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mother, but sho was so sad to think it all, she would not believe | But a quiok glanco of his kindling eye esught lTillnn, invis-
any of it iblo to thom who watched over him, and flashed o pure smile over
 Nay, darling, I half believed it, or this meoting would have | the fulling ters.
been too sudden a joy ; and for the sadness of one part of that | “Mother,” he whispered fuintly, “they are bringing n white
tale, I was roadier to believe the other.” flowor-wronth, and thoy sy it is for filial, and fraternal love,
Fail us it would to tell the joy and silont blessodness of that | mother—beoanse Iye loved you, and father, and Dobhy, and El-
mooting, mingled as they wero with a sad propheoy of bereave- [lon; and yet, how could I help it7 you are so good. And one
ment, we can only eateh from the many words, and more decp | holds up a band of blue flowers, and he says it is for Patience,
looks, the simple story of the husband’s return, which told that | mother,—because I have horne suffering meekly ; but that should
the shot which wounded him, throw him into the sea,—that ho | be for you, for i was you that made me so happy, I could’nt feel
floated on asliver of their vessel, till the British picked him up, | the pain,  And now one comes close to me, with a tiny hogquet of
—he recovered,—was imprisoned, and constrained three years, | the most sweot small flowers, like the lilly of the valley, but
when beggared and weak, he was lot loose in the wilderness of | sweeter, olearer, and they make a low, soft, tinkling in tuncs, s
London, and without friends or money, he sought a passage for | they wave in her hand, and this she says is for Purity—and she
Ameriea, was disappointed and roduced to the lowest need, he | will bind it on my bosom. Oh, mother, do yow not feel them?
toiled onthe wharves, and hoeame o porter, and starved on, till | they float smoothly by you, and look kindly on you; and now a
he got the money necessary for his passage, and had landed but | lovely company of them have come, and twined a wreath of all
o woek before in New York, from whenee he had labored on, till | these flowers together, round us all—and now 1 float away. Oh,
the good farmer found him penniless pnd exhausted by the road- | mother, one kiss ! the rose-chain lengthens, but it will not break !
side. His letters had never reached their destination, and the | I go, but this will hold us always till it folds us close again.
first gleam of any knowiedge of his existence eame with his | Hark!”
presence—if indeed the premonitions of the keen-nerved Char- | Dropped the faint lids over the dying eyes, clasped the pale
lie, were not a magnetio cousciousness of his approach. { hands on the pulseless bosom, and the white soul of the boy flew
When sohool was done, Bob and nimble-footed Ellen came | up to God, on some divine strain which his ear had caught, and
tripping home, eager to see the product of their toil. Little El- | which it seemod the sobbing mother and the kneeling sire, in a
len ran first into the room where all were mute, and seeing a | moment’s hush of grief, could almost hear. 8o sweetly passed
stranger, shrunk to her mother's side abashed. Bob halted s | hisspirit, that a sweet smile, more of heaven than earth, lay on
moment with the sudden surprise, and glancing at the stranger | the unchanged face ; and to the deep-souled mother seemed it no
and at his mother in quick alternation, his lips moved with | fancy, that she felt the pressure of the extending flower-band,
an endearing term, as he looked again ‘inquiringly to his | and down its living links, sweet pulses of living bliss from the
mother, whose answering smile made it articulate, “Father !” | beatified soul of the ascending boy.
and the bounded to his arms.  Then little Ellen came, bashful | What if strange scenes passed in that little cot, and the au-
and wondering and doubting; and all the brief past of her life  tumnal winds sighed through the open door, and pasta skeleton-
