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PREFACE.

THE book, of which this is an English rendcring,
appeared in Denmark eightcen yecars ago, and was
speedily followed by an LEnglish translation, now
long out of print, issued by the publishers of the
present version. In Germany it appecarcd very re-
cently in a somewhat modified form, and has there
arouscd almost unparalleled interest, running, [ am
told, through upwards of twclve editions in the
course of a year. The present linglish version is
made from this German version, the translator faith-
fully following the author's powerful conception, but
pruning certain portions, recasting certain others, and
omitting some less intcresting to English readers, in
the hope of rendering such a reception and appre-
ciation as the book in itself deserves, yet more
probable in this country.

It may be intcresting to some to know that the
title is not quitc a ncw one, for just before the death
of Oliver Cromwell a book was published entitled .
Messages from Hell; or Letters from a Lost Soul.
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vi PREFACE,

This I have not had the opportunity of looking
into; but it must be a remarkable book, I do not
say, if it equals, but if it comcs half-way toward the
fearful interest of this volume.

My sole motive towards offering to write a pre-
face to the present form of the work was my dcsire
to have it read in this country. Iu perusing the Ger-
man a few months ago, 1 was so much impressed with
its imaginative encrgy, and the power of truth in it,
that 1 felt as if, other duties permitting, I would
gladly have gone through the no slight labour of
translating it myself ;—/abour 1 say, because no good
work can be donc in any field of literature without
genuine labour; and one of the common injurics
between countries is the issuc of unworthy trans-
lation. That thc present is of a very different kind,
the readers of it will not be slow to acknowledge.

I would not willingly be misunderstood : when I
say the book is full of truth, I do not mcan ecither
truth of theory or truth in art, but somcthing far
deeper and higher—the rcalities of our relations to
God and man and duty—all, in short, that bclonga
to the conscience. Prominent among these is the
awful verity, that we make our fate in unmaking
ourselves ; that men, in defacing the image of God
in themselves, construct for themselves a world of
horror and dismay ; that of the outer darkness our
own deeds and character are the informing or in-
wardly crcating cause ; that if a man will not have
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PREFACE, il

God, he ncver can be rid of his wcary and hateful
self.

Concerning the theological forms into which the
writer’s imaginations fall, I do not carc to speak either
for or against thém here. My hope from the book
is, that it will rousc in some the prophctic imagina-
tion, so that even from terror they may turn to the
Father of Lights, from whom alone come all true
theories, as well as every other good and perfect gift.
One thing, in this regard, alone I would indicate—
the faint, all but inaudible tone of possible hope, ever
apd anon vanishing in the blackness of dcspair, that
now and then steals upon the wretched soul, and a
little comforts the hcart of the rcader as he gathers
the frightful tale.

But there is onc growing persuasion of the present
age which I hope this book may somewhat serve to
stem—not by any argument, but by such a hcalthy
ypstirring, as I have indicated already, of the imagina-
tion and the conscience. In these days, when men are
50 gladly hearing afresh that ‘in Him is no darkness
at all ;' that God thercfore could not have crcated
any man if He knew that he must live in torture to
all eternity ; and that his hatred to evil cannot be
expressed by injustice, itself the one cssence of evil,
—for certainly it would be nothing less than in-
justice to punish infinitely what was finitely com-
mitted, no sinncr being capable of undcrstanding
the abstract cnormity of what he does,—in these
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days has arisen another falschood —less, yct very
perilous : thousands of half-thinkcrs imagine that,
since it is declared with such authority that hell is
not everlasting, there is then no hcell at all

I confess that, while I hold the book to abound
in right genuine imagination, the art of it sccms to
me in onc point dcfective :—not becing cast in the
shape of an allegory, but in that of a narrative of
actual facts—many of which I fcel might, may be
true—the presence of pure allcgory in parts, and
forming inhcrent portion of the whole, is, however
good the allegory in itsclf, distinctly an intrusion,
the presence of a forcign body. For instance, it is
good allegory that the uttering of lics on carth is the
fountain of a foul river flowing through hecll; but
in the presentation of a real hell of men and women
and miscry, the rcpresentation of such a river, with
such an origin, as actually flowing through the fright-
ful region, is a discord, greatly weakening the just
verisimilitude. But this is the worst fault [ have to
find with it, and cannot do much harm ; for the virtuc
of the book will not be much weakened thcreby :
and its mission is not to answcr any question of the
intellect, to plcase the fancy, or content the artistic
faculty, but to make righteous use of the clement of
horror; and in this, so far as I know, it is un-
paralleled. The book has a fearful title, and is far
more fearful than its title ; but if it help to turn any
away from that which alone is rcally horribie, the

Digitized by GOOSIQ



e g

PREFACE. ix

doing of unrightcousness, it will prove itself the out-
comc of a divine cnergy of dcliverance.

For my part, believing with my whole hcart that
to know God is, and alone is, eternal lifc, and that
he only knows God who knows Jesus Christ, I would
gladly, cven by a rational terror of the unknown
prabable, rousc any soul to the consciousness that it
does not know Ilim, and that it must approach Him
or perish.

The close of the book is, in cvery respect,—in that
of imagination, that of art, that of uttcrance,—alto-
gether admirable, and in horror supreme. Let him
who shuns thc horrible as a thing in art unlawful,
take hced that it bc not a thing in fact by him
cherished ; that he ncither plant nor nourish that
root of bitterness whose fruit must be horror—the
doing of wrong to his ncighbour; and least of all,
if diffcrence in the unlawful there be, that most
unmanly of wrongs whosc sole decfence lies in the
cowardly words: ‘ Am I my sister’s keeper!’

GEORGE MAC DONALD,
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LETTERS FROM HELL.

LETTER L

I FELT the approach of death. There had been a
titne of unconsciousness following upon the shiverings
and wild fancics of fever. Once more 1 sccmed to
bc waking ; but what a waking! The power of life
was gone: I lay weak and hclpless, unable to move
hand or foot ; the cyclids which 1 had raised, closed
again paralysed ; thc tonguc had grown too large for
the parched mouth; the voice—my own voice—
sounded strange in my cars. 1 heard those say that
watched me—they thought I understood not—* lie
is past suffering’ Was 1? Ah me! 1 suffered
morc than human soul can imagine. 1 had a terrible
conviction that 1 lay dying, dcath creeping nearer.
I had always shrunk from the bare thought of it, but
I ncver knew what it meant to be dying, never before
that hour. Hour?—nay, the hours drifted into days
and the days secined one awful hour of horror and
agony at the boundary linc of life.

Where was faith? I had belicved once, but that
was long ago, Vainly I tried to call back some

J
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shred of belicf; the poorcst rcmnant of fanth would
have secmed a wealth of comfort in the dcep anguish
of sou] that compassed me about. There was noth-
ing I could cling to—nothing to uphold me. Like
a drowning man I would have snatched at a straw
even; but there was nothing—nothing! Thatis a
terrible word ; one word only in all human utterance
being more terriblc still—too late! too late! Vainly
I struggled ; an agonising fcar consumed what was
lcft of me.

And that which I would not call back stood up
before my failing perccption with an unsought clear-
ness and completeness of vision—the life which lay
behind me, and now was ebbing away. DBut little
good had I done in that life, and much cvil. 1 saw
it: it stood out as a fcarful fact from the background
of consciousness. 1 had lived a life of sclfishness,
ever pleasing my own desire. It was true, awfully
true, that I had not followed the way of life, but the
paths of dcath since the days even of childhood.
And now ] lay dying, a victim of my own folly,
wretched, helplessly lost! Onc after another my
sins rose before me, crying for expiation ; but it was
too late now—too late for rcpentance.  Despair

only was left ; the very thought of repentance had - -

faded from the brain.

Not yct fifty years old, posscssed of everything
that could make life plcasant, and yct to die—it
scemed impossible, though 1 felt that dcath even
then had entered my being. There was death with-
in me, and death without ; it spoke from the half-
light of the sick chamber; it spoke from every
fcature of the watchers about me ; it spoke from the
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churchyard silence that curtained my couch. It was
a fcarful hour, and I, the chief person, the centre of
all that horror—every eye upon me, every car
listening for my parting brcath. A shudder went
through me: I feclt as one already buried—buricd
alive !

One thought of comfort scemced left—1I snatched at
it : it won’t go worse with you than with most people!
Is there anything that could have shown the depth
of my wretchedness more clearly than the fact that I
conld comfort mysclf with such miserable assurance?
Was |t not the very cause of all my misery that I
had come by the broad way choscn by the many ?

But what avails it now to depict the horrors of
my last struggle, since no living soul could compre-
hend my sufferings, or understand what 1 felt, on
cntering the gates of death. Hell was within me.
No, no; it was as yet but approaching.

The cend drew nigh. Once morec I raised my
eves, and beheld the terror distorting my own featurcs
rcflected from the faces that watched me. A deep-
drawn sigh, a gurgling moan, a last convulsive
wrench—and I was gone. . . .

An unknown sensation laid hold of me. What
was this I felt? Decath had clutched my every fibre,
but I sccmed released, free, strangely free! Con-
sciousness had been fading, but was rcturning even
now, waking as from a swoon. Where was I?
Mist and night, desolation and emptincss, enveloped
me ; but the dismal space could not be called dark,
for T could sec, although there was not a ray of light
tq aid me. The first fecling crecping through me
was a scensation of cold, of inward cold, rising from
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4 LETTERS FROM HELL.

the very roots of being ; chill after chill went through
me ; | shuddered with chattering tecth. And an
indescribable loathing seized me, born of the nauscous
vapours that wrapt mc about. Where was I? My
mind reverted to the story of the rich man who,
having died, lifted up his eyes in hell. Was I the
rich man? But that could not be; for of him the
story tells that he longed for a single drop of water
to cool his tongue, and it says he was tormented in
flame. Now I was shivering—shivering with a fear-
ful cold. Yet it is true, ncvertheless—terribly true—
about the tormenting firc, as I found out ere long.

But consciousness, at first, seemed rcturned chicfly
to experience an indescribable fecling of nakedness,
which, indeed, might explain the terrible cold assail-
ing me. [ still beliecved in my personal identity,
but 1 was mercly a shadow of myself. The cye
which saw, the teeth which chattered, did not cxist
any more than the rest of my earthly body existed.
All that was left of me was a shade unclothed to the
skin—nay, to thec inmost soul. No wondecr I shivered;
no wonder I fclt naked. But the feeling of naked-
ness, strong as it was, cxcluded shame.

It did not exclude a sense of utter wretchedncss. .
All the manliness, my pride of former days, had lecft
me. Men despise abject cowards I know, but I had
sunk below the contempt even of such a namec.
Wretched, unutterably wretched, I was making my
entry into hell at the very time when my obsequies,
no doubt, werc about to be celebrated on earth with
all the pomp befitting the figure I had played. What
booted it that some priest with solemn chant should
count me blessed, assuring the mourners that I had
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gained the realms of glory where tears are wiped
away and sorrow is no morc? what bootcd it, alas |
since I, miserablc I, was even thcen awaking to the
pangs of hell?  Woe is me—ah, woe indeed !
' I hastencd onward. Was that earth, or what,
that touched my feet? It was soft, spongy—a quecr
pavement! DPossibly it consisted of those good
intentions with which, as some one has pointed out,
the road_to hcll is paved. Walking felt strangcly
unplcasant, but 1 got along, walking or flitting, I
know not which, nor yet how fast; on I went through
mist or darkness, or whatever it was. In the far
distance, it might be somc thousands of miles away,
I perccived a glimmering light, and instinctively
towards that light I direccted my course. The mist
scemed to grow lcss dense, forms took shape about
inc, but they might be mercly the work of imagina-
tion ; shadowy outlines of castles, palaccs, and houses
appcaring through thc mist. Sometimes it was as if
my blind hastc carricd me right through onc of thesc
ghostly structures. After a while 1 began to dis-
tinguish human phantoms flitting along, singly at
first, but soon in greater number. 1 viewed them
with horror, fully aware at the same time that they
were merely beings like mysclf.  Suddenly a troop
of these spirits surrounded me. I burst from them,
tremblingly, but only to be scized upon by another
troop. 1 say scized upon, for they snatched at me
cagerly, as if each onc meant to hold me fast, shade
though I was. Vainly they tricd to detain me,
raising their cries incessantly. But what crics!
Their voices fell on my car as a miserable whcezing,
a dismal moaning. In my horror I gave a scream,
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6 LETTERS FROM HELL,

and lo! it was the same puny frightful sound.
There was such a whirr of voices, I could not pos-"
sibly make them out; not, at least, beyond certain
constantly repeated questions, like, * Whence do you
come?’ or, ‘What is the news?’' Poor me, what
cared I for the news left behind! And it was not
so much the question, whcnuce? but rather its awful
opposite, whither bound ? that filled my soul.

Luckily there were other miserable wanderers
speeding along the same road, and while the swarm-
ing troops tried to stop them I managed to escape.
On 1 went, panting, not for bodily, but spiritual,
distress, till at last I reached a lonely spot where I
might try to collect myself.

Collect myself! What was thecre left to collect

- —what availed it to consider, since I was lost, hope-

lessly lost?

Overpowered with that thought I sank to the
ground. This, then, was what I had come to. I
had died and found myself in hell, in the place of
weeping and gnashing of teeth, of torment, alas,
beyond conception. This, then, was the end of life's
enjoyment. Why, ah why, had 1 been satisfied to
halt between faith and unbelief, between hcaven and
hell, to the last moment? A few short months ago,
or, who knows, perhaps even a few days beforc the
terrible end, it might have been time still to escape

" so dire a fate. But blindly I had walked to destruc-

tion ; blindly ?~-nay, open-eyed, and 1 deserved no
better.

This latter thought was not without a touch of
bitter satisfaction. After all, even hell had some-

- thing left that resembled satisfaction! But, in truth,
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I hated myself with a burning implacable hatred in
spite of the self-love which had accompanied me
hither unimpaired. And rcmembering the many
so-called good intentions of my sinful life, 1 feit
rcady to tear myseclf to pieccs. In sooth, I myself
had assisted diligently in paving the road to hell !

But that fecling was void of contrition. 1 felt
sad ; 1 felt ruined and miscrably undone. 1 con-
demned, 1 cursed myself; but repentance was far
from me. Oh, could I but repent! I know there
is such a thing, but the power of rcpenting is gone,
gonce for ever. 1 did not at first sce mysclf and my
position as I do now. 1 only felt miserable and
hopclessly lost. And though I hated myself, at the
same time 1 piticd myself most dceply. Would that
I could have wept! Poor Dives sighed for a drop
of water; I kept sighing for a tear, a poor human
tcar, for somchow I felt that tears could unbind e
from all my grief. 1 consumcd my powers in vain
cfforts to weep, but even tears were of the good
things beyond me now, The effort shook my soul,
but it was vain, vain !

I started suddenly ; there was a voice beside me,
a young woman with a babe on her arm,

‘ 1t is hopeless trying,’ she said, almost tenderly,
her fcaturcs cven more than her voice bespeaking
sympathy. ‘I mysclf have tried it, and tried again ;
but it's no use. There is no water here, not as much
cven as a single tcar.)’

Alas, I felt she spoke the truth. The time was
when I might have wept, but 1 would not; now I
longed to weep, but could not.

The young woman——she was hardly more than a
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girl—sat down beside me. Indescribably touching
was the expression of sorrowing fondness with which
she gazed upon the babe in her lap, a tiny thing
which apparently had not lived many days.

After a pause she turned again to me. It was
not I, but the child which occupied her attention.

‘Don’t you think my baby is alive?’ she said.
*It is not dead, tcll me, though it lies so still and
never gives a cry.’

To tell the truth I thought the child was dcad,
but I had it not in me to grieve the poor crcature, so
1 said—

‘It may be asleep—Dbabies do slcep a good deal.’

‘Yes, yes, it is aslecp, she repeated, rocking the
child softly.

But I sat trembling at the sound of my own
voice, which for the first time had shaped itself to
words.

*They say I killed my child, my own little baby,’
she continued. * But don’t you think they talk fool-
ishly? How should a mother find it in her heart to
kill her child, her very own child ?’ and she pressed the
little thing to her bosom with convulsive tenderncss.

The sight was more than I could endure. 1 rose
and left her. Yet it soothed my own misery that
for a moment 1 seemed filled with another’s grief
rather than with my own. Her grief I could leave
behind. I rose and fled but my own wretchedncss
followed on my hecls.

Away | went, steering towards the distant light.
It was as though a magic power drove me in that
direction. To the right and left of me the realms of
mist appeared cultivated and inhabited. Strange,
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fantastic shapes and figures met my view, but they
sccmed shadows only of things and men.  Much
that I saw filled me with terror, whilc cverything
addcd to my pain. By degrecs, however, I began to
understand that wretched necgativeness of cxistence.
I gathered expcrience as I went on, but what ex-
pericnce? Let me bury it in silence. One incident
I will record, since it explains how I first came to
comprehend that horror-tceming state of things.

I was stopping in front of onc of those trans-
parently shadowy structures ; it appearcd to be a
tavern. In the world I used to despise such localities,
and would never have demcaned mysclf by entering
one. But now it was all the same to me. They were
making merry within, I saw,—drinking, gambling,
and what not. But it was an awful merriment in
which these horrible shades were engaged. One of
them, to all appearance the landlord, beckoned me
to enter ; an inviting fire was blazing on thc hearth,
and, shivering as I was, I went towards it straightway:.

‘Can’t you come in by the door?’ snarled the
landlord, stopping me rudely.

Abashed 1 stammered, ‘I am so cold, so miser-
ably cold !’

‘The more fool you for going naked!' cried the
fcllow, with an ugly grin. ¢We admit well-dressed
people as a rule’

Involuntarily 1 thought of my soft Turkish
dressing-gown and its warm belongings, when, lo!
scarcely had the idea been shaped in my brain than
I found myself clothed in dressing-gown, smoking-
cap, and slippers. At the same time my nakedncss
was not covered, and I felt as cold as before.
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I moved towards the hearth, putting my trcimbling
hands to the grate ; but the blaze emitted no warmth
—it might as well have been painted on canvas.

I turned away in despair. The merry-making
shades laughed harshly, calling me a fool for my
pains. Onec of them handed me a goblet. Now I
had never beecn a drunkard, but that fecling of
indescribable emptiness within me prompted me to
scize the cup, lifting it to my lips cagerly that I
might drain it on the spot. But alas the nothing-
ness! my burning dcsire found it an empty cup,
and I felt ready to faint.

My horror must have expressed itsclf in my
features, for they laughed louder than ever, grinning
at my disappointment. I bore it quictly. There
was something frightfully repulsive in thcir unnatural
merriment, cutting me to the soul. '

The carousal continued ; I, with wildly-confused
ideas, watching the strange revclry.

Recovering myself, I turned to the churlish
landlord :

‘What house is this?’ 1 asked, with a voice as
unpleasant and gnarling as his own.

* It’s suy house !’

That was not much of inforiation, so I asked
again after a whilc: * How did it come to be here
—the house I mecan—and everything ?’

The landlord looked at me with a sneer that
plainly said, ‘You greenhorn, you!’ vouchsafing
however presently: ¢ How it came here?—why, I
thought of it, and then it was.’

That was light on the subject. ‘Then the house
is merely an idea?’ I went on.
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‘Yes, of course ; what elsc should it be?’

‘ Ah, indeed, youngster,’ cried one of thc gamblers,
turning upon mc, ‘here we are in the truc land of
magic, the like of which was never heard of on carth.
We need but imagine a thing, and then we have it.
Hurrah, 1 say, ’tis a merry placc!’ and with frightful
laughter that betokened anything but satisfaction,
he threw the dicc upon the table.

Now 1 understood. The house was imaginary,
the fire without warmth, the tapers without light,
the cards, the dice, the drink, the torn apron
cven of the landlord—everything, in short, existed
mcrely in imagination. One thing only was no
cmpty idca, but fearful reality—the tcrrible necessity
which forced thcse shadowy scmblances of men
- to appear to be doing now in the spint the very
things they did in the body upon carth. For this
reason the landlord was obliged to kcep a low
tavern ; for this rcason the company that gathercd
there must gamble, drink, and swcar, prctending
wanton merriment, despair gnawing their hearts the
while. ’

I looked at mysclf. This clothing then which
could not cover mc, far less warm my frozen limbs,
was but the jugglery of dcesiring thought. ¢ Lic!
falschood ! away!” 1 cried. Oh that 1 could get
away from mysclf! Alas! wretch that 1 was, I
could at best escape but the clothing which was no
clothing. I torc it from me, rushing away in head-
long flight, conscious only of my own miscrable
nakedness, fiendish peals of laughter following me
like the croaking of multitudinous frogs. |

How long I wandcred, restless spirit that 1 was,
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I cannot tell. If there werc such a thing as division
of time in hell, doubtless it would be imaginary like
everything else. The distant light was still my
goal. But so far from recaching it, I seemed to
perceive that it grew weaker and weaker. This, at
first, I took to be some delusion on my part, but the
certainty presently was beyond a doubt. The light
did dccrease till at last it was the mere ghost of a
radiance ; it was plain 1 should find myscif in utter
darkness before long.

It was a fact, then, scarcely to be bcelicved, but
a fact ncverthceless, that, miserable as I was, I could
be more miscrable still. 1 shrunk togecther within
myself, anxious, as far as lay with me, to escape the
doings of the dcad. Peoplc on earth may think that
even in Hades it must be a blessing rather than a bane
to occupy one's thoughts with the affairs of others.
Oh, happy mortals, happy with all your griefs and
woes, you judge according to your earthly capacitics.
There is no such blessing here, no occupying one's
thoughts against their own dire drift! And as for
diversion, that miserable anodyne for earthborn
trouble, it is a thing of the past once you have closed
your eyes in death.

It is impossible for me to tell you, since you
could not comprchend, to what extent a man here
may shrink together within himself. Be it enough
to say I cowered as a toad in a hole, hugging my
miserable being, till I was roused by a groan coming
from somewhere beside me. I started affrighted and
looked about. The darkness being still increasing,
I, with difficulty, distinguished another cowering
figure looking at me furtivcly. The face was strangely
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distorted, and the creature had a rope round its
ncck, the hands being constantly trying to secure the
ends; at times also a finger would move round the
ncck as if to looscn the rope. The figure looked at
me with cyes of terror starting from the head, but
not a word would cross the lips. It was plain I
must make the beginning.

< The light is dccreasing,’ I said, pointing in the
dircction whence the pale glimmer emanated. ‘I
fcar we shall be quite in the dark prescntly.

‘Yes,” said the figure, with a gurgling voice ; ‘it
will be night directly.’

‘ How long will it last ?’

‘How should I know? It may be some hours,
it may be a hundred ycars.’

“Is there such difference of duration ?’

‘We don’t perceive the difference ; it is always
long, frightfully long,’ said thc figure, with a dismal
moan.

‘But it is quite certain, is it not, that daylight
will rcappear?’

‘If you call that daylight which we used to call
dusk upon earth, we never get more. 1 strongly
suspect that it is not daylight at all; however,
that matters littlee. 1 sce you are a newcomer
here!” :

I could but answer with a sigh, ‘ Yes, qmtc new;
I dicd but lately.’

‘ A 'natural death?’ qucried the spectre.

‘*To be sure; what else ?’

That ‘what else’ evidently displcased the crea-
turc; the distorted face looked at me with a homrible
grimacc, and there was silence
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14 LETTERS FROM HELL,

I, for my part, cared little to continuc so unpleas-
ant a conversation, but the spectre resumed cre long :

‘It s&s hard to be doomed to carry onc’s life in
one’s hands. There is no rest for me anywhere; I
am for ever trying to escape ; there is not a crcature
but wants to hang me. Indccd, you are capable of
doing it yourself, I sce it in your eyes; only being
fresh hcre you are too bewildered as yet with your
own fate to be really dangerous. Do you sce the
ends of this rope? It is my one aim to prevent
people getting hold of them, for if once they succeed
I shall be hanged in a jiffy.’

The spectre paused, going on presently :

‘It is but foolishness and imagination I know ;
for since no onc can take what I have not got, how
should any one take my life? But I am utterly
helpless, and whenever this foolish fear possesses me
afresh, I must run—run as though I had a thousand
lives to lose—as though hcll were pcopled with mur-
derous hangmen.’

The spectre moaned, again trying to loosen the
rope with a finger, and the moaning died away into
silence.

We sat, but not for long. I made some move-
ment with the arm nearest my wretched ncighbour,
Evidently he imagined 1 was for scizing the rope,
the ends of which he was tightly grasping, and, like
a flash of lightning, he vanished from my side,
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I STAYED where I was, and soon found myseclf buried
in darkness. Did I say soon? Iool that I am!
How can I tell what length of time passcd before it
became absolutely dark? One thing only I know,
that darkness grew with increasing rapidity and den-
sity till it was complete at last.  A¢ last 7—when but
a moment since I called it soon? How unfit 1 am
to judge at alll

How shall I describe the darkness? Mortal man
could never conceive it. Of very great darkness
pcople are apt to say it is to be felt, or to be cut
with a knife. But cven such manner of speech will
not define the night of hell. Darkness here is so
dense, so heavy, it oppresses poor souls as with the
weight of centurics ; it is as though one were wedged
in between mountains, unable to move, unable to
brcathe. It is a night beyond all earthly concep-
tion ; perhaps that is why the Bible calls it the outer
darkness, which, I take it, means uttermost.

Thus I was sitting in the narrowest prison, shiver-
ing with cold, trembling with terror, miserable,
wretched beyond utterance; I, who but a short
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16 LETTERS FROM HELL.

while since had the world at my feet, enjoying life,
and the riches and pleasure thereof. Shivering with
cold—yes; but, I must add, consumed with an inward
fire.

Terrible truth! That the torment of hell should
consist in an awful contrast—cold without and a con-
suming fire within, comparcd to which the burning
sands of Sahara even scem cool as the limpid wave,
And what shall I say of the unuttcrable anguish—
hell's constant fcar of dcath? Kor with the growing
darkness a growing fear falls upon the torturcd soul,
agonising as the pangs of dcath. Happy if they
were but pangs of death! but there is no dying here,
only a continuous living over again in the spirit of
that most drcad of earthly conflicts, a panting for
life, as it were, a wailing and moaning, with pitiful
crics for mercy, cries for hclp, but they fall back upon
the soul unheard—unhcard !

Do you know what it is to be lying on a bed of
misery night after night, courting slecp in vain, worn
with afiliction, trouble, or gricf? Lect me tell you,
then, that this is shcer bliss as compared with the
suffcrings of a night hcre, endless in pain as it scems
in duration. For at last, poor earthly sufferer, your
very sorrows become your lullaby ; nature claims
her due; you slcep, and slecp drowns your woe,
transfiguring it even with rgs%-_fin/g_;cggl drcams, re-
storing you to strength the while. And you awake
to find that a new day has risen, with grace and
hope, and smiling with fresh endeavour.

Happy mortal—ay, thrice happy—whatever your
lot may be, however poor and sorrowful you may
deem it For remember that as compared with us
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here, the most miserable beneath the sun might call
themselves blessed, if only they could free themselves
from dclusion and take thcir troublcs for what thcy
are. For, strange as it may sound, in the world,
which we know to be a world of realitics, trouble
more or less consists in imagination—°*thinking
makes it so;’ wherecas here, where all is shadow
and nothingness, misery alone is rcal. In the world
so much dcpends on how one takes trouble ; in hcll
there is but one way of bearing it—the hard, unyield-
ing must. |

Oh to be able to slcep, to forget onesell though
but for a moment,—what mercy, what bliss! But
why do I add to my pangs by thinking of the
impossible? 1 scem to be wecping, as I write this,
bitter tears, but they blot not the unhappy record ;
like leaden tears they fall back upon the soul, adding
to her weight. Did I say tears? Ah, believe me
it is but a fashion of spcaking!

Thus I sat, spending the cndless night—a night
of dcath I had better call it, since it differs so terribly
from the worst nights I knew on ecarth. 1 suffered
an agony of cold, but within me thcre burned the
quenchless torment of sin and sinful desirc—a two-
fold flame, I know not which was strongest ; it scized"
upon me alternately, my thoughts adding fucl to the
terrible glow.

My sins! What boots it now to remember them,
but I must—I must. The life of sin is behind me, -
finished and closed ; but with fearful distinctness it
lies open to my vision, as a page to be read, not
mercly as a whole, but in all its minutest parts. [
seem to have found it out now only that I am a

2
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18 LETTERS FROM HELL,.

sinner, or rather that I was one, for on earth I some-
how did not know it. The successful way in which
I managed to suppress that consciousness almost
entirely seems to prove, if not my own, at any rate
the devil’'s consummate skill. 1 say almost entirely ;
I could not stiflc it altogether, but I managed to
keep it in a prison so close that it troubled me
rarely. And if conscience at times madec efforts to
be heard, the voice was so gentle that I never hesi-
tated to disregard it. Yes, Satan succeeded so well
with me that I never thought of my sins, rcally
forgot them as though they were not.

But now—now ? that seeming forgetting truly
was the devil’s deccit. My sins are all present now ;
I see them, every one of them, and none is wanting ;
and indeed their number is far greater than I could
have believed possible. A thousand trivial things—
not trifles here, though I oncc believed them such—
raise their front in bitter accusation. Life lies before
me as an open book, a record of minutest detail, and
what seemed scarce worth the notice once has now
assumed its own terrible importance—sin succceding
sin, and the remainder folly. My anguished soul
turns hither and thither, writhing and moaning ; not
a spot is left where she might rest—not a moment’s
peace to soothe her; shut in with sins innumerable,
she is the prey of despair.

And yet 1 never was what the world calls a bad
man. I was selfish, but not void of natural pity ;
having a carnal mind, but not barren of intellectual
tastes ; ruled by strong appetites, but too much of a
gentleman to give opcn cause of offence. I was cven
good -natured, helpful and kind, where it did not
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clash with some dominant passion. Indeced I was
not only a gcneral favourite, but enjoyed universal
rcspect.  In short, I was a man whom the world
could approve of, and if I carcd not to scrve the
world, the more was I desirous it should serve me.
Without faith, and following no aim, I lived to enjoy
the moment.  Yet I was not always without faith,
There had been a time, in the far-off days of child-
hood when I bclieved lovingly, ardently ; but on
cntering the world faith, having no root, faded as a
flower in the noonday heat. And once again, having
rcached a certain point in my life, it seemed to
revive, to blossom anew; but everything failing, it
also failed, and ncver yielded fruit. At the same
time I had never quite plucked it out of the heart.
To my dying hour I had a fecling that some-
thing of the God-secking child was latent within
mc, of the childhood in which I began, but never
continucd.

In the days of manhood 1 followed passion. Do
you care to inquire? T‘ashionable amusciment, the
excitement of fast living, the enjoyment of beauty,
piquant adventure, the plcasurc of the senses in short
—that is what I lived for.

