daughter, a girl of 18, that sho (Mrs.
K.) would die, giving the day and hour when the event would
happen ; forbidding her, however, 1o reveal the prediction to
anybody, At last the doy foretold arrived. Mrs. K. was quite
ehﬁerfu{ and seemed in much better health ; sho conversed with
her daughter about her approaching death, but with much calm-
ness and indifference, and giving her child good advice. Towards
midnight, whilst sitting in her bed, she said with a graceful smile
to her daughter:—* I will go to pay a visit to Father Cajetan,
and bid him favewell! After these words a sweet slumber came
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over her, and she slept for alittle while ; then opening her eyes,
she looked with calm and love upon her dear danghter, and elosed
them again for the last time. A that very hour Father Cajetan,
who was then resiling at Bellinzoa, 150 miles away, whilst
sitting in his stndy preparing a mathematical problem, was
aroused by a noise, as if proceeding from a musical instrument,
suspended from the wall of his cell. On looking in that direction,
he saw the form of a woman, dressed in white, looking at him
in a friendly manner, and whom he recognized as his intimate
friend, Mrs. K. The apparition scon vanished, leaving in the
monk's mind the impression of her death, especially when, on
looking at his musical instrument, whence the sound had pro-
cooded, he found it broken. The next post informed him of the
melancholy event in the K. family.’

“ Dr, J. E. Niitnberger, in his * First Love,' at p, 73, relates :—
¢ It was about half an hour after midnight, the moon stond in the
meridian, and shone bright upon the high road, which ran in a
straight line agross the forest. Except the sound of my horse’s
hoof, all was silence around me. At one of the erossings of the
road, all ab once my stoed startled, and then stood still.  Some-
what frightenad myself, with spur and bridle T execited him on;
but in vain: the horse trembled and refused to proceed, and on
my further forcing it to go on, rose on his hind legs and nearly
fell backwards, a thing quite unusual in this quict animal. At
last T saw the white form of a fomale crossing the road, and as
it approached, I could nob help, by her shape, demeanour, and
easy light step, recognizing Eliza, 1 felt my senses leaving mae,
and when I recovered them, the phantom had disappeared, and
my steed had resumed its puce.  But Eliza was not dead, for
I met her that very day, and such must have been the allinity of
our souls, that she manilested ab a disfance to the partner of her
love. Our meeting, however, was, alas ! but very transitory.
Beized by a fever, and veduced to a SlL.]s‘..—-bE-d within four wmlcs
of her apparition in spivit, that once hlumumé girl lay a corpse,’

* “During the war with Prossia, in 1866, Count. W, a cousin
of the medium Adelina, was amongst the Austrm..n ::rfﬁccra On
May 25th she falt 1mpGHEI‘1 to W'ﬂta and she wrote as follows:
— I am your consin W., and alt-huugh my spivit is near you,
my body lies safe and sound amongst the soldiers in the camp.
Pray for me. 1 am glad to conversaswith you in this strange
yet charming way. What you learm in Spiritualism, T learn
also. Whilst my body is now lying in Moravia, and fast aslesp,
my spirit dwells here, attracted by your affection, and linked to
you as by a long cord. T ean now see you all in spivit. Over
your head T observe a golden cloud. May it be the fluids of
your spirit guides? Your small room is resplendent with a
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golden light. I see, hesides, luminous forms of sublime
appearance.  Oh! how delighted T am at the cobtemplation,
They must be the guardian spirits of our family. But 1 see
others surrounding vou, decked in dark grey; they seem to me
not mueh advanced in knowledge, and wishful to learn, An
unhappy spirit tries to get into your room, and this seems fo
disturb you, but T see others who keep him back.  Other spirits
of a darker hme are hissing or grambling.  Flnidic emanations
from your spirit-guides are pouring down upon these unhappy
ones, like water streaming from the rose of a watering can.  How
marvellous! How wonderful! Thray, pray for me’

#f June 15th.—Here T am again, A hattle is imminent.  'We
are expecting the orders to march, Tho not monrn if T should
fall. We ouly gain by the change of existence, and death will
be all profit to me. Were I freed from my body, my inter-
pourae with you would be much easier. Would that T could
express to you all T feel of gratitude townrds you, for having
11'.|1I:1ntar1 mein the gpirvitual doctrines! T shrink not from death
now.

“4 Tuly 4th—Have no doubt ahout the presence and identity
of my spirit, which is sfill at the other end of the string which
attaches you lo me, living as T am on earth. The sight of a
hattle iz something frightful. 1 am so tired. Oh Lord, Thy
will be dohe.

¢ Letters subsequently received from the Count, dated from
the camp in Moravia, confirmed the messaces received from his
double"—From Adelinag Fay's © Studies on the Spiril World.”

ANOTUER INSTANOE OF THIE MANIFEATATION OF THE DOUELE.

