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PREFACE.

Many years ago, Truth came to mo, and | lovod her.
Sho was fair and beautiful, yea, almost divine. Thou
she hid herself behind a mask of hideous shapos, and 1
wept, for | thought sho had left, me,—left mo alone in
a world of fleeting dreams. Shape succeeded shape,
and as the years passed my soul cried out for the Un-
changeable, the Truo. It would not bo satisfied. Then
came a blackness of darkness, and out of this, walking
on a mysterious sea, came, radiant as the morning, sho
for whom | had wept and longed. Truth said to me,—

“Beneath all shapes thou hast seen, in all horrors as
in all dolights, in darkness as in the light, I, Truth, am
everlasting, ever the same. In the brighter light of
coming time thou shalt see grotesque and distorted
images, that men have called truth, become transformed
into living forms of beauty. Wait."

The following strange story is, in a weak way, an
illustration of tho fulfilment of this prediction. In
offering it to tho public, | can only say that each reader
carries the test of his soul’s development in his ability
to boo and understand what is here revealed. To
some tho facts may seem absurd, to others untrue, to
all mysterious, but Truth eternal as the everlasting hills

lies behind and beneath all
1* 6



6 PREFACE.

No man has ever yet drawn the boundary-lino be-
tween fact and fiction; no man will ovor draw it; for,
aa the path to the heighta is followed, the landmarks
change their places, and what is fiction to-day is euro
to become fact to-morrow. On the topmost height wo
may learn to know that all is Truth. Tho wildest
dreams of the brains of former times aro already es-
tablished aa scientific verities, and even ghosts, at ono
time disreputable visitors, are permitted in good socioty
and criticised as citizens.

The locations mentioned in the following story aro
exact in description, and may be easily identified. The
men and women are not idoal, and tho part that seems
most untrue is the truest of all.
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BORN OF FLAME.

CHAPTER I

DOCTOR AND PATIENT.

NLWho knows if life be not death and death life?”—E picte-
tus.

“ They say that tho soul of man is immortal, and at one time
has an end which is termed dying, and at another time is born
again, but is never destroyed. Of all the things which a man
has, next to tho God, his soul is tho most divine, and most truly
his own.”—Puato.

It waa tho your of tho grcat comot, and all tho wortd
seemed strangely out of gear. Whoever recalls tho
early autumn of 1857 will remember tho consternation
and apprehension percoptible among all classes as thoy
watched the increase of the strange visitor. Tho feel-
ing waa not confinod to tho ignorant and superstitious,
but wise mon and thinkors, if tho truth had boon told,
would have confessed to a strange interest in the train
of light that at length swept the sky from zenith to
horizon. Even though it might not be the har-
binger of tho world's destruction, it waa something so
far removed from tho ordinary, as to warrant pro-
dictions of grave changes in magnetic and atmospheric
currents, and who could tell tho result? The myste-



10 BORN OF FLAME.

rious is always connected with misfortune in the minds
of the ignorant, and multitudes believed the day of
destruction was at hand.

In the far South, yellow-fever had raged with unpre-
cedented violence; rumors of a coming war filled the
air on all sides; from across tho sea came reports of
dissensions and commotions, and for all these, and more,
tho comet was hold responsible. Scientists observed,
calculated, and wrote labored articles describing tho
formation and movements of comets in general and
this particular comet in detail, until the masses that
read and gazed and wondered began to question
whether or not these men had lived upon a comet in
some provions existence; and all classes had a vague
presentiment of coming disasters that nothing would
obliterate.

In one of tho wards of tho Bosodale Asylum for the
Insane, a woman was dying. Tho room was small;
tho furnishings simple ; tho occupants throo in number.
In a farther corner a nurse was watching every move-
ment of her charge, from whom approaching death had
banished all unrost. The largo eyes were luminous,
with a light not born on sea or land, and rested, rather
searched those of the doctor, who held her hand in his.
It was near snnsot, and from tho west came floods of
golden light that made radiant the dying face. The
expression was one of searching inquiry, of earnest
entreaty. Sho was saying,—

I Promise ; promise ; for my sako, promiso.”