Oh the fire within mc—kindled long ago, in the
days even of bodily life! It did not then causc the
pain it causes now, or rather—since fire cannot be
dissociated from suffering—it burned with a pain
akin to dclight. But now, alas! therc is a consum-
ing emptiness within, desire feeding upon imagina-
tion, feeding upon my very soul unappeasably.
To be burnt alive would be as nothing compared
to that torment, for then the hope would remain
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that there must be an end. But there is no end
now, no hope of deliverance.

And yct I have not confessed all the pangs
of that tcrrible first nightt I am ashamed to own
what I may not hide! For, apart from all those
horrors common to all, I have a grief to mysclf alone
—most of those here have a load of pain pertaining
to themselves only—an aching sorrow weighing upon
my soul distinctly separatec from all general woces;
it has not lcft me for a moment since first I opencd
my eyes in hell. It is but a littlc story, but onc of
those expericnces which arc of far deeper importance
in our lives than would seem credible.

My thirty-first birthday found me in a village
tavern away from home. After more than a ycar's
absence—the journcy cxtending as far as the Holy
Land—I was returning thc unhappicst of mankind,
bowed down with mourning, and ill bearing the hurt
of disappointed passion. Thrce we had been on
setting out, two only rcturning. Journeying home-
ward we stopped on the road, a sudden storm obliging
us to seek shelter in a common inn.

There are strange things in life, Having for
months been dead to all sympathy, it was so ordered
that I should find here an object to rouse me from
my stupor—to call mc back to life. It was but a
ragged boy, some eight or nine yecars old, whosc
mother had been one of a troop of strolling actors.
For some reason or othcer the company had broken
up, and her body presently was found in a ncigh-
~ bouring swamp. e was a poor little fellow, forlorn

and neglected, and as shy as a wild thing of the field,
disconsolate in his grief. He had loved tenderly,
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passionately—so had I; he had lost all he had loved
~—s0 had I.

But therc was more. The boy’s nature fascinated
me strangcly.  His impctuosity, his stand-off pride,
cven his intractable wildness, somehow struck a con-
renial chord in my own decpest soul. I felt as if I,
I only, could understand him ; as if I, in his place,
would have been just like himn. And despite his rags
he was a lovely boy. Those dark tecarful eyes had
an expression that went to the heart; those un-
combed locks overhung features which, without being
regularly handsome, were intenscly attractive. In
short, it was one of those boy-faces which Murillo
loved to paint. What shall I say, but that the child
from the first moment caught my hcart? As no one
cared to have him, I took him with me.

His mother had gone by thc name of Rosalind.
The boy just called her ¢ mother,” and knew no other
namc. But the appellation Rosalind to all appcar-
ance pertained to the actress only, and there was
nothing lcft to give a clue to her identity. If there
had becn anything the poor crcaturc took it with her
to her watery grave. The only thing lcaving a faint
hope of cventual discovery was the fizure of a swan
surrounded by unintclligible hieroglyphics imperish-
ably ctched upon the boy’s right arm. He went by
the common name of Martin, and spoke a jargon, a
jumble rather of several languages, but fraught with
unmistakable echoes of my own native tongue.

I took him with me, Three we were on setting
out, three returning—but what a change!

He grew up in my care, a nameless foundling.
I never discovered the faintest light to unravel the
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mystery of his birth ; but I always belicved that the
swan upon his arm sooncr or later would assist in
explaining his extraction.  Martin  hardly cver
quitted my presence, and people said I had adopted
him by way of a plaything. Maybec there was some
truth in this. The boy’s lower naturc blossomed
luxuriantly, at the cost, surcly, of his moral dcvclop-
ment. Conscious of force, and exuberant with un-
shapcd longings, passionate and sclf-willed, he was
nowise casily managed. I am ashamed to say I
sometimes took an cvil delight in playing with the
child’s slumbering passions, now exciting them to
full liberty, now reigning them up suddenly.  Still,
hc was more than a plaything to mc: he ruled my
hcart. This may partly bc accounted for by the
fact that I saw my own naturc reflected in the
boy's; pcrhaps, also, the strange affection was mcrely
fancy-born, the whim of a moment growing into
habit. That much is ccrtain, I loved thc boy.
And I could count thcm on my fingers, I fear,
whom 1 loved beside mysclf.

The child responded to my affcction ardently,
passionatcly. It soinctimes happencd, when I had
teased him in ungencrous amuscment, and he, stung
to fury, rcfused submission, that I, in asscrtion of
power, would place my foot upon his neck, when
he would humble himsclf suddenly, and, clasping my
knees, would wail for forgiveness. At such moments
he would have borne the vilest cruelty, paticntly
hoping for a return of tenderness. He whom the
direst punishment at timcs could not move, now
spent himself in tcars at my fcet, looking to mc as
to the onc soul beside him in the universe, That
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love of the child’s touched me deeply, appealing to
all that was best and trucst in my heart. We would
makec pcace again and renew the bond of affection,
which was ticd all the faster for such incidents.
Thus love moved between us, swelling in tides, now
of wrath, now of tenderness, till suddenly 1 dis-
covercd that the boy had grown—grown to be a
man in my likeness, strong in the flesh and of
powerful scif-love.

And the time was which ripened into a crisis be-
tween us, worse than anything that had happencd
before. He had dcfied me where I could never
brook dcfiance, and I cast him from me. How could
the fcllow dare to rival me in woman'’s favour!

He left me, insulted but unconquered, and burn-
ing with scorn. I should ncver sce him again, he
said ; and he was the man to do as he threatencd.
Some time after I reccived a letter from him, offer-
ing me the alternative of yiclding to him or losing
him—he would go to the Turks, to the devil, he
said. I took no notice of that ultimatum, but
demanded his entire surrcnder, unconditionally.
Time passed and I began to think I had lost him.
It was a fear which troubled me, preyed upon me;
for whatever our disagrecement, I loved him still,
And if indeed he were lost, my hcart told me that I
—1I had worked his ruin.

And then I fell ill of that last illness, ending in
dcath. Therc came a sccond letter against all
cxpectation, mysteriously cxpressed but plain of
import.  1le wrote humbly, gently, as 1 had never
known him,

Ile entreated mc to see him; he would come
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back to me a repentant child. He had found out
that which would heal cvery breach between us: a
Higher Power had spoken. There was mention of
ker in the letter, but all was so broken, so ambigu-
ously exprcssed, that it left me quite in the dark as
to whether his discovery concerned himself or her.

The letter remained unanswered ; 1 was too ill
to write, and cared not to trust any third person
with a mcssage between us.

What, then, was his discovery to have worked
such a change in him? and whom did it concern,
himself or her? That question troubled me to my
dying moment, and who knows but that it proved a
nail also in my coffin. Erinnys-like it pursued me
to very hell, adding more than anything clse to my
torment here.  As a live coal it burns upon my soul.
What was it about him or about her? And there
are other questions: How did it go with him when
1 had cast him off—I, whoin alone he loved and
knew upon carth? Was I indeed the cause of his
ruin? Alas| these things are a hell in hell

- . ema——————
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How long I sat, shut in with mysclf and darkness,
how long that terrible night continued, I cannot tcll
—maybe a yecar, maybe some hours only. This
only I know, that in the spacc of that single night
I lived over again the whole of my earthly life,
and what inconceivable horrors arc included in this
statement !

Light broke at last, but oh how slowly! The
walls of darkness scemed to shift, making way for
the faintest strcak of dawn. This time of cxpecta-
tion, of hopc—if so I may call it—was the lcast
painful time I had yct known in hell. And asI
waited, longed for the returning light, a shadow, as
it were, of forgetfulness wrapped me about. A,
surcly forgetfulness is the onc state of bliss to be
imagined here! Did I speak of light? Alas itis
only less of darkness—light there is none in hell.
And forgetfulness is not rcal, but illusive here.

Bat poor as the light was, it rouscd me to some-
thing like love of existence ceven. 1 gathered up
my wretched becing and went iy way, following the
direction of the breaking dawn. IHow long I moved,
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or how far, is of no conscquence. The terrors of
hell were about me. Presently, however, 1 reached
a spot where I could rest. Did I say rest? Once
. for all, let me bcg you not to be mislcd by such
meaninglcss expressions—meceaningless here, and prov-
ing old habit mercly. In this place of anguish rest,
in the scnse you take it, naturally is impossiblc; all
I meant to say is that I reachcd a spot where the
pressure of motion quitted me for a while, and 1
stopped.

It is strange how soon I came to undcrstand my
surroundings, how soon I found my way among the
vain appearances and the wrctched nothingness about
me. Instinctively 1 adapted myself to what I saw,
doing as others did—in a manncr however, shaped
by my own individuality. I knew I was only
adding my paltry share, that hcll might be, what
it is, a caricaturc of the world and her doings. I
knew, morcover, that 1 was bcing mocked the while,
a very fool of vanities.

You must know, then, that cach wretched being
here is moved by an irresistible impulse to imitate

his lifc on carth, to continuc what in sinful folly he

worked in that life. And, strange to say, as I have
already hinted, we can all obtain here what we like ;
one need but think of anything, and there it is.
Passion and wrongful dcsires rule here as they do
in the world, only the more horribly, being void of
substance. In the world they are clothed—clothed
in a semblance of beauty even; lawless and per-
nicious though they arc, they at least own the
garment of nature. But here they are mere skele-
tons, unclothed of the flesh, an insult to nature,

Digitized by GOOSIQ

-




LETTERS FROM HELL. 27

——

continuing in the cvil bent of former habit, yct
incapablc of aught but showing thcir miserable
nakedness. For the imaginings of hell are hollow
and cmpty, void of truth and reality, bereft of all
mcans of satisfaction. And yct the very punish-
ment of hell consists in this, that we are driven to
conform to this maddening unrcality, this decath-
breathing nothingness. No matter how decply con-
scious we arc of the vanity of our doings—no matter
how we loathe thein—they have come to be our |
masters ; we are driven, helplessly driven, to be for
ever trying to be what we were on carth,

Supposing, then, that a number of spirits agree
we will have a town here, that town straightway
appecars on the scene ; or if others say, let us have a
church hcre and a thcatre and a public park, or
woods and a lake and mountains, it is all thcre as
soon as imagincd. And not only that cach onc sces
for himself what he has called up in vain dcsire: it
is scen by all with whom he comes into contact.
But everything is shadowy-—nay, less than shadowy :
it is empty conceit.  Such a statc naturally includes
change upon change, incessant unrest ; this also is
vanity.

Ncither is there any lack of assisting spirits to
carry into cffcct any dcsircd show. Does any one
here wish to sct up an cstablishment, to live in
style, as the phrase went on carth, he is straightway
surrounded by faithless stewards, drunken butlers,
thicving scrvants of all kinds, If you imagine that
no one would care to bc a servant here, you are
mistaken, for the inhabitants of hell, in a mere
outward way also, carry on the habits of life. 1Is
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there any onc here who likes to general an army,
he will find plenty of bloodthirsty ruffians to obey
his bchests, provided indced he was a gencral in
his days gone by ; for, mind you, without a namec
a man even here could not make his way.

Upon this information you will not be surprised
to lcarn that I have a plcasant abode here not far
{from town, thc image of my own old country-housc,
with park and river to plcase my fancy; that I am
a gentleman, and sce much company. I frequent
fashionable socicty now as formerly, since it yiclds
me gratification, both private and public Few
men knew and drained the sources of enjoyment
more thoroughly than I did. DBut now ?—ah, pity
me not, for your pity cannot alter the fact. This
then is the misery of hell for me; I am hungering
after enjoyment, purc or impure, but there is no
scose left to gratify ; rcality has vanished, the greed
only rcmains. Is it not madness?

And let me whisper it to you, I am daily mecting
fricnds and acquaintances; but 1 shall not betray
them, remembering how wecll-bred the world is. It
would be a shame to hurt the feclings of ladies and
gentlemen of respectable position by insinuating that
any of their relatives arc here.  Let them call their
departed ones blesscd : it will not lessen the torments
they endure.

Shall 1 venturc upon a local dcscription of hell ?
I doubt 1 shall not be ablc, but will make the
attempt.

Hell has its own gcography, but no one can tell
how far its rcalm extends ; it is infinitc—that maybe
is the most correct estimate to be given. I believe
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earth, sun, and moon, and all the plancts, would not
ncarly fill it. DBut what foolish talk, there being
ncither space nor time here.  And as for boundaries?—
on one side only, far, far away, hell has its boundary;
whether any onc cver reached it I cannot tell.

In the dircction of that pale twilight, which de-
crcases and incrcascs altcrnately, there is a great
gulf, a fathomless abyss, scparating hell from Paradise.
It is Paradise whence that radiance proceeds.  And
from the abyss, at regular intcrvals apparently, dead
darknéss gushes forth, repressing the faint far-off
licht of hecaven, till the last ghostly glimmer is gonc.
Then it is night with us, the abyss appcaring as a
lake of molten fire, but its flames arc void of light-
giving power. That is Satan’s rcsidence, and the
abodc of damned souls. I spcak of it with fcar and
tremmbling.  Gradually the abyss, as it were, cats up
its . own darkness, the fair light reappearing and
growing, till we sce it as a tender radiance, clcar as
the twilight of a summer morn. And at times, as
though a curtain of mist and cloud were suddenly
rent asunder, a cataract of light bursts forth victor-
iously, overflowing from thc hcart of glory. lell
stands dazzled, struck to the core as it were. Yor
in bcauty and bliss cternal a vision of Paradise is
given to the damned ones—no, not the damned ones,
for though cast into hell we are not yet judged ; it
is given to thosc who, like the rich man, lift up their
cyes in torment. And it is not only Paradise we
scc, but the blessed ones who dwecll there.

All this I have Jearned,—as yct I have not scen it.
But now, since dawn is increasing, we sccm to be
ncaring that hour,—-shall I say that happy hour? ah
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no—most dread! most dread! 1 cannot tcil how
Jong the light goes on incrcasing or decrcasing ;
there is no judging of the length of dawn, as there is
no judging of the duration of night itsclf. Accord-
ing to human idcas, it would scem to be a space of
scveral ycars. The vision of Paradise, I feel sure,
fills but a moment, but some call it long, fearfully
Jong. Shall I rcjoice to sce that moment, or must
I drecad it?

Again, hcll has a river, the waters of which are
heavy, dark, and muddy. You will be thinkiffy of
the watcrs of Lethe.  Ah no, my friend, there is no
Lethe here whence souls might draw forgetfulness :
that is a happy myth; but the river I spcak of is
real, terribly rcal. It is fed by the falschood and
injustice of the world ; cvery lie, every wrong, helps
to swell it That is why its waters arc so turbid, so
fearfully foul, looking like clotted blood at times.
And sometimes, when the world is more wicked than
usual, the river riscs and floods its banks, lcaving
stench and pestilence behind it. It is scarcely to be
endured. But we, hardencd spectres of hell, we
cndure,

Sometimes, I am told, it rains hcre and snows,
but not so often as one would think. It happens
when folly and vanity upon carth overflow thcir
measure. The world can stand a good deal, we
know, but there are times when cven the world has
too much of it. The surplus then will drop into
hell, and we say, by way of former fashion of specch:
Look, it rains ; or, Bchold it snows!

There is in hcll not only a certain natural suc-
cession of time, but also something of social and
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political order. Familice herd together, and souls of
onc and the same century like to congregate. And
there is a kind of progressive development. The
most rccent arrivals, as a rule, take the lowest place,
advancing to make room for fresh troops appearing.
Those who in the world were of one way of thinking,
or alike in manncr of acting, soon mcct hcre, though
of different nationality or separate centuries. Thus
there is here a town of injustice, called also the town
of politicians; there is a town of the I{oly Inquisition;
a gigantic city of Jews, of Mormons; a town of
Antediluvians, and many others.

I begin to understand the moving-springs of hcll.
It is insatiate desire on the onc hand, and remorse
on the other—I had almost said sorrow ; but that is
too swect a grace, admitting of sorrow for sin, for
opportunity wasted, and that is unknown here; it
is a dull flinty gricf, a merc wailing for pain. The
punishment of hell is twofold, but after all it is the
sclf-same retribution.  Somc are driven continuously
to brood over the same evil passions they indulged
in on carth, satisfaction alonc being absent ; or with
horror and loathing arc obligzed again and again to
commit in the spirit the self-same crimes that polluted
their days in the flesh. The miscr forcever is drcam-
ing of richcs, the voluptuary of uncleanncss, the
glutton of feasting, the murdercr of his bloody deed.
Others, on the contrary, arc pursuing the very things
they ncglected on carth ; they know it is hopeless, but
pursuc them thcy must. Thus men of unjust dcal-
ing are anxiously trying to right the wrong, the un-
mcrciful to do deeds of charity, the unnatural parent
to live for her children, the suicide te prolong his days.
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But whatever we suffer, our torment is not to be
viewed in the light of final punishment—that is com-
ing—we await the day of doom ; no, it is merely the
natural conscquence of our life on carth. Oh, men
and women, yet walking on earth, consider this! that
all sin, great or small, has its own irrctricvable con-
scquence, which—ay, think of it—extends far beyond
the limits of life, even into hcll. And if mere con-
sequence may be so terrible, what must be the
punishment to come?

This then is the law of hell: we are not tor-
mented—we torment oursclves! Yet remember
that in dying everything depends on whether we
lived in the faith of the Son of God, who gave His
life that men might be saved. Our sins have that
dread importance in as far as they tcstify that we
did not belicvee Do you marvel that I speak of
God? Ah me, Ile is still our God! And we know
that there is a Son of God who came into the world
to save sinncrs, who loved them unto dcath, cven
the dcath of the Cross. But we know nothing of the
way of salvation: cverything is forgotten—thc very
name of the Saviour. We consume ourselves in
terrible eflorts to remember, were it but the faintest
remnant of saving knowledge, but alas it is vain—
not even His name! Could we remember that
name, call it back to our hcarts, I doubt not—I
doubt not—even we might be saved. But it is gone
—it is too latc! too late!

. It is incredible how much I have forgotten ;
indeed, I might say I have forgotten everything
except myself. Yes, thatisit. I have not forgotten
sclf ; on the contrary, whatever of thc past concerns
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my person and my life has followed me hither
with a minutcness of detail as strange as it is painful.
But the clothes of sclf, as it werc,—the things I
once possessed by knowledge, by intcllectual acquire-
ment,—they have vanished togcther with the gifts
of mammon and the vanitics of thc flesh. You will
* not be surpriscd then that the fecling of nakedness
is so terribly prcsent with e,

I have brought nothing hither but mysclf. And
what comprises this self but a burning remorse
which can ncver be stilled ; a greed of desire which
can ncv. ¢ be satisfied ; an unquenchable longing for
things lc t behind ; innumerable recollections of sins
great and small, causing insuffcrable anguish, all
being cqually bitter, cqually fraught with vainest
regret! This: is the picture of myself, O God,—of
mysclf in hell
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LETTER 1V.

THE circumstances in which I grew up in the world
could not be called happy. My parents were so
unlike in character and so little suited to cach other
that people wcre fully justified in wondering how
they could have married at all. My father was a
plain homely man, somewhat retiring and unassum-
ing; he was the hecad of a well-to-do house of
business of considerable mcrcantile importance. But
he was not at first sight credited with personal weight
or influence ; pcople would casily sligcht him. And
yct there was that in the quict expression of his face,
in the calm clcarncss of his eyc, which convinced those
who took the trouble of knowing him that he was
not a man of the ordinary typc.

My mother, whom I always considered the chiecf
person in the house, was a woman of rare perfcctions,
very handsome, very gracious, and highly estecmed.
Age even flattered her, dealing kindly by her beauty;
but that, perhaps, was due to the fact that her life
never flowed in the channels of violent passion.
Some believed her cold and wanting in fecling ; but
it would be a great mistake to imagine her without
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the warmth of encrgy. She was a clever woman,
and although she ncver asscrted herself so as to give
offence, she always managed to have her way.
Who, indced, could have drcamt to turn her will
aside, since I, her idol and her darling, never once
succeeded in going against it? Shc was a remarkably
clever woman,

The world admired her; whether she was loved
I cannot say. Maybe she loved no onc excepting
mysclf. Did I love her? Well, if I must answer
the question honestly, I am bound to say I also
rather admired than loved her. And, indced, she
was worthy of all admiration. Ncver anywhere
did I mcct a woman who was so thoroughly what
the world calls a lady—mind you, I mcan a lady in
the world’s own acceptation. She was just perfect—
perfect in beauty, in manncr, in bearing, in dress, in
all the ways of life prescribed by socicty ; perfect too
in the fulflment of what she considcred her duty,
irrcproachable in conduct, a very pattern of picty,
appcaring clothed in spotlessness as with a garment ;
never saying or doing or permitting anything that
might breathe suspicion on her perfection. In short,
she was a lady to thc lcast movement of her finger,
to the minutest folds of her dress. And she preserved
her reputation, even adding to it daily.

Looking back now, I undcrstand her—as indeed
I understand the whole of the sad past—with a new
insight. 1 sce plainly now that to her the world
was everything : it was her guide, its approval being -
the aim of her every ambition. 1 do not mcan to
say by this that she carcd not for things good and
beautiful in any other light, and she really cultivated
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religion. No one could appear more assiduously
obedient to the bchests of picty than my mother,
with her veneration for the clergy, her regular attend-
ance at church ; and no one ever quitted her presence
without fecling edificd. Not undescrvedly might duty
and propriety be tcrmed the guardian saints that
watched her every step.

The stately mansion we inhabited was divided in
two, figuratively speaking, my mother presiding in
one way—my father, though quietly, in another; I,
their child, seemed to bclong altogether to my
mother’s dominion. I shrank from my father, feeling
afraid of his quict cye. Apparently he was satisfied
with this state of affairs, but I fccl sure now that in
his hcart he loved me.

My mother’s rule was marked by gaicty; she loved
to live in style. My father, cxcused by busincss, but
rarely took part in her doings ; and if he made his
appcarance at times, I, foolish child, fclt almost
ashamed of his prcsence,—he looked so little like
the master of the house in the simplicity of his habits
and unprctending ways,

There was another inmate of our housc, my father's
sister, strangcly contrasting with my mother. The
world had begun to call her an old maid ; and she
certainly was peculiar, a mixture of unfashionablencss
and singularity. Pcople called her eccentric, whim-
sical ; and indced onc never knew what she might
not be doing next. She was no ‘lady, like my
mother, and nowise perfect, though she could look
remarkably ladylike whenever she thought it worth
her while. Shec was cxtremely natural, her heart
always bubbling over with its inmost thoughts ; there
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was somcthing utterly narve in her straightforward
opcnness and the unstudied ways of her conversation.
My mother, I bclicve, thought her queer; but in
truth shc was the only pcrson who ever kncw how
to call up a smilc in my father's face. And this she
looked upon as her own special vocation, ever mind-
ful of it. No; Aunt Betty could nowise be held up
as a pattern ; and as for perfections, she had but one
—a heart brimful of kindness, ever ready to sacrifice
itself, making it her onec dclight to sce others happy.
In fact she never thought of hersclf. And that
hcart of hers was filled with a faith as dcep and
fervent and single-minded as any child’s. No doubt
her Christian life kncw its tines of decarth as of
plenty—it could not bc otherwise with a nature like
hers—but her hcart, nevertheless, was firmly grounded.
She had God in her heart. And though she might
get entangled with her dutics, and cven blunder about
God’s commandments, the onc commandment, fulfill-
ing the law, cver shone as a bcacon to her soul that,
loving God, we should love one another.

She had hardly ever been separated from my
father, and now shc secemed indispensable in his
housc—that great two-parted house. If I were to
call her our Cinderella, it would most certainly be
an ill-chosen comparison, and yct a truc onc. She
was qucen of the houschold ; but in that position she
managed to be the servant of all. Every trouble,
cvery care, she took upon her shoulders, wearing
herself out for cach and all of us. She liked it
Any attempt to oppose her in this respect rouscd
her self-assertion, meek and mild though she was in
aught beside. My mother, being the lady, never
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touched domestic concerns with a finger ; cverything
was given up to Aunt Betty, even the carc for
mysclfl and my fathcer. But houschold worries were
the least of her vicarious burden ; she felt called to
take upon herself whatever was disagrecable to any
one elsc, making herself a shicld and warder-off in
every possible dircction, and being the willing scape-
goat even, if thereby she could comfort blundering
servant or carcless child. She appcarcd to consider
this her life’s calling,—she who, despite her simplicity,
was by far the wiscst of us,—and indcfatigable were
her attempts to cover the want of harmony betwecen
my parcnts. She might in truth be called the bond
of union between them. It was cvidently my father
for whom she thus sacrificed herself, loving him with
a sisterly devotion as beautiful as rarc. How well
she understood how to brighten his home, to turn
aside the cdge of disappointment, and flood the place
with her own abundant warmth. Was he sad,—
how she would cheer him, and with a show of gaicty,
hiding pcrhaps her own aching hcart, strive to hcal
the brecach that scparated him from his wife, and,
alas! from his child as well.

‘And how lovingly she did her very best for me,—
the swectest, kindest of aunts! My mother indulged
me fondly ; I ought not to say that she spoiled me,—
her cleverness stood in the way of that; but I owe
it to my aunt that, in spitc of all indulgence, I was a
good and even pious child. It was she who taught
me to read my Bible, sowing the good seed in my
heart, and nothing in after life ever did more for
me than her loving and God-fearing example. The
recollection of that early time is unspeakably sweet
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to me cven now in the bitterness of hell.  With
-what power of love she drew me is plainly evident
from the fact that whencver I could I stole away
from the qucenly presence of my mother— though
thcre was never a plaything 1 wished for but she
gave it me—to secek Aunt Betty, trotting behind her
to kitchen and storcroom, or spending hours in the
one little chamber she called her own, That was
the happicst time of my life.

Thanks to Aunt Betty, then, I was brought up in
the fcar of God ; but though the seed was sown, and
the flower even blossomed, it never yiclded fruit.
As I grew up, the power of the scnsual was upon
me, and I early conformced to the ways of the world.
Aunt Betty died ; she had positively worn hersclf to
death. At such cost the service of love at timcs is
given. Her loss moved me dceply, but the impres-
sion did not last. I had begun to attend at my
father’s counting-house. My mother had destined
mc for the army, or, if possible, to some diplomatic
carcer., I was gifted with my mother's becauty, was
hcir to my father's fortune, and not wanting’ in
ability. She took pride in me¢, and naturally wished
I should be a credit to her in the eyes of the world.
But although apart from Aunt Betty I had always
bcen left to my mother's guidance, my father
strecnuously opposed her wishes in this respect; I
should follow in his footstcps and carry on the time-
honoured firm. Life, he said, would yield its own
battles apart from the army. He was right, but a
sorry soldicr I proved.

I was gifted with the pleasant but dangerous
talent of making friends wherever I went—a per-
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nicious talent even, with a disposition likc mine:
Not only did the world open her arms to receive me,
but to clasp me, as the fair nymphs of the well
clasped Hylas, the bcautiful youth, dragging him
helplessly to the dcep. Even before my lips wore
the first downy sign of manhood, I was alrcady
corrupted. Of misleading companions therc was
no lack, those of my own sex not being the worst,
Such things, howcver, avenge themsclves: being
misled at first, I began to mislecad.

But being brought under my father's immediate
influence, he did his utmost to lift mec from the
slough, sparing ncither admonition, nor rcbuke, nor
even rostraint. It availed not; I cvaded his guid-
ance, and cven deceived him. More successful were
my mother’s attempts; for while, on the one hand,
she managed to lct me scc that she could condone,
if not actually excuse, she yet so powerfully plecaded
the claims of prudence and position that I promised
to mend my ways. And I did mend them, T care-
fully considcred the extreinc of dissipation, avoiding
discovery and scandal.

Sclf-restraint was not without effort, for my nature
thirsted after pleasure. But though passion-ruled, I
had a strong will to act as a curb where I chose,
and the worldly wisdom of my mother taught mec
the advisability of cxerting that will.

I was about onc-and-twenty when my father died;
never since we lost Aunt Betty, can I remember
having seen a smile on his face—there was no onc to
call it up when she had gonc. And now he left us,
My mother rctired on her jointure—satisfied, as she
said, to have done her duty in the world. And I,
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at an carly age, was admitted to a partnership in the
firm, of which my father's brother now was hcad.
Soon after I fell seriously ill.

This brings mc to onc of the darkest episodcs
of my lifc. It is but an episodec, a draught of pass-
ing enjoyment, but fraught with the origin of my
deepest woe. Could I be washed of all my sin,
this onc dark recoliection would never lcave me.

The illness happily had becn got over, leaving
mc prostrate. It was early in the spring. DMy
mcedical attcndant advised me to lcave town as soon
as possible for the country or the scaside. But I
was a prcy to ill-humour and fretfulness. 1 liked
the advice, and did not like it. I did not care for
our own place in the country; it was not quict
cnough, 1 said, and 1 hated the sca. As it chanced
a sudden whim came to the rescue. We had been .
to the lakes the previous autumn ; memory carricd
me back to a keeper's lodge, delightfully situated in
a leafy solitude, a very bower of clematis and roscs.
Peace hersclf could not drcam of a more congenial
rctreat. If I was to go for change of air that was
the place I should fancy.

Difficultics were got over, and I went. An
honest old keeper lived there with his daughter
Annic, shé becing on the verge of womanhood.
Annic!—how little did I think that this name
one day would sound so terrible to my ears.

I recovered quickly and strength rcturned. But
lovely as the spot was, life without incident did not
amusc me.  From sheer ennui I began to make love
to Annie. She was an incxperienced country-girl ;
but the very natveté of her ignorance was enchant-
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ing. She was as free and natural as the birds of
the decll, a verv outcome of her surroundings, fresh
as the dewy morn and fragrant as the woodland air.
Wild and untaught, yet swcctly delicate, that child
of nature soon cast a spell over my fancy. We
were left alone fcarlessly. Her father saw but a
child in her—shc was barcly seventeen—and she
was engaged to wait on me

But Annie, at first, was proof to flattery ; light-
footed and light-hcarted, she turned its edge uncon-
sciously, and I made no way with her. Always
merry and always happy, full of kindliness and
grace, she flitted about me, helpful as an angel, but
coy and unapproachable. Not that she saw danger—
she did not even suspect it; it was mercly the
instinctive dread holding all children of nature aloof
from snares. The bird on the sunny bough will
look at you, even sing to you, but you shall not
touch it. Brimming with life’s enjoyment she was
easily delighted, and sprightly as a squirrel in the
wood. She knew affection, but what we call love
had at that time not entered her consciousncss.
Ncver had I scen a happier mind, a fresher and
more charming disposition ; the sky of her soul was
as clear as the blue vault above, her singing as
blithe as the lark’s on the wing, and she cared not
whether the sun shone or not.