with him came back, when he swung the girl of nine years on | like bier; and solemn words were said, and tears were rained
his arm, as he had done to the boundless delight of the girl of | profusely on a marble check ; and flocks of children, all in simple
four. With tears and langhter, and the deep, quict gaze of | white, with late flowers in their hands, walked weeping two by
Charlie, too deep-souled for either tears or lnughter, that house | two, and paused to sing mid sobs a low hymn, round a little
enfolded a blest family. | grave, and make the name of their lost darling inarticulate with
CHAPTER IIL | gricf. Yet round that mother’s heart, if round no other, the in-
The kiss of the kind angel Death, brought a light flush to the | visible flower-wreath pressed with blessed healing—and a per-
hollow cheek of little Charlie, but a flush that kindled no delu- | petual inflow of divine love from his diviner soul. deepened her
sive hopes: for the mother's heart had learned to trust his I spirit beyond joy or grief, and told her ever, * Charlie is not
prophecy, and the father knew too well the hectic bloom that | dead !”
when heaven’s gate is opening to the pure, is sometimes ﬂu.ngl -
from the near glory upon the faded cheek. So Autumn’s first | PARABLE.
wild frost-kizss had touched the great maple over the cottage |
with a blaze of splendor. The dear boy sat no more in his | WRITTEN FOR THE UNIVERCGLUAMM,
wonted place beneath its wide arms, save in the softest season |
of the blandest day, for dear pas| memories’ sake; and now his| Two travelers were performing a difficult journey over
thin white fingers, slenderer than a girl's, hung idly from the | mountains, amid cold, night and storm. Drearily and famish-
folds of his thick shawl, no more to shed o life-like glow from | ingly they wandered on, till ono of them, a weak human broth-
the reflected blushes of the rose’ or stain ot bleeding berries. : er, sunk and perished in despair. The other still pursucd.h-is
The patient mother knew his Autumn too had come, and was ; way in the inr!umiunblc strength of a great, courng-eous spirit,
resigned ; #o centered were her grief and trust, that smiles and | till the cold, night and st-orm wera over, and the h:l]sl passed.
tears would mingle on her face ; and every morning she would | And when the morning smiled on him the bleak mountains stood
thank God rather that he was here, than murmur that he was | in sublimity behind him, and a lonely valley stretched before
going hence. | him, where his own home, containing it.a do.meslic hearth-fire,
“Mother,” he said one day, after a severe struggle with pain, | and loving hearts, was ready to greet him with warm ‘w\oon_;l.
which flushed his beautiful pale face, but conld only wring it to  Here he found refreshment, rest, and sympathy, which were
a slight contortion, as the soft wind would ruffle the water in | doubly inlonso.for his lnte struggle. :
passing—* Mother, it is over now, the pain and trial, and a bright In the rollowu?p; months, when summer was too intense and
spirit, with pure blue wings, and white transparent robe, stands | profuse in her gifts, she me.‘lt-ed those snows, filling the moun-
close by me. T have seen him often in the distance, and eyery | tain-veins with waters, which gushed ‘?“*' ‘."hf“‘“ f’“’ frost had
fit of agony would bring him closer. as if I were afloat, and it | rent the rocks, and danced to the plain, ircigating the fields,
was rongh wind to drive me to him.” and dispensing health to all plants and animals who would re-
¢ Father, mother, Bob, Ellen, all come!” and the boy kissed | ceiveit. o ;
them allsilently. They knew that hie wos going, and were mute 1f we will be brave in winter, summer will gwa- us rest and
save Tittle Ellen, who put her arms about him tenderly, and beg- | joy. Out of the rigor of winter, come choice blessings of sum-
ged him, “Oh, don'tgo, Charlie” mer. [Cuancrs Wonrm.
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SPIRITUAL PHILOSOPHER.