As sho uttered the words, a single sunbeam crept
through the window and rested on her hair. The
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golden light was fading, and tbo eyes of the physician
followod the movements of the beam of light until,
for a moment, it took precedence of Death. How like
a living thing it seemed, passing from hair to brow,
from brow to hand, and thoro resting. It kindled into
flame a magnificent solitaire, as if to seal what ho might
say. Again she repeated the words,—

“Promisoand overbomo by the intensity of her
tones he mechanically uttered the words,—

“1 promise, Clothilda." A tongue of fire leaped
from the riDg, and at tho same moment, raising her
eyes to heaven, tho soul had gone. Still holding the
now lifeless hand, tho watcher laid it tenderly upon
her breast and left tho room.

Aubrey Grotius was familiar with death, no had
scon it under many and various circumstances, but
novor before had ho boon affected as now. Link by
link ho was following tho chain of ovonts that had
bound him to this woman. He had not loved her as
men usually love women. Words of endearment or
mere sentiment had novor passed between them, yet
she was more to him than woman had ever been or
could ever be again. To have told her that he loved
her would have been as absurd as if ho should say to
himself, “ Aubrey, my good follow, | am intensely in-
terested in you," or, “Dr. Grotius, you are very dear
to mo." Mon never make protestations to themselves.
There is no part of their organism that is not conscious
of tho thought of tho brain; is not responsive to its
slightest volition ; so this pationt had been as a part of
himself, until the two lives had been interwovon into
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one. Ab the hand is the servant of the brain, so had
she obeyed his will. With no interest in tho activo
world without, with no occupations to engross her,
she had contred every thought in him. She had been
to him a musical instrument upon which he could play
as ho would; a problem that had occupied his days and
nights and was still unsolved; a companion that was
always delighted to welcome him, and who cared for no
one olso.

Clothildo Yan Guilder was not young. Thirty years
had passed since she was born, but in saying this we
speak only of her shell. Who shall tell the ago of the
real self—the ego that had come into the shell thirty
years ago, and fled from it now under the most watch-
ful eyes of lover and physician? This is a child of the
eternities, whoso home is beyond the circling of planets,
that mark our years by their revolutions. Soul ages
only by knowledge and experiences. Our lifo here
ia of tho outer, and as shell touches shell, we strive
to catch a glimpse of tho inhabitant within, and fail-
ing, we learn to doubt whether thero bo a soul or not.
At rare times a something not of earth flashes forth,
but it escapes, and eludes our grasp.

When Dr. Grotius again stood by the side of tho
dead, sho was ready for burial. Like a child's face in
its freshness, lay tho upturned features he had known
and loved. He was alone now, and his face had aged
years in a single day.

“Gone, and forever,” ho exclaimed. * Oh, Clothilde,
where art thou, and what does your soul know that
mine does not? Coma to me, darling, yet onco more,
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that 1 may tell theo how | have loved thee, how lonely
and wretched | am. Henceforth thoro ia naught left me
but hitter though blessed memories of a past when our
souls becamo as one; yet | never told you that you
wore dearer to mo than life. Surely, you must know it
all now. Know, too, the agony | suffered when | saw you
go out into the Unknown alone. Do we part forever,
Clothilde ? or shall 1 find you when for me is done life’s
day? Farewell, my darling, my dual, my very self.”

Dr. Grotius was no ordinary man, and as he left the
room his step was the stop of a prince, albeit his hoad
was bowed. Generations had done their work well on
this man, mentally and physically. Holland ancestry
had endowed him with a grand physique, only equalled
by an indomitablo will. At forty he had achieved what
many a scientist of threescore would have been proud
to have done. From first to last his career had been
phenomenal, and his success marked. |f famo, fortune,
and the ability to help his raco is success, he had at-
tained it. If love, home, and happiness are necessary
to complete its fulness, he had failed.

Around a face of creamy whiteness and unfurrowed
calmness was a halo of snowy hair as soft as silk.
Eyes so intensely blue, that under excitement they be-
camo black, were shadowed by heavy, overhanging
brows. When in the presence of great physical suf-
fering they became fathomless. Women had offored
him their fortunes and their love, until he shrank from
Bocial intercourse and confined himsolf to his profes-
sion. With his swinging gait, like a young athlete,
and his marked appearance, it was not strango that his
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enemies asserted that his success had been largely duo
to personal attractions.