But in my sclfish soul I said, ‘ Thou coy little
bird, see if I don’t catch thce!” Not that I loved
her—the diflference of rank was too great ; but I was
for plucking the flower, though I should throw it
away after a while, |

And I did succeed, working a pitiful change in
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the child ; she was like a faded blossom or a bird
with broken wing. lcr singing and laughter were
silenced, the fearlessness of innocence was gone.
Sadly and silently shc moved about, scarcely lifting
her tearful cyc. DBut from that moment she clung
to me wigh tender resignation, as touching as it was
truc,—to mc who had ruined her in idle sport.  She
fclt, and felt rightly, that henceforth her life was
mine; and in her own way loved me, wronged as
she was. It was I who had murdered her soul.

Even then repentance with poignant sting had
scized upon my heart—there was some good left in me
as yct; I felt decply touched, morcover, by the child’s
cntirc love and humble surrender.  Was she bewitch-
ing before, she was not less so now; not to be
known again, but lovcly still in sorrow. Irce and
fecarless shc had been in the pride of her bcauty ;
now with chaplet dcflowered and robbed of her glory,
rucfully kissing the hand which brought her so low.

I began to love her, or to belicve I loved her, and
thought of a possible marriage.

But it fcll out diffcrently. My mother had been
informed, and sct herself to bring me to recason,
How cleverly she did it —not rousing opposition, but
none the less cffcctively showing me the utter fool-
ishness of my intention. There was not a shade of
derision in her manner, yet I fclt ridiculed. She
ncver called it a silly freak, but she brought me to
view it as such. Had I rcally loved Annic, no
doubt my mother could not so easily have in-
fluecnced me. As it was, I suddenly scemed to
come to my senscs; it was not love—only pity for
the girl.
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My mother spoke about it frecly ; and presently
she succeeded in directing my attention clsewherc.
She had adopted an orphan child, of Amcrican
parentage, distantly rclated to her own family. Lily
might be about ninc or ten ycars old now, and so
far I had scarcely bestowed any notice upon her.
My mother would hint now and then at the rare
flower of beauty slumbering in the buds of promisc.
And presently, in so many words, she pointed out
to me that in some scven or cight years Lily
might not only have ripened to matchless charms,
but as an hcircss of no ordinary kind could not
fail to draw thc eyes of men. If, then, I would
give up Annie, and think of Lily instead, she would
try to kecp her for me. When Lily should have
reached maturity, it would be just about the right
time for me to settle in lifc, and I might hunt the
world over, and not find her cqual anywhere.  That
was truc cnough, and imagination had been sct to
work. Since that time I loved to think of the pro-
mising littlc Creole.

Lily was undeniably a lovely creature, as harm-
less as a dove, but with me anticipating fancy
rcvelled in possession. It was casy for my mother
therefore to win me to her plan. There was some-
thing indescribably charming in this ncw relationship.
To look upon Lily as my own property, though she
kncw it not; to watch her unfolding charm upon
charm in swectest innocence; to call her mine—mine
in the very care that guarded her; to gather up
treasure, as it were, for my own delightful harvest,
—call it unnatural if you like, but to a naturc like
mine it was irresistibly tcmpting,
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I allowed my mother full liberty to bring the
affair with Annic to a satisfactory cnd, as she termed
it, having given her my word not to sec the girl
again. A recal sacrifice, was it not? Hecll shows it
now in its own true light,
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I BEGIN to fccl at home here.. At home? How
full of swectest echoes is this word. Its very sound
would warm onc’s heart on carth ; it is bitter here—
doubly bitter for memorics gone. It docs not lessen
hell to get used to it ; wc are even forced to make
ourselves at home here, just as we are obliged to be
what once we were. |

That irresistible impulse to be continuously doing
the works of our carthly life, to pursuc with a burning
greed a vain and shadowy existence, may well be
termed hell’s daily brcad. The evil desire alone is
rcal : the sensc that might lend it cxpression is dead.
You have heard of Tantalus and Sisyphus—it may
help you to conccive our state. All is illusion here,
the very firc 1 told you of, raging in imagination
mercly—within us that is—and yct what an awful
rcality !

You understand, then, that I have resumed old
habits, not willingly, but under compulsion, following
the old bent with a helpless disgust. However, I
cannot but add that I have been tolerably fortunate,
falling on my fect in socicty, as it were, and a very
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nicc set I have joincd. I have been lucky in rcnew-
ing many an old acquaintance, and have madc fricnds
with pcople whom one would have been glad to know
on carth. You would be indced surprised if I were
indiscrcet cnough to mention names! But I shall
content mysclf with generalising. It is strange how
many of the so-called respectable pcople onc mccts
here; in fact, they form the nucleus of socicty in hell
as they do on carth, I might cven say good pcople,
mcaning those worthy folk whosc onc desire it is to
go through life comfortably, quite willing no one
clse should hunger, provided thcy themsclves have
all they nced ; satisfied with their lot in the world,
not pcrhaps a grand onc, and caring for nothing
bcyond it—never drcaming that the less fortunate
might be thcir brothers and sisters after all.  Just
look about you whercver you plcasc—the world is
full of such. They are good to themsclves and good
to thecir children, thanking God for thc means of
becing so. They spend their ycars as if this lifc’s
business were all that nceds to be thought of, living
for thcir familics, their home concerns, whether in
drudgery or in case, both men and women. You
little think that daily lifc, with its legitimate carcs,—
ay, cven what you call your duty by housc and
home,—may be the snare to bring your soul to hcll !
There are men who rush through lifc in the whirl of
amuscment ; others sleep through it; others again
wear themselves. out for its paltry amenities, calling
that /o /ive forsooth! And before they are aware of
it, their race is run, they close their eyes to open
them again, surprised perhaps, in the pangs of hell.
Oh could I live over again but a single year of
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my earthly span—I do not mean for my own sake
merely !—I might perhaps be able to warn some few
of thosc exccllent men whose idcas of life are wrapped
up in the counting-house on the one hand, and in
the prosperity of their family on the othcr—of those
devoted wives and mothers who spend themsclves
for the comforts of home. I say some few of them,
well knowing that not many would bclieve me.

Nay, even as regards so-called philanthropists
I have made the unexpected discovery that some of
them—I say some—who have rcally one way or
another benefited thousands, have lived to their own
ruin. Has the world been loud in their praises?—
leam wisdom, my friend, and overrate not the world’s
approval. -

It is, indeed, a strange fancy, prevalent among
men, that only the wicked go to hell. You poor
deluded oncs, listen to my words : it is incredible, I
assure you, how little is nccded to take a man to
hell—that is to say, if he dics without having found
his Saviour. For without Him the soul is unablec to
bear the smallest weight of wrong; while with Him—
yes, with Him-—she will wing hcrself to hecaven in the
face of mountains of sin. Do you know that Saviour?
I ask you as onc who can never know Him now!

There are many here, I assure you, who have
never committed any particular crime. The world,
with its notions of right and wrong, would cry out
for justicc if it were but known! And why arc they
here? They ncver felt the sting of conscience, lead-
ing respectable lives, laying the unction of goodness
to their souls,—but they dicd and went to hell. No
demon of evil ruled their lives, and yct they arc here
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—oh heaven, where is thy justice >—in a like damna-
tion with oursclves! The torment of hell for such
people consists in having nothing to do here, no
counting-house to attend, no familics to provide for.
Not ruled by passion, they arc slaves to life’'s habit,
and the lattcr may be as terrible a taskmaster as
the former.

Thus much is ccrtain, if having nothing to live
for could kill people, and if onc conld die in hell,
many here would dic of shcer hankcring after their
carthly drudgery:.

My own existence, once I was properly intrc
duccd, was specdily filled with amusecment. Are
you surpriscd that I should say ‘introduced’? But
we are no Goths here, and society with us also
attends to its rules. If it nceds little to bring one
to hell, it is not so casy to make onc’s way into the
fashionable circles of this place of woe. It is with
us just as with you, with this diffcrence only: the
world asks who a man is, the question here being
who hc was. |

Now I, in the world, was allowed to be handsome |
and rcfined, a man who could pride himsclf on his
gentlemanly qualitics, not to mention a considerable
fortune. Hecere I no longer am this man, but [ affect
his scmblance. Yet I must warn you against imagin- .
ing that thecrc is any prctence; no, it is nature,
downright nature,

At first I was positively overwhelmed with calls
and invitations. Here also novelty is much sought
after. If I had brought nothing with me but the
news of some foolish fashion lately adopted in the
world, I should have been considered an acquisition.

4
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But, without flattering myself, I may say I brought
more—a fashionable finish of the most faultlcss
description having ever been the very essence of my
aims. ‘Shall I tell you of a merry club-dinner to which
I was asked lately? The party assembled was of
doubtful reputation—high living, drink, and gluttony
seemed their watchword ; nor was it compliment-
ary to my antecedents to be invited, for with me
the beautiful maxim, ‘ modcration in all things,’ had
ever covcred a multitude of sins, and I had always
been carcful to avoid vulgarity. However, there I
was ; the fare was exquisite, the wine splendid. A
jovial company they appcared, to judge from the
loose jokes and ribald anccdotes passing between the
pleasurcs of the table. And what shall I say of the
temptations born of surfcit, coursing through the
heated veins? Ah, thcy wcre not wanting, but
satisfaction was an illusion, 1 refrain—thcre was
nothing rcal in all that banquct save its incitcment
to sin; we prcycd on our miscrable selves, cating
and drinking leaving a nausecating fccling of empti-
ness, the very jokes being unbearably stale. Men of
all kinds are found hcre, but vainly you look {6t one
capable of producing anything to refresh the mind
by genuine mirth or novelty. Ilowcever, eat and
drink we must, and laugh and joke we¢ must; we
were obliged, I mcan, whether we liked it or not.
Now you undcrstand perhaps, though faintly, what
#t means to join in festivity in hell.

At that club-dinner, where nothing was wanting
that gluttony could dream of, the thought of some
poor man on earth eating his crust in the swcat of
his brow again and again presented itself to my
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mind. The dry bread that satisfics his hunger, the
beer or tea that quenches his thirst, what a royal
fcast is his as compared with ourselves, For he docs
cat, and #s satisficd, but we—oh vainest dcception !

Was it not that excellent hero, Achilles, who in
Hades cxclaimed mournfully, he would rather be the
most miscrable man on carth than king of thc rcalm
below? This is but wisdom of the Greeks, but how
truc !—how true! I too would far rather spend my
days upon earth amid the most overwhclming diffi-
culties, battling with care, want, or suffering, than
occupy any favoured position here, be it of king or
epicurc. Of all the feols of the world’s training
he, surcly, is greatest who takes away his own life,
thinking that he could never be worse off than he is.
In sooth, whatever a man’s carthly lot may be, be
sure it may bc a paradisc to what he goes to meect.
He may find himself ycarning for thc misery he
quitted ; indeed, if you could give him back that
misery tenfold, he would scize it cagerly and bless
you for the gift.

Still the numbcer of actual suicides, comparatively
speaking, is small ; a far larger class of men content
themselves with shortening their days by continuous
grumblings and a dismal unsatisficd frame of mind.
If shortcning their days were but all, and if thercby
they did at least better themselves for the time being!
But the fact is, they all but kill life with discontent.
They are dissatisfied with themselves, with their
fcllows, with all the world, with the very air which
they breathe and the day which is given them.
I'oor fools, the day is short and night is at hand!
And why are they dissatisficd? Because health is
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not all it should be, or the world at timcs crosses
them ; because their position in life but imperfectly
suits their naturc and liking, and they would desire
a better lot; because perhaps their battle is harder
than other pcoplcs, or, at worst, their whole hfe a
failure falling short of dearcst hopc ?

I do not mecan to undcrrate these things—on the
contrary, I do own that life to most mcn is fraught
with sorrow ; but I say this: Could you but view
matters from the vantage-ground of hell, you who
lessen life by discontent, you would gain that much
of wisdom, that our days on carth, whatcver of
trouble, of carc and vexation, be bound up with them,
are yet capable of yiclding very rcal happincss.  So
much depends on how we take things. If, instcad
of fixing upon trouble as somcthing foreign to your-
selves or hostile to your being, looking upon your-
selves as miserable in consequence, you could but
open your soul to that trouble and, rising from
inertness, accept it as a very part of your existence,

how different things would appear! Many a trouble, .

morcover, is but imaginary, and if dealt with scnsibly
would dwindle away ; while many a recal trouble, on
the othcr hand, by your striving to take it aright,
might become an impulse of new endeavour, chang-
ing the very face of your life and leading you to a
better happincss than before you aimed at. Abh,
indecd, if you could but view matters from hell you
would come to sce that man is able to bear a load
of trouble, and that, confronting want and miscry, he
may yet attain a state of happiness worth the hav-
ing! You would find that every day of that life
which now you make a burden to yourselves and to
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others is precious beyond words, a gracious gift of
God for which you cannot be grateful cnough. You
would understand that I, hungcring and longing,
would wish to be in your placc—ay, and count myseclf
blesscd to bear the burden which you consider so
ericvous.  But what boots it that / sce it all so
plainly now ; it is too late for me,—too late.

That fashionable pcople in hell have their so-
called grand cvening parties will hardly surprisc you;
we have dances, ‘at homes,” and all those things sct
store by in the world. But if this sort of stylish
living cven on carth is unutterably hollow, what must

it be hcre where the very air we brcathe is vanity -

and nothingness? ILooking back I can scarcely
credit now how I could wrong my better sclf for
the sake of that vile habit of attending partics.  \What
is a party in the very socicty which calls itsclf polite?
Is it not as if some vicious goblin had a hand in
it, bringing togcther twenty, fifty, even a hundred
people, cach of whom has his own cosy fircside—
men and women who for the most part have little or
nothing in common, but nceds must mect bencath
staring chandcliers, the spirit of falschood among
them? Vanity rules, and when the goblin has
thoroughly fooled them and lights turn pale, they
each go home fagged and tattered. Host and hostcss
say, ‘ What a mercy it’s over!” Each visitor says,
‘I am thankful to go to bed'—are you, poor fools
of fashion?

But if it seems a marvel now how I also, in days
gone by, could sacrifice myself to the so-called claims
of saciety, I nced not marvel that I do so here. It
was by choice then,—it is under compulsion now ; it
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is as if ten thousand goblins fooled us—we know it
but cannot withstand.

The object of partics with us is just the samc as
with you: to be seen, to be admired, to make onc-
self agrecable—not so much in order to plcase your
ncighbour as to be thought pleasant yoursclf—and
to hide it amiably if you think pcople a bore. Thcre
is one marked difference, howcver, placing us often
in a position both painful and ridiculous. \What
should you say if at any of your great social gather-
ings you could look through people’s clothes—those
fine clothes put on so carcfully—through them, I say,
to the very piece of humanity they hide, and not
only through them, but, decper still, to the core of
the heart beneath? Itis so hecre! Supposing, then,
you walk up to some old crone, saying, with your
most engaging smile—* Dclighted to see you!’ think-
ing to yourself at the same time—'[ wish she were at
Jericho !'—1 leave you to imagine the figurc you cut,
I give this as an example only—as a clue, rather;
think it out further and see whcere it lcaves youl
But even to this one gets used in hell, fortifying one-
self with a kind of frivolous impudence, without
which intercourse would be simply unbearable. The
incident I quoted of course leaves the advantage with
the old crone ; but the moment she opens her lips
her interlocutor has the best of it, for he can see
through her clothes as she saw through his. They
are quits then.

However, as I said, it is not merely ludicrous but
painful—offering, moreover, an unsurmountable ob-
stacle to all courtship. It is utterly impossible here
to fool a woman, be she cver so frail. All the fine
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words of hell cannot dclude her, for she sces through
them. From this point of vicw we form a most
virtuous company, Indeed, flattcry and compliments
with us are cxceedingly difficult to pass, the heart be-
traying the man in quitc another scnse than with you.

You can hardly picturc to yoursclf how much
of the truly surprising, if not intcresting, may bc
experienced here in a single day. The world, as
scen from hell, is the land of dreams and imaginings,
appcaring beautiful and plcasant none the less.  And,
absurdly paradoxical as it may sound, here only,
where all reality has vanished, reality in uncompro-
mising nakcdness is upon us. Are they friends or
focs that meect, thcy soon spcak the truth to one
another. Such mutual confessions, on the whole, are
little edifying, and, sincc there are no secrcts here,
at once flit from circlc to circle for gencral merri-
ment. Do you care to have cxamples? llcre are
some recent tit-bits.

A. had been killed in a ducl which he fought to
avenge an insult offered to his handsome young wife.
Quitc recently he somewhat unexpectedly met his
late opponent, who, having gone the way of all
flesh, had come to hell. \Wrathfully he taxed him
with former wrong, but the latter made answer quite
coolly :

‘Silly man, do you mcan to fight me again for
nothing whatcver? Lect bypones be bygones; we
had better be friends.’

- *For nothing whatever!" rciterated A., hotly.
‘ Do you call it nothing that you insulted my wifc,
and killed me, morcover, when [ tricd to vindicate
her?’
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‘I suppose I must tell you the plain fact,’ replied
his opponent. ‘I seec you still labour under a
delusion. The matter was simply this: 1 had been
the lover of your wife, but broke with her. That
was the insult. That is why she got you to challenge
me. However, thesc are bygones; wc’ll be friends
now.’

Whether thcy were fricnds after that I cannot
tell. I rather think that A. fclt rcady to hide him-
self.

Two friends—in fact they were cousins—sat
" together in plecasant intercourse.  Said the one:

‘To tell the truth, I was born to be a poet. 1
did write novcls, and my first publications made
quitc a scnsation.’

‘Don’t 1 know that, says the cousin, ‘since it
was I who wrote half the rcviews about them? It
was I, swcet coz, who brought you into fashion.
That is casily managed, if onc has a few connections
and sufficicnt wit to lct the rcvicw be racy; people
arc easily caught.

‘What—you? Surcly you are but jokmg' Why,
I owe you everlasting thanks.’

* Thanks—no, replied the cousin. ¢ Did we not
love one another as very brothers ?’

The would-be poet grew thoughtful, continuing
after a while:

‘ But it was short-lived fame. 1 had jumped into
fashion with one lcap, as it were, and a great future
seemed to await me, when, as by magic, there was a
change which I necver understood. Rcviews from
panegyrics turned to spite, cutting mec up so merci-
lessly that no publisher presently had courage to
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launch my works, and I was constraincd to turn my
back upon the literary carcer.’

‘Well, I can solve that mystery also. It was I
who cut you up so mercilessly as you say, not lcaving
you the faintest pretence to talent. 1 had sct mysclf
to persecute you into silence ; as soon as you opened
your mouth, down came the lash. What could you
do but turn your back upon litcrature ?’

‘You—you did that?’

‘To be sure, but don't excite yoursclf: it was to
your own advantagce. Your mother, to whom I
ncver could say nay, had implored me to lcave no
stone unturned in trying to save you from what she
considered your utter ruin. You had no talent for
poctry, she said, but a very marked calling for the
blacking manufactory, on which your family had
thriven conspicuously. Now / kncw—of coursc I did
—that your litcrary famc was all humbug ; and hum-
bug could not rcally hold you in the saddie, I saw
that. A rcviewer could fll your balloon, but hc
could not kecp it sailing, and with cvery linc you
wrote the gas escapcd wofully; you were as ncar
a collapsc as possiblc. So I gencrously resolved
to anticipate it, and by main force bring you from
poctry to blacking. 1 discharged broadsides of wit
and volleys of sarcasm whenever you dared to show
yourself in print, success crowning my efforts; for
you died rich with the spoils of blacking—a man of
worth, too, in the eycs of respectable citizens. |

‘And went to hell!’” cried the blacking and
poesymonger. ‘Should I find myself here if my
Pegasus had not been hamstrung so vilely ?’

‘ That is more than 1 know,’ rcturned the review-
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ing cousin mildly. ‘But I scarcely think that litera-
ture by itsclf would have carricd you to Paradise, any
more than I believe that blacking alone had power
to drag you to hell. But these are bygones. I
loved you dearly, and was your best friend, after all.’

The poetical blacking-dealer turncd away dis-
gusted. The information was more than hc could
stand.

A couple of monks were holding low but earncst
converse,

‘But tell me, brother,’ said the one, ‘how you
came to take the cowl?’

‘ Through my own stupidity ; it was nothing else.
I fell in love with Lisclla Neri; you knew her, I
think. She was considered a beauty, and she was
an heiress. However, I was refused, and, sick of
life, 1 entercd the monastery,—a picce of folly I rued
every day till I died. A simple story, is it not?
But what brought you to the cloister ?’

‘The very opposite, strange to say. 1 also loved
Lisella, and prcsently was her accepted suitor, but it
endcd in my being the most miscrable husband under
the sun. Lisella was both capricious and bad ; and
she did not carc for me. I never knew a moment’s
peace. There scemed but one way out of misery :
leaving her mistress of her fortune, I fled to the
monastery, and truly I never repented of it.  If ever
a moment’s discontent assailed me I had but to think
of Lisella and happiness was restored.’

The first monk sat buried in silence. Presently
he said: ‘Our experience shows that no one can
escape his destiny. From what you tell me I gather
that Lisella, one way or another, must have brought
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me to the cowl. Still you, brother, were the most
fortunate after all; not because for a time you
owned that handsome troubler of peace, but because,
knowing her as I did not, your disappointment
ended in content.’

But enough of this. \What is the use of tclling
these things ?

Martin, poor Martin, what may have become of
you? He was wronged after all. Badly brought
up, badly uscd, hc was my work.

She was very beautiful that young girl, about his
own age. She was clcaning the housc-steps one day
when 1 first saw her.  But lowly as her occupation -
was, she charined the cyc. The demon was moved.
It was casy for mec to offer to cducate her. She
appcared not born to her humble sphere. 1 placed
her with a family I knew. Simple as she was, she
appeared to understand I had some objcct.  But the
flower should unfold before I plucked it. 1 had
learned to wait.

By what chance /¢ and ske met I know not, but
their first mecting scems to have been sufficient. As
in a flash of lightning love struck their hearts simul-
tancously, and quickly they knew that they were
cach other's.

Martin came to mc with an open confession. But
not only did I refuse consent,—1I cruclly taunted him,
defrauded as I felt.  Ile quitted me in anger to scek
" his own way. As sclf-willed as myself, he hesitated
not a moment as to his line of action, carrying off
the girl before my very eyes so to specak.

She was nowhere to be found. But he did not
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hide, facing me boldly. It was then that I thrust
him from my house ; from my heart also I believed
—but in this I was mistaken.

What could he have been wanting to tell me that
would heal every breach between us, as he said in
that letter? Did it concern himor her? A Higher
Power has spoken, he said. 1 am left to maddcning
doubt.

Doubt ?—nay, it is a burning qucstion, consuming
my soul with the firc of hcll—sufficient almost to
draw me back to earth as a wandering ghost. But
should I find an answer to the question—and where?
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LET me spcak to you of Lily. But I fear memory
will scarcely separate the child Lily from the woman
into which she blossomed. Reimember that I sce
her with the knowledge of a later period. I neither
saw nor kncw her aright, thcre being nothiag so
blind as the carnal gaze

Shc was a Creole.  Dclicate and lovely were her
fcaturcs, though not pcrhaps moulded after any
received type of beauty ; her hair black and glossy ;
her eyes likc stars, of so dcep a blue that the
cursory bcholder belicved them black, and veiled
with lashes bchind which her soul at times would
appear to withdraw from your gaze as a purc
nymph dcscending into her own limpid depth, ller
figurc was slight and airy, perfectly harmonious, not
wanting in fulness, but tenderly shaped; not tall,
with hands and fcet of the smallest, and rarcly
beautiful. Such was Lily. DBut those cyes of hers
were her greatest charm.  Who does not know the
soft enchantment of Crcole cyes? Lily's even now
have a power that penetrates my soul. Never in
all eternity shall I forget that tender brightness
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sparkling with tcarful laughtcr, that gaze half sad
and yet so full of promisc, that at any time it bound
my heart.

The southern temperament is generally accredited
with caprice and passionate sclf-will. But nothing
was more unlike Lily than thiss. No doubt thcre
was warmth in her nature, but its glow was gentle
and decp, never kindling to passion, but always
yiclding its own bencficent radiance. Capriciousness
was utterly forcign to her, but she knew her own
mind concerning anything she considered to be
richt—anything her conscience had recognised as
due to truth or charity. In such things her will
was unbendable, though in aught else she was sub-
missiveness itsclf. Sclf-love she kncw not, her
soul's dcepest nced being surrender.  Poor child,
you could not have becn placed more terribly, all
but given over to one who was an cgotist to the core
of his being.

She was all hcart. Later on some physician
discovered what he called an organic defect—Lily's
heart was too large, he said. Nothing more likely
than this! I ncver knew a disposition so prone to
feeling, so casily touched as hers. Shc was brim-
ming with affection, love being the only reward she
claimed. As a child, a loving word—a look even—
could so move her that she would fling herself on
your neck whispering her gratitudc as she nestled in
your embrace, lHer sympathy at all times was
easily roused. The trials and strivings of others—
their joys and sorrows, their happiness or mis-
fortune—were all that intcrested her most. She
seemed to move in love and pity.
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At times I could not but tcll myself how ill-
fitted she was for a self-secking world. Her tender
nature was often hurt in intercoursc with others, and,
fecling repulsed, she would shrink back within her-
sclf. That is why after all she was a loncly child,
satisfied to commune with hecrself and with me—
wretch as I was.

Addced to this, hers was a wonderful simplicity
of nature—simplicity of spirit I ought to say. I
doubt not that, had she lived to extreme old age,
$he would never have departed from the heart of a
child. Nothing was more casy than to talk her
over to anything, provided only it did not clash with
her sensc of right. She never drcamt that anybody
could be deceiving her.  Once or twice I frivolously
put her simple-mindedness to the test, but felt so
humbled by her utter trust that I never did it again.
Incarnatc shamelessness would have bowed to her
holy innocence. Shc was one of those beautiful
beings one mects with but rarely in life, who, walking
on carth, kccp their skirts pure, no matter what
dcfilecment be about them. [ wverily belicve you
might have dragged her through slums of sin and
vice, and she would have come forth with innocence
unharined. Her soul somchow was above offence,
she ncver thought that anybody could be wanting to
do wrong. Her eyes never opened to the appalling
fact that it is a wicked world in which mcn live
She knew what sin was, her pious mind having its
own chiidlike ideas concerning it; but she never
knew vice as, with fleeting footstep, she followed her
transient course of lifc,

I should wrong myself if 1 said that I never saw
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this till now. 1 felt it even then, corrupt as I was.
How little there was in common between us—she
all spirit, I all flesh. Again | say, poor little Lily!
- She did not acquire much knowledge in life, her
lcamning being restricted to the fcwest of objects.
That history was her favourite pursuit would secm
natural, since history trcats of men, of their decds
and conflicts, their happiness and gricf, moving her
heart to sympathy; and she cared for a book only
inasmuch as it spoke of her fcllows, otherwise she
saw but dead lctters which wearicd her. In me-
chanical attainments, therefore, she was ever back-
ward ; it was ncxt to impossible to tcach her the usc
of a forcign tongue. Living a lifc of fceling, she
could not but become contemplative and somewhat
dreamy, reason inclining to sit apart in her. \We
seriously endeavoured to shake her up, as the phrase
goes, but it is a thankless task to attempt anything
against naturc. \Wanting in communicativeness she
was by no means,—to me at least she was ready to
confide her every thought. |
The stories of the Bible had ever been those she
loved above all others. They had been the first
food of her waking soul, and never anything im-
pressed her more deeply than the dcath on the Cross
of the Son of God, who loved sinful men and gave
His life for them. That love and that suffering
formed hcr earliest impressions, and the most lasting.
Again and again she would rcad the holy record,
and surcly an angel has counted the tcars she shed
while so engaged. Unlike in aught else as she was
to Mary Magdalene, she was like her in burning
love for her crucificd Lord. .

Digitized by GOOSIQ

. /-

— &



LETTERS FROM HELL o5

Later on the history of the Crusades moved her.
The Crucified One was her first love, and stories of
the crusaders first stirrcd her centhusiasm, the idea
scizing on her so powerfully that the course of a few
weeks seemed to add years to her growth. The
enthusiasm cooled, but the thought remained, and
thenceforth the lHoly Land, where the Son of God
had lived and dicd, was the objcct of .her dearcst
longing. She would at first lend expression to her
fcelings, but she suffered for it.  Iler little girl-friends
nicknamed her the Lady Crusader. And even if
they held their pcace they could not refrain from
teasing her by signs, holding up thcir fingers cross-
wise on mecting her ; she, poor little thing, of course
undcrstood thecir amiable mcaning. The Saviour'’s
Cross thus early had bccome her cross.  The mockery
hurt her deeply, and she was not again hcard to
spcak of the Holy Land. But where the lips must
be silent, the heart perhaps clings to its longing all
the morc ardently.

Would it not scem that she was little fitted for
this world ?—not for my world, at any rate. Had [
not becen such a hopclessly miscrable fellow, I must
have known it, her very look must have told me—
bcautiful and pure as an angel! DBcauty and its
cnjoyment had ever appcarcd to me as the very
prizes of life ; but never have I known anything more
simply beautiful than the entire devotion of this child-
soul in purity and truth, and unspotted by sclf-love.

Some ycars passed away when my mother again
thought fit to interferc. ‘That won't do,’ she said; .
‘you anticipate future happincss, and thercby will
lose it. You must scparate. You had better

)
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travel for a couple of years. I will watch over Lily
meanwhile, and do what | can towards bringing her
up for your delight. Yes, lcave us, my son; the
time will come when you will sce the wisdom of my
counscl.’

I could not but own that my mother was right,
and declared myself rcady to make the effort in the
interest of future happincss, or, morc correctly, of
promised enjoyment. It had become desirable, just
about that time, that onc of the partners of the firm
should go to South America; it would be a length-
ened absence. My old uncle could not undertake
it ; my cousin, junior partner like myself, did not
care for the journcy; I, thcrefore, yielding to my
mother's privatc representations, offcred to go. Lily
dissolved in tears on taking leave; my mother's
severest influence scarcely could bring her to reason.
I too was moved, but took comfort in selfish thought.
¢ Wait, little woman ; we shall meet again, and future
delight will be greater that present loss!’

I stayed away longer cven than was expected.
I often had news from home—letters, too, from Lily
—wonderful letters! An angel might have written
them, those delicately tender productions ; and noth-
ing could be more forcign to my own nature than
the lovely thoughts expressed in those—shall I say
—ethereal letters? But they did not sink into my
hecart : they only touched my senses. Surely it was
an evil delight which said : ¢ This tender blossom, so
pure and innocent, is yowrs; you will teach her one
day that she too is flesh and blood, and a child of
carth.’

I rcturned at last and saw her again. [ was
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charmed,—no, that is not the word,—I was cnchanted!
Graccful and slender— unuttcrably lovely, withmaiden
blushes, and vciling her eyes—just quitting childhood ;
shc was not quite fiftcen.