“Madam . B, medinm, without evocation, received at a
séance the following message:—'1 am Sophia 8., now fast
agleep, and have come to romind you of your promise—=the pho-
tograph Other things were dictated besides, known only to
the medinm, and a rvq_m*st that the sitters shonld IDV{-'HLI{}&J.&
the circumstances commected with this anifestation. On
making inguiries, it was found that Miss Sophia 8. wag, at the
time of the manifestation, taking her siesta; and she affirmed
that durmg, her sleep she dreamed of being amangat. the sitters
of the séance mentioned above,"—Mr, Jos, .Hsnwj Miratil's Diary,
wol. xiil, May, 1866, .

“We find in J. C. Colquboun's work that St Augustine, Bt
Ambrosiug, and St. Hildegard eould manifest in spirit at a dis-
tance. In times of move remote history, Empedocles, Aristarcus,
and Hermolymus of Clazomene, were known to possess the same
faculty ; and Cardamus affirms that he had himself the same
power.”
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WHERE ARE THE DEAD?* 5

Tur work before us oceupies a useful position.
for n long time o continuous demand for som
moderate in price, perspicuocus in atyle, and useful
of giving enqguirers & genersl iden of Spirituali
a%'o, o gentleman in Manchestor published such o
of which is af the head of this arbicle, and it woul
met this demand, for it lins now reached a third editio
ong appendiz and latest information, _
Mr. Binney does not place himsell before his readers
professes to lead them away into realms of thought
to their nsual intellectnal experience. Deing at the timo o
an investigator himself, he presents the subject in that fe
alluring to the inquiring mind, and necessarily caleulate
gnce the investigator favourably. Ha begins af a poink
will caxe to deny—* Unsatisfactory state of our Enowle
Future Life"—which he digensses from the platform
thought. The gecond aha.p'hsr tronts of * Bparitualism
by Beripture and History." Numerons hiblieal texts a
besides allusions to other ancient writings, to show that &
umistic faonlty has been exercised among mankind from the ear
dawn of history. Inthe third chapter, the anthor proceeds
on Bpiritualism proper, describing its origin, and exp
nature of mediumship. He then gives the ** Progress of B
ism in England, quoting many emioent names as friendly
inveatigation. Extraordinary manifestations are describ i
ing to what phenomenal position the investigation has m
BINONE s, i
Tha sixth chapter disousses * Sprit-writing and Spivit-phi
geaphis; " and a whole chapter is devoted to © Trance medinm
and Me, Morse's medinmship,” Many statements of Mr, Mo
wides are addueed as specimens of Spirit-teaching. ¢ Ande
polkgon Davis,”" and the grest work ¢ Noture's Divine Hoy
tions,” ocenpy o chapter. er which the anthor gives an atcoun
of # Other trance and wriling medivms,” with numerons spediman
of * Bpirit messages™ on all kinds of questions relating to &l
Bpirit-world. Mr, Harris' poetry is frecly quoted. .
The remainder of the work is_composed of chapters on * Paink
ing and drawing medivms ; " * Mrs, Olive's Trance-speaking, r";, Al
Hudson's medinmship;" * Clerical opinions and objections dils

* (r Spiritualism explained. An sccount of the astounding phenon
Bpivitunlism, ellerding positive proof by undenioble facts that thoss
i DEAD ARE ETILL ALIVE, and an conounieate with us; that 8
annotionad by Soripture, and conslstent with sedencs and  common
gpecimens of communicutions received, extrcts from its Jiters
investigniors, addresses of medinms, and all wselul information, T |
edition, 3s Loodon: SBimpkin, To purchusers of this Number of Sowms
Nadure, 2u., post free. : BRI |

=
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Tﬂmﬂ ;" coneloding with the ** Principles of Modern Bpiritnalism,
vice," &e.

Many of the facts are derived from the Medium, and othors from
this magazine, The work has been of considerable use, and that it
may be more g0 in the future, the author has placed s number of
copies al onr disposal at a rediaced price. And, availing onraslves
of his kindness, we offer it to the purehasers of this nomber of
Ihwman Nature at two shillings, post free. It is printed on good
paper, well bonnd, and extends to 228 pages.

RESURRECTION OF THE FLESH.