Immediately after leaving collogo ho went to Ger-
many to study for a degree. To prepare his first
dissertation, he gave himself to research and reading
for an entiro year, then chose for his themo, *“ Tho
anatomical basis of certain mental phenomena,” and
produced a paper that made him famous. The libraries
of Heidelberg had been carefully examined, and a
wealth of historical, pathological, anatomical, and thera-
peutical knowledge been accumulated; to this had been
added the results of careful experiments in vivisection,
and facts relating to memory, cognition, and heredity,
until the paper was a marvel of compiled knowledge.
His name flew from city to city, and wherever learning
had a place ho was famous. llis theory that tho mental
faculties could be injured or assisted by physical causes
was clearly provon. This opened the way to his futuro
as a pronounced authority on brain diseases, and a
specialist of unquestioned ability. Ho also had tho
courage to assert positively that the materialistic
notion of tho identity of brain and mind was illogical
and false, and this in a university of noted materialistic
tendency. His argument was this: All matter under-
goes constant change; tho human brain is not exempt
from this. There can be no atom in tho adult’s brain
or body that belonged to tho youth; yet in tho man
exists a consciousness of identity linking him to tho
boy. Time never destroys this. Where and what is
this consciousness ? He also advanced a theory of cell-
growth which since has been largely accepted.
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Five years later ho returned to Now York and as-
sumed the position of chief of the staff of medical ad-
visors in charge of the Kosedale Asylum for the Insano.
Hero his European fame followed him, and patients
wero brought from every part of the Union to be diag-
nosed by Dr. Grotius. Many that had long been
thought incurable wero restored, and sent home clothed
and in their right mind.

A man who could master the speculative philosophies
of Germany without being stranded on their hypoth-
eses; who had devoted himself to anatomical and
physiological studies with intense enthusiasm, yet had
remained untouched by the poison of materialism that
infests the dissecting-room, was no ordinary man. To
him the earth was a mere point in space. In his
thought the univorso was one, and what was law hero
was law in the remotest cornor of tho cosmos. The
unseen forces, whoso results ho saw on every sido, were
to him as palpablo, though unknown facts, as tho
plainest truth beforo his eyes, "with this difference—
that they were tho greater because causative. Holding
himself in a tentative attitudo to all thought, ho became
interested in psychic forces, and branched out far be-
yond tho ordinary bounds of his profession. Perhaps
he had inherited tendencies that led lum hither; per-
haps curiosity stimulated him; of ono thing only are
wo cortain, that ho had attained a practical knowledge
of soul-forces quito unknown to tho ordinary mortal
of this age. All this, howovor, was a secret, hidden
in his own breast. To tho world ho had but one
mission, viz., to hoal its diseases.
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It is loft for tho readers of tho following strange
story to harmonize the facts rolatod with this strange
personality, and draw the conclusion moat logical to
their own minds.

At the time of his entering upon his duties at Rose-
dale, he had mado a tour of the wards unattended. In
one of the lower rooms ho came upon a picture that
startled him. Against a back-ground of darkness
crouched a figure that might have been mistaken for
one of Bougueroau’s creations. Ho paused as ho un-
locked the door, and, riveted to the spot, noted every
detail. In a corner of the cell, with bare arms clasped
about her knees, and a wealth of hair which in the
shadow was a rich pomegranate color falling about hor,
she glared at him with eyes that fairly blazed. Her
complexion was of that exquisite tint that is always
found with auburn hair, and the curve of arm and
neck and shoulder was faultlessly beautifiil. Upon her
hand blazed an immense solitaire. She was on tho de-
fensive, and there was not a keeper who would have
willingly entered her coll alone. Dr. Grotius had never
known fear. Ho thought only of hor condition, and
muttering to himsolf, “ What a magnificent creature.”
“What a wreck.” “Can | find the real woman amid
that chaos?" he took a step forward. Instead of
springing at him os sho had done at others, sho also
began to move towards him. With a creeping motion
she came forward, until, when within a yard of him,
she gradually aroso and stood upright. Both arms
now hung by her side. No longer angry, defiant, tor-
rible, but docile as a child. A sigh burst from the Doo-
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tor’s lips as he murmured, “Thank God, | can save
her." She was at once romovod to tho convalescent’s
ward, and never again became unmanageable while
near her physician. This had been ten years beforo
tho scono described in our oponing pages. Twice in
this time she had been pronounced cured, had been
sent homo, only to be brought back aftor a short time
as violent as ever.

Her case baffled all science. Attacks of violent
mania, without tho slightest apparent cause, came upon
her, and Dr. Grotius believed, if he could discover tho
cause, tho cure might bo permanent. His theory of
cell-growth was here set aside, and the caso of Clo-
thilde Van Guilder was an exception to all rules. At
tho moment of seizure she might bo reading, or talk-
ing, or sewing, and suddenly would bo metamorphosed
into a raving fiend. No life wsb safe within her reach
at such times, but as soon as her physician arrived Bho
became tractable and gentle.