But as 1 pronounced her name she raised those
wondrous eycs and looked at me. Joy trembled in
tecars, and cchocd through my soul. It was but a
look, but I was satisfied. 1 clasped her to my heart.

Shall I call them happy, the days which now had
dawned? They were happy, but not without a
sting. Sceing Lily was as though rcading her
letters. Again and again I fcit she was the child
of another sphere. How should she satisfy mc?
Even while I clasped her in rapture 1 £nczo her aims
and mine were far, far apart. As childlikc as cver,
hers was the same yiclding tenderness ; but her very
affcction filled me with regret.  The love in which
she moved was unknown to me; she and I were
diflerent as day and night, as hcaven and hell.

Some time passed away. Again my mother
stcpped between us, reminding me of the calls of
good scnse and propricty. The child must be left
frcc to dcvelop; our constant intercourse would
end in her trcating me as a brother always, and that
was not what I wanted. It was desirable that I
should take bachelor's rooms, and the less 1 showed
myself at home the better. For the rest I could
make myseclf as agrecable to Lily as I pleased, and
as might be compatible with the solemn promise not
to speak to her of love till she should have completed
her seventeenth year.

My mother always had her way ; I promised and
took rooms. I saw she was right. Lily had not
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unfolded in my presence as she might have done.
There was a change on my leaving, and a new relation-
ship promised to grow out of the old one. She ceased
being the mere child, her natural surrendcr clothing
itself with maidenly reserve. 1 was obliged to be
careful, and that was well. It was a time of trial,
and continued so in spitc of its own share of antici-
pating bliss. . ...

I remembered Annie and made inquirics. Her
father had died ; what had become of her no one
could tell. My mother could have told I doubted
not, but I dared not ask _her. 1 tried to stifle recol-
lection, and with Lily's unconscious assistance [
succeeded. . . .

There was sorrow on the horizon. Lily drooped.
She had always been dclicate, and waking woman-
hood found her more dclicate still. Our utmost carc
gathered round her, and we resolved to winter in the
south. Lily had grown thoughtful ; the child was
trying to understand hcerself, dreamily musing within
her soul. She seemed more lovely than ever, besct
with the riddles of her deepest being. But delight
in her yielded to anxiety.

Thus we thrce—my mother, Lily, and myself—
moved southward. It was a time of blessing ; this
period of my life appearing steeped in light, and
showing of darkness only what seemed necdful to
enhance the light. Lily's state of health grew less
alarming; a ycar passed rapidly, I will not say
without spot or blemish as far as it conccrned myself,
yet without lcaving any real scar on the tablets of
memory. It was all but Paradise—but now, now it
is hell !
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How happy wC were, we thrcc togcther! My
mother amiability itself—1 anxious to be amiablc—
and Lily lifting her fair white cup to rcccive heaven's
dew. Shc was happy, and she showed it How
grracefully she raised her drooping hcad ! how radiant
were her looks, drinking in the riches of becauty about
her! Not only bodily, but mentally, she unfolded
charm upon charm in the genial atmosphcre, hall a
ycar working a marvel of change. Womanhood
had risen in the blushes of dawn, sweet and fragrant
as a rosc just opcning her chalice to the dewy kisses
of morning. In her rclation to me also childhood
rcceded ; as tender and submissive as cver, there
was an unconscious dignity about her. She was no
longer the pctted darling, living only in the affection
that surrounded her ; but she had found riches of lifc,
fathomless and beautiful, within her own being. And
before long she, whose natural gifts of mind and
hcart far surpassed my own, had gaincd an ascendency
over me as complete as indescribable. Gladly I
yiclded myself to this influcnce ; it was a ncw dclight
—nobler and purcr than any I had tasted bcfore.
Lily raised mc above mysclf—I hardly knew it at
the time; but ncw scnsations, ncw intercsts, new
hopes, filled my hcart, teaching mec gradually that
there wcre better things in life than gratifying sel
and pleasing the senses. Day by day intcrcourse
with her refined and ennobled my nature. I was in
a fair way of becoming good, of bccommg Auman,
let me say!

Her own cycs had opened to the beauty of the
world—other beauty than I had ever known, and by
degrees I learncd to sce things with 4cr eyes. But
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her look and longing continually soarcd beyond this
world, which could not satisfy her deepest desire.
And can you bclicve it, she drcw me after her.
What power, what influcnce in so tender, so fragile a
creaturc ! It cost her no cffort. I followed, followed,
as though her soul were a beacon in darkness. 1
listened to her voice as to the guidance of a pro-
phetess, directing my sight to a rapture of bliss A
new world,—a world of the spirit,—opened to my
wondering gaze, a vision of lifc eternal dawning
slowly beyond. I do remember them, thosc blissful
hours lifting my soul from the dust. Ah, Ged in
heaven, what hours, what recollections, and now—
what dcspair!

But under that gentle influence I began to look
backward also, and to feel ashamed—ashamed of the
love I had felt for Lily. It was love—yes, such as I
could give, disgracing that sacred name, a love which
would have frightecned her to decath had she known
it Shc was sparcd the horror of that discovery.

Another spring was at hand, we were thinking of
moving homcwards. Lily had suffcred lately from
somewhat alarming symptoms—spasms of the heart,
the doctor said. But we would not disquict oursclves,
hoping nothing serious would supervene. Lily within
these eightcen months had blossomed to such fulness
of life, her mecasure overflowing, as it were, with youth
and beauty, and adding to our happiness daily. It
had rendered us fearless. But a strange anxicty took
hold of Lily, showing itself whenever we spoke of
returning home. I tried to discover what moved her,
and to my utter astonishment, it appcared that an
unsatisfied longing filled her heart. That old dcsire
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of her childhood to sce the Holy Land had suddenly
posscsscd her afresh; or perhaps the thought, as a
hidden spark, had lived within her all thesc years,
She cntrcated me not to take her home before she
had set foot on the sacred soil, be it for cver so short
a time. She could never rest, she thought, till she
had been there, and if I would but take her thither,
she would bless me for it even in heaven,

I viewed her desire merely in the light of a
childish fancy, cven a foolish whim ; yct in my secret
hcart I admired the faithful persistence with which
evidently she had clung to that carly love; it touched
me, and I resolved, as far as lay with me, that her
wish should be gratificd. Indced, she might have
asked for a far more foolish thing, and I could not
have found it in me to deny her. \When she begged
for anything with that submissive angel look of hcrs,
who counld have resisted !

I consulted my mother ; she demurred but eventu-
ally agreed. We had spent thosc carly spring days
cruising about the Ionian Islcs, and before long our
faccs were sct to the east. Lily thanked me with a
look, a sweet loving look, which remained deathless
in my heart—yca, and it will burn there with a pain
unquenchable throughout thc ages of hell. But
from that hour a hcavenly peace had settled on her.
Silence had fallen upon her, but she was perfectly
happy.

A few words morc and my story will be ended.
Why should I add to my gricf by spcaking about it?
But retrospect is not the least of hell’s torments,

We touched at the coast of Palestine and dis-
embarked. As a qucen I led her to the land of her
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desire, mysclf being the first of her servants. But
her thoughts were not of queenship; to her own
mind she was but a humble pilgrim. Slowly we
procceded from one sacred spot to another. Lily’s
illness was morc scrious than we guessed, but-she
would not hear of rest. She was suffering from
hcart-discase which had rapidly devcloped. The
end was as sudden as unlooked for. At Bethlchem,
in a convent which received us for charity’s sake,
she breathed her last, a few days before she had -
completed her scventeenth year,  She died with the
satisfied smile of a saint on her face, for her desire
had been given her.

Death with hcr had lost its terror. As onc
glorified she lay—pale, but in heavenly beauty ; her
hands folded on her virgin bosom where the world
had not entered.

Perhaps you will scarcely believe my words, that
cven in those last hours, and though 1 sickened with

- the sensc of certain loss, she had power to lift me

high above perishable grief. A fearless trust had
come to me that, no matter what affliction re-
maincd on earth, the place was prepared where I
might be united with her, where there is no more
sorrow and no more pain, where death has passed
away. |

Terrible dclusion |

Her last words fell on my hcart as a blessing
from the upper world : |

‘Thanks, Philip! I am happy—God be with

you!’ ...
I was stricken with gricf. But my inmost soul

was buoyed with the hope that soon I, too, might
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rise beyond the reach of sorrow. In a holy kiss her
last breath had mingled with mine,

But scarcely was shc gonc when the old self-
willed nature within me rose. Goaded to despair I
was wild with the knowledge of bereavement—ivhat
a trcasurc I had lost, both of bcauty and aflection,
what riches of promise, of joys untasted. And how
near I had becen to drcams rcaliscd—but a few days
and she would have becn minc! As a wild beast [
raged, defrauded of its prey. She—she had cescaped
mc! This then was the reward of yecars of paticnce
and sclf-denial. In her I had saved up treasurcs—
pleasures untold, to losc it all by a single blow! . . .
And yet was it not mcct it should bc so? Should
I not rejoice that she was sparcd the sad future that
awaited her, the unholy touch of my passion? |
could not rejoice then, Lily, but 1 think 1 could
now-—if I were not in hell !

My mother too was griceved, but she did not lose
her composure ; she sorrowed more for me, 1 think,
than for the loss of her we had loved. We buricd
Lily in the Holy Land. She slceps bencath a
sycamore, not far from the spot where the Saviour
of men was born.

We turned homcward. On our journcy back I
found Martin.

Thus I beccame the man I was. 1 gave mysclf
up to the world, and lived only for its pleasures. 1
loved no onc but mysclf, excepting, perhaps, my
mother and the boy 1 had adopted. 1 say perkaps,
for that 1 really loved them 1 cannot now be sure,
1 conformed to outward Christianity, but my hecart
was far from it. True, I joincd not the sinners who
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openly sit in the scat of the scornful, laughing at all
things sacred ; but after Lily’s dcath there was in
reality nothing left I counted sacred, unless it be an
occasional recollection of my own childhood lcft far,
far behind. For at times I did remember those carly
days at Aunt Betty’s knce, but I closed my hcart,
driving these thoughts away from it.

Life dealt gently with my mother. She preserved
her charms, and continued the perfect lady, admired
by all. She had always been pious, but she took
to being saintly now, trying hard to show mc
the way of life. Howcver, she could not bring
me further than that, for her sake, 1 paid proper
attention to Christian observances, and, for my
own sake, to common dccency in the pursuit of
pleasure.

Let me stop here and rest from the pain of con-
fession. Do not imagine that confessing with us is
followed by relicf. I am in hell, where there is no
more repentanoe, no more sorrow for sin.

Digitized by GOOSIQ



LETTER VIL

J.icuT increases slowly, but we ncver reach further
than a kind of luminous twilight-—the reflection of
Paradise. Timc passcs amid suffering, torture, and
regret. Do not imagine that becausec I can write
what perchance interests you, it follows that it inter-
csts me, or that I can fll up my time. That, too, is
but imaginary ; timc scems to pass, but allcviation
thcre is none. Upon carth the worst miscry yiclds
to the consolation that, sooner or later, it must come
to an end. But herc—awful fact—time itsclf is
endless!

Mecmorics! mecmories!  Facts long since for-
gotten, here they are, as though they had happened
but yesterday. 1 try to cscape them, and once
morc rccollections of Aunt Betty are somcthing of
an anodyne. In thinking of her, and her invariable
kindness to me throughout the ycars of my child-
hood, I long for tcars of gratitude. But the cyc is
dry as a parched desert.  How good she was to me,
but kindest of all to my father! And how loving
to all whom she could serve. The humblest was
not bencath her, if she could lend him a hclping
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hand. How often would she sit up for my mother,
sending the tired maid to bed. How often would
she spend an evening with the servant girls, showing
them how to make their own clothes, and tcaching
them the art of laying by something out of their
wages. She would read to them, and amusc them
to keep them steady, and was actually going to
tcach the coachman his letters. But there my father
interfered, introducing him to a night-school instcad.

Her health was anything but strong, yect she
never considered herself when the burdens of others
could be lightened. If ever anything made her
angry, it was the request to take carc of hersclf.
*]?’ she would say, as if the most monstrous
"demand had been proffcred, ¢/ 2—what do you
mean!’ She had put self so far away that the idea
of caring for it appearcd to her almost ludicrous.
Love gave her a wondrous power of self-command.
\When my mother had hurt her feelings—no rare
occurrence L fcar—and she had brushed away the
tears, she never failed doing a special turn of sisterly
service with a face of angclic devotion ; anxious to
appear all the more light-hcarted in my fathcr's
presence, if perchance he had noticed it, and looked
distressed. Of course her own loving and hopeful
disposition assisted her in ever making the best of
things ; but more than this, it was the divine spirit
moving in her. Love had become second nature
- to her. And love always helped her in doing the
right thing, however strangely she might set about it.
Her education had been ncglected, even as regards
religious knowledge. If you had asked her the
simplest questions adows faith and hope and charity
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she would probably have startled you with ignorant
answers ; but she /Zad thesc things, and they made
her a child of hecaven.

The room she had chosen for hersclfl was simple,
but her own ncatness pervaded it. Yet one could
not say there was any order in her roomn. Every
available space was littered with objects great and
small in wonderful varicty, offering to the observant
mind a key to my aunt’s inmost naturc; for amid
valuables of cvery description there were articles
only fit for the dust-bin apparently. But iy aunt
knew why she valued them. They were a sort of
landmarks, in her cstimation, by which her life’s
history could be traced. Even at an carly age 1
had a vague notion of the sanctity of these relics,
and must own I handled. them reverently. They
would sct my fancy going, and I would invent
storics where auntic’s authentic knowledge appeared
loth to lift the vcil,

Aunt Betty, as a rulc, dresscd more than simply,
despising all prctence at fashion in her daily life.
Not that she ‘ could not an’ she would,” as she used
to say. And she valued a handsomc present now
and then, not for the sake of the objcct itsclf, but as
a mark of pecople’s regard for her. She liked to be
thus honoured by those, for whom she spent hersclf
in scrvicc! Both my father and my mother lost
no opportunity of presenting her with costly gifts,
articles of dress especially, if my mother was the
giver. Aunt Betty would accept these things with
almost childish satisfaction, shutting them up forth-
with in her spacious wardrobe. And thus it came
about that she owned quite an array of millinery,

Digitized by GOOSIQ

hg WL ___ §




78 LETTERS FROM HELL. *

. — —— . T ——————- = & ~——

shawls, mantles, bonncts, laces, furs, and what not,

without ever wcaring them. That thcy grew old-

fashioned did not trouble her in the lcast ; but that

the moth should not cat them was her conscien-

tious care. For this rcason she would hold regular )
exhibitions, when bcd, table, and chairs were loaded

with her trcasurcs by way of giving them an airing ;

she walking about with a quict expression of ownecr-

ship, her gentle hands smoothing out or dusting her

fincry. DBut her cyes scemed far away. Or, if a

gay mood supcrvencd, she would cven place a

feathcred bonnet on her dear old head, looking at

hersclf in the glass with a pcculiar smile, as though

she were comparing the oncc maiden Betty, whose

youth and bcauty brought homage to her fcet, with

the aging spinster whom thc world scarcely knew y
now, whose life had run in the narrow channel of

sacrifice. ‘] am an old goose’ .she would say,

- putting up her gear with her lavender bags.

But auntie, besides these things, owned a small
library of choice works, bcautifully bound. She
would dust them as lovingly as those unuscd gar-
ments.  But she never rcad them, having neither
time nor quiet, she said. ‘Somc day when I am
old, and no longer needed, I will read them all,” she
would add. Among her many peculiarities her habit
of rcading aloud deserves notice. Understanding,
in her case, presupposed hearing, which proves that ' !
the art of reading with her never reached beyond the
rudimentary stage. Poor Aunt Betty, kecping your
books for a time when you are no longer needed!
But that time found you singing psalms with the
angels,

Digitized by GOOSIQ




LETTERS FROM HELL 79

In the dusk of the cvening 1 would often seck
her room. I would find her sitting in silence
and lost in thought. But shc was never annoyed
at my disturbing hcr—she loved me too much for
that. And then she would begin telling me storics,
quitc a special gift with her. I doubt not but that
she mostly made up her storics as she told them.
What if they were no great litcrary productions, they
breathed a poetry of thcir own—a warmth and loving-
kindness that fascinated my childish heart. It was
Aunt Bcetty who first instructed me in religion. If
her teaching was not exactly dogmatic, it was most
- truly practical. The impressions it left—so dccp, so
sweet, so tendcr—how could they cver fade away !

One cvening we were sitting by her window.
The sky was clear and thc stars were shining with
unusual brightncss. The wondrous sight impressed
my childish mind. No doubt I had noticed them
before ; but looking back to that hour, it sccms as
though on that evening I first beheld the sparkling
lights of hcaven. 1 wanted to know what the stars
wcre, and what was bchind them. Then Aunt Betty
spoke to me of the dwelling-place of our Heavenly
Father and its many mansions of indcscribable
bcauty. I would go there some day on Icaving

carth, if I were a good and holy child.

- The prospect pleased me, but curiosity was not’
satisficd. I wanted to know more—I wanted a dircct
answer to my qucstion. Now, many an instructor of
youth might have becn puzzled, but Aunt Betty's
imagination was far too fertile to be so easily at
fault. She continued therefore: ‘Behind the stars,
my child, there is a grand beautiful hall of glory
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-such as eye has not seen, and there God sits upon
His throne with the only-begotten Son at His right
hand. Right in the middle of the hall there is a
Christmas tree, higher than the highest mountain
on carth, full of lights and most beautiful prescnts. ‘
And who do you think arc gathecred beneath that
trcc >—why, all the good children who, having lived
holy lives, have come to be children of God and
blessed angels. There they are, always happy,
always good. They rcjoice at the tree which is
prepared for them, and praise God with new songs,
their voices ringing sweetly through the spaces of
heaven. The presents on the tree are all theirs—I
mean they are always being given to them—yect the
tree is never cmpty.’

I thought this dclightful. ‘But what are the
stars?’ I said, reverting to my question.

‘The stars, child 2—uwell, 1 will tell you,’ said
auntie. ‘Right round that hall there are innumerable
little peep-holes through which the light of the
Christmas trce shines upon earth. \Wc¢ call them
stars. Whenever the little angcl-children have done
singing, they go and look through thesc peep-holes,
anxious to know whether boys and girls on earth are
trying to be good, and likely to join them some day ; |
for they consider them their little brothers and sisters,
and wish them to become as happy as thcy are.
Whenever you see the stars therefore, you must rc-
member that through each one of them the eye of some
angel looks down upon you. That is why the stars .
twinkle, just as these big eyes of yours twinkle as
you look at me. Now you see that you must
always try to be good and obedient, clse some angels’
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eyes would fill with tears; and you would not like
them to be sad while watching you.’

This account so moved me that tears rose to my
own eyes, and I lay sobbing in Aunt Betty’s lap. It
was the desire of knowing more which first tended
to quiet me:

‘ But, auntic,’ I said, ‘tcll me what happens to all
the bad children ?’

This question very ncarly puzzled her. She was
too tender-hcarted to specak to me of hell and its
terrors, so she said : ‘The bad children—well, I think
they are put into some dark corner—far, far away
from God and His dcar Son.’

Again I was not satisfied ; thcre must be more.

‘Well, she continued,—* listen. The bad children
are shut up in an ugly room, where the firc has gone
out, and wherc it is so cold and miscrable that thcy
chatter with thcir tecth. It is dark too, for the light
has been taken away, and they tremble with fear.
They cry and knock at the door as hard as they can,
but no one pays any attention.’

I thought that dreadful. ‘I am frightcned,
auntie,’ I whispered, pressing quite close to her.

‘Look up at the stars, my child,’ she said ; ¢ then
you won'’t be frightcned.” And she stroked my hair
lovingly.

Fear left me. The stars did twinkle as though
they said, ‘ Be good, little child;’ and I fcit quite
rcady to be good.

‘I should like to hear them sing,’ I went on
presently. ‘Do you know, auntie, how angels sing ?’

‘1 will try and show you,’ she responded, falling

in at once with my desire. And with her swecet
6
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voice she sang to me one of her favouritc hymns,
How beautiful it sounded in the cvening twilight.
There was nothing grand about her voice, but some-
thing so childlike in its gentle tones that the song
sank into my hcart as I kept watching the stars;
and they seemed to look down upon me as kind as
auntic herself, twinkling again and again, ‘ Be good !’
Another moment, and my hcaring was charmed, fol-
lowing my gaze. Earth was not, but only hcaven,
and auntic’s hymn was the ncew song of angels. [
listened with a rapt devotion that swclled my childish
soul, folding my hands unconsciously as Aunt Betty
had taught me; and 1 tricd to twinkle back at the
stars with my own c¢ycs to let them sce that with
my cars, with my heart, 1 was listening to thcir
angels.

When the singing ceased and silence had carried
me back to the present, I felt quite poor and for-
saken. But all that night in drcams I saw the
hcavenly trce, and heard the songs of glory.

Many an cvening we spent like that, Aunt Betty
singing, and I watching the stars. And beforc long
I had learned her hymns and we sang them together.
I believe it was with auntie as with myself: singing
our hymns to the praise of God, we felt both carricd
away from earth, both longing for that which is
behind the stars, _ ‘

One evening Aunt Betty told me the story of the
rich man and poor Lazarus, It greatly affccted me.
I was very glad for the poor beggar to have been
carried right into Abraham’s bosom, where he was so
happy ; but the rich man longing in the torment of
hell for a little drop of water moved my deepest pity.
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I grieved for him, shedding an agony of tcars. Poor
rich man, how hard it was to punish him so drcad-
fully! Auntie was quite unhappy at my distress.
No doubt she meant to impress me, but not in this
way, and she tricd her utmost to calm my feclings.

‘Don't take it to hecart so much, child,’ she said.
‘1T do not think you nced. And it was very unkind
of Fathcr Abraham to deny him a poor drop of
water. God, I dare say, did not like that at all;
indeed, if I know Iim aright, I should not be sur-
prised if Father Abraham had a scolding for it. Jor
if. a drop of water could comfort the rich man in his
torment, I don’t believe God would have refused it.
And He who freely gave His precious blood would
not be so unkind about mere water. And, morcover,
didn’t you hcar that thc rich man cven in hell
rcmembered his brethren? That, I am quite certain,
pleased God very much indeed. Love to the brethren
cannot but move the heart of God, even if it comes
richt from the midst of hcll.

Thus she comforted me. She would not have
hesitated to say a great dcal more than this to
still my grief. Poor Aunt Betty !—I said she could
not dogmatise: the onc crced she was sure of was
God’s wonderful love; and judging that love by her
own loving hcart, shc belicved it fully capable of
flooding all creation with its own indweclling good-
ness. But why do I call her poor? It is I who
am poor—all the poorer for memories! I will not
call them painful memories, though I ache with
them. Do you understand me? Even in hell
something precious is bound up with such memories,
though on the other hand it cannot but add to gricf—
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just as a certain swectness in some viands brings out .
the fact that they are sour. [ spcak of childhood’s
memories: those of later years, save thosc connccted
with Lily, are all sorrow—all despair; I would gladly
forget them, but it is part of my punishment that I
cannot.

Thus I distinctly remember the religious instruc- -
tion which was to preparec me for confirmation. [
was deeply moved, and hardly know how such im-
pressions should pass so quickly, so entircly, as
though they had not becen. The clergyman in
qucstion was as godly as venerable ; the animal
nature was strong in me even then, but he knew how
to keep it under. It nceded but a look of his eyc,
and I felt a prisoner to the divine, listening anxiously
to his teaching. He had a rare gift of touching the
heart and drawing it out. He spoke to us on the
words : ‘Be ye rcconciled to God!” How could I
ever forget those words? Alas, I did forget them,
but now they picrce the soul ; they keep ringing in
the brain: ‘ Be reconciled—be reconciled to God !’
And when once their mcmory is upon me, nothing
will drive it out, till some other recollection, some
other pain, takes their place.

I remember all he said on that occasion,—1I re-
member it now from beginning to end,—but I could
not repeat it, there being a great guif between now and
the time of those words. Nor can the recollection of
them do me any good; they are barren of comfort, of
instruction—Dbarren entircly of peace. It is only my
mind which takes them in now; the heart is closed. It
is as though the words were hollow ; or perhaps I am
hollow and empty, and there is nothing left that can
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fill me. I do remember that he spoke to us of God’s
own word, whereby salvation was offered to men, but
all that is outside of me only. I am like the rich
man thirsting for a drop of water, but there is no
one to give it. I make painful efforts to drink in,
as it were, any of the words I think of; thcy are
there ; I once knew them by heart, but I cannot lay
hold of them. They secem quite close at timces, but
when 1 would take them to mysclf, they are gone.
This tcrribly hopcless cffort is perhaps the worst of
hell’'s torments.

You may undcrstand from this how it is possible
with me to spcak of things pertaining to the king-
dom of God-—naming the Saviour, the Crucificd
Onc, specaking of rcpentance and faith—without the
faintest share in their blessing ; nay, mentioning them
with my lips mercly, despair filling the hcart.
Everything is vain and cmpty in hcll : those words
arc but soulless sounds to mec; I know them out-
wardly, 1 can spcak of them, but their mecaning is
nothing to me. I know that there is a Saviour, and
that He is the Son of God, but Him I know not ; it
is empty knowledge; His very name even is gone.
I hate myself, and say I have deserved it all ; but it
is fruitless repentance—repentance without cleansing
tears. And as for faith, of course I believe—must
believe ; but that too is empty—not faith which
clings to that which it believes. Do not the devils
believe—they must—and trcmble? ¢ Be reconciled
to God!” \What power these words had to move
me! I felt in that hour as though it must be man’s
one and only object on earth to seek reconciliation
with God, and, having found it, to go to Him through
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the portal of death. I remembered the stars and
their loving message, ‘Be good!" and 1 felt ready
to turn my back upon the world once for all. My
first communion was as an carnest that I had set
my feet upon the path to hcaven, but I quickly
turned aside ; at the very church door the world lay
waiting with its pleasant road to hell.

‘ Be reconciled to God !"—the words keep sound-
ing about me, not as an echo from heaven, but rather
as a curse of hell. ‘Be rcconciled—recconciled to
God!” Why must I hear it when there is no more
reconciliation—when the door of mercy is closed.
O terrible retribution !

If at times I know not what to do with myself,
I show mysclf in the Row, for of course that
too is here—liyde Park, Champs Llysées, Prater,
Unter den Linden, Corso, Prado, all in one. And
upon my word I do not think there is much
difference between these fashionable resorts upon
carth and thcir semblance here—I mean so far as
what the world pleascs to call style is concerned ;
we could scarcely outdo the world in that respect,
but we have far morc varicty. For with you but
one fashion can prevail at a time, whereas here
all fashions flourish, all the nonsense of centurics
combined. Just think of that—all the inventions of
la mode brought togcther, say of a thousand years |
Could there be a more absurd picture, taking the
fashion of dress for instance? Whatever gloom or
wretchedness be upon me, I assure you I laugh right
out at the sight—folly convicted out of its own
mouth as it were. Just stop for a moment and
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imagine the effect—women covered to the neck with
flounces and furbelows on the one hand, or half naked
on the other; puffed out to deformity hcre, tight as
pump-handles there. Bonncts like coal-scuttles here,
bonnets likc cheese-plates there! But who could
name all their nonscnse of farthingales and stomach-
ers, ruffles and laces, crinolines and high-art-styles,
fancy costumcs and divided skirts? not to mention
chignons like very towers of Babel, and simpleton
fringces, and what not. Imaginc them, 1 say, the fools
of ten years only brought togcther, and try to think
of the fools of ten centurics! And then to believe
any one fashion beautiful, any one of them dictated
by the ‘good tastc’ to which they all pretend. In
the world somechow they pass for bcautiful, perhaps
becausc only one at a time can rule; but since
cvery fashion which has had its day straightway gocs
to hell, and since there is no past herc but a con-
tinuous present, they all flourish together, and a
nice medley it is! One fecls ashamed of humanity
at the absurd sight. And what is more, fashionable
people hcre are thoroughly ashamed of themsclves,
though thcy try hard to appear very proud of their
clothes. It is a show of vanity, and we are horribly
conscious of it—I say we, since I am surc I am no
better than the rest.  We know what sorry fools we
arc, but ncverthcless’ we are very anxious to dress
oursclves, choosing the fashion we followed in the
world. And the worst is, our clothes do not even
clothe us, as I told you alrcady ; we all sce through
each other’s attire, no matter how stylish it is. Truc,
that painful scnse of nakedness is common to all
here ; still to be naked is one thing, and to go about

Digitized by GOOSIQ

=Y By e

v



88 LETTERS FROM HELL,

naked, pretending at the same time to be fashionably
dressed, is another ; and it is very hard to be laughed
at, knowing all the while how heartily one deserves it.

Would all the votaries of fashion, men and
women on earth, could view—were it for a moment
only—its true appearance as seen in hell, and they
would never desire to be fashionable again |

It is strange—no, not strange, but sadly true—
that most people believe vanity and the love of
dress no great sin, but, at worst, only one of those
amiable foibles to which one may plead guilty quite
innocently,

Love of dress in itself pcrhaps need not become
a sin—I say perlaps; but look at it as you please,
there is that connected with it which cannot but tend
to the soul’'s ruin. Its aims and the aims of the
spirit lie widely apart; it takes the place of better
things, and vanity, clinging to you as a cloud, will
hide the true objects of life. Men or women ruled
by vanity fritter away their time, and when they die
not only good works do not follow them, but oppor-
tunities wasted stand round their bier. Who has the
face now to say that vanity, that love of dress, is
harmless ?

I look upon my own life. How plainly I see it
all now,—how gladly would I improve opportunitics,
could they but return!

I am inclined to conclude this letter with a little
story I once heard somewhere in Italy, fceling loth
at the same time to do so, for there are things about
which one should not speak jestingly, least of all in
hell.

However, the thing is not without its lesson, which
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may be useful to you. Nor is it fear that would
prevent me, but rather an instinctive dread, a kind
of repugnancc, to appear making light of a solemn
verity. It is a sort of burlesque myth, but contain-
ing that which should not be laughed at. Here it is:

God from all eternity had purposed in His counsel
to make man. And the devil from the beginning
knew the mind of God. God carried out His eternal
purpose. He made man, and it was easy for Him
to make him good: Ie simply created him in Iis
own image. But the devil made desperate efforts to
discover how he might mar this image of God.

‘I have got it!’ said Lucifer to his grandmother,
who sat knitting in a dark corner of hell  She was
always knitting toils and looping snares to catch the
unwary, though, being a person of property, she had
no nced to work so hard.

‘I have got it!’ rcpcated Lucifer. ‘I will put
evil desire into man’s hecart, so that he shall love the
forbidden, and delight in disobedience. I will make
a wrongdoer of him.’ :

‘All right, my boy—all right,’ said the granddame;
‘but that won't do it. Evil dcsire may be oon-
qucred, and the Lord God is the One to do it/

*The deuce!’ cried Lucifcr. ¢ You may be right
though ; I'll think of something clsc.'! And down he
went to the nethermost hell, where he had his private
study. And there he spent a thousand ycars in
dcepest meditation, staring into the future with burn-
ing cyecs.