From the German of Heinrich Zschokke.
FOOL OF THE NINETEENTH CENTURY.

FRELIMINARY.

Ox my last journey through the north of Germany, I did not
regret going a little out of the way, to see onoe more one who
had been a favorite in the golden time of my life. It must be
understood, however, that in the following story, the names of
countries, places, and persons, are concealed or disguised.  Yet

the history, improbable as it may appear to some, is none the
less true on that account.

This favorite was the Baron Olivier, of Flyeln, with whom

and fantustio, that the boys in the stroets ran after him.  In the
oity, they grieved vory mugh, on nocount of Lis vagaries, for he
was generally liked boforo that, and must have been, while ho
had his right mind, an excellont man.”

“And whero is he now

“1 cannot say. Ho has quitted the town—we hear and seo
nothing of him. His family have probably got him s place
somowhere that he may bo eured.!

The waiter could give no further information. 1 had already
heard too much, 1 threw myself shuddering into a weat, 1
recallod to mind the herole form of the Intellectual youth, of
whose future 1 had indulged such fond anticipations; who, by

1 had pursued the sciences at the High School of Gottingon. He % means of his rank ns well as through his largo fumily connex-
was then an excellent youth, and at the same time one of the | ions, might have so casily attained the first place in the army
most intellectual. A love of Greek and Roman literature had |or the state: who, by his knowledge and rare endowments,
brought and bound us together ; Iealled him my Achilles, and | seemed to have been called to all that is great—and who was
he called me his Patroclus.  In faot, he was a model that might | now one of those unfortunates, before whom men shrink back in
have served any artist for an Achilles. In form and bearing like | dread! Oh! that the Angel of Lifo had rather withdrawn him
a young demigod, pride and goodness shone in the dark fire of | from the world, than left him o miserable caricature and mourn-

his glance ; supple and active as any one; the boldest swimmer, |
the swiftest-footed runner, the wildest rider, the most graceful !
dancer, he had withal, the most generous and fearless heart. |
His very nobleness involved him in many an unpleasant affair, |
as he always took the part of the oppressed. Hoe had therefore
many occasions to fight with others ; did not aveid even the best
swordsman ; went into the contest as to a pastime; was never |
himself wounded, as if he bore a charmed life, yot seldom suf-
fered any one to escape him unmarked.

Since our seperation, we had several times written to each
other, but as it often happens, when one begins to be tossed by
the waves of life, though we did not wholly forget each other, we
at last dropped the correspondence. I knew nothing of him,
finally, except that he had become a Capiain in a regiment of |
infantry. He must have been already about five and thirty
years old, and in the first rank. In the course of my journey, {
I had learned quite accidentally, the station of his regiment, and |
this recongiled me to the roundabout way. ‘

The post-boy drove me into the streets of an old, straggling, |
rich commercial city, and stopped before one of the most respect- |
able hotels. As soon as I had learned which was my chamber
from the water, I asked him, whether the Baron of Flyeln was |
with the regiment now in garrison of the place ?

“Do you mean the major 77 asked the waiter.

“Major he may be! Is his residence far from this? Can he
be spoken with at this time? It is late, I know—but I wish
some one to conduct me to him 7 |

% Pardon me, but the Baron is not with his regiment—he has |
not been for a long time. He took leave—or rather he was
obliged to take it.”

“Obliged ? Wherefore?”

“He has played all sorts of pranks and wonderful capers—I
know scarcely what! He is at least not right in the head : he is |
cracked—cracked—crazed. They say he has studied himself
out of his wits.” i

This news frightencd me so at first. that I completely lost pos- |
session of myself.

“And what then?”’ stammered I finally, in order to learn |
something more definite about him. |

“Pardon me,” said the obsequious waiter,™ but what I know, |
is only from hearsay, for he was sent away before I came to this |
house : still they tellmany things about him. By way of a joke, |
he got up many duels with the officers, and called each one rhou,
even the General—ecach one, let him be who he might! When
he came into possession of a rich inheritance from his uncle, he
imagined himself as poor as a beggar, could not pay his debts,
and gold everything he had on anl about him. He even vented
blasphemous speeches in his phrenzy. But the funniest part of
itis, that he married himself to an ordinary woman, & gypsy, in
spite of biz family. His very dress becume, in the end, so queer

| pleasing recollections.

ful spectacle to his friends.