Clothilda was an orphan and rich. Simeon Maacott,
the banker, had been her guardian over since her in-
fancy. She had a pedigree running back into a past
so ancient that it ended in myth and fable. She had
never known father or mother, and her life for seven-
teen years wa3 spent in a convent, under tho care of
devoted women, who had pledged themselves in no
wise to influence her on religious matters. At oightoon
sho had taken her place in tho social world as the
ward of the great banker, and for two years had
reigned tho undisputed belle of New York’s highest

circles. Two years later her father died. She had
6 2*
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never known that ho was alivo until told of his death,
and intrusted with a package of letters sent by him as
a dying legacy. Almost immediately she was seized
by an attack of madness, and from that time had
passed most of her time at Roscdale.

The morning before our story opens. Dr. Grotius had
driven out of the grounds to go down town, and, as
was his custom, looked towards her window for a signal
of recognition. It was never wanting, and this morn-
ing sho looked radiantly beautiful, for, with fuultleBS
taste, her wardrobe was a marvel of richness and
beauty.

“Glorious creature | Has the world another? Where
can she be so safe and happy as under my eye and
care ?" were the thoughts flitting through his mind as
ho passed from sight. She was tho only woman ho
had ever loved, and already ho was planning to have a
home where sho should bo his wife and quoon. What
did ho caro that tho world might talk. She was ever
gentle with him, and he could guard her alwayB. He
knew that she loved him; that in all the world sho had
no interest in another, and to him she was as a reflec-
tion of himself W.ith these dreams of coming happi-
ness he drove down Broadway and visited his patients
as usual. When ho returned to the asylum ho found
her dying. She had gone into tho dining-room for a
glass of water, had stepped to tho dumb-waiter, which,
by some mischanco, had been left below, had lost her
balance and fallen to the bottom. The rest wo know,
and the Btory that follows wo rolato from the lips of
witnesses.
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CHAPTER Il

TOE FATAL HECRET.

“ No greater grief than to remember days
Of joy when misery is at hand."
Dante.

“ | have a room whereinto no one enters
Save | myBelf alone:
There sits a blessed memory on a throne,—
There my life centres,T
Christina G. Rossetti.

F rom tho diary of Dr. Grotius we make the following
extracts. Tho dato is a month after his patient's death.

“Only a month since she died. | have lived eternities
in theso thirty days. Ages have passed since | heard
her speak or looked into her beautiful eyes. And
years stretch before me. How shall | endure them ?
Life has nothing for me now, and even my' profession
is a burden. Why did 1 know and love her, if all was
to end like this? At last | am come to believe there is
no God. Surely, if there is an intelligent Ruler to tho
universe, ho would care for his creatures; but he has
not cared for mo,—and who will say' there is a God?
The cruelty of hor diseaso; her long years of imprison-
ment; her solitary life, without youth and freedom,—
these might have been tho work of a devil, but not of
a God. And now, just when | had decided to take her
from it all, and, in spite of the world’s sneers, give hor
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home and happiness,—aye, prove that | had rather a
thousand times bo loved by Clothilda Van Guilder in
an asylum than all the women in the world who havo
never been afflicted—how can | bear the thought of
thiB and live ?

* * * * * * *

“1 havo lived over my life a thousand times since
my darling left mo. Every event since | first Baw her
has been experienced again and again. To see her die,
and | could not help her; and the sunbeam, how it crept
over her, as if it would bless her into life. Was she
ever so beautiful as then? Was tho sunbeam her soul
that was taking leave of its old homo ? They took her
away in a snowy casket, and | hid myself from sight,
for I would not lot the world see how | suffered. |
have never boon myself since that fatal day. | shall
never be the Bamo again. A week after her death they
brought mo tho package, and whon | read, | know
what | had promised. It was directed to me in her
Own hand-writing. | snatched it and took it to roy
room, and held it as a mother holds her dead child.
Her fingers had held the pon that had written my
name, and all her thoughts had been for me. This was
many years ago, when she was at home and well. |
am wearing her diamond ring that witnessed my prom-
ise. This, too, was sent me. | now know the cause
of her madness, and since reading the letters, I, too,
am losing my senses. | am following in her steps.
Knowledge has lost its power to please me. Who can
tell whore it will end? | am now a slave. I, who
have been unfettered all my life, am now bound hands
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and feet. And to what? An idea—a whim, a ghost.
| smile aa | write the word, and know at last that old
Berkeley was right when he said an idea is the most
real thing in the world. Thus ends all my dreams of
fame, my studies and aspirations, if occultism bo true)
everything is guidod by higher powers. Have they led
me on to this grand failure ? Am | to see myself the
laughing-stock of all wise men? Porhaps | am to dis-
cover this secret, whoso mystery robbed Clothilda of
her reason. If so, I shall not havo lived in vain. Oh,
Clothilde, come to me.