‘I have got it!’ he cried again, rushing up in a
whirlwind. ‘I shall fill the heart of man with self-
love and self-will. I shall infatuate him so entirely
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that he will ever think of himself first. 1 shall make
a vainglorious wretch of him, more or less, as the
case may be’

‘All right, my boy, all ’  But here she
dropped a stitch. ‘ Catch up a firebrand—that’ll do,
I see! Yes, my boy, all right ; but that won't do it.
Self-love and self-will may be rooted out, and the
Lord God is the One to do it

‘ Confound it,’ roared Lucifer, ‘that these silly crea-
tures should be so hard to ruin. They are scarcely
worth the trouble. But I shall get them,—pasiensa,
I mecan to get them!” And away he went to con-
sider the matter once more in his study.

A thousand years again had passed—he knew it
not; and returning from his cogitation, the grand-
dame still sat knitting on the spot where he had
left her. She was so old that a thousand yecars
did not add so much as a wrinkle to her ugly
skin. She seemed more intent than cver upon her
work.

‘Now I have got it!’ cricd Satan exultingly. ‘I
myself will take up my abode in man’s heart and
will utterly pervert him. lle shall take falsehood
for truth, vice for virtue, shame for honour. I‘ll
make a fool of him—a fool of perversity.’

‘My boy,’ said the grandmother, gloating over
her meshes, ‘ that won't do it, my boy. What has
been perverted can be converted, and the Lord God
is the One to do it

‘1 shall give it up, growled the devil despond-
ingly ; ‘it quite spoils my digestion ; however, I will
make one more cflort.

Another thousand years rolled on without record
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or almanac, and no one could tcll what had become
of them.,

Once more Lucifer returned to his aged relative ;
he really did look worn and in necd of a tonic. The
devil’'s grandmother, strange to say, had done knitting,
nets and snares in untold quantity being ready for
ages to come. She sat twiddling her thumbs and
longing for her hopeful progeny—Ilovable or hateful,
he was hcr only one.

‘Sure, I've got it now!’ exclaimed Lucifer, entering
her presence. ¢ Vanity shall be man’s second nature,
—vanity and love of drcss. I will make an ape of
him, and as an ape he shall delight in himself, and
become a laughing-stock to his neighbour.’

‘That’s it cried the granddame, dclighted, her
ugly cat'’s eyes turning grecner and greencr., ¢ Your
former plans were all very uscful in their way, but
they lacked one thing—they were not nearly simple-
sceming cnough rcally to beguile him.  For, however
evil of dcsire, however sclf-willed and perverse man .
might become, he would always have a fecling left
that something was wrong ; there is such a thing as
conscience, remember, putting most men on their
guard as rcgards great wickedness. Nor is there
any saying what the Lord God in His infinite love
for human souls may not dcvise towards keeping
them straight.

‘ Vanity, however, is quite another thing, and love
of dress, how harmless! A most precious invention
of yours, my boy. Vanity, I declare, will become
great upon earth; it looks so innocent, no one will
suspect it. Poor things, why should they not amuse
themsclves with their looking - glasses and their
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faddles? What more excusable than to spend the
time in adorning oneself—in trying to look pretty
and appear amiable in society? Yes, men will all
yield to vanity, for they will not suspect it. Vanity
shall be the door through which all other wickedness,
evil desire, self-love and perversity, will find a ready
entrance; vanity, I say, seemingly harmless, will take
them to hell. True, the Lord God still is able to do
what He pleases; we must not forget that. But I
am not an old woman for nothing, and have known
a few things in my time. I cannot sec for the life
of me how God should care to stop any fool who,
with the happiest conscience imaginable, and delight-
ing in his well-dressed appearance, gocs trotting com-
placently to hell/

The old she-fiend had become quite excited ; she
shook herself, and her skin, wrinkled and loose with
age, hung about hcr as the skin of a snake.

‘I am proud of you, my boy, and I will help you,’
she continued. ‘It’s about the time that I should
cast my skin, and it is just the thing you want. I
will make it appear very lovely, as, after all, is but
natural, since it is part of my very own nature; it
shall be varied and many-colourcd, and every fool
shall delight in it. It will remain with you to make
them accept it, but that will be easy, with their apish
predilection for anything new and startling—jyou’ll
sec the consequences, diavolino. They'll worship a
new goddess, Fashion by name; they’ll belicve her
the most harmless of idols, and they'll never suspect
—ha! hal—that it is nothing more or less than my
cast-off skin! Fashion will be the prop of vanity,
and men will fritter away their life in hollow pursuit.
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The ape in man will have the upper hand, and the
novelty of fashion will be endless. But now give
me a hand, and I will forthwith cast my skin. I
am quite stiff for want of exercise.’

Lucifer was delighted. *Per baccko) he cried,
‘it’s a bright idea !’

And, catching up the old grandmother, he danced
about with her wildly, to the wonderment of hell
And the devil’s granddame was beside herself with
laughter, bursting almost with merriment.

‘They'll worship my skin, dsatv/ino, she cried ;
‘they’ll worship my skin I’
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LETTER VIIL

IT may surprise you to hear me speak of books in
hell, but you will soon perccive the fitness of things,
it being neither more nor less than this: whatever is
bad must come to hell, so of printed matter whatever
is morally evil or arrogantly stupid tends hitherwards,
the books arriving first, the authors following, and
their publishers along with them. You will under-
stand then that we are well off for literature, of a
certain description, that is to say. .

Polite litcrature for instance has provided us with
countless novcls, very popular, if trashy and some-
times immodest. There is no civilised nation or
country that has not produced its share, varying in
quantity or quality. They seem represented by two
species chiefly—ane can hardly call them schools—
the purely sensational and the sensationally impure ;
the former being content to hint where the latter
touch boldly, the former often supremely worthless,
where the latter are wickedly ingcnious. Many
authors, and especially some authoresses, appear to
find their life’s duty in pandering to depraved taste,
or worse, in fostering it. I might mention namcs,
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but I refrain. Only let me assure these experts of
the pen, ladies and gentlemen, that they arc well
known here. No doubt it will create quite a flutter
in their bosoms, adding not a little to their sense of
fame, to learn that thcir talent is so extensively
appreciated, and that their books arc fashionable, not
only in polite society on earth, but even in hell!
There is this drawback, to be sure, to damp their
spirits, that for the prescnt they must be satisfied
with mere honour—pay being withF.ld till they
themsclves join their circle of rcadcrs here. Then
their reward shall be given them in this matter also.

This branch of the so-called delles-lettres, trashy
novels, is greatly in voguc upon carth ; it is not the
good books which chiefly enrich the publishers, or
authors either. There arc people whose - intellectual
food consists in nothing but the former; but the
soul lives not that could testify to mental or spiritual
growth by their aid. If the use of such books is
null on earth, what must it be here, where not even
the miserable object remains of whiling away the
time ? |

But to proceed : there is no lack here even of
thcological writings — cspecially of modern com-
mentarics, but also of the dogmatic and homiletical
kind. To speak plainly, how many a book of fine
sermons or of religious comfort arrives here, preceding
the hireling shepherds! With casuistry too we are
thoroughly provided. The Middle Ages are repre-
sented chiefly by a vast amount of priestly falsehood,
systematised into all sorts of fanatical quibbles and
sacerdotal inventions concerning the deep questions
of religion, The more modcrn school may be said
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to have reached a climax in the days of Voltaire and
the encyclopedists, taking a fresh start with Kant
and his followers. You observe I speak broadly, in
a European sense, refraining from particularising or
quoting nearer home. You may judge for yourself,
and be sure that no literary means are wanting here
to advance the interests of atheism. For, mind you,
even in hell those who ‘bclieve and tremble’ may
be brought to a worse state. For the rest, since I
never troubled myself about thcology, either as a
science or otherwise, I am not likely to study it
here.

Besides this so-called true theology, there are
found with us the writings of those puffed-up, half-
crazy fanatics,—the false prophets of every degree,
who make a sort of trade of religion. Their literary
effusions are generally laughed at, even here ; but in
most cases the author himself arrives before long,
and laughter for him turns to weeping. These
curious divines have a special corner assigned to
them in this place, differing greatly from thc para-
dise they believed themselves heirs of in virtue of
their singular calling,

Philosophy too is well represented. Philosophers
on the whole are a harmless tribe. Some of them
may be groping for wisdom which includes goodness
and piety, and others are merely the victims of some
peculiar mania which hurts no one. We get the
writings of those only whom conceit of intellect
drives to the front. I might quote some curious
instances, showing how, within a professor’s den,
some ten feet square, the universe may be grasped,
the mystery of life solved, eternity gauged ; in fact,
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how the occan of the infinite may be got into the
nutshell of a finite brain.

In passing merely I mention the literature of the
law. If I ignored it altogether it might be taken
for disrcspect, and I am sure I would rather not
offend the gentlemen of the robe. Let me state the
plain fact: I reverence justice, but I feel doubtful
about lawycrs. Did not some sharp-witted urchin
make the discovery that the devil was a ‘lawyer’
from the beginning? I would rather wash my
hands of them, not understanding them in the
least.

Last, but not lcast, I turn to the literary geniuses
of thc reviewing department, at the risk even of
most dreadfully offending them. No reviewer, I
presume, would flatter himsclf with the conceit
that his dissertations could have any but the most
ephemceral valuc; I feel loth to disabuse their laud-
able modesty, but I am bound to let them know
that some do live—live in hell! 1 have made the
startling discovery that of reviews not a few appear
to be written in ignorance, or inspircd by envy and
even downright malice. Revicwers form a species
apart, not nurtured in babyhood, it would seem, with
the milk of human kindness. I was assured once
that in order to reviecw a book properly, one had
need to be something of a misanthrope—something
of a cynic at any rate, since barking and biting
seems to be the great delight. Be this as it may, I
have always maintained that reviewers, as a natural
curiosity, may be divided into two classes—those
who are capable of passing judgment, and those who
are not. The former, strange to say, cautiously, and

7
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indeed rarely, advance their criticism, and nothing of
theirs is ever seen here.

The latter may be subdivided into professionals
and amateurs. The first of these who trade, as
it were, in the reviewing line, will have to plead
guilty in most cases that they started originally
with an aspiration of book-writing, but did not suc-
ceed. They have never got over their disappoint-
ment.

The second subdivision consists chiefly—would
you believe it >—of a set of precocious youths, as
clever as they arc conceited, requiring an outlet for
their exuberance. I have known them of the age
of twenty, and even less, feeling grown-up all of a
sudden by means of their first review : if their criti-
cism was somewhat green, thcre was audacity to
cover it They don’t mean any special harm, but
they do fecl themsclves scated on a throne, duly
hidden of course, and snubbing authors—their grand-
fathers in age and expericnce.

By dint of numecrous revicws, then, we are kept
ax courant with the events of the book-market.
Whenever a specially mordant piece of criticism
arrives here we know that it has been called forth by
a publication which is probably good and certainly
harmless. It is the caricature only which reaches
us ; but it is so, alas, with most things!

" As for newspapers?—it stands to reason that
much of the daily food provided in these quarters
cannot fare any better, since ambition of gain, pri-
vate or public, unblushingly presides at the board.
How many a journal has but the one object in view
—the makirg of monecy ? . How many others have

Digitized by GOOSIQ




LETTERS FROM HELL, 29

actually sold themselves to further the paltry interests
of this or that party, not caring in the lcast, in their
hardened consciences, how far astray they lead the
public mind ?

And what shall T say of the appalling amount
of despatches, notes, and official memoranda inter-
changed betwcen the various Cabinets for no other
reason, it would seem, but that of misleading ?—
specimens of ambiguous phrascology, ever appealing
to truth and justice, but hceding neither truth nor
justicc wherever a chance of gain or cven the inter-
ests of vulgar passion come to the front. This sort of
political documents are rarely got hold of by news-
papers even ; on earth they arc of the things that
walk in sccrct, but thcy fail not to furnish us down
here with many a curious explanation of historic
cvents. I have come to suspect that nothing is
morc outrageously false, and crucl, and opposed to
every will of God, than what gocs by the name of
higher politics,

You sce from this sketch that we arc not at a
loss for rcading, but you will also percecive that the
vile productions rcaching us can nowise tend to
cdify or even really instruct us. If they enable us
to follow cvents in the world, it is by a kind of
inverted eflect, suggesting in fact the very opposite
of what they assert. There is here no pleasure in
reading ; on the contrary, thc morc one peruses, the
more one sickens ; but nauscated though we feel, we
are unable to get out of the intellectual slough, the
mire of a lying literature.

I never imagined while living on earth that I had
nced to render thanks for anything ; that health,

Digitized by GOOSIQ



100 LETTERS FROM HELL.

riches, happy days, were gifts to be grateful for, but
rather accepted them as the natural appurtcnances
of my existence ; and if I thought about them at
all, it was only to wish for more, for I was ncver
satisfied with life as I found it, nor with the world 1
lived in. Now I view things differently ; I see now
that the gifts of life are blessings unspeakable, and
all the greater for being entirely undeserved. On
looking back—and I am ever looking back now,
there being nothing before me save one thing, awful
and horrible, the judgment to come—on looking
back, I say, I am bound to confess that the blessings
of a single day of life on carth are innumerable as
the stars. How rich is life! There may be miscry
and trouble on carth—and I belicved I had my full
share of both—but it has all dwindled to nothing
since I have come to know the wrctchedness of hell.
Let me assure you out of my own dire experience
that the most suffering crcature on carth has much
to be thankful for. Man’s life, whatever it be,
should bring him to his knces daily. And if you
have nothing left of carth’s blessings but air and
light, and a piece of bread to satisfy your hunger,
you have nced to give thanks. I sce it now, but
for me it is too late. In hell there is nothing—
absolutely nothing to be thankful for; you, however,
whose sun has not yet set, may still learn to yield
your hearts in gratitude. Ah, hear me, I beseech
you ; there is no help for me, but help may come
to you!

I have told you, my friend, how continuously I
am the prey of memories, but how much so—to what
cxtent, I mean—you little guess. That deceds of
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iniquity and particular sins should assail me, tor-
menting the soul as with fire, is natural. But this is
not all. There arc other things, counted for little in
the world, which cling to conscicnce with a terrible
vividness. Every little falschood and unjust dcaling,
every word of deccit and breach of fcalty, every cvil
example and want of kindncss,—thcy are all, all
present now, piercing the heart as with daggers of
regrct. I thought so little of these things in life,
that I scarcely stoppced to consider them; they
scemed buricd on the spot, every year adding its
own share to the mouldering hcap. They have risen
now and stand about me, I sce them and I tremble.

I was just thinking of an cxample, out of
hundreds which press round me. I take onc at
random. I have fclt haunted latcly by the sorrow-
ful eyes of a poor littic strecet boy. Wherever 1
turn I scc him, or rathcer not so much him as his
tearful troubled gaze, rising in judgment against me
It has all come back to my mind how one evening
I sauntercd about in the park, a poor littlc beggar
running alongside, pressing me to buy a halfpenny
worth of matches. I did not want them, and told
him so, but he persisted in crying, * Only a ha'penny,
sir—only a ha’penny.’ He annoyed me, and, taking
him by the arm, I rudely pushed him away. I did
not mean to hurt him, although, to tell the truth,
there was not a particle of kindness in me at the
time. Nor lay the wrong in not buying his matches ;
I was quitc at liberty to refuse, had I denied him
kindly. But he annoyed me and I was angry.
The child, lung aside roughly, fell in the road; I
heard a cry; perhaps he had hurt himself—perhaps it

Digitized by GOOSIQ



102 LETTERS FROM HELL

was only grief for his matches lying about in the
mud. I turmmed and met a look from his eyes, full
of trouble and silent accusation. It would have becn
so easy for me to make good my thoughtlessness,
so little would have comforted the child, but I walked
away hecdless of his grief.

Now few people would call that downright wicked-
ness—few people in the world I mean; but here,
unfortunately, we arc forced to judge dificrently.
Years and years have passed since, for I was a young
man at the timc, but the memory of that child has
returned upon me, his look of sorrowful reproof
adding to the pangs of hcll. It is but an example,
as I said, and there are many—many !

But not mcre decds—every word of cvil care-
lessly spoken in the days of earthly life comes back
to me with similar force. As poisoncd arrows such
words once quitted my lips : as poisoned arrows thcy
come back to mc, piercing the hcart. Oh consider
it while living voice is yours, and speak not lightly !
There is no saying what harvest of sin may spring
from a single word. And if pity for others will not
restrain you, be advised by pity for your own sclves,
since requital will come to yourselves only in the end.

And not merely dceds and words, but cvery
harmful thought recurs to me, to gnaw away at my
heart. There is a saying with ccrtain philosophers
in the world that nothing ever is lost. If this be
true in the material world, how much more so is it
in spiritual things—abh, terrible truth |

And further, apart from the evil done, it is the
good left undone, the opportunities wasted, which
stand around me with pitiless scourgc, and thcir
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name is lcgion! Thus everything, you sce, both
what I have done and left undone, comes to life
here in this place of woe,—takes shape, I ought to
say,~rising in accusation against me. I try to escape,
but they are about me everywherc, those shapes of
terror, enough to people a world with despair ; they
persecute me, they torture me, and I am their
helpless prey.  Memories of the good left undone—
alas, they arc far more bitter than those of the cvil
done! For temptation to do wrong often was great,
and in my own strength I failed to conquer; but to
do good for the most part would have cost little, if
any, cffort. 1 scc it now with the new insight into
life which hell gives. The man lives not who is cx-
cuscd from lcaving good undone ; however poor and
humbly situated he may be, opportunity is ever at his
door. It is for him only to open his heart and take
in the opportunity ; for his own hcart is a well of
power and of blessing to boot. He who is the
fountain of love and purity, from whom every good
and perfect gift comcth, has wondrously arranged it,
that in this respect thcre is but little difference
between the rich and the poor, the gentle and the
simple. Lct me conjure you then, brothers and
sisters, listen to the voice of your heart while yct it
is day! Listen, I say, and obcey, lest the bitterness
of repentance overtake you with the night, when no
man can work! Ah, let no opportunity for the
doing of good escape you, for it will rise against you
when nothing is left but to wail in anguish.

I do not address these words to those who have
grown pitiless as flint—none but God could touch
them; but there are wecll-disposed hearts, which a
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ray of light may help to expand. I was not hard-
. hearted while I lived in the world ; on the contrary,
I could for the most part easily be moved to charity,
if some one took the trouble to remind me. What
ruined me was that boundless love of sclf which pre-
vented my seeing the wants of others; or if I did
see them, I did not stop to consider them. I receive
now the reward of my deeds. Would that this fecar-
ful experience of mine could work a change in you ;
that might somewhat assuage my deepest suffer-
ings! But even in that much of mercy I cannot
belicve ; the soul in torment can doubt only—doubt
eternally.

I cannot but give you another example, 1
remember a poor -family living in a miserable cot-
tage not far from the lordly dwelling 1 inhabited.
As often as I passed that way I looked through the
lowly window, for a bald hcad moving to and fro in
measured intervals attracted my notice, It was long,
however, before I saw the face. The father of a
numerous family would sit there in ill-health, gaining
a humble livelihood. It appeared to be not necessity
alone, but delight in his work also, which kept him
up. He was a wood-carver of no mean capacity, and
worked for a wholesale house of children’s playthings
in the city. Strange to say, he was particularly
- clever in producing all sorts of ravenous beasts—he,
who looked a personification of meekest mildness,
Lions, wolves, and tigers graced his window-sill, he
bearing trouble as a patient lamb. I said he wag
sickly, and the family was large. The wife took in
washing ; and they helped one another, each trying
- to ease the other’s load. '
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But misfortune overtook them ; the wholesale
business failed ; the poor man lost his livelihood.
The bald head no longer appcarcd by the window—
The cottage looked a grave. What had become of
him? I once asked myself the question and stopped
there, for you know sclf scarccly left me time to
trouble myself with other people’s affairs.

Still, opportunity thrust itself in my way. I saw
him again—not mcrely his bald head, but himself.
The poor man, bowed down with ill-health, and
unused to hard labour, stood working in a brickficld
with trembling knces.

I could not but pity him. I kncw he was work-
ing himself to death, trying to gain food for his little
ones. Indecd, he was in as immincnt danger of life
as if all the lions, wolves, and tigers whose images
he had carved had gathcred round to destroy him.
I witnessed a touching scene one day. Passing
about noon I saw the wife there, who had come with
her husband’s dinner—a dinner I would not have
looked at. I saw how tenderly she wiped the weary
forehcad, how the children—for they all had come—
clung to the father, the youngest climbing his knces,
and how grateful he was for thcir affection, which
roused him to ncw endeavours to gain a miscrable
pittance.

The sight really moved me; and I walked away,
thinking I ought to do somcthing for the struggling
family. It was easy for me to find some post for
the man which, while requiring no hard work at his
hands, would keep them all in comfort. I certainly
would see to it, but was called away on business;
other things occupied my mind, and I forgot all
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about it. I did remecmber it again after a while, but
then it was too late. The man had succumbed—the
family was ruined.

But there are worse furies than these persecuting
souls in torment. I cannot tell whether it is by
imagination only, assisting what, for want of a better
word, I must call the jugglery of hell, or whether this
place of damnation has its own actual second sight, but
it is a fact that sometimes I can sce the entire growth
of evil, spreading over years perhaps, and involving
soul after soul, originating in some careless word of
mine which proved to be the seed. I turn away; but
1 am driven to look again and again at the terrible
consequences, and words cannot express what [ fcel.

It is appalling to think of the cndless chain of sin
and misery to which a single act, ay, a word even,
may give rise. A chain, I say, for it is a frightful
truth that the evil effect does not always spring from
the sced as a single stupendous birth, to live and die
for itself ; but there is a demon power inherent in it
of begetting and conceiving, wrong bringing forth
wrong in endless succession. It is by its consc-
quences, its capability of engulfing others, that the
worst potency of sin becomes apparent.

It is of direct evil example, too, I would spcak ;
how fearful is its power—how far-reaching its influ-
ence! Whatever wickedness a man may commit in
the world, what is it as compared with the wrong he
may be guilty of by his example? Then sin is as
a mountain torrent, bursting its banks and carrying
the unwary headlong to destruction. You may be
dead yourself, yet your sin may live, yielding a ter-
rible harvest.
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It was in this respect that the demon ruling my
life did its worst ; I went my sinful course, flinging
cvil secd about me, and stopped not to consider how
many I might bring to ruin.

Do you undcrstand ? perhaps not fully. Lect me
rcturn to mcmorics,

I happened once to spend an cvening with some
dozen youths gathered for social intercourse, I was
much older, and it was quite by accident that I
found myself among them ; but, enjoying the reputa-
tion of a boon companion, they cntreated me to re-
main. It flattered me and I staycd. They evidently
looked to me for information, which made me all the
more willing to show off my superior exgericnce,
Being a witty talker, I added not a little to the
evening’s enjoyment. We made little spceches, sang,
and drank to each other. Now I knew that these
young pcople would take as gospel truth almost
anything I might tcll them, belicving any worldly
wisdom I might point to as the road to success.
The concluding word was given to me. [ rose,
ready to give thecm the bencfit of my knowledge.
‘Dare to be happy!’ was the motto I chose. 1
rcminded them of the position I cnjoyed in the
world, averring that my life was brimful of satis-
faction ; that I had always had whatever man could
wish for, and that I had had it because I had dared.
It was true in all things that faint heart never won
fair lady ; there was a treasurc of wisdom in these
words beyond the trcasures of Solomon. They were
just entering upon life. I could give them no better
advice to go by—no better aim to follow-—than was
expressed by these words: * Darc it—dare bc happyl’
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They thanked me with cheers of enthusiasm.
They were flushed with wine, but another spirit than
that of wine lay hidden in my words; its subtle
influence was even then upon them, intoxicating
their souls. With some of them its fumes, no doubt,
passed away with the fumes of the liquor; but with
others—three or four of them—the false maxim had
caught; they went out into opening life armed with
a rule which consisted of falschood mostly, and a
particle of truth. It took them to the broad way,
and not only them, but others through them. That
lying principle, which sounded so grand and true,
spread in widening circles, ruining soul after soul;
it is still spreading, alas! and I see no end to the
pernicious influence.

There is another recollection burning as molten
lead upon my soul. I had been visiting friends in
the country, and was on the point of leaving to return
to town. The carriage was at the door, and I down-
stairs already, when I remembered having forgotten
something in my room. I bounced up the stairs
and came upon a little housemaid tidying the apart-
ment. She was young and beautiful as Hcbe;
barely eighteen she looked. What shall I say?
Temptation was strong; I took her into my arms
and kissed her. She tore herself away, the flushes
of shame in her face, crying: ‘I am a poor girl,
sir, but I am honest!” ‘Poor, my child?’ I said.
‘ With a face and figure like yours one is never poor;
you might buy the heart of a millionaire! Beauty
is a wealth of capital if well laid out.’

They were the words of the moment—one of
those silly speeches which fast men abound in.
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The girl was silent, blushing still; but I continued:

* And now, my fair one, you shall give me another
kiss, of your own free will, to reward me for the
uscful lesson I have taught you, I dare say we shall
never meet again.’

She still resisted. But I was young and hand-
some, and thoroughly versed in the arts of persuasion.
I presently held her in my arms again, and she did
kiss me. The girl was quite in my power. I knew
it, but opportunity was not mine; I heard the horses
pawing, and there was the train to be caught. So I
loosened my hold, and as though bcauty wcre indeed
the capital I had spoken of, bringing riches to the
owner, I put a sovereign into her hand. ‘

I saw no particular harm in what I had done
Thousands in my place, no doubt, would havc said
and done as I did. But in truth I was guilty of an
awful thing! I had poisoncd the very lifc-blood of
the girl. Her innocence was gone; corruption had
taken root in her soul. My spirit somchow has a
knowledge of her future carcer. She had been
engaged to an honest working man; but her
beauty, if she married him, would not bcar the
interest she now covcted, so she broke with him.
He had loved her, and hardly, if ever, got over the
blow. She went her way putting out her capital,
laying traps to the right and to the left ; but cleverly
as she laid them, she after all was caught herself, falling
a victim where she had hoped to conquer, and was
flung aside again. She was ruined, but the horrible
lesson I had left with her was nowise rendered harm-
less ; on the contrary, she improved it all the more,
As a courtesan she continuced her career, and soon
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there was none more knowing, none more dangerous,
than she. One fool after another went the way to
her house to his soul’s ruin, and her capital laid out
bore interest vastly, being the fruit of that first
sovercign I had given her! But rich she grew
not ; the money went as it came, squandered reck-
lessly. And before she dreamt of it, the capital
itself was gone ; she struggled awhile, sinking deeper
and deeper, and dicd in utter misery. But even
that is not all. The lesson I had taught her proved
not only a poison to herself, but with it she poisoned
others, teaching scores of girls the pernicious lic:
Beauty is a capital ; lay it out! lay it out!

Thus it went with her with whom in life I had
but a moment’s intercourse, whose name even I
never knew! \What shall I say then of many
others ; what of Annie, against whom I sinned far
more grievously? Strange that the spirit knowledge,
which tells me so much, is entirely at fault whenever
I think of her. But it is a blessing! What if she
too were to rise before me crying: Thou didst it!
thou didst it! -

The force of example—I] repeat it—is terrible,
terrible! and the responsibility of all, therefore, is
great with whom influence rests in a special way, as
it does with those, for instance, to whom the young
are taught to look. That is why there are so
many here who had charge of children—parents,
guardians, teachers, nurses innumerable They go
to hell first, of course they do; but they are followed
by many of those whom they should have taught
the way of life. And not only are they followed by
them, but by their children after them, generation
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rising against generation in awful accusation. I
am one of the worst of those who dare not lift their
head, so I may well speak in warning! 1 know
what awaits me. I am thinking of Martin. Poor
boy, it was I who brought him up, fceding him upon
evil example. I have made him what he is. But
what has become of hiin, and what will become of
his children? I had no family in life—alas, I may
have one in hell, larger than 1 care to sce—the
children of my iniquity! But there is hope for
Martin ; heis yct in life. May the Lord have mercy
on him—on him and his!

How I loved him in spite of his waywardncss!
Pcrhaps it was self-love after all; perhaps 1 loved
him only inasmuch as he seemcd to rcflect mysclf.
Yet there was power in that love, in spite of super-
vening jealousy. He grew more handsome, more
taking than even I had becen, ousting me by degrees
out of my every pride; but jealous though I felt, I yct
loved him. . And the time came when hc was master.
I remcmber well how one day I was humbled by
the suddcn consciousness of it. I had been specially
careful of his bodily development, sccing to it myself;
his mental training I left to others. I taught him
gymnastics and all sorts of manly exercises, in which
I excclled—fencing, wrestling, and the likee He
was tall and powerful, and exquisitely proportioned.
Barely twenty, he resembled some athlcte of anti-
quity. We practised daily, and I found that he
gained as stcadily as I lost; there was a time at
last when with difficulty I could hold my own.
And then it came—I could ncver spcak of it
calmly—that hc floored me, standing over me, a
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very Hercules of strength. From that day I knew
that he had the ascendency over me. It was natural,
for I had passcd the zenith—he was approaching it ;
but it was mortifying, and I could not forgive it.
And yet, with strange inconsistency, I was proud of
him, loving him all the more fondly.

My grudge against him, however, took a more
real tum when I found that he outdid me in the
favour of woman as well. - That was more than even
my fondest love could stand.

Will he join me here? The beating of my hcart
scems to say yes ; for he belongs to me, and I am
here. Then I shall find an answer to that burning
question which filled my soul as I quitted life, and
which burns with a fire of its own hcre amid many
fires. But ought I to wish for an answer? I have
a frightful foreboding at times that the answer my
soul is craving will overwhelm me with horror. But,
nevertheless, and though it should be all horrors
combined in one, I am hungering and thirsting for
it, nor can I rest till I find it What is it he had to
tell me?
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How frightful is the deep stillncss reigning in hell
among thesc myriads of souls! I thought at first 1
should get used to it; but there is no getting used
toit. It is stifling and oppressive. What a contrast
with the multifarious hubbub of earth! Lifc may
be cver so excited here, ever so restless, it is dcad to
the car. I do not mcan to say that words passing
to and fro are devoid of sound, but it is uncarthly,
unclothed of its body, falling dead on the spot; I
suspect that, like most things here, it is imaginary,
unrcal. Probably the mecaning of anything that is
said passes to the hcarer without the medium of
sound ; he seems to hear with outward ears, but that
is illusion. .
Hell is filled with unruly souls. It is the hurly-
burly of existcnce they need, but with all their eflort
they can never create sound. If never before they
longed for a dull repose they do so now, yet are
keenly alive to its utter hopclessness. They will
.hunt for tumult to all eternity, ncver hcaring the
sound they crave : they also have their reward.