Tue subject of the resurrection was a prominent theme in the
theology of the Middle Age. Only here and there a dissenting
woice was raised against the doetrine in its strict physieal form,
The great body of the Beholasties stood staunchly by it. In defence
and support of the Church-thesis, they bronght all the quirks and

uiddities of their subtle dinleets, Aswe take down their pondorons
omes from their neglected shelves, and torn over the dusty, faded
old leaves, we find chapter aftor chapter in many a formidable
folio oeoupied with grave disenasions, earried om in nente logleal
términology, of queations like these:—* Will the resurrection be
natural or miraculons 2" * Will each oné’s hair and nails all be
restored to him in the resurreetion ?" * When bodies are raised,
will each soul spontanecusly know its own and enter it? or will
the power of God distribute them ns they belong?" « Will the
deformities and scars of our present bodies be retained in the
resurrection ?”  * Will all rise of the same age 2” * Will all have
onp gige and one sex? And so on with hundreds of kindred
questions, For instance, Thomns Aquinas contendsd * that no
other substance would rise from the grave exeept that which
belonged to the individual in the moment of death.” What dire
prospocts this proposition must conjure up befors many minds ¢ If
one chanoe to grow prodigionaly obese before death, he must lng
that enormous corporeity wearily about forever; but if he happen
to dio when wasted, he must than flit through eternity as thin as a
Inth. Those who have had the misfortune to be amputated of legs
or nrms must appear on the rosurrection-stage without those very
convenient appendages. There will still be need of hospitals for
the battored veterans of Chelsea and Groenwich, mutilated heroes,
pensioned relies of deck and field. Then in the resurreetion the
renowned

S Mynheer von Clam,
Richest mervedinnt in Rotterdom,™

will agnin have cccasion for the services of the * patent cork-log
manufasturer,” though it is hardly to be presumed he will accopt
another unatoppabls one like that which led him so foarful a race
through the poet’s verses,
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The Manichmans denied a bodily vesurrestion, Tu thin sl the
sects theologically allied to them, who have apponrad fn coalosing:
tieal history—for instance, the Cathavi,—have agresd. Thers
have also been a fow individual Christinn benaliors in avory cenbury
who have assailed the doctrine. Bul, na alrondy doslured, it Dy
nniformly been the firm doectrine of the Chureh pod of sl who
aclmowledged her authority,  The old dogmn still remning in the
ereeds of the reca%niued Churches, Papal, Grock, and Dratestpnt,
Tt has been terribly shattered by the attacks of renson aud of pros
greseive seience. 6 lingers in the minds of mos peoplo anly e o

dend lefter, Bub all the earnest conservativo thoologhs _fw alin
to it in its unmitigated grossness, with unvelnsing sovor hi' Wi
hiear it in practical discourses from the pulpit, snd rond I o

doetringl treatises, as offensively proclaimed now an ovor,  Ludasd,
it is an essentinl part of the compact system of the rling thaology,
and eannot be taken out without loozening the wholo :lngmu.h{n
fabric into fragments. Thue writes to-day a distinguished Amoriean
divine, Dr. Bpring :—* Whether buried in the earcth, or Oonting i
the ses, or consumed by the flames, or enriching (he battle-fall,
or evaporated in the atmosphere,—all, from Adam to Who libants
born, shall wend their way to the great arvenn of the judgmani,
Every perished bone and every sceret particle of dust shall ohuy
the summons and come forth. If one eould then look upon the
earth, ha would see it as one mighty exeavabed globe, and wondoe
how such countless generations could have found o dwoellis

beneath its surfnee.” This is the way the recopnisad aulliopitia

in theology still talk, To venture any other opinion is o Hgedsy

over Ohristendom at this honr,—.Alyer’s Doctring of @ Mutiien "

EFFECTS OF VACCINATION, e

Mg, Horommsos {London), sothor of * Constitutional Venoeronl ]'.Ilm“
and other worlks, suys:—'* T have soen five instanees in which lospl Yl
digensea wors induged by duly qualified men.”

D, Whitehend (Liverpool), Mr. Mortin (Bristol), Dr. Floming (Gluiw},
give gimilay additional testimony,

Mr. Stortin, surgeon to the London Bkin Hospital, affiems thine 01 linys
peen the venercal disesss fwoculated by public vaccination, sven fom mli
tentional vaceination | ™ :

Dr. Lever, lste Physicinn Accouchenr at Guy's Hospital, declaras, bt
most emphatic manner—* Yes, the best of lymph moay convey, and doss gons
vey, and has conveyed, ponatitntions] infection to shildean,

Dr. Barlow, Benior Physivion o Guy's Hospital, IlE_Hl‘lmli I!_r. I'Hiuhm-p
“T heve long auspeoted the horeible teath of poisoning ehilden I?E':ﬂil‘l“
of yrecinstion,”

Dr. Bennett, one of ths examiners at the London College of ﬁﬁd'ﬂlw
informed Mr. Bimon that he himsolf has now begun o suspeol voooiimtion
of being thus guilty,

Dr. Hitehman (Liverpool), formerdy o publie vaceinator, o n ook & 0
the Provention of Smallpox,” anid:—"I have seen Byndeods of obillilig
killed by vaccination. Merbid phenomena of o most fothl snbios wrs soum
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into motivity by the vaccine lymph, which bub for it might have remained
‘Iantent’ in the homan constitution for ever, Abscisses in the

HEALTH, DISEASE, AND CURE.