* * * * * * *

“l have lived forty years, aa the world counts
time. | have really lived but ton, for | have only loved
my darling ten short years. Or, perhaps we know and
loved each other in somo other world—before we came
to earth ? How like adream itall seems. Our first meet-
ing. The total surrender of her will to my own. The
sweet smile that illumined her face when | took her
by the hand and led her away. | now understand
why | have never loved before. It needed just such a
glorioua creature to waken my heart from its sleep. |
smile when | recall how many times | have said, ‘I
love freedom and shall nover love a woman.” | would
not Bmoke because | feared | should be a slave to a
habit, and now | am the veriest slave in the world to
a memory. When she was with mo, a glance of my eye
would control hor slightest movement; now that she
has gone, |1 have no will but hers. The tables are
turned. My life is a ruin.

“1 know she lives, and somewhere in the universe |
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shall find her. Hor thoughts come to mo daily, and |
feel the force of her will upon mo as when | said, ‘I
promise.’

* * * * * * *

1ASinco | have read those letters I am haunted.
Visions crowd upon mo by day and night. 1 onco
longed for such things, and now that they come, I
wish them away. 1 starved myself once, so that |
might catch a glimpse of astral forms. They would
not come then, but now they never leave me. Among
the crowds of human faces that throng the world, | see
other forma come and go. They beckon to me. The}'
smile. Sometimes they say, ‘You are one of us now,
for she is here." | come back to my room like one in a
dream, and take down my books of long ago to boguilo
me, but they fail to hold my attention, and | Iny them
aside. How well 1 remember that timo in Germany
when | tried to demonstrate the truth of the existence
of these things. It was a night in June. 1 had eaten
no flesh for a twelvemonth. The simplest diet of
cereals was all that | allowed myself, and my face had
bleached like cream. It has never regained its old
color, and to-day | bear with me the evidence of that
night's experience. | had had a day of leisure, and de-
voted it all to Eliphaz Levi and his disciples. | sat
for hours with palm pressed and feet crossed to acquire
more perfect absorption, and at sunset | went out to
the city of the dead that lay two miles from Heidel-
berg. Thcro upon a new-made grave | waited. |
never movod. My face was towards the oast and my
feet were upon the earth. | could feel the currents of
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electric force pass from tho heavens above to the earth
beneath. They thrilled me with exquisite vibrations.
I knew it was life, tho lifo of the universe, on its mis-
sion to uphold and heal all living creatures. 1 knew
that, if for a single instant these currents should ccaso,
all nature would droop and die. While | meditated, |
became a new being. | was only conscious of tho do-
light of living. Mere existence was a blessed thing.
I remember distinctly how | wondered if tho rock upon
which | sat folt this lifo-liko force bolding its atoms
together. Suddenly | was startled by a peal of thun-
der. There had been no lightning, and as the reverber-
ation passed me, | heard a voice saying.—r

““Wait; be patient. The soul must bo tranquil be-*

* “ There were four continents on which lived the precursors of
the Adamic race—four distinct races.”—* Secret .Doctrine.”

We learn from the “ Titmeus” of I’iato that the Egyptians be-
lieved tho world to bo subject to occasional conflagrations and
deluges.

Plutarch speaks of this as one of the subjects of the hymns of
Orpheus. Professor Winger admits, on botanical grounds, the for-
mer existence of an Atlantic continent during tho Tertiary period.
Mr. S. Gardiner writes, “ We must believe that Asia and Africa,
Madagascar and Africa, Europe and America have been united,
and that seas one thousand fathoms liavo been bridged over."

“ For, behold, | create new heavens and a new earth : and the
former shall not be remembered, nor come into mind.”—Isaiah
Ixv, 17.

“ Nevertheless we, according to his promise, look for new heavens
and a now earth, wherein dwelleth righteousness."—2 Peter iii. 13.