As light increases, so does the uncasy cxpcctation
' 3
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of my heart. I tremble for the hour when the glory
from the other side will flash across the gulf and
strike my blinded eyes. I shall have to see it!
And Paradise, as scen from hcll, must be a sight
most dread—most terrible—piercing the heart
Yet I long for it—I groan for it—though the
glimpse of bliss be fraught with exquisite tormnent ;
I hunger for it—*‘ Let me have it,’ I cry, ‘though it
should kill my soul’

Was not there something in the vanished time
that was called the Lord’s Prayer, beginning, ¢ Our
Father,’ a well of blessing to thosc who opened their
hcarts to it? Surcly I scem to remcmber, but
vainly I try to call back the words; they seem
hovering about me as though I need but say, ‘Our
Father,’ and all the rest must follow. I try and say
so, but never get beyond ; I have sometimcs repeated
these two words ten, twenty times, but it is quite
hopeless—they are empty and meaningless ; 1 have
lost the prayer—it is all nothing to me. I just
remember that there is a Father; but He is not my
Father, and 1 am not His child. Yet I cannot
refrain from racking my spirit for the once blessed
words ; surely they are somewhere—somewhere |
My soul is thirsting, and there is not a drop of water
to cool my tongue.

I return to the horror of existence. It is a mercy
that after all onc can choose one’s socicty here; I
should die if I were obliged to know all the vulgar
rabble of common ruffians, thieves, murderers, card-
sharpers, and the like. I have always been a gentlc--
man. Of course I am aware now that I am not one..
whit better than thosc that I call the rabble,~—the only
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diffcrence consisting in a little outward finish, what
we used to call culture on earth; and to be sure
how proud we were of it! Our wickedness may be
as great, if not greater than theirs; but it is not
so coarse, there is a certain refinement about it,
which flatters our notions of superiority. I consider
myself a gentleman, therefore, as I always did, and
am very careful with whom I associate. The rabble
consists of the vulgar criminals and their belongings ;
but hell’s upper ten thousand have never soiled their
hands with low wickedness. We ruined girls, but
kept it a secrct; we grew rich upon the spoils of
others, and called it business ; we were proud, hard-
hearted, and spoke of thc claims of rank; we may
have becen liars and chcats, but always wore kid-
gloves and were carcful as to our tailor—we were
- gentlefolk, you sce.  The proverb * birds of a feather’
is writtcn up cverywhere in hell,—we follow it out
naturally ; people here have an exquisitely developed
instinct that hclps them to judge in a moment of
those they mcet, aided—1I should add—by the
transparcncy of clothcs. It is of course not quite
casy hcre to carry out such principles, still socicty
manages very generally to kecp itself to itsclf. We
eschew vulgarity and turn our back upon anything
likely to shock our notions of good-breeding.

I met a charming young woman the other day

who was received in the best circles here. Her .

history was known, but it did not seem to shut her
out from us. She had forsaken her widowed mother,
ncarly blind though she was, cloping with a handsome
actor. She dicd suddenly, carricd off in the height
of passion, and very naturally found hersclf in hell.
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A prey to the cold which we all expericnce, she
was afire with a ccascless longing for her mother on
the onc hand, whom she never will meet again, and
for her lover on the other hand, whom she awaited
with ardent desire. She ought not to have wished for
a reunion, since that mcant dragging him to hell ; but
her love being what it was, she lived and breathed
in that crucl hope. She sclfishly longed for him,
saying they had sworn to live and die togcther.
But he could not have becen equally anxious; at
any rate he kept her waiting ycars upon yecars,
And during all this time her infatuated soul beheld
him as she had known him last, handsome, in the
prime of life, and the darling of the people. At
length he arrives—a decrcpit man on crutchces,
blear-eyed, and a face that told his life, What a
mceting —she starts back as froin an apparition.
Can that be the lover of her youth, for whom she
sinned, for whom she suffered! She loathes him,
but she is driven to pursue him. Socicty hcre is
well-bred, and shrinks from what ruffles its feclings.
She was a charming crcature, but we could no longer
tolcrate her, One after another we disowned her,
and she disappcared with her former lover.

Let me add that one of the grcatest evils in the
world is a supcrabundance of love. \Who would
believe that love unrcstrained sends more souls to
hell than almost anything I could name? It is not
the love which is pure and health-giving, for it is not
fed by the Love Divine and Eternal. So much
depends on what one loves and how one loves |

A woman arrived here some time ago, no longer
young, but still beautiful, blue-eyed, fair-haircd, and
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we all thought her charming. She was amiability
itself ; we could not think what brought her to
hell ; indeed there was no reason for it, but her un-
chastened love for her husband. It was quite touch-
ing to hear how she had given up her life to him, loving
him a great dcal more than he really deserved.  She
idolised him, forgetting cverything for him, cven her
God. That was just it; she had given to her hus-
band the heart’s adoration which bclongs to God
alone. How could she have been happy in heaven?
But her love, touching as at first sight it would
appear, was after all nothing but a peculiar develop-
ment of selfishness, and that is why it dragged her
to hell.

And in hell she continues sick of love for her
husband ; it was the one longing of her life, so it
necds must be the all-absorbing torment of hell,
And she had her dcsire, she saw him again; he
arrived one day—uith a hcart full of another passion.
He had ncver been faithful to her.  LEven hcll pities
the reward that is given her.

You have long ccased to doubt, I hope, that hell
offers anything but horror. But therc are moments,
at rare intervals only, when all the thousand horrors
within us seem congcaled into one fright{ul sensation
of stupor. Do not imagine it is a painlcss moment ;
fceling is swallowed up in indescribable anguish, a
peculiar horror, not known at other times. And
then—it is always sudden—hell stands aghast,
trembling with dread. All pursuit ccascs; every
soul is left to itself, shuddering. Somecthing is upon
us—a spirit-dcadening influence. It is not seen,
but we are, cach and all, aware of it with indescrib-
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able terror.  We know what it is ; we stand tonguc-
tied and trembling. Satan has come to survcy the
souls in hell. Final power is not yet given him;
for they are not yet judged. But he has lcarned to
wait—satisfied, meanwhile, that they arc added to
daily. They are his, he knows, though the tine of
carrying them off is delayed. Hce knows the doom
is coming when the wicked, for cver scparated from
the good, are assigned their place on the left of the .
Son of Man, and that they will be his then for cver
and for cver.

How often in the young days of life I sccmed
full of promise to become good, but necver reached
the true aim of Christianity. The mcmories I have
brought away of these half-strivings arc fraught with
bitterest regret, and yet thcy would move my tender-
cst tears,—if tears were left. It was Lily especially
who in thosc days was the instrument of grace divine.
From the first it was given her, that wondrous power
over me. Ah! say not it was all sinful that brought
me to her fcet! No; there was somcthing higher, far
higher, giving her an influence over my soul—a holy
influcnce. All children 1 bclieve have somcthing of
it ; but Lily was filled with that hcavenly grace.

" In winter-time, after dinncr, we would rest awhile
in the dusk, the firclight casting slumbrous shadows
about the room. My mother would doze away; Lily
and I sat drcaming. DBut how different were the
spheres to which our thoughts would roam! 1 could .
have spent hours watching Lily as I did ; she sitting
on a low fender-stool, the light falling on her. I was
in the dark, unnoticed by her, which added to my
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scnse of enjoyment.  She would fold her hands on
her knccs, as she loved to do in thoughtful moments.
IHow beautiful she was, in that half-light cspecially
—a little pale, but spiritualised. Thec red glow
was reflected in her wonderful cyes, which shone
marvcllously. Her fcatures sccmed transfigured ;
she would sigh at times or hcavc a deep brecath ; I
knew then that she was occupied in her mind. I
watched her, greedily dclighting in her perfect beauty,
If there is truth in what pcople say of magnctism
and sympathetic attraction, shc must havc felt my
gaze. Who can tell? She somctimes really appearced
uncasy ; I saw from my corner how she would try
to shake off some unconscious influence. I could
scarcely refrain then from snatching her up and press-
ing her to my heart.  But I conquered the desire—it
would have broken the charm.

But somectimes Lily would sit down by me, and
then we passed the twilight in pleasant talk; she
ncever denied me her confidence.  One evening 1
asked her what she was thinking of in those quict
moments on the fender-stool.

‘What I am thinking of 2’ she repcated, with her
gentle voice. ¢ Ah, Philip, thoughts will come to me
full of longing, sometimes happy, sometimes sad. 1
fancy mysclf carried away at times right over the
scas to another land; even to other worlds my
thoughts will rise—up, up—bcyond the stars. I scem
carricd away to Louisiana, that bcautiful country,
where everything is so diffcrent from here—richer,
grander by far, and where winter is not known. By
the great river I see a house with a shady vcranda
and a pillared hall ; trees of the south grow about it
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luxuriantly. Here I was born ; my carliest recollec-
tions twine around it. Mcmory carries me now
through the lofty rooms. 1 flit from one chamber
to another ; my poor parents arc nowhere. 1 roam
through the garden, so rich in dclight, through the
cool groves by the river; but I am a stranger cvery-
where,—no one remembers the little girl. I sece black
men and stop to spcak to them, but they only shake
their hcad mournfully.

‘Sadly I quit my beautiful home—home no
longer to me, and the spirit carrics me back over the
lonely sea. Restless I seem to wander, passing
many lands, sccing many things, mecting with kind
people everywhere—but one thing I find not. And
then I rise, beyond the clouds, bcyond moon and
stars. I seem to lose myself—thoughts vanish. 1
am at rest in a beautiful garden.

‘] had believed nothing could be more beautiful
than Louisiana, my own lovely home, but that garden
is better still ; for it is the garden of God—it is
Paradise. And here I find them at last—my own
dear parents; I knew I should find them again.
And hcre there is rest for my soul—nothing left to
long for. I have my father again, my mother again;
thcy tell me how happy thcy are, and how they
love me

Lily’s eyes were shining as with the light of the
Paradise she was speaking of ; she sighed, and then
continued slowly :

‘I am happy, too, for a moment; but then the
servant comes in with the lamp, and with a sudden
pain at the heart, I seem to be thrust down from
heaven. [ look about me bewildered, scarcely know-
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ing where I am—1I fecl loncly and sad. Can you
understand it, Philip ?’

Of course I understood her; they were foolish
drecams, and would make her ill. These twilight
roamings ought not to be indulged in. But I did
not say so.

One cvening she asked me suddenly: ‘Philip,
what makes people happy ?'

Her question startlcd me, but I was not at a loss
for an answecr.

‘1 supposc thcir own heart,’ I said ; ‘ good hcalth,
too, and a pleasant home, where nothing is wanting
to make one comfortable ; a few kind peoplec also to
love one, I should say.’

‘Well, I think I have all thatt Am I happy ?’

* Are you not, swectest Lily ?’ I returned.

‘I don’t know, she said slowly. *‘Somcthing
scems wanting. I cannot quite express it. . . . No
one sccms to need me in the world to make them
happy—I am of no use to any one.’

‘You should not talk so, Lily! Are you not
mother’s dclight, and my own? I am surc we nced
you. And you are of grecat usc too! But why should
a little girl like you be gricving about not being
useful? You have nothing to do as yet but bc
happy yoursclf, learn your lessons like a good
child, and grow up as fast as you can into a nice
little woman that will bc a blessing to those who
love her. But surely, l.ily, you do not doubt
that even now you make mother happy, and me
too ?’

‘But you could do without me. And there are
s0 many who—m——
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‘No, Lily ; I do not think we should like to do
without you. One is always glad of having some
one to love.’

Lily shook her head.

‘I am nothing to you and her, Philip. She is
your own mother, and you are her son. But what
am I? I do not cven belong to you. You found
me and were kind to me.’

‘What you are, Lily? Why, if you are nothing
else, you are my dear little friend, whom I would not
lose for all the world.’

‘A friend? Is that somcthing?’ she said
dreamily.

‘Yes, a great deal, I said. ‘A friend like you
is a loving little girl who is rcady to give not only
her whole heart, but just her own sclf to him who
loves her ; she will smooth away his grief if he has
any, and rcturn his smiles. The little friend I want
you to be is the greatest trcasure to be found in
life.’

She looked at me wonderingly. ¢I do not under-
stand you,’ she said. |
~ *Well, you nced not understand now. The time
will come when it will be all plain to you. But you
might promise me one thing, even now—will you be
my little friend ?’

She hesitated a moment ; then, lifting her won-
drous eyes straight to mine, she said candidly :

‘Yes, dear, I will. It is nice to be somcthing I’

‘You are my all, Lily, if only you knew.’

But from that moment a plcasant consciousncss
bhovered between us,  Often when I met her, or took
leave to go to town, I whispered : ¢ Sweet little Lily-
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friend.” And she smiled her own angel smile, saying:
*Ycs, dear, it is nice to be somebody’s friend.’

Ah, 1 love the memory of those twilight hours
when she sat by me, and 1 could stroke her silky
hair, or hold her soft little hand in mine! But even
close to me she would sink away into her drcams of
home and Paradisc, and I felt something like ]calousy
at having no part in these drcams,

One cvening—how strange is the power of
mcmory ! I remember every word, every look even
—we had been talking awhile, and I asked her:
‘ But tell me, do you carec for me, really ?’

‘How should I not, Philip? I have ncither
father nor mother; no one cares for mec but aunt
and yoursclf. Of course I must love you for it

‘I know, Lily. DBut I mcan, could you love me
even more?’ .

‘I think so,’ she said meditatively.

She was then about twelve. At that age words
fall from the lips easily. And Lily had a childlike
and wonderfully spontancous manner of uttering her
thoughts ; yct in conversation with her elders there
was a marked difference between her and other
children.. Her words showed that she thought
deeply, and the confidence with which she spoke
could not but impress one’s heart,

‘1 think so,’ she repeated, and sat thoughtful,

‘What could I do to make you love me even
more ?’

‘ There is one thing you could do, Philip. I am
an orphan child, having ncither father nor mother.
But I have learned from the Word of God that of
brothers and sisters I have many—many. I know
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" it, but I do not know them ; I cannot go in search of
them. I am only a little girl who is a stranger to
the world, and it is not much I can do. But you,
Philip, you are a2 man; you are clever and rich, and
you go about among the people. Will you promise
me one thing? Whencver you meet any of my poor
brothers and sisters who are in want, will you be
frood to them, pitying them for God’s sake and for
my sake? Or if you will be really kind, will you
try and find them out and take me with you, that
together we may comfort them and help them?
Will you promise me? Say yes, and you shall be
the very dearest friend I have.

I felt the tears rise to my eyes; I could not answer
at once, but after awhile I said :

‘If I do as you wish me, Lily, will you be surc to
Jlove me always—always ?’

‘Oh yes, dear ; I cannot tell you how much!’

‘Well, then, I promise you faithfully that I will
do it. DBut cheer up now, my good, kind-hcarted
little sister; you must not be always thinking of
things that make you sad. There, look at me, and
let me sec how brightly you can smile’

And she did look at me, and smilcd as no doubt
angels smile whose measure of happiness runncth over.

Do you not sce that Lily had power over me—
that I was almost becoming good, guided by that
little hand of hers? If it was but miserable selfish-
ness at first which brought me under her spell, it
could not lessen the fact that I felt and cven yielded
to the breath of the Spirit moving in that holy child-
soul. The influence for good that may proceed even
from a little child on carth is very marvellous.
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I did begin to look about for Lily’s suffcring
brothcrs and sisters. It did not cost me any grecat
effort to do deeds of charity, for I was disposed to
be good-naturcd ; and for Lily’s sake I took even a
pleasure now in doing kind things.

Again, mecting in the dusk of the evening, I
would tell her how I had succeeded here and there
in making some poor crcaturc happy. I described
to her the misery in which I found this or that
family, thc way in which I assisted them; I told
her of thcir joy and gratitude. And she listened
with radiant face. Somectimes [ took her with me,
and it was my declight on such occasions to let her
have all the planning and giving. It was strange how
her sympathy would always hit upon the right thing!

But—alas that I must say it'—in rcality 1 was
far from being a new crcature.  Lily had power to
touch my hecart; but thc flesh was strong, and the
world held me fast. My goodncss, at most, was a
mere playing at being good.

When we scparated, I going to South America,
I continued for her sake to help the poor and
suffering I fcll in with. But my deeds of charity
were no more than a kind of idol-worship of the
memories I loved, of the hopes I revelled in to
possess hcr more fully some day who was mine
alrcady. Bcesides, if I had not carricd out her.wishes,
I could not have written her the letters I knew she
looked for; knowing, moreovcr, that she loved me
afrcsh for every deed of kindness I could tell her of.
It was deceiving her,—dcceiving myself, perhaps,—
but there was -no deceiving the righteous Judge.

I found Lily in tears one day. She sat in silence
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with folded hands, onc big tear after another trickling
down on a book before her. It was her Bible.

‘What is it, my child?’ 1 cricd. *‘Why are you
trcubled ?’

She looked at me with her dovelike eyes, the tears
- trembling in them. ‘I am not troubled, dcar,’ she said.

‘ But you are crying.’

‘ For joy—yes, for joy. Look what I found!’

Her finger pointed to her Bible, and bending over
her, I read :

‘ When my father and my mother forsake me, then
the Lord will take me up.’

I did not know at once what to say. It touched
me, but at the same time I rather grudged her
needing her Bible for comfort, and missing her
parcnts so much. Shc had mother and me, and I
wanted her to be happy. But I could not tell hcr,
so 1 said after a while:

‘Yes, that is beautiful, Lily,~—just as though it
were spccially written for you. But brighten up
now; I cannot have you cry, not cven for joy, as
you say. I'll be back in a quarter of an hour, and
then we will have a walk’

When I returned an expression of quiet peace
had settled on her face, not unusual with her; but
from that day the words, ‘ The Lord will take me
up’ seemed continuously present in her heart. She
did not hide it. I could not shake off those words
all at once, but did so after a while,

«
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LETTER X

AMUSEMENT! That is onc of thc common nceds
nowadays ; the world requires to be amuscd™—rich
and poor alike. I do not say that, in itsclf, this is
altogether blameworthy ; it would be foolish to let
the river of dclight flow past, and never stoop to
drink. DBut to make amuscment the one question
paramount when lifc is so scrious, when neighbours
arc in trouble and the poor in want—that surcly is
wrong. And yct that scems just what the world
has come to. ‘How shall we amuse oursclves?’
appecars to be the grecat question nowadays, the
solving of which, for thousands of men and women,
scems to be the very object of living. They do not
consider it necessory to be praying for daily bread,
or rcturn thanks when they have got it; but thcy
ncver forget to cry out for amuscment. And cven
the poor, with whom daily bread ss a question,
whose young may be hungry, and their aged be
buricd by the parish, must nceds be amused !

It was not so always. Fifty years ago the mass
of thc people were satisfied with doing their work and
looking upon plcasure as a rclaxation mcrely ; but
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now amusement with many has come to be the thing
to be worked and lived for. And acknowledging this
to be a fact, history holds up an appalling precedent.
When ancient Rome made pleasure the aim of life,
the nation was approaching its doom. How shall -
it be with the world? I do not know when its
end may be, but I know this—that those of her
children who run recklessly after plecasure are on the
broad way that lcads to hell ; and the excess which
is their sin on earth will be their punishment here.
Is the world rich in placcs of amusement ?>—Dbe sure so
is hell. We too have our gardens, our Tivoli—call
it Vauxhall, or Crystal Palace, or Champs Elysées,
it matters not, the ng is here. And whatever
is being invented on pleasurc-hunting earth, we have
it to perfection. Does the world flock by thousands .
to its amusements ?—hcll does so by millions. All
pleasures, all passions, run loose here in awful con-
fusion, and helplessly you are whirled along. Yect
no matter what excess therc be of wanton gaicty,
thcre broods over all that dcathlikc stillness—hell’s
frightful atmosphcre—which I have tried to describe
before. Pcrhaps you remember the cffect of sounds
deadened by a muffling fog; that may give you a
faint idea of what I cannot otherwise bring home to
you. If one succceds at times in breaking away
from this horrible pretence of pleasure, it leaves one
panting and spirit-broken, sick of existence and long-
ing for rest; but despite the loathing one is immedi-
ately after it again, forcing the scnses to what never
yields them a shadow of delight. Amusement herc,
lct me tell you, is a very lash of correction, driving
all thoughts of plcasure far, far away. Ah, how
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thcy long for work, those poor souls, to whom
labour on earth was so hatcful, or, at best, but a
means toward enjoyment. How gladly they would
even slave on a galley here, deeming thc mecanest
work a blessing. But the night has come when no
man can work.

There is a memory in this rcalm of death of how
the Son of God once descended to hell to preach to
the spirits in prison, filling the space between the
great dcep and Paradise with the cry of His infinite
love, and proclaiming liberty to the captives. Then
hell for a time was light as day ; but most of those
present hardened their hcarts, and fell back into
darkness.

I felt a burning desirc to mcet some onc who
had hcard the voice of the Son of God, but I own it
was a foolish wish, since it could do mc no good—
all being vanity now and nothingncss ; still, in spite
of that knowledge, here one is always trying and
longing for somcthing.

There are naturally many souls in fiell who heard
that wondrous precaching, but they arc all lost ; and
lost souls cannot hclp one to a ray of light Had
thcy but remcmbcered a single word of the Saviour's
—laid it up in thcir hearts, I mcan —they would
not now bec here. Some certainly pretend to re-
collect this or that, but what they said in answer to
my inquiry was cant and blasphemy in their mouths ;
it gave me no comfort, and, dcspairingly, I turned
from my desire.

I lately ventured upon an cxpedition through
sonic outlying districts ; do not be surprised at my

9
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saying I ventured, for I assure you it necds courage
hcre to get to know more than is absolutely thrust
on your knowledge. Discovery is full of horror, even

to him who has nothing to lose. |

Indeed, you must not ask me to describe to you
all I saw and heard ; it would take me too far, and
it could not possibly intcrest you to hear all I might
say concerning hell’s inhabitants; those crowds of
thieves, murdcrers, deccivers, liars, miscrs, spend-
thrifts, perjurers, forgers, hypocrites, scducers, and
slandercrs. But stop!—therc arc some I must tell
you about. Look at that tribe of strutting turkeys
in human guise! They are the scif-conceited, a very
rcfuse of hell ; they thought well of themselves once,
but are a laughing-stock now.

And these miserable women flapping their arms
wildly, and going about cluck-clucking like so many
hens distressed for their brood, spreading wings of
pity, but vainly sceking for aught to be gathered inl
—they are the wicked mothers, groaning for the
children they ncglected in sloth or selfishness.

And those queer creaturcs fawning about so
meanly, slobbering all whom they meet with sym-
pathy, offering assistance right and left |—they are
the merciless oncs. Their hearts were too hard
formerly : they are too soft now, and no one here
requires their mercy.

A few other figures I may single out.

I have told you of the great black river here
which is not Lethe. I was sitting one day near its
bank, thinking of the sad past and sadder future;
the turbid waves rollcd heavily by.

Groans broke upon the silence about me. I
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started and perccived a strange figure, strangcly
occupicd. It was a man of commanding aspect,
handsome even, but in most painful plight. He
sat by the river washing his hands, which dripped
with blood. But for all his washing the dread
cnnmson would not leave his fingcers; as soon as he
lifted them above the water, the red blood trickled
down afresh. It was a pitiful sight.

He seemed to be aware of my presence, for he
turned upon me suddenly, saying, ‘ What is truth ?’
I did not reply at oncc, feeling it to be a question
that should not be answered lightly ; but, raising his
voice, he repcated impaticntly, ¢ What is truth ?’

‘Well,’ I said, ‘it is a truth, and a sad one, that
it is too late now for us to be secking the truth’

This answer did not appcar to satisfy him. He
shook his head, turning away. And again he sct to
washing his hands.

I endcavoured to draw him into conversation. [
sccmed suddenly to know that he was onc of those
doubly miscrable souls who had secen the Son of
Man face to face and hecard Him spcak, and I was
most anxious to hecar what he might have to tell
mc ; but there was no turning him from his frightful
occupation.

I left him after a whilee Who he was I knew
without the testimony of his purple-bordered toga
and the ring on his finger—Pontius Pilate! '

He shuns the city of the Jews, and spends his
time by the river washing his hands. But of every
passer-by he asks the question, What is truth?
Whatcver answer he reccives he shakes his head : it
is not general truths he wants to know about, but z4e
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Truth—truth absolute, and that is not known hcre.
And do you perceive the cutting contrast? Pilate
inquiring about truth, yet washing his hands in the
river of falschood |

I went my way through descrt places—unculti-
vated tracts, that is, but nowise unpcopled ; no spot in
hcll is uninhabited, howcver dismal and waste it may
be. Thcre are souls whom an inward neccssity drives
into the howling wilderness ; those, for instance, who
in life worked out dark plots ending in great crimcs,
These places are congenial to them.

There is one terrible figure onc mects at times in
the dreariest wastes—a man tall and powecrful, half-
naked, the skin of somc animal being all his clothing.
The hair hangs wildly about his temples; there is a
furtive look in his eye, and his brow is gloomy:.
There is a mark upon his forehead, and he carries
a club; not that he scems to require it, for he is’
a fugitive always, in constant fcar of being slain.
Every one who meets him trembles, but he is afraid
of the wecakest and most helpless of creaturcs, flccing
them each and all for fcar of his wretched life
Always alone, he secems nowhcre and everywhere.
A cursed fugitive he was on earth—a cursed fugitive
he is in hell, for the I.ord has set His mark upon him,
that every onc should know Cain and not slay him.

I hurried away, anxious to get rid of the terrible
sight. Here, then, I had found a soul that was more
wretched than myself. But the thought was poor
comfort ; I could not shake off the impression of the
lying flattery with which they buried me. But I
forget—I have not told you my first experience
by that vile river. As I nearcd it I was met—would
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you believe it—by an account of my own obscquics.
It was sickening! A miscrable versificr, lately come
hither it scems, was hawking about his latest pro-
duction. I do not know that he rcally knew me,
but hc insisted on flourishing a paper in my face,
and I could not hclp reading with my own cycs the
flaring title, to this cffcct :

‘New and mournful ditty, in memory of Philip
H., Esq, whosc hecirs could pay for the grandest
funcral and the most flattcring parson to ecscort
him to heaven, but could not kcep him out of hell.
Lcading sentiment—his Rcverence’'s own—* We
shall mcet again !™’

A funecral ditty in honour of me . . . staring me
in the facc by the river of lies! . . . I bit my lips,
for I nceds must read it.

It began with a pancgyric on my many virtues,
very few of which I really possessed ; it next broke
out into a dolcful lamcentation about the loss socicty
had sustained by my untimely dcath, and cnded with
a description of the blessed life I had entcred upon
to reccive the reward of my decds, joy and glory
unspcakable, which henceforth werc my blessed in-
heritance! Terrible irony |

I fclt as though a hundred daggers had entered
my soul. Sick at hcart I crumpled up the wretched
production and fled from the place. It was some
time before I could get over the deep bitterncss of
this expericnce, and when in a measure I had con-
quercd it, that parson’s ‘lcading sentiment’ remained
as a drop of rankling poison. Thou fool l—or hypo-
crite—which is it? As though a man had but to die
to go straightway to bliss! I will not cnlarge upon
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the hopeful statement—you little drcamt of its pos-
sible meaning when you said, ¢ We shall meet again !’

It was about this time that I first camc across a
king in this place. Pitiful sight! It is scarccly
possible to conccive a greater contrast between the
once and the now—kingship on carth and kingship
in hell!

Of all the abjects one mects with here, I do
. believe emperors, kings, and princes of every descrip-
tion are the poorest. There arc no empires and
kingdoms here, save indced Satan’s, and nothing
descrving the appellation of government. What
rules us is a kind of social instinct and the habits of
life we brought with us from the world. So, you sce,
kings and princes are nowise nccded. Their rank
of course entitles them to respect, and as on carth
so here, onc bows involuntarily to their exalted posi-
tion ; but in truth they are too miscrable to look for
respect. It is with them as with the image of some
castaway saint, the gilding of which has worn off,
and which ends its days in the lumbecr-room, ighomin-
iously forgotten. Their former greatness was merely
conventional ; it was gilding, in fact, and no real
gold. It has worn off, and there is nothing left to
bespeak their majesty. The poor kings have no
kingdom hecre to display their grcatness, no armics
that will fight and die at their bidding, no millions
to be squandered ; they have nothing left but the
sad pretence of former grandeur. Their courtly state
is represented by a few wretched sycophants who
stick to them, not for love but for gain, illusive of
course, and following former habit merely. I said
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they are miscrable,—1cighcd down would be a more
descriptive word, and literally true, for thcy ncarly
sink bencath the burden of their crowns. Do you
wish to know the possible wecight of a crown? 1
will meet you with another question: can you tcll
me how great a king's rcsponsibility may be on
carth? Thcy weigh tons thcse crowns, believe me.
The poor kings, propped up as they are by ministers
and satcllitcs, can scarccly more than crawl here, so
hecavy is their burden.

Worse off than any arc those potentates whose
names on carth boasted of thc addition * the Great ;’
alas, those grcat oncs are peculiarly small here, and
those five letters add an cnormous weight to thcir
crowns !

Of truly great soverecigns, of course none arrive
here, and thosc others whom the world called Great
rcccived that appellation mcrely because thcy were
cithcr great destroyers of human life, slaughtering
thc pcople by thousands for their own miscrable
rcnown, or perhaps because they outdid all other
men and princes in that peculiar knavery which goces
by the name of state-craft. Some few also may
have come by thcir distinction quite by chance ; per-
haps they had clever ministers working for their
glory. DBut these sometimes arc the most conceited
of all crown-bearers ; nothing is lcft for them but to
go to hell when they have done.

What a gain it would have been for those poor
potentates if, instcad of striving for the appellation
‘the Great,’ they had been content to be called * the
Good’ or ‘the Beloved’! Charity then, with them
also, might have covered a multitudc of sins,. Now
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nothing is left but the wailing and gnashing of
tecth.

You never hear them speak ; sighing and groan-
ing seems to be their one means of intercourse. But
no one cares to listen ; indeed they are scarcely fit
for society. The knowledge of this makes them
shy and retiring ; one hardly ever mects them ; and
if they do venture abroad, they are at once set upon
as a hawk by innumerable sparrows— persecuted
by all who suficred through them in life, as many as
half a nation somctimes.

How cnviable might have bcen their days on
earth! Blessed beyond their fcllows, all was theirs
to make themsclves and others happy ; but ambition
prevented them from sccing that their crown might—
ay, should—be a well of blessing for thc people. Théy
were always speaking of thcir right divine, calling
themsclves kings by the grace of God ; they forgot
that it would have been far better to cwn themselves
poor sinncrs through the grace of God than kings by
right divine, and by that right be cast into hcll.