Asanxious as [ had been to see the good Olivier, it was no
longer pleasant to me to inquire about him in the city. Alas, ho
was no more Olivier—no more the manly Achilles, but a pitiable
unknown Torso. T would not have wished to see him, even if it
had been easy for me to find hime I must then have exchanged
the memory of my Gottingen Achilles for the image of o mad-
man, which would have robbed me of one of my loveliest and most
1 did not wish to see him, for the same
reason that I avoid looking at o friend in his coffin, that T may
retain in my thoughts the image of the living only ; or, as I for-
bear to enter rooms which I formerly occupied, but which are
now in the possession of another, and arranged in o different
The Past and the Present then become blended in my
imagination in a very painful confusion.

1 was yet lost in various speculations on the nature of human
existence, and how the same spirit, which spans the spaces of the
Universe and aspires to the Highest, becomes through the de-
pression and injury of the nervous system, like a jarring and
discordant instrument,—to itself and to the rest of the world an
unintelligible enigma—when the waiter entered and called me
to supper.

The table of the brilliant dining-room was crowded with
guests. It happened that a place was assigned me in the neigh-
borliood of some officers of the ocoupying army- I naturally, as
soon as the ice was broken between us, turned the conversation
to my friend Olivier. T gave the minutest description of him,
that there might be no mistake as to his person ; for it was pro-
bable, as I believed then, that the mad Baron of Flyeln might be
some other than my Achilles of Gottingen. But all that I asked

style.

L and all that I heard, convinced me too surely that there was no

room for mistake.

“1tis, indeed, a sad affair, that of the Baron,” sighed one of
the officers.  * Everybody liked him; he wuas one of the bravest
of the regiment,—in fact a dare-devil. We saw that, during the
last eampaign in France. What none of us dared to do, he did
asif in sport. He execelled in everything. Just think of the
affair nt the battle of Belle-Alliance! We had lost it ;—the
General tore the very hair from his head. Flyeln eried out,
‘We must take it again, orall is gone!” We had then made
three sallies in vain. Flyeln went out with his company onoce
more, cut his way through a whole battalion of guards, and, at
Inst pressing on with the most horrible butchery, stormed tho
battery.?

“But it cost half the company,” interrupted an old eaptain
near me; “Iwas an eye-witness. e came out, however, as
usual, without a serateh. The most monstrons luck always
attended the man. The common soldiers cannot even now be
persuaded that the Baron is not sword, spear and bullet-proof.”

|10 vE conTINUED.]
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A PARABLE.

Said Christ our Lord, 1 will go and soe

How the men, my bretliren, hellove in me

He passed not again through the gate of birth,
But made himself known to the children of Earth,

Then said the Chief-Priosts, and Rulers, and Kings,
 Behold now the Giver of all good things ;

Come, let us reccive with pomp and state

Him who alone is mighty and great.”

With carpets of gold the ground they spread
Wherever the Son of Man should tread,

And in palace-chambers lofty and rare

They lodged him and served him with kingly fare.

Great organs surged through archies dim
Their jubilant floods in praise of him,

And in Church and Palace, and Judgment-hall
He saw his image high over all.

Bnt still, wherever his steps they led,

The Lord in sorrow bent down his head,
And from under the heavy foundation-stones
The son of Mary heard bitler groans.

And in Church and Palace, and Judgment-hall,
He marked great fissures that rent the wall,
Opening wider and yet more wide

As the living foundation heaved and sighed.”

“ Have ye founded your Thrones and Altars, then,
On the bodies and souls of living men ?

And think ye that building shall endure

Which shelters the Noble and crushes the Poor ?

“With gates of silver and bars of gold,

Ye have fenced my sheep from their Father's fold ;
I have heard the dropping of their tears -

In Heaven, these cighteen hundred years.”

“ (), Lord and Master, not ours the guilt,
We build but as our fathers built ;
Behold thine images, how they stand,
Sovereign and Sole, through all our land.

“ Our task is hard,—with sword and flame,
To hold thy Earth forever the same,

And with sharp erooks of steel to keep
Still. as thou leftest them, thy sheep.”