“ And | saw a new heaven and a new earth : for tho first heaven
and tho first earth were passed away, ”—Revelation xxi. 1.—* Secret
Doctrino,” by Blavatahy, vol. ii. p. 324.
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fore it can see clearly; but the time will come when
you will see as plainly things now invisible as you hear
the sound of thunder at this moment. Love, truth,
and faith march slowly, but thoy novor falter. Through
sorrow comes divinest knowledge.’

“1 turned my head to see who had spoken, and found
myself alone. Far away among tbo tombs | saw a
figuro moving swiftly, but when 1 tried to rise my
limbs revised to move, and | became unconscious.
How long | remained thus | never knew. "When I
awoke, the first gray dawn was creoping over the earth,
and over my bead a nightingale was singing to its mate.
Never heard | such a song before or since. Its music
filled my soul with ecstasy as it broke upon the air in
waves of pure harmony. The dew of the night rested
upon my face in huge drops. | brushed them away and
arose fWVom my night’ vigil. In the distance the beauti-
ful Nockar flowed on towards the sea; over my head
towered the mountain that guarded the city ofthe sleep-
ers. In my inner consciousness | felt that | was im-
mortal, with power to control bird and beast, yea, to
overcome all things; and | walked to the city feeling
that | was one with the gods, or—shall | say it?—a
god myself. All this has passed away. The sorrow
has fallen. | see as | then heard, but what matters
anything if she | love is not here? | am not the same
man that aat upon that grave. My heart is dead, and |
am going mad.”
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CHAPTER III.
HUGO DANA.

N Truo friendship between man and man is infinite and eternal."”
—P 1ato.

H ugo Dana and Aubrey Grotius bad been friends
from boyhood. Liko all great friendships, it was
foundod on the law of opposites, with an undercurrent
of harmony. Wherein one was deficient on a certain
lino, it was more than compensated for by the excess
of this characteristic in the othor. If Dr. Grotius in-
clined too much to tho mysterious and occult, his friend
refused to believe in anything supernatural, and held
only to what was tangible and cognizabio by his senses.
He did not believe in an overruling Intelligence that set
in motion and directed tho lawB of Xaturo. Law, evo-
lution, and development he accepted, but no law-giver;
and, while he had no patience with Iub friend’s notions,
they naturally agreed to respect each other’s hobbies,
and thoir friendship had strengthened with the passing
years. |f Grotius was what he called superstitious, he
was at the same time the grandest man he had ever
known; and, on the other hand, tho Doctor was willing
to let his friend think as ho would as long as he was
sincere and unchanging. There was one thing, upon
which they were agreed,—a lovo of scientific truth.

Hugo Dana was a hobbyist. He began io ride be-
u 3
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fore ho could read, and had never paused since. Like
all such men he was eccentric, and his eccentricities
wore as well known as himself, lie was devoted to
the stone kingdom, and gave time and money unre-
servedly to the pursuit of his pet science. Fortunately,
ho had inherited from his Knickerbocker ancestors
sufficient of this world’s goods to enable him to travel
where he would, live as ho chose, and never ask him-
self, “ Can | afford this?” He and Aubrey were hoys
at the same school; had kept up an interest in each
other with the Atlantic between them, and sineo the
latter’s return from Germany had been inseparable, as
men sometimes are. Dana’s collection of minerals at
this time was the finest in America owned by a private
individual.  Everything was estimated valuable by
him as rolated to mineralogy, and beyond and outside
of the realm of crystallization all was vanity. His
days and nights wore devoted to his favorite pursuit,
and social life had for him no charms whatever. This
had saved him many annoyances, and kept at a dis-
tance womankind, of whom he had a kind of fear.
Once, during his college life, a pair of bright eyes iiad
fascinated him, and had their owner been a woman of
largo, true nature, she might have held him and brolton
tho tie between him and the senseless rocks; but prov-
ing instead a mere ordinary girl, with all the weak-
ness of hor class, she wearied him by her petty thoughts
and exactions, and soon saw him leave her and go
back to tho old lifo with greater enthusiasm than
ever. After this, if he chanced to meet a woman who
interested him, he would go to his cabinet, unlock his
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choicest collection, tako in his hands beautiful gems,
and, after gazing at their colors and forms for a time,
would replace them, saying,—

“0 ye sapphires, what eyes are as bright as you?
and ye rubies are more beautiful than human lips that
were over kissod. Yo will not change. Ye will never
grow old, or dull, or wrinklo, or ugly. Ye exact no
attention ; yo fetter monot. Women grow old ; women
demand time and service; women change ; women die."