I spoke of destroyers of human life, but one nced
not be a king or emperor for that; some of the
most ruthless slaughtercrs of humanity the world
has known were only gcnerals, admirals, marshals,
and the like.

These also continue their career in hell—in vain
endecavour. There arc plenty here to flock to
their standards—all those, namely, who on earth
were forgetful of the peace and goodwill which the
God of love proclaimed to mankind. They meet-
here, hundreds of thousands of them, and, like so
many grinning skeletons, at once preparc for battle.
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'Vainest show! Their artillery produces mere smoke.
The spectre phalanx charges: onc expccts a grecat on-
slaught, but it is nothing ; they mercly change sides,
as it were, and begin the battle afrcsh.  They are un-
able to shed blood now, but they arc for cver spend-
ing their soul’s encrgy in miscrable bloodthirstiness.

"1 thought of thc warriors of Walhalla—foolish
comparison ! for there is nothing in common between
the heroes there and the would-be hcroes here,  The
warriors of Walhalla are said to be resplendent with
strength and glory, living not only a rcal but a per-
fect life ; wherecas their wretched scmblances here
arc only fit to move laughter and pity.

You know that we arc always suffcring thirst—an
agonising, burning thirst—ever longing for a drop
of water to cool the tongue. No one, onc would
imagjpe, would willingly come to try and slakc his
thirst with the stagnant watcr of the horrible river;
ncvertheless there are some who do try it, quite
sccretly though, as if that could be kept a seccrct!
For thcir whole body sweclls and is puffed out with
the slimy falsehood, which, brcaking through thcir
every pore, turns them into positive lepers of lying.
Having drunk once they - always drink again, but
their thirst is never quenched.

As 1 am thinking of ending this lectter, the
shadow of a saying crosscs my mcinory, that of good
things therc arc always threc. I forget which of
carth’s tongues has moulded this into a proverb,
but something more-than a proverb often troubles
me now: I remember that I used to be taught
to believe in the Trinity in Unity, but I never get
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beyond the two now—I know somcthing of a Father,
and something of a Saviour; but was not there
a third to help one to say ‘owr Father’ and ‘my
Saviour’? Alas the idea is a blank now, leaving a
shadow to haunt me!

There are other three I am vainly trying to recall
to my heart—faith, hope, and charity. I know
nothing of faith now, and nothing of hope. I might
have known charity, and I once bclicved I knew
love: but now, alas, I know only what it might,
what it should have bcen?

Oh that I could warn you who still walk in
hope! Love is no light thing, but the dcepest out-
come of the soul. Had I known it truly, faith and
hope now would stand by my side,

Be warned my brothers, my sisters! My heart
yearns for you ; it yearns for thee, my silent friend,
who never with a word even hast answered any of
these letters ; for thee, mother, who never under-
stoodst my dcepest need ; for thee, Martin, who in
just retribution art as the lash now adding torment
to torment. 1 love thee still—what is it thou
wouldst have told me? My heart is yearning, my
brothers, my sisters ; -but vain, vain, is the longing ;
it leaves me in hell |
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Woul.D you belicve it—not only my sins, but even
the ‘good deeds’ of my life come back to me in
torment! I can but add, it is very natural! For
even our best actions are full of blemish. Iivery one
of thecm lecaves a sting behind, and if it did not prick
conscicnce then, it has power to enter the soul now,
wounding it deeply.

There was a clerk in our counting-house, a young
man, in whom I was interested. 1 trusted him
entircly ; he filled a responsible position, acting as
cashicr. Various little things coming under my
notice first caused me to doubt his honesty. 1
watched him, and discovered that he had contracted
a habit of gambling. Chance offercd me an oppor-
tunity of taking him in the act.

He frequented a low gaming-house ; I had been
dirccted to the place. The adventurc was not with-
out risk to myseclf, but that was nothing to me.
It was a’ wintry evening, dark and blustering,
when, wrapped in an ordinary overcoat, I approached
the apparcntly uninhabited house, In answer to a
peculiar knock, however, the door was opened, and
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having passed a low dark passage, I entered a well-
lit room. I found a company of gamblers assembled,
as numcrous as varicd, evidently enjoying them-
selves, though the place reeked with the fumes of
tobacco and gin. Several tables were going, one
of them was kept by my young scapegrace, who
apparently enjoyed his dignity of banker. Acting
on a sudden impulsc, I faced him and staked a
small sum.

The sudden sight of mc had a terrible effect on
him. He grew ashy, and the cards fell from his
hand. Having regained some sclf-command, he
scemed about to rise, either to rush from the place
or sink down at my fcct. DBut a look from me was
sufficient to rivet him to his scat. One of those
present, perceiving his confusion, handed him a glass
of port; he scized it eagerly and drained it. His
pallor yiclded to a flush; he looked me in the facc.
But coldly I disowned him—standing bcfore him as
a stranger merely, who desired the continuation of
the game. So did the rest of the company. None
of them suspected thc peculiar relation between
myself and the unfortunate croupier. I was dcter-
mined the rascal should suffer; I compelled him
to play. With trembling hands, scarcely knowing
what he did, he dealt the cards, gave and received
cash. The game went on, and as chance would
have it, the youngster had all the luck. But I could
abide a turn of the tide ; I knew it would come, and
presently I began to force the game. I could afford
to play higher than any of them probably had ever
done before. The excitement grew to intensity ;
with the croupier it appcared simply maddening;
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his eyes started from his head. Another stake, and
I had broken the bank!

With a yell of despair the unhappy youth sprang
to his fcet, and crying, ‘All is lost!’ was about
to rush past me and break from the place. ¢ Not
all!’ T said undcr my breath, scizing hold of his
arm ; ‘more still might be lost. Stop a minute ; we
Icave this house togcther !’

He was obliged to take his hat and coat and
follow me. The company stared of course, but all
was done so quictly that none felt Justsﬁed in
demanding an cxplanation.

I took him with me, walking by my side and
trembling visibly. Not a word was spoken till we
cntcred the library of my house. There I con-
fronted him, and did not spare him. IHe who had
been trusted beyond his age—trusted cntirely—a
gambler and a thicf!

Hec stood before me crushed and overwhelmed
with shame. He ccased praying for mercy for him-
sclf, but entrcated me to spare his widowed mother,
whose only stay he was.

I did not rclent so easily, although, considering
that he had had a lesson, I dctcrmined to pardon
him; but I was also detcrmined that he should
remember that night as long as he lived.

In agony he lay at my fect when 1 promiscd
mercy at last, saying I would kecp the matter to
mysclf, and allow him the opportunity of making up
for his wrong ; he might do so, and thank me for
not ruining his prospects.

He prepared to take his leave, and staggered to
the door, scarcely able to stand on his feet. It had
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been too much for him. I saw I could not let him
go, or his miserable sccret would at once become
known to his mother. I rang for my valet, and
ordered him to give the young man a bed in my
house,

The following moming found him in delirium ;
brain fever supervened. I thought of the poor widow,
and how anxious he had been she should not know.
I resolved to kecp his secret; the servant, I knew,
could be trusted. So I wrote to his mother that I
had been obliged to send him away on busincss
suddenly ; it would be a scvcral weeks’ absencce—
meanwhile she might be at rest about him.

Thus his fate, next to God, was left with me
entircly. Ile was scriously ill; I had him nursed
conscientiously, dividing ncarly all my time between
him and his mother. 1 really acted as a brother by
him, as a son by her. When recovery had set in
and he knew me again, I surrounded him with kind-
ness, doing my utmost to bring him back to hcalth
and seclf-respect.

Some six wecks elapsed before he could go back
to his mother. She was told he had been ill on
his journey. On a journey indeed he had been,
returning from the very gates of dcath. His mother
never learncd the true causec of his absence. 1 placed
him in another branch of the business; he rose
by degrees, and I ever found him a faithful
servant,

Now to the point. You think perhaps that I
had every reason for being thoroughly satisfied with
myself for once. 7 should have thought so at the
time! But here, where the scales fall from one’s
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eycs, where everything appears in uncompromising
nakcdncss, one learns to judge differently.

There was no wrong in catching the bird by the
wing as I did, and holding him tight till he dropped,
thoroughly frigchtened. 1 had saved him from his
sin. But looking back now I sce that pride and
sclf-consciousness guided my hand. Vanity was
flattcred by the moral ascendency I had over the
youth ; a look of mine had sufficed to force him to
continuc awhile in his wicked coursc, and then I
could have staked my soul that he would not again
touch a card to his dying day. 1 knew it, I mean,
even at the moment, and felt clated by the know-
ledge.

My subsequent kindness to him, I fear, sprang
from a fceling that I had been hard on him. I had
taken a crucl delight in his utter humiliation. What
was left then, I ask, to make the dced a good one?
Judge for yoursclf, my friend! Humiliation is for
me now—I fecl it deeply whenever I think of his
contrition and suffering.

That night, in fact, lcft her traces on his life.
The brightncss was wiped out of it. He had bcen
a light-hcarted youth; he was a sad-browed man.
A shy, almost timorous look, witnessed to the
mcmory of that occurrence, although it remained a
secret between him and me.

You sce, then, that cven our so-called good deeds
may weigh on our souls: is it not terrible? But
how little do they deserve to be called good, since
few of them, I fear me, if thoroughly examined,
will stand the test! Not that I would deny there
being such things as good works ; though, if viewed
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aright, what are they but the mere doing of our
duty? How indeed could they be more, if we have
the means and power of doing them !

Was not there somcthing we used to call the
articles of belief? 1 have a faint recollection. Did
they not refer to the mystery of the Trinity, and
were they not, like the Lord’s Prayer, a support to
Christian souls ?

I have tried to remember them, driving the brain
to the verge of madness; but I have given it up
now. What would be the use if I could remember,
if I could rcpeat thosc articles, and the whole of the
catechism besides? It would be words—words only,
as empty and hollow as everything about me. It
is faith only which could give them their true mean-
ing. Faith >—what is faith? I know about it. I
know that its object is the Son of God. The very
devils know as much as that. I know that He is the
Saviour. But how He saves, and how a lost soul can
come to have part in Him, woe is me, I cannot tell.

I feel about faith as I do about repentance. 1
think if I could repent but for one short moment—
repent truly—salvation would be mine. But vain is
the trying, I cannot—cannot repent. At times I feel
as if I were very near that blessed expcrience, as if
my being would dissolve in tears,—ah vainest de-
ception! ‘Oh for a tear—a single tear!’ I keep
sighing, ‘Father of mercy,—but what boots the
prayer of anguish if barrcn of faith ?—*Father of
mercy, oh grant me a tear!’ '

Time passes, Nay, this is nonscnse, since there
is no time here. Something, howcver, appears to -
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pass ; I infer that from the increasing glimmer of
light. The blissful moment scems to be approaching
when the glory of Paradise will swallow up the night
of hcll. But I spcak of what I have not scen. It
may be an awful moment, sublime rather than blessed,
and it may be in the distance of unmcasured ages. . . .

Broad is the way which leads to destruction ; but
how broad is not known till you see it from hcll.

Men find it a plcasant road; thcy go along
dancing and singing, as it were, enjoying the moment,
and necver asking whcether they give it to God or to
the devil. They think of the future only as far as
it may concern some pleasure thcy are anticipating,
some ball or play perhaps, or cven the new clothes
they are going to wear. They call the hour of
waiting an cternity, and know not the awful import
of the word. ‘We love to live, they say ; but dcath
holds them in his embrace. Holbein’s well-known
‘ Dance of Dcath’ is more than a picture, I assure
you. They dance, they make love, they chatter, they
cat and sleep through life. A sudden wrench—and
lo, they wake in hell.

There arc others who grovel along that road.
One would imagine them to find it irksome, but by
no means. The mole in the ground is as satisfied
in his way as the bird in the air. Therc are human
noles. *We lcad steady lives,” they say, and grovel
in the dust. ‘ We have eycs to see,—of course they
have ; it is but a myth which asscrts that moles are
blind. They have an eye, I assure you, for the
smallest advantage they can pick up in their earthly
coursc. Not that they look for the small gains
merely ; it is the grcat ones they like, and burrow

10
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of sand, may yet bring forth fruit—the blessed fruit
of peace, of joy unspeakable; the crown of life may
yet be yours.

If you would but repent! Ah! turn, turn from
your ways, and seck for pcacc where it is to be found !

Could I but let you scec things as I sce them,
you would not despair! Wretched, undone, and lost
though you fcel yourselves, you need not be hopeless.
Despair has no right on earth—its true recalm, alas,
is here! And here only it is ever too late. Do
you not know that your life on earth is but a part,
an infinitesimally small part of the existence given
to you, and that little is lost even if all earthly
hopes have failed? I need not have said all; for
no man is lcft so entirely desolate. Waste and
ruined though life may appecar to you, there is many
a spot left where the waters of content may spring—
where joy even for you may be found to be growing,
if you could but trust! And the world is not all.
Behold the stars, thcy are more than you could
number. If the world indeced were lost and earthly
life a failure, what is it? There are other worlds
awaiting you, a better life is at hand. Look up, I say,
and despair not! It is a lie if any one tclls you it
is too late. It is not too late. You may yet be
fully satisfied. This is a truth as unshakable as
the existence of God Himself. Repent thee, O
man! O woman! and turn from thy ways; turn to
Him who can save thee, who will save theel How-
ever late it be, there is yet time for thee to begin a
new life  But delay not—ah delay not to enter
upon the happy road that may lead thee from star
to star, even into rcalms of joy cternal.  Delay not,
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I say; for if death surprise thce on the road of
despair with sins unforgiven, heaven and all its stars
will fade away in the night that evermore must en-
wrap thy soul.

Again 1 say, it is not too late. Whatcver be
lost, one thing is yet to bc saved—thy hungering
soul, her pcace, and the life to come.

Hast thou lost money and riches ?—Thy soul is
worth immeasurably more.

Is thy past a failure, undoing even thy future?
—Bchold eternity, and work for that. '

Wast thou deceived in love ?—Love will save
thee at the last.

Is thy life degraded >——Look upon Life exalted
on the Cross.

Has the world not satlsﬁcd thce 7—There is
heaven ; try it

Ilave carth’s joys proved faithless >—There is an
heritage to come |

Ilow little then is lost, even if it be thy all, and
how much there remains to be gained? Take heart,
. 1 say, for verily it is not too latc! Thcere is yet time
to begin a new, a holy, happy, and even joyful life!

I have scen her! It was as though dcath again
had clutched me. Shaken to the depth of my soul, I
fcll to the ground at the dread aspect, stricken with
remorse. I saw her—hcr against whom I have
sinned so terribly that my own heart and conscience
ever stand up to accuse me.

I have never had courage to mention it to you,
my once trucst friend; but I have always had a
frightful forcboding that, sooner or later, I should
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for them assiduously. That is what they use their
eyes for—to peer about in the dust; thcy never
direct them hcavenward. They.do not secm aware
even of the starry sky above the clods of carth.
They spend thcir lives in trying to break those clods
for somcthing that may be within ; and, grovelling
along, they sooner or later come upon a hole in the
ground. They did not look for it, and tumble in
unawares, Death has swallowed them up; and,
recovering from the fall, they find themselves in hell.

It is truly to be marvelled at! All men know
that their portion is to die, but few of them cver
think of death, and fewecr still prepare themsclves for
dying. Death comes to most men as an unexpected
visitor who will take no denial, though one never
made ready for him. What is there left for them
but a terrible waking in hell!

It is so with most ; and morc marvellous still, as
I have said already, one finds people here one would
never have dared to look for. They had gained the
vencration and love of the world, even of good people
in the world; the tcarful prayers of thcir friends
went to hcaven, mourning their death. But #4¢y had
not gone to heaven ; they are in hell ; for God judges
not with the eyes of men. They may have becen
excellent pcople and possessed of many a virtue, but
~ they lacked one thing which alone avails in the end ;
they had not the heart of faith which yields itsclf
to God entirely. They may have gained the whole
world, but they lost their own soul.

And again, there are others one most certainly
expected here who have never arrived. Their evil
reputation, their works went before them, announcing
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them, as it were ; but they are looked for in vain,
There is only onc way of accounting for this. Great
sinners though they were, iniquitous and full of pollu-
tion, thcy must yet have come to that godly sorrow
which workecth repentance to salvation. I’crhaps at
the very last the Saviour stood up between them
and hell, where thcir place scemed prepared for a
certainty:.

You who have loved your dead and grieve for
them tenderly—with trembling hearts and tearful
voice I hear you ask: ‘May we not go on loving
them, helping them perhaps with our true heart’s
prayers ?’

I know not. Yct pray—pray with all your soul
and without ceasing. Onc thing I am certain of,
that the praycr of love is ncver vain; the tears of
love can never be lost! JFor God is love, and His
Son is the fulfilment of that love to all cternity.

Looking backward and looking forward to me is
fraught with equal pain. I sec nothing before me
but an cndless cxistence which knows not of hope,
while all behind me is wrapt in the wild regret of a
life that is lost.

Hell yields a terrible knowledge—how blessedly
" fruitful life might have been! Happy yc are whose
life is still in your hands. While there is life there
is hope—never was there a truer word. Do not, I
beseech you, yicld to the pernicious delusion that
you have lost your opportunity—that it is too late!
That lie has ruined more souls than all earth’s
wickcdness combined. It is no¢ too late! And if
death awaits you to-morrow, it is nof too late! Your
life, though even now it be running out its last grains
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meet Annie in hell, whose life and soul I murdered.
She is here, and I have seen her!

I was strolling about with an old acquaintance.
‘Do you know Undine?’ he said suddenly. ¢No,’
I replied. ‘There she is, he continucd, pointing
towards a pond at some little distance.

And I saw a youthful figure, dressed in the airiest
of garments, and with dishevelled hair. Her light
robe secmed to cling to her figure and to be dripping
with water. She was trying, now to wring her wet
clothes, now the hcavy masses of her hair. She
looked up. I stood trembling. It was Annie!

Annic indeed! The same lovely features, the
same enchanting figure, and yet how changed—how
terribly changed! The same features, but the light
was gonc. Womanhood had fled, the merely animal
had triumphed. Passion, vice, and despair vied for
the mastery. She looked much older, though the
space bctween her ruin and her death comprised, I
should say, a few years only. I scemed to have a
knowledge that despair had driven her to a watery
grave, '

I stood rooted to the ground with horror, as a
murdcrer at the sudden sight of the gallows. She was
my work, degraded and lost, yet lovely once and pure!

There she sat, wringing her garments and the
tresses of her hair—and wringing her hands in hope-
less agony ; sigh upon sigh breaking as from a hcart
overwhelmed with shame,

I thought of escaping, feeling as though a possible
word from her must be a dagger to kill me. But I
know not what power drove me towards her. Was
1 going to throw mysclf at her fcet ?
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Now only she perceived me. Darting up, she
gave me onc look of terror and loathing, and hurried
away. It was impossiblc for me to reach her. The
power of abhorrence alone was sufficient to make her
keep me at a distance. And presently she escaped
- from my sight altogether, lost in a troop of bewildered
spirits just arriving from the shores of dcath.

I turned and fled, followed by the Furies.
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I DAVE been to the post-office.  That institution also
is represented here, as I found out quite recently.
Truly nothing is wanting in this placc cxcept all
that onc necds in order to live and to hope.

I had gone to inquire for letters. There is some-
thing very curious about this post-office of ours. You
have heard of what befell Uriah, There have always
been pcople who, betraying their neighbour, have
done so by writing. But the invention is older even
than that notorious lctter, originating, no doubt, with
the father of lies in the first place. It was he who
inspired that piece of treachery, just as he inspired
Judas’ kiss. Treason by writing is known all over
the world now. There are those who delight in the
cleverness of such a lctter, quite priding themsclves
on the art of taking in their fellows.

Be it known, then, that every such letter gocs
to hell at the expense of the writer, to be called
for sooner or later—not by the person to whom it
is addressed, but by the sender; some few cases
excepted — King David’s to begin with —where
true repentance cancels the writing. That is the
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mecaning of our post-office, and I assurc you it is
most humiliating to be sccn there; for even here
one perccives the meanness of such correspondence,
the writer's punishment consisting in having to read
it over and over again to his lasting confusion.

I somchow could not rest till I had been to inquire
for lctters; to my great rclicf therc were none for
mc! Bad as I was, I had aftcr all ncver been a
downright Judas, and I felt recady to give thanks for
that assurance. [ had no rcal satisfaction in the
fecling ; still, for a momecnt, it scemed I had.

But such lctters are not all : there are spurious
documents and falsc signaturcs here more than can
be countecd. Let mcn bewarc how they put pen to
paper ; writing lias a terrible power of clinging to
the soul. Nonc but God Himsclf can blot it out.

I never knew more than two pcople capable of
tcaching me patiecnce—my mother and Lily—Lily’s
influcnce over me being the stronger by far. My
mother’s props were propricty and duty; but Lily
movced me by that wondecrful goodness of hers, that
sunny warmth that emanated from her loving hecart.
In the exubcrance of masculine strength I often
inclined to be violent and overbearing, ill brooking
opposition and delighting in conquering obstaclcs,
yielding to the absolutely impossible only with
clenched fists: submissivencss did not grace my
nature. That indomitable spirit of mine would break
out at times on our memorable journey to the south;
but on that journcy, also, Lily’s power over me was
fully apparent. I was learning from her daily without
knowing it, nor did she know it, unconscious as she
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was of her soul's beauty : patience was one of the
many good things to which she led me.

We had reached Lucerne, intending to go over
the St. Gothard to Italy. I wanted Lily to have
the full enjoyment of crossing the Alps, there being
to my mind nothing morc beautiful than the sudden
transition from the austcre north to the genial life-
expanding south; and passing by the Gothard, or
the Spliigen, or the Simplon, one can gather the
fulness of all Italy into onc day as it wcre.

The weather at Lucerne was most unfavourable,
and kcpt us waiting full eight days. I chafed. Mom-
ing after morning Lily and I went to the grcat
bridge to have a look at the sky; but little sky we
saw ; everything was mist and spray, hiding all
prospect of lake or mountain-top. My vexation
was boundlcss; day after day the same miscrable
lookout ! I thought them wretched, those excursions
after breakfast, but their memory is swect. Lily was
lcading me up and down that queer old bridge—a
wild animal in chains. It nceded but the pressure
of her soft little hand and my grumblings were
silenced. |

How clever she was—how ingenious even—in
amusing me. Travelled folk will remember that old-
fashioned structure spanning the Reuss ; it is covered,
and the spaccs between the woodwork that supports
the roof are filled with antique paintings—both
nalvely conceived and grotesquely executed. She
would suddenly stop now in front of this picture,
now in front of that, her dclightful remarks again
and again restoring my good humour.

- The weather clcared at last, to our grcat satis-
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faction. We had gone to the bridge earlier than
usual, when suddenly the mists parted, revealing the
dazzling mirror from shore to shore; and, rolling
upward, the curtain discloscd the mountain sccnery,
so lovcly, so grand. We stood, spellbound, watching
the transformation: thc splendid expanse of water,
from which the country rises, hecight upon height,
mountain upon mountain, the grcat Alps bchind
them lifting their virgin whiteness in the radiant
air.

The following morning, then, we started at sun-
rise, crossing the lake and thinking hopefully of the
Gothard. The boatmen doubted the weather, but
we hoped for good fortune, enjoying thc present,
which had stccped all naturc in floods of light. llow
beautiful it is, how surpassingly becautiful, that alpine
scenery, lifting you into high regions, still and purc!
The first alpinc-rosc ncarly cost me my lifc—it
was for Lily. We drove and walked alternately.
It was a day the memory of which sank into the
soul. As the sun went down we passed through the
wild dark glens that lcad to the vallcy of Ursern,
the restful becauty of which, so simple yct sublime,
opens out before you as though earth glorified were
a fact alrcady. We passed the night in the little
town of Andcrmatt. The following morning—what
a change! The boat-pcople had bcen right: snow
covered the ground ; a storm swept the valley.

My impaticnce was by this fresh delay stung to
frenzy. Onec day passed—another—-a third; we con-
tinued weather-bound. To take it quictly was im-
possible to me. I set out upon sevcral expeditions
by myself to explorc the neighbourhood, fraught with
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-danger to life and limb though thcy were. Lily,
fearful lest anything should befall me, entreated me
to abstain, and to please her I yielded. How sweetly
she set herself to reward me! What none could
have done, she did, making the time pass pleasantly,
and teaching me paticnce. She took me about the
little town visiting the peoplece. The houses and
cottages secmed all open to her, and the simple folk
received her like an old friend.

Now it had an interest of its own, no doubt, to
become acquainted with the “home-life of this alpinc

" retreat, but, after all, Lily was the centre of all I saw
and heard. And how should it have been otherwise,
when she was as a sunbeam gliding from house to
house, unuttcrably lovely in her unconscious sym-
pathy, calling up smiles wherever she went, and
leaving a blessing behind her! I am surc the people
thought so, fecling the better for having seen her.
Poverty brightened on bcholding her, and suffering
lesscned ; she seemed welcome everywhere ; it was
marvcllous. An ordinary obscrver would have said,
‘Yes, such is the power of youth and beauty.! But
a dceper fascination went out from her, since her’s
were higher graces, known to God.

The involuntary sojourn against all expectation

“yiclded its own gain, enriching life as with an idyl
brought home to our minds in that alpine solitudc.

Not that I ceased fretting at the delay. One
evening I asked Lily: ‘ How can you make yourself
so contcntedly glad in this wrctched place, when we
might be spending days of delight beyond ?’

‘Oh,’ she said, ‘it is not difficult. Even though
we arc kept here against our will, and the place
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scems dull and desolate with the gray mists about
us, yet I know that therc s beauty awaiting us on
the other side of the mountain; a few days only, a
" few hours even, and we may. be there.’

She was growing thoughtful. *Philip,’ she con-
tinucd presently, ¢ does it not remind you of life itself ?
The world often scems cold and drcary, not yiclding
the sunny warmth onc craves. But then we do know
that Paradise is beyond,—the true home prepared
for us in the house of our hcavenly Father. As yct
there is & mountain between us and the place beyond,
the mount of crucifixion, of dcnying ourselves ; it is
for us to pass it, and then we do reach home, where
carth’s troubles are all left behind, . .

And before long we did find ourselves on the
other sidc, resting from the journey in a charming
villa on the bank of Lago Maggiorc. Lily and I
were sitting in a pillared hall, listening to the soft
cadence of the waters, and enjoying an indescribably
cnchanting view of the island-dotted lake. Mountains
framed the picture beyond, rising higher and higher,
carth vanishing into sky—the most distant hecights
scarcely to be distinguished from the white clouds on
the sunny horizon,

From sceming mid-winter we had- reached the
perfcction of a genial clime. Lily’s hands twined
white roses and myrties which she had gathered
about the place. She played with the flowers, now
wrcathing them, now unwrcathing them. There was
a bridal purity about those children of the south, and
Lily was herself the swectest of blossoms. My heart
burned ; I longed to scize the hands that hcld the
flowers, and cover them with kisses, but a holy power
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forbade me. Ever and again I felt as though some
angel were standing between Lily and myself.

‘What aie you thinking of?’ I asked, my-voice
betraying my emotion.

‘1?2’ she said gently, lifting her soft gaze, and my
hcart was stilled. ‘I am thinking of that poor dark
mountain valley we lcft bchind. The memory of it
secms to enhance the beauty we now enjoy, deepen-
ing its riches and our sense of them. And, feeling
thus, I cannot but bless the time spcnt on the other
side of the dividing mountain, though it seemcd
gloomy and cold, and the longing was great.

‘ Don’t you think, Philip, that one day when we
have rcached heaven, we shall be looking back with
similar feelings upon the troubled times we may have
spent on earth? I think we shall, and that we shall
be able to bless them, if we now accept them in
patience and in hope, looking to God and His dcar
Son. Their memory will even add to the bliss pre-
pared for us.’

A strange sensation crept through me at thesc
words of Lily’s—a holy tremor I might call it, but
fraught with pain. Should I be looking back some
day from the fields of glory, back upon life on earth ?
Ah, what a life!] 1 wowl/d mend my ways—indeed I
would !

But I never succeeded in climbing that mountain
of which Lily had spoken—the mountain of crucifixion.
Its weight, on the contrary, is now upon me, crushing
me to all eternity.

A journey through Italy for a man of my descrip-
tion may well be called a trial of patience. Custom-
house-officers, luggage-porters, guides, hotel-keepers,
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and the whole tribe of beggars swarm about you like -
persccuting wasps. The miscrable greed of that
class of Italians, with their constant attempts at
cheating you, was morc than I could brook. I
often fclt rcady to thrash cvery mother's son of
them that came in my way. DBut here also Lily
was my saving angcl. Having frightcned her to
tcars once by an outbrcak of passion, I felt so sorry
at having gricved her that I was ready to submit
all travelling affairs to her dccision, satisfied she
should guide me—another Una lcading the lion|
She nceded only to place her hand on my arm,
looking at me with her besecching eyes, and I was
conquercd, no matter what had been the provocation.
She understood, none better than she, how to deal
with the meanness that roused me. Blessings fol-
lowed hcr where I met but imprecation. Blessings
indced scemcd to grow up about her path wherever
she went, and the blessing included me. 1 was
growing better—I felt it. But it must have been a
delusive fceling after all, for my hcart was never

changed,
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LETTER XIIL

TIIERE arc very aged people in hell, naturally. To
be two or thrce thousand years old, according to
human computation, is nothing unusual here. There
are men in this place who lived in the time of
Sardanapalus, of Cyrus, of Alexander the Great; who
knew Socrates perhaps, or Cicero, Horace, Seneca,
and the like. Indeed, who can tell, but some of these
historic personages themselves are here!  There are
pcople here who remember the fall of Ninevch, the
sacking of Troy, the destruction of Jerusalem ; who
consulted the stars with the Chaldces of old, who
tcnded the flocks in thc days of Abraham, who
helped to build the pyramids of Egypt; others are
here to whom Noah preached the deluge. Hell, then,
would seem to be a fine place for the pursuit of
history ; but somchow no onc cares for that study
here, things being dcad in this place and void of
interest. I myself do not care in the least to become
acquainted with historic charactcrs—the only longing
I am conscious of in this respect, being to meet
with a contemporary of the Saviour of men,—one
who saw and heard Him, I mcan. But it is a
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fruitless desire.  There are many here of course who
lived in His day, and even listened to His teaching ;
but, although they say they remember, they arc quite
incapable of imparting anything ; or they spcak of a
false Messiah, of a deceiver of the people. There is
not a particlc of truth in all their talk, and it is truth |
I am thirsting for so gricvously. Is it not terrible ?

But I am wandering from my subjcct: I was
going to say that old pcople here assure you that
the atmosphere of this place is fast turning into
vapour—a plcasant prospect this if it gocs on!