Then Christ sought out an artisan,

A low-browed, stunted, haggnrd man,
And s motherless girl, whose fingers thin
Pushed from her faintly want and sin.

These set he in the midst of them,

And as they drew back their garment-hem,
For fear of defilement, “ Lo, here,” said he,
 The images ye have made of me !”
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BUSINESS NOTICES.

Dr Kupank, Mognetic Physician, has recently removed to
384 Broome St., where he will be happy to attend to the calls of

those who desire his professional services.

THE UNIVERC®E

Dr Grarras, Magnetic Physician, would inform his friends
that he may be found at 137 Grand 8t, near Broadway, ready to
attend to the wants of thesick. Dr. G. will gonfine his exami-
nations to the treatment of disease.

LUM.
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FOUNTAIN OF HEALTH,

ﬂ

“Ho! ye that thirst, come to the fountain !
Nign No. 130 Fulton St
It inmot proposed to given theologienl disquisition, but enly
ashort discourse nhout Sarsaparilla Beer,  In the first place, we
remark that our old friend Dy, Price has recontly establighed him-
self at 130 Fulton 8t., where may be found o general nssortment

of all the remedial ngents, derived trom the several kingdoms of
Nature

Secondly —The Doctor hins at his medieal depot, what is prop-
erly called the * Fountain of Health,” which is for the refresh-
ment and healing of the people.  Wenlways experience o thrill
| of delight whenever wo vigit that fountuin, and receive the flow-

ing streams nw they come up from the invisible depths and gush
' out of the marble,
|

Thirdly.—In this invitation we discern the most beautiful and
!winning feature of the Dr's Theology. All nations, kindreds
' and tongues, are invited to come and drink, and if they thirst
| nguin, the fountain is always there, and o is the invitation.  The
| Doctor says, come; and let him that heareth sy, come; and
| let him that is athirst, come—

l And drink, and drink, and drink again,
l And if they still are dry—
! Why, drink again !

Fourthly.—It is no objection to this fountain that you can nei-
| ther drink without money, nor without Price ; especially, as we
| are more likely to value what we pay for, and Price is always
| extremely reasonable.
| A word by way of application. Tt has often been said that it
|is easier to preach than practice; but we expect to satisfy

the Doctor, in the course of the scason, that we particularly ex-
l cel in the practical part. 8 B R
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INDEPENDENT CHRISTIAN SOCIETY.

|  Rev. T. L. Harrrs will preach in the Couisevy, 450 Broad-
| way, two doors below Grand street, on Sunday afternoon, at
|3 1-2 o'clock. Szars Free.
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THE UNIVERCCELUM
| AND SPIRITUAL PHILOSOPHER.

Tuis Weekly Journal differs in character, in some important
respects, from any periodieal published in the United States, or
| even in the world. An interior or gpiritual philosophy, compre-
| hensively explaining the character and operations of natural
' laws, nccounting for their exterior phenomena and results, and
‘ showing the tendences of all things to higher spheres of exist-
| ence, is the basis on which it rests. It isa bold inquirer into
| all truths pertaining to the relations of mankind to each other,
l to the external world, and to the Deity; a fearless advocate of
‘ the theology of Nature, irrespective of the sectarian dogmas of
men ; and its Editors design that it ghall, ina charitable and
| philosaphie, yet firth and unflinching spirit, expose and denounce
wrong and oppression wherever found, and inculeato a thorough
Reform and reorganization of socicty onthe basis of Naturak
Law,

Tarr UsiveroaLua axo Seotrroan Pricosorirer is edited by
8. B. Prirrax, nssisted by severnl associntes ; and is publiﬂld_
every Soturday ut 235 Broadway, New York; being neatly
printed on a super-royal sheet folded into sixteen pages. |
of subscription 52, payable in all cases in advance. For o remi
tance of $10, six copies will he forwarded. Address, post |
“Usiverc@Lvy)” No. 235, Brondway, New York.
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