In his dress he was as eccentric as in all else. Walk-
ing on the avenue, or travelling by boat or rail, he was
everywhere n marked man. Just why, it was not easy
to say, but after a closor observation, ono could detect
peculiarities in hat and coat that accounted for this.
His hats never changed. They wero somewhat mili-
tary in shape, yet no soldier would have worn them,
and the material of which they were composed was of
the finest manufactured. Who was his hatter that
could thus furnish, year after year, the same shape was
a mystery; and some of his acquaintances said ho
owned a manufactory. If this was not true, he evi-
dently owned the hatter.

Ilia hat was nothing compared with his coat, which
was really a collection of pockets with sloeves attached.
There were pockets within, pockets without, pockets
above, and pockets below. They wero of all sizes and
shapes, and so deftly placed that when not used they
would not be observed. In these ho carried all his
implements and tools, bis collars, cuffs, and handker.
chiofs; and there woro those who averred that theso
pockets took the place of valise and trunk.
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Unliko hia friend, he had a homo and those who were
devoted to his welfare. A more congenial trio than hia
mother, hia aiater, and himself it would have been im-
possible to find. His mother had guarded his collection
from hia boyhood; bis sister was a fino musician and
geologist, and tho three whon together were supremely
happy. This was the only home that Dr. Grotiua vis-
ited as a friend, and hia proseneo was always a Bourco
of delight.

When the Doctor was overwhelmed by hia misfor-
tune, his first thought was of his friend, but, Bonding a
messenger, he found he had gone to Nova Scotia for
several weeks, and there was nothing to do but bear it
as best ho could.

When Dana returned, ladon with rare specimens, he
had barely removed his coat and exchanged greetings,
when a messenger came for him to go to Bosedale at
once. With a sigh of woariuess, ho aroso from his
chair, pasaod his fingers down the parting of his hair,
which was ono of his peculiar motions, and prepared to
go with the boy.

“The Fates are against me, Adele, but something is
the matter at the asylum. Don’t wait for mohe
went out and closed the door bohind him.

“If it was any ono but Dr. Grotiua,” said his sister,
laying down the note she had picked up and read, “I
could not forgive him. But the Doctor has never sent
for him before, and it must bo something urgent. Bead
it."

She Beated herself at her piano, and her mother took
up tho paper and read,—
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“ Rcsedale, Thursday.
“Dear Dana—Como to mo at once. If you aro
really my friend, provo it now, and for God's sake

don’t arguo.
“Yours over,

“A. Grotjcb.”

“Surely that is strango. What can it moan ?"

“1t means some serious trouble, and that is all wo
can know till Hugo returns. Wo might guess all night,
and never hit it. | hope it is something temporary.
Of one thing wo may be sure, it cannot be aiHiction,
for tho Doctor has no one in the world to grieve over.
Sometimes | think such solitary characters are to bo
envied.”

“Yes, love brings as much torment as joy; but who
would not bear the one sooner than to lose the other?”

While they wore talking thus, tho carriage contain-
ing tho messenger and Dana was moving rapidly
through avenues and streets towards that part of tho
city whore the Rosedale Asylum was situated. To say
that ho grew impatient, that the revolutions of.tho
wheels were too slow, that the passers-by laughing and
chatting annoyed him, would he but a faint expression
of the state of mind of the occupant of the vehicle.
At length, however, they turned into the grounds, and
a moment later he sprang out at tho Doctor’s steps.
He found his friend walking tho floor, his left hand
pressed to his head, his right behind his back, talking
to himself. Ho entered, threw his coat on ono chair,
his hat on another, and his glovos on a third; thon took
his friend by tho hand, and said,—

&
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“What is it, Doc ?”