Now, I remember noticing that empty talk is
on the incrcase in the world. Thoughtful men to
whom I mentioned thc observation believed cheap
literature and the so-called education of the masscs
to be the probable causc.

A strange explanation of the aforenamed phcno-
menon, is it not? Vanity of spcech on the increasc
—a plcasant prospect truly if it continues! To be
sure the world could never do without its talk,
but the superabundance is alarming ; a ncw deluge
threatens, the spirit is lost in hollow words, The
world used to be more simple, I am sure, in olden
times ; straightforward statemcents, at any rate, used
to be current much more than they are now. Inven-
tion in all spheres is on the increase, the invention
of pretences rcmarkably so. One fecls inclined at
times to call out despairingly: *Words, words,
words !’ as Hamlet did. I am sure words are the
dominant power nowadays in so-called intellectual
pursuits ; it is not the informing spirit, but the
phrase, which is puffed and offcred for sale. It has
transpired, however, that the genius of talk is pre-

Il
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parced to patronise the genius of mind, promising to
save it from utter neglect, but the spirit will have
nonc of it, crying: ‘Let me die rather than be the
slave of words !’

Another striking observation has been made here
of late—the number of women in hell is on the
incrcase. Now the emptiness of talk is scarccly a
sufficient explanation of this fact, but a fact it is.
Only half a century ago men uscd to preponderate
by far; at the present moment equality has very
ncarly been attained ; before long, I doubt not, the
fairer sex will outnumber the stronger.

There is a rcason for everything, and the cause
of the effect in question will appear patent to any
one looking about him open-cyed. Education is at
fault—that watchword of modern times! We hcar
much nowadays of woman’s right to be educatcd.
Not a doubt of it, and some few I bclieve manage
their own creditable share of culture. It is not of
those I would speak, but of the training of girls in a
general way. How, indced, do we educate them?
and is their mind, thcir heart, the better for the
teaching they get? Do we bring them to vicw in
nature for instance, or in history, the eternal purpose
of becauty and of truth? Are we anxious that they
should learn to distinguish between the pure and the
impure, the mean and the noble, the paltry and the
truly great ? that they should seek the ideal in life—
ay, their own ideal, the crown of their womanhood ?
Is it truth, is it love, we teach them? and above
all, do we lead them to Him who is truth and love
eternal, their God, their Saviour ?

Do we, I ask? but no, this is not the so-called
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first-class education our girls get for all thcir
governesses and finishing - masters!  Our girls,
coming forth from the schoolroom, will jabber thcir
two or three foreign tongucs, will rattle away on the
piano, or sing a song, and happy are the cars that
need not hear it! "Qur girls, morcover, are found to
have a smattering of things in gencral, enabling
them to venturc on all sorts of topics concerning
which they are profoundly ignorant; our girls are
supposed to have acquired style and deportment to
boot ; the art of dress being ncither last nor least.
Every fold of thcir garments assumes a vital im-
portancc ; but concerning the bent of their hcarts,
who takes the trouble to inquire?

It is vanity, and their cducation a farce, Poor
girls! poor women! You are worse off, I say, in
these days of culture than you were in the darkest
of ages when no onc drecamt you needed tcaching.
In those days you were looked upon as though you
had no souls ; time righted you, and it was allowed
you were not mcre puppets. Now you are being
varnished over by way of education, till your soul
lies encrusted bceneath.

The good old times, after all, were best. Our
grandmothers were brought up for home dutics
chicfly, and lesson-books were of the fewest beyond
their Bibles and their catechism. Women knew their
calling ; they accepted it at the hands of God, and
were happy in doing their duty., But now—what
of it? the clearest notion which girls and, I fcar,
many women, have of duty nowadays is, that it is
a bore.

And what is life, as they take it? Is it not to
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amuse thcemsclves as long as possible, to play lawn
tennis all day and every day, to catch a husband
and have swcct little babies—little dears, images
of thcir mother, of course—to be fashionable, shining
in society, till old age overtakcs them ; is not that
it? But there remains one thing which is ncver
mentioned—they may dic any day and wake up in
hell !

Earth, truly, presents a varicty of schools pre-
paratory for hell ; those which men frequent are bad
enough, but those for women—Ict angels weep !

I went for a walk latcly, passing by thc gates
of hell. Understand me aright; I am not speaking
of those awful gates of hell sct up in dchance of
the Lord of heaven Himself, though they cannot
prevail. Z7/cy arc in the abyss I have spoken of|
which is a far more dreadful place than this abode
of dcath. I only mean that I passed near the
entrance of Hades.

An entrance truly it is, for of your own frce will
you never get out, wide open though you find it
I cannot tell whether I contemplated anything like
an escape : I only know that on approaching a certain
boundary line an awful ‘Stop!’ rcsounded, and I
slunk back terrificd.

No one, then, passes out, save under dread com-
pulsion ; but there is a flocking in continuously. I
forget what they say of the death-rate in the world,
is it every minute or cvery second that a human
soul goes to eternity? Be it as it may, it is a
terrible fact that the greater part of those who die
present themselves at these gates of hopelessness.
There is not a more appalling sight in all hell than
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watching this entrance! The space beyond is wrapt
in a shadowy mist, out of which lost souls arc con-

stantly emcrging, singly or in troops, dawning upon .

your vision. They are all equally naked, differing
but in sex and in age. The beggar and the king are
not to be known from onc another, both arriving in
like miserable nakedness. That abject misery is the
common mark of unredcemed humanity, sct upon
all the children of Adam coming hither, no matter
what station was theirs in life. Thcy have all come
by the same road, broad and pleasant at first, but
tcrrible at its latter end. As they approach the
gates thcy arc seized with fear and trembling, and
pass them in an agony of despair.

The love of amusement nowadays scarcely stops
short of the harassing ; men love to fcast upon any-
thing that excites their unhealthy fancy. But I
assure you I have not sunk to that state of callous-
ness which could look upon the drcadful scene un-
moved. ‘ All these are coming to share my miscry !’
I cricd. Say not it was complacency clothed in
pity ; there was something not altogethcr mcan in
my sympathy. I could have wept for them, as [
long to weep for myself.

Yet, after all, I felt fascinated by the sight,
and tore mysclf away with difficulty ; the picture, I
knew, would pursue me into whatever solitude I
might plunge,

How rich is life, how full of cnjoyment! 1 sce
it now where nothing is left to comfort the soul.
My life, I too cannot but own, was overflowing with
blessings ; how many moments I can call to mind
that sccmed welling over with content !
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The sound of a certain bell keeps coming back
to my inward ear. I hear it ringing, ringing, and it
. vibrates through my inmost soul. It is the bell of
even-song, to which I loved to listen in days gonc
by. And as I hear it, the sounds call up a scenc of .
beauty rich with the hues of memory. 1 see waving
cornfields, like sheets of gold between the sombre
woodlands and the winding stream ; I see towering
mountains lifting their rocky heights into the
burnished colours of the west ; I sce the sun sinking
on the horizon, vanishing in a wcalth of roscate
shcen. And twilight sprecads her wings, a deep
holy calm enwrapping nature. I say a holy calm,
for the sounds of the ringing bell are burdened-
with a message of pcace to the soul. The smoke
ascends from the cottages about, and the incense of
prayer rises from many a heart. Those whom love
unites gather in unity. The children nestle by their
mother’s knee awaiting the father returning from
work. And when he has come, they close the door
upon the outside world, upon the troubles and hard-
ships too that daily lifc may bring. Or if some
causc of care will not be banishcd, there is love at
hand to dcal with it; yea, it helps to nurture that
love whose decpest roots are sunk in sorrow.

Would I were that poor labourer returning from
the field he tills in the sweat of his brow ; or that
barefooted youth keeping the cattle on the lea!

The evening bell continues ringing, ringing, to my
ear ; but the message it carries now is:

‘Too late! too late!’

A, little bell, my longing is turncd to despair!
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LETTER XIV.

I REVERT to my childhood. It was the eve of Aunt
Betty's birthday. My present had been waiting for
ever so long; I gloated over it in secret with dis-
tracted feclings; I would not for worlds have
betrayed it prematurely, yct I longed to let her
gucss at thc wonderful surprise in store for her.
~ Thus divided in my childish mind I sought her little
room in the twilight.

She was not there, and I grew impatient. I must
necds look for somcthing to amuse me. DBut there
was nothing that owned the charm of novelty. 1
gazed about, yawning, when a large moth on the
window caught my eye. That called me to action,
and, forgetful of all Aunt Betty’s pious injunctions
to lcave God’s creaturcs unmolested, I forthwith sct
up a chase. Nor was it long before I had caught
the hapless insect ; it fluttered anxiously, but I held
it fast, bent upon examining it, when suddenly Aunt
Betty entered.  Overtaken in my boyish cruelty, I
closcd my hand upon the little prisoner, and stood
trembling.

"‘Aunt Betty, however, did not scem to notice that
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I was ill at case, and turned to me with her usual
kindness. I felt very miserable, and conversation
would not flow, so she told me a story, her usual
device when she thought I needed rousing. Now,
whatever her stories might be worth,—and they were
not by any means always inventions of gcnius,—they
were sure to culminate in some sort of moral which
necver failed to impress me.  Aunt Betty's story on this
occasion led up to the statement—God sccth thee!

The words fell on me like judgment; involun-
tarily I hid my hand bchind my back, my heart
beating, ready to burst.

‘You must know, darling,’ Aunt Betty went on
unconsciously, ¢ that God sits upon His holy throne,
an angel on His right hand, and another on His left,
each having a book before him. And the angel to
the right marks down all the good, however little or
weak, which man strives to do while he lives on
carth; that angel is always smiling a heavenly
smile. But the angecl on the left is full of wecping,
as he notcs down the evil deeds of men. And at
the last day, when the great reckoning has come, a
voice is heard from the throne—*Give up the
books !” And then our decds are examined ; if there
is more evil than good, and we have not repented
of it humbly, and received forgiveness of sin, it
will go ill with us! We shall be for ever wailing in
the evil place.

This ending of auntie’s story troubled me
greatly. I pressed my hand together closer and
closer, feeling at the same time as though a live coal
were burning my palm. It was conscience which
bummed. The poor moth must have been dead long
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before, yct 1 felt as though it were still fluttering
within my grasp, trying to frece itsclf from the unkind
hold. ‘God secth all things,’ said auntic; ‘and we
must answer to Him for all our deeds at the last day!’
Sclf-control was at an end ; a flood of tears came to
the rescuc ; and, unable to say a single word, I held
out my palm to Aunt Betty, the crushed moth
witnessing against e,

She understood at once, and drawing me to
her hcart she first pointed to the wrong of
cruelty ; but added her own sweet words of consola-
tion, that God would forgive me if my tears could
tell Him I was sorry. But 1 was not ablc at once
to grasp this assurance, sobbing piteously. Never
was there anything more tender, more full of love,
than Aunt Betty’s ways when comfort was necded.
And presently she made me kneel down and ask
God to forgive me. It was she who prayed, I
rcpeating the words after her. But they came
from my hcart, and ncver was there more sincere
repentance,

And then she told me another story, and that
story, too, must havc its moral. Pressing me close
to her heart she exhorted me to look to God in all
my doings, and turn to Him in prayer my lifc long.
Whenever I had done anything amiss I should tcll
Him so with a contrite hcart, begging Him to
forgive mc, and promising Ilim sincerely that I
would try not to do so again. Then the Lord
God would pity me in His mercy, and I need not
fear the dreadful book.

As for the poor moth, we buricd it sorrowfully in
onec of auntie’s flower-pots. We gave it a coffin of
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rose leaves, so that the mangled corpse nced not be |

touched by the covering carth.

My heart was light again when I left the little
room. But all that night I was troubled in drcams,
Again and again I heard the drcadful words, ¢ Give
up the books!” And, waking, I sat up in bed to
find mysclf in the dark. I had never known
before what it was to be afraid of the dark; now
I knew,

The following morning, as soon as I was dressed,
I ran to Aunt Betty’s door, finding it locked contrary
to habit. ‘It is me, auntiel’ I cried, and was
admitted dircctly. But I stood still, amazed ; the
tears ran down Aunt Betty's face. On the table
before her there was the most marvellous array of
queer old things, which I did not remember ever
having seen. Indced, such was my amazement and,
I must add, my gricf, that I forgot all about the
precious present I had come to deliver. My first

clear idca was that Aunt Betty too perchance might

have crushed a moth ; but a brighter thought supcr-
vened. ¢ Auntie,’ I whispered, pressing close to her,
‘didn’t you say last night that God secth all things?
Docs He sce you are crying ?’

Aunt Betty started, a flood of light illumining her
features : :

‘Yes, darling,’ she said, ‘thank you! He does
know all things and He knows my tcars ; it is very
wrong of me to forget itt He does not only know
them, but He counts them !’

And quickly she dried them, showing me her own
old smiling face.

‘Can you not see, my child, how the Lord has
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wiped them away ? He necds but look ‘upon poor .
human cyes and they cease crying.’
‘ But why did you cry, auntie? i
“That is more than you could understand, dcaric. '
I am forty years old this day, but why nced I cry?
why should I, even if I were an old maid of sixty or .o
eichty ? ay, and if He will have me live till I am a
hundred, I will not murmur. Come and sit down
by me, that I may talk to you' And she began:
‘Years ago, my child, there was a young girl as
pretty as she was foolish, She belicved the world to
be indescribably beautiful, and that all its glories were
waiting to be showered into her lap. There was no
harm in this illusion in itself; but it was hurtful
because altogecther untrue. The world is not meant
to be so delightful to any of us. The girl herself
was really pretty, and when people told her so, she
would cast down her eyes, fecling as though she |
must sink into the ground for shyness. '
‘ There was one cspecially who told her so timcs
without number. And he was beautiful without a
doubt—strong, manly, and winning. He was a sailor.
It was a time of war, and he commanded a privatecr, i
1
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* She loved him dearly, with all her heart.  There
was a ball one day—do you know what a ball is?
It is a qucer thing—a mixture of angelic delight and .
devilish invention. One is carricd along, floating, as
it were, in the airy spaces betwcen heaven and earth
and hcll——at least / think so. . . . Well, when the
ball was over he entreated her for one of her gloves.
There was nothing she could have refused him at
that moment, I beclievee. He had it—and hcre you
sec its fellow V' '
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And she showed me number one of her relics—
an ancient kid glove.

‘But the young girl's parents said he was an
adventurer and not fit to marry into a respectable
family. That was her first gricf. Still he had her
heart ; she said she would never love another, and
they were permitted at last to be engaged to one
another. This is the ring he gave her!

‘Now she swam in happiness. Onec voice only
in all the universe had power over her hcart, and
that voice was his. It might have becen true that
he was not without many and grave faults, but she
loved him just as he was. He might have sunk-
lower and lower, I believe she would have loved him
still. For, once the heart has been given away truly
—but that is more than you can understand. Well,
he went to sea, and returned. It was a splendid
vessel which he commanded, the “Viking,” they called
it. One capture aflter another he made, and grew
rich upon the prizes taken. But people said moncey
never remained with him ; he was careless of it, and
pronc to gambling. This is the ship !’

She showed me a little picturc representing a
schooner skimming over the bluest of seas.

‘His absence sometimes was long. But they
exchanged lstters whenever opportunity offered—
such letters! All her soul was in hers. And as
for his—well, here they are!’ |

She pointed to a packet of faded letters, carcfully
tied together with a once rose-colourcd ribbon.

* And then there came a timc when news ccased.
What she felt and suffered in those sad days I
cannot tell you. At last she heard again. lic was
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il—the letter said—very ill in a foreign seaport.
Winter was approaching, but she would not be
deterred. Taking her trusted maid with her, she
sct out upon the journey, and found him in misery.
He had been wounded in a duel—what that is you
nced not know, but here is the bullet !

*She nursed him and he recovered ; she frced
him from his liabilities, paying all his dcbts. I‘ull
of contrition, and with a new heart apparently, he
rcturned with her; his promises satisfied her and
her family. He would give up privatecring, and
take the command of a merchantman instcad. She
should go with him as his wife.

‘*Once morc they were to scparate and then be
united for life. He went to visit his relations and
settle his affairs.

‘ The wecks passed, the wedding-day approached.
Happy hour that should crown her hopes, heal
her gricfs, and reward her for all past suffering!
The wedding-dress was ready. This is the wreath
—do you know the bridal blossoms? Poor wrcath,
it is faded now and shrivelled, but it will last, I
think, while two cyes are left to look upon it fondly,
for the sake of the love that came and went.

‘Therc was another letter. Hc had set out to
join her, but turned half-way, never to sec her again.
Here is that saddest of letters; what tears it cost
her—what pangs—to answer it |

‘Was he wicked? I do not think so, but very
hecdless. He had surrounded himself with difficul-
tics, and there was but one way out of them: one
heart must be broken. His uncle, who adopted him,
had a daughter—God bless her! le had cengaged
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himself twice over ; men, I fear, can do such things.
He could redeem his pledge to one only. He did
his duty by hcr, who perhaps had suffcred most for
him, and who—but let that pass. They say that
he settled down and made her a good husband. I
trust the Lord has forgiven him the sins of his youth.

‘ But for that other one, who gladly would have
sacrificed her all for his sake, happiness was dead
and gone, her bcauty fading with her hopes. She
grew old, and people began to find her plain. She
had nothing lcft to live for—in herself I mecan—so
she lived for others. The world is bad, but men
nced sympathy ; #kcy are not all bad, but many are
unhappy, suffering, and poor. The old maid has
found comfort in God, her Lord and Saviour.’

She stopped, and carcfully set herself to pack up
her treasures.

And that accomplished, she turned to me smiling :

‘1 have done for a year!' she said ; let us think
of breakfast now.’

I, of course, had not taken in the meaning of
her story, nor was there any nced. She had felt a
longing to-unburden herself to human ears ; she had
done so, but her secret was hers.

Now I remcmber her words, understanding them
as I did not then; I am able to enter into her
feclings now—those feelings of her fortieth birthday,
when she, the so-called old maid, poured out her
hcart to the child.

At dinner Aunt Betty appeared unusually gay,
making the fuaniest little specches, and keeping us
in the best of humour all that day. |

But those words of hers, ‘ God seeth thee, would
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return to me often, even in later years. They had
been words of comfort to my pious old aunt ; to me
they sounded as the trumpets of judgment, so diffcrent
was I from her! And then the time came when |
learnt to disregard those words entircly—when it was
nothing to mc to crush many a crcature of God’s
making, that becausc of my touch never would lift
wing again.

To pass the time scems to be one of the chicf

objects in life, and how to pass it a question on
which the most ingcnious inventions have bcen
.brought to becar. Whether thc wickedness or the
folly of the cndcavour is the more deplorable is
difficult to say. There are few phrases showing the
perversity of the world more fully than this current
expression, fo pass the time! Time and life arc in-
scparablc ; mcn want to live ; they conscquently try
to pass away the time, and yet it is time which
yiclds the fulness of existence, be it in sorrow or in
joy. To pass the time is considercd to live ; but at
the end of time stands Death, with hour-glass and
sickle, waiting for thc last grains to run out. Pass-
ing the time, then, may be tantamount to slow sclf-
murder, Mecn are anxious to pass it away as though
it were a frightful monster—an cnemy to lifc and its
cnjoyment—necver thinking that the real encmy may
be coming when time has vanished. If people would
but understand that time is their most precious gift
—a grace of heavenly fulness—and that all the
treasures of the East can never make up for a day
wasted, for an hour lost! And if a single hour may
be so rich in blessing, what then must time itself be
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176 LETTERS FROM HELL.

worth, lying before us as a shorcless ocean? But
the entire blessedness of the gift will come to the
believing heart only in the kingdom to come, where
Love rules which made the time.

In hell, where everything is scen in its own true
light, the passing of time, or rather time passed,
assumes an awful significance ; for truth and rcality
arc upon us. It was time which, for us also, included
the largess of lifc—the manifold blessings shed abroad
by the hand of God. Time is past now, and hope
‘has fled. Ay, we ourselves are thrust out of it, never
to enter again; time for us has vanished, lcaving
existence behind.

One of the great sources of amuscment on carth
for the beguiling of dull time is the theatre. Well,
we too have a theatre, though time with us nceds no
more whiling away. Old habit only is its rassos
détree. Women need something here to incite their
fancy, men something to meet thecir craving—not
to mention the question of food for fashionable con-
versation. There is no wcather here to be talked
about, so we must fall back upon thc thecatre.

Acting with us is carricd out in a magnificent if
peculiar style, the like of which is not possible in
the world, not cven in Paris, that thcatre of theatres,
True, we are poor in dramatic works, for not many
plays of poet’s invention are so glaringly immoral that
they are fit for hell ; the greater number being vapid
rather than wicked, no one cares for them here
But we have resources outdoing anything dreamt of
by stage managers upon earth ; for we nearly always
act life—real occurrences that is—the actors being
the very perpetrators cf the things set in scene
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LETTERS FROM HELL, 177

That is to say, they commit over again on hcll’s
stage the decds of their earthly life.  The theatre-
going public with us then do not feed upon imagina-
tion, but on flat reality, the child of illusion.

Of stage managers there is no lack here, but
theirs is no enviablc task. It needs their utmost

excrtion to outdo onc another in producing things

horrible or piquant; for pcople here also desire to
be tickled, dlasé though they be. So the harassed
manager rushes about sccking for some spicy occur-
rence, some scnsational wickedness ; and having got
it, he must look for the men and women who did it,
though they bc roaming in the farthermost places of
hell. Find them he must, and having found them,
there is no help for them ; they must play their part.

Let me give an example. There is a piece which
made a grcat hit herc latcly, called the * Jewcl
Robbery,, a most satanic mixture of seduction,
murder, and theftt A handsome woman, good-
natured, but silly, is intentionally led astray, as a
means only; the object becing a famous robbcery,
nccessitating two frightful murders besides. A picce
full of the most unwholesome effcct, you sec, and
not invented by exaggerating playwright’s fancy ; but
a reproduction, in all minutest details even, of horrible
facts. The daily papers were full of it at the time.
They are all here who were mixed up in it, continuing
to play the part that brought them hither. You will

understand from this that we could not act virtuous

pieces even if the audience desired them ; the needful
actors not being procurable |

Our theatre, nevertheless, plainly has the advan-

tage, since real murderers, villains, and profligates are
12
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178 LETTERS FROM HELL.

here to take thcir parts, and all thc pieces given are
scenes of actual life; our drawmatis personc, then,
though forced to play, do so with singular vivacity
and truthfulness. If good people are requircd, by
way of dupes and victims, we fall back upon hypo-
crites who delight in the opportunity of showing
forth their special talents, and indeed they manage
their assumed character very cleverly.

Moral laws naturally are quitc out of the question;
there is no eventual victory of goodness, nor nced
the triumph of wickcdness be sustained. Play-acting
in hell is quite independent of rulés, either moral or
dramatic, pieces simply being carricd to the point
they reached in life.

The scenery is unrivalled,—illusion of course, but
the illusion is perfect. It is quite within our power
to imagine any place, the surroundings of the original
plot, mere jugglery, but appearing most rcal. Thesc
scenes sometimes are wonderfully impressive, many
a spectator, at the unexpected sight of well-known
places, falling a prey to hopeless longing.

Eflective, then, as these reprcsentations are, they
are a torment alike to actor and audience. In this
also we are driven to own the onc law paramount
that makes inclination here a terrible compulsion—
not leaving so much as a desire even that it might
be otherwise,
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LETTER XV,

SHOULD the idea present itself to you to publish
these letters, you have my full permission for doing
so—not that I write them with this view primarily.
And people very likcly will doubt their genuineness.
‘ Even supposing souls in hell to be able to write
letters,’ they will say, ‘how should their missives
reach the upper world ?’

People are strangely inconsistent. The man lives
not who has not heard of spirits and ghosts, while a
grcat many actually belicve in supcrnatural appcar-
ances. Now supposing there are ghosts, why should
not ghost letters be conccivable? And what more
natural than to imaginc that some restiess spirit,
permitted to revisit former scenes, should somehow
mediate such communication ?

Such is indeed the fact in the present case. Count
the letters you have had from me, and be sure that
so many ghosts have been to your dwelling. Do not
be horrified! I do not entrust my confcssions to
any wandering soul, but only to respectable spirits.
Indeed, if the natural shrinking of mortal man were
not in your way, you might find some of them worth
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the knowing. In any case I pledge them to polite
behaviour, that they shall nowisc harass you, but do
their errand unscen.  Not all ghosts have a character
for worrying mortals; some, on the contrary, are
exceedingly trustworthy, and could be sent anywhere.

Be it known to you, then, that whenever you find
yourself possessed of fresh news from me, some
ghost has been to your house that night. Did you
not find a letter bencath your desk lately—on the
floor I mean? This is how it was. On leaving off
writing the evening before, you lcft your pen and
pencil crosswise on the table—quite by accident, I
dare say ; but my messenger, on perceiving the holy
sign, was scized with such a fit of trembling that he
dropped the letter and sped away. And while [ am
about it, I would ask you to get rid of the super-
numerary cocks in your farmyard; the piercing
call of the bird of dawn may be all very well
in your ears, but to us it bears a terrible warning,
reminding us of a day to come, the day of resurrec-
tion and final doom, which we know must come,
however distant it be. -

My handwriting I darc say is not very legible; I
hope you will excuse it. There is not a pen to be
had here but what has bcen worn out in the service
of falsehood or injustice. The paper too is wretched.
I could find nothing but some old documents to
serve the purpose, and upon examining them more
closely I do bclicve they are nothing less than the
false decretals of 853—nice material to write on!
As for ink, alas, my friend, what should you say if
it were my very heart-blood I write with? It is
black enough no doubt !
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I need not tell you that my letters will not bear
keeping. They fade away in daylightt You can
only preserve their contents by copying them on
the spot.

This present letter I intend forwarding to you
by the hand of a remarkable personage—one of the
many intcresting acquaintances I have made here
—who is about to revisit the earth. He is one of
the famous knights of Charlcs the Bold, who met
their dcath by the brave lances of the Swiss at the
battle of Murtecn. Proud and noble is his bearing,
and he gocs fully armed, from the spur on his heel to
the plume on his helmet; but the spurs do not clink,
and the plume will not wave. He carcfully keeps
his visor closed, so that I have ne knowlcdge of his
face, although I sccm to know him intimatcly from
his conversation. I bclicve he feels ashamed. He
cannot forget that he, the famous champion, renowned
for many a victorious cncounter, mct his dcath by
the hand of an ordinary peasant.

It is the consciousness of his high dignity which
prevents him from mixing frcely with pcople. He
lives like a hermit almost, immured in his own pride.
It was mere accident that gained mc his notice. I
was delivering a panegyric in some public locality
concerning thc merits of the wine of Beaune, stating
that I had drunk it on the spot. \When the com-
pany had dispersed I found myself alone with him
of the armour.

‘You have been to Burgundy?’ he queried,
hollow-voiced.

‘I have, sir.’

‘*And to Beaune, near Dijon ?’
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‘I have, sir knight’

‘Céte d'or, thou glorious, never-to-be-forgotten
country !' he murmured, beneath the visor. And
turning upon his hecl he left me to my cogitations.

That was the beginning of our acquaintance; I
met him again, and hc appeared to take to me. He
gave me many a glowing description of the splendour
surrounding Charles the Bold, of his glorious army,
of the great future then apparently in store for
Burgundy, of the battles and tournaments that had
enriched him with trophies. But he never mentioned
either Granson or Murten. On the other hand, he
was anxious to learn from mc the present condition
of the once famous Burgundy, the power and exploits
of France, the modern perfections of thc art of war,
and the tactics of battles. He could listen to me for
hours,

But what intcrested him most, and gainced me his
confidencc fully, was my telling him about my sojourn
in the Cevenncs, and the days I spent in exploring
the charming hill-range deserving so fully its appeclia-
tion of Céte d'or. Never cnough of detail could I
give him concerning my knowledge of those scencs
of beauty. He would guide me, putting question
upon question; but it was as if one qucstion kept
hovering on his lips which he dared not ask. My
recollections brought me at last to Castle Roux.
He started visibly as I named it, and grew silent,
waiting breathlessly for what I might volunteer.

Much might be said concerning that castle, It
is a mountain fastness of ancient date, modern times
having restored it in fanciful style; its owner being
proud of it as of a relic of antiquity, and inhabiting it
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" for several months in the year. The family is old,
but the original title of Roux has yielded to another
name well known in the annals of France.

The old castle, interesting in itself, is rich
in curiosities besides. I gave an account of all

that might be seen within the venerable walls,

describing the labyrinthine passages, the queer, old,
winding-stairs leading to all sorts of secret places,
the lofty battlements commanding a view of the
fertile tracts round about; I spokc of the dismal
keceps hewn into the rock, where hapless prisoners
for years might dream of the vanished daylight ; I
mentioned the armoury and the grcat hall filled
with the cognisances of knighthood. In short I
took my visored fricnd right through the castle,
one door only remaining closed to my roaming
description, that of the so-called red chamber which
I mysclf had not entered. 1 had bcen told that
never mortal foot should cross its threshold again.
Centuries ago something terrible had happened in that
room—what? ] could not learn. The old steward,
who acted as my guide on the occasion of my visit,
communicative as he was in a general way, was most
reserved concerning the past history of the family,
but some account had been given me in the little
village inn where I spent a couple of nights, and it
clung to memory.

Concerning the secret chamber no one seemed
to know anything, but I learned a wonderful story
of the so-called * Cold Hand' Whenever the head
of the family for the time being-—so the tale ran—is
about to commit some act detrimental to the honour
or welfare of the house, he is warned at the decisive
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moment by the touch of a cold hand. At the
very moment he stretches forth his own hand, be
it in friendship or in enmity, an icy hand, invisible,
is laid—not always upon his hand—sometimes on
his cheek, on his neck, or upon the crown of his
head. Through centuries and up to the present
time the ‘cold hand’ in this manner has swayed the
fortunes of the family. The influcnce was experienced
last when the late owner, who dicd but recently, was
about to tie the nuptial knot. The festive company
was gathered in the great hall; hc had just taken
hold of the pen to sign the marriage-contract, when
the icy touch of a cold hand closed upon his fingers.
He staggered, turned white as a corpse, and dropped
the pen. Neither prayer nor menace could prevail
with him to make him fulfil his engagement; thc
wedding never took place.

I concluded by saying that it remained, of course,
with the hearer to credit the story ; some believed
such family traditions—some did not; one could
but form one’s own opinion.

The visored knight, however, did not appear to
think there were two idecas about it. His head
shook slowly, and the hollow voice made answer :

¢ It is true, man, every word of it. I am the last
Count of Roux! . .. I am the Cold Hand !

I shrunk back terrified and stood trembling, for
so powerful are the instincts of mortal life that they
cleave to us still: why should one shrink from a
fellow-ghost in hell, where all hands are cold ?

The Count stood groaning.

‘ Hear me,’ he said ; ‘I will tell you my story.’

I could but listen, and he b