Tearyn, in those whe have the blessing of o good constitation, is moinlalued by
wslmple nonriahing diet, pure piry, exeraise, oleanliness, and the eegnlation of the
paglons,  Men cram themselves with the impure flesh and fab of disenged
animuly, hinting condiments and spleos, n{drltnmn dArinks ond poisanous nars
eotics, injuring their digestive powsrs, and Alling their aystems with morhifie
matter; and to these sre bt too often sdded vegetable and mineml poisons,
Fh'm a8 malicines, pob ooe grain of which oan be taken withont more or lom
njury to the homan i We inhalo polsons in filthy streets and nnventi-
lated buildings, and Toizons are roh!mﬂ in the The skin—the
great puri organ of the body—is weakened by a n of personal eleanli-
nrss, whisheannot be muintained in perfection without daily bathing in water,
The polsonons mitler thus hrought inte, and kepl in tha spstem, weakens it
powirs, interrapts its funclions and produces n state of discase.  Nature makes
i violent effort to cast ont thess evils—and we have pain, inlammations, fovers,
and thi whole (rain of wente diseaaes,  The polsons in the system, and the
Bleodings nned drog-dosings of the dostors, weaken the powers of natnre, pnd
we luve the less vislent, but more proteasted agonies of ehronie dissnse, Hueh
wiolibions of the laws of God have Alled the world with disease and misery,
Diiasased parents bring forth sick and shovt-lived children, Tall of whom pevis
in infaney, and not one hundredth remoh old sge.  Thus, *sin come [nto tha
world, and death by sin.”  The stroggle 6f the system to cast out its discases
on ns long as the vital power n#. . Fvery effort of natore iz for health ;
| pain is romadial ; and all the symploms of diseass arc cansed by the reactive
Ei‘m of the system. It i3 the work of the physizian lo assist and facilitats
ese #fforts 1 but this cannot he done by dmwing omt the vifal current, and
thus weakening the resctive powers of natune, nor E‘ring additional poisons
to task still more the vital encrgiea. Dortars with and poisons have
joined disease in & war npon nature, instond of aiding nature in its straggle with
iseast,—d Woman's Work in Woter Cure,

END OF VOL. IX.
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into notivily by the vasclne lymph, whish bat for it might have rernined
‘Iutent’ in the human constifution for sver, Abseeseca in the scalp,
cliesd, lalng, Ings, or wri, socompinied by the pathological condition calied
yyogenic fover, Ewminent Amorieas physivians confirm {his testimony. ™

——— I

HEALTH, DISEASE, AND CURE.

Heavrn, in thowe whoe have the bleasing of o good constitution, is maintained by
s simple nonrishing diet, pare air, sxercie, cleanliness, nad the regnlation of the
pasiions.  Men cram themselves with the impure fesh snd fat of dissased
animals, beating rondiments and splom, spiritsons drinks spd poisonows nar-
eoties, Injuring their digestive powens, and Gilling their aystems with morbific
matter; and to these are bit too olten added vegetable and mineral poisons,
given s madicines, pul oue grain of which can be laken withoot mers or less
injary te the human feme. We inhala paisons in Sliky streets and maventi-
Istal beillings, and ¢ polsns am ruhf:ﬂl in the » The skin—the
great parifying organ of the bady—is weakened by s n t of persopal clesnhi-
nes, which 'caunot be walatained in perfoction withoat daily bathing in water,
The palsonons matler thus brought into, and kept in the system weskens its
powers, interrupts (ta funcllons and prodooes s state of discase. Natore makes
a violent effort to cast out thess evils —and we havre pain, inflammations, fevers,
and the whele truln of soute dissases. The poisons in the system, and the
bleelings and drog dosings of the doctors, weaken tha powers of nature, and
wo hawe the less violent, but mom protractnd agonics of chronie dissaze. Such
wiolations of the laws of God have Elled the world with disrsse and misETy.
Dseasnl parents bring forth siok and shoet-lived ehildren, half of whom perish
i infaney, and pol oow hundredth reach ol age. Thee, *“asin came into the
world, and death by sin.” The straggle of the uysiom to cast ouk it disenses
goed on e long os the vital power remalos F¥very offort of natare i for health ;
all pain s rapadial § and all the qlml:lumﬂ of disrase nre cansed by the reactive
E-‘II'I'PH of the wystam, 1€ 4 the work of the physivian 1o sssist and facilitata
hess fforts 1 buk this eannot be done by drwwing ont the vital cirrent, and
thua weakenlng tho venative powers of nofire, nor by iving additional poisons
Lo task still more the vibel anevgles,  Daotors with ﬁlnum and poigona have
Joined diwonse (o wie apen natues, st of adiing naturo in its struggle with
dinsase, —A Woman's Work én Wader Ciore.

®

EXD OF YOoL. IX.
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