The other stopped walking, and seizing both of his
friend’s hands, exclaimed,—

“1 am going mad, Dana. Don’t speak. | have not
studied tho brain for years, to bo mistaken in the symp-
toms. | shall be as mad as a March hare, if | do not
have help, and you are tho only one | can trust. |
cannot sleep. | cannot eat. | seevisions by night and
day. Xiook at my eyes. Watch the pupil and you will
see | am right. Feel of my hand. It is cold as ice,
yet I am burning with inward fever. You know my
patient, Miss Van Guilder? You have heard me talk
of Clothilda, and porhaps have guessed that | loved
her. Heyl You did not7 Well, | did, as | love my
own soul She is dead. Do you hear?—doad. |
could not save her. Think of itl With all my skill
and knowledge and fame, | hod to stand by and see
her die. It is ail a sham. | shall never believo in
medicine again. Yes, sho is dead. | do not know
where to find her. | have looked so long, and listened
so hard for some sign of her, that I am almost wild. |
went to the house for you, but you were gone. |
came home, and have had no companions but domons.
Do you hear 2—demons. When she was dying | made
her a promiso. | did not know what it was, but I
should have promised her anything. Alter she was
buried they brought me a package. | opened and read
it, and know tho cause of her insanity. There is some-
thing Btrango about it ail. As soon as | read those
letters, | began to fool strangely, as if in tho powor of
some being or beings invisible. Since then | have not
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slept. | must tell you, for you can help mo. You
must not sneer or arguo. You must save me. You ask
me what it is? Only a phantom, an idea. Oh, Dana,
it is not what we sec that wo need fear; it is the unseen
and intangible. | have always told you this.”

*“Sit down, Doc, and tell mo all about it. Grief has
overcome you and made you ill;” and his friend led
him to a sofa and sat down by his side, watching him
intently at the sumo time. Ovor and over ho told him
tho story of her death, and at length put into his hund
a packet, saying,—

“Eead for youreolf, and toll mo what to do.”

CHAPTER IT.
THE LETTERS.

“Who breathes must suffer, and who thinks must mourn;
And he alone is blessed who ne'er was bom."

“ Here are a few of the unpleasantest words that ever blotted
paper."—Shakespeare.

A piece Of undressed leather, carefully tied with
many strips of tho same, covered the mystery that
was placed in tho hands of Hugo Dana. As he pro-
ceeded to remove this outer wrapping, an odor of
musty dampness was porcoptiblo. Within was a heavy
brown paper, which, being removed, revealed, first, a
small note, directed in a feminine hand to Dr Grotius,
and containing these words:
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"Nrw Yori, 1860.

“When you read this, my only tmo and devoted
friend, 1 shall be—whore? Who knows? Who can
tell? One thing only do wo know, that sooner or
later all will follow, and then you will forgive mo for
what | am about to do. You have brought into my
life whatever of sunshine it has known, and that | am
well and at home is due to your care and skill. In re-
turn for all this, | must leave you a curse. The vow is
upon me, and | dare not do otherwise. When this ter-
rible secret was first intrusted to mo, | was told that |
must leave it to the best man or woman | knew. You
aro this, and the heritage must be yours. You will sec,
when you read the enclosed letters, why the curso of
insanity has followed mo, and, alas, it will, | fear, rest
upon you also. | know your wisdom, and cannot but
hope you may be the fortunate one to discover tho
treasure.

“1 leave you, as Borne slight compensation, my entire
fortune, which is large. Use it as you will, only neg-
lect not the mission you owe my mother, whom, alas, I
have never known. As 60on as you receive these let-
ters, you, in turn, must bequeath them to the best
person you know, for so will the truth be discovered at
last. There is a force in every word that clings to
your mind, and will not be dismissed. God pity every
one who must read them.

“They came to me at my father’s death. | had not
even known my father was alive until these dreadful
papers were intrusted to mo, and from that hour all
tho happiness of girlhood left mo, and the rest you
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know. You have givon me courage to live, and brought
my reason to its throne. How long | shall be well 1
know not, but something tells mo the curse will follow
mo to the end. The blessing of the dead will rest
upon you.

" Clothilkb Yan Guilder.”

When he had finished reading it, Hugo Dana refolded
it and laid it upon tho table. The next was a piece of
coarse paper folded closely, and bearing these words,
written in a cramped hand, as of one unused to
writing :

“Lone Lake, 1846.

“I, Tim Olecrafta, do solemnly swear that | saw tho
old man Gilroy Yan Guilder sign this birch-bark the
day before ho died.

“Tim Olecrafts.”

This, too, was refolded and laid by tho othor. He
then took up a bundle of birch-bark, cut into uniform
sizes and covered with fine writing. It had been pre-
pared with great care. Each piece was numbered, and
as Dana’s eye ran over tho contents, a growing interest
was discernible on his face. He began to read :

“G. Lake orLone Lake, 1846.
“1 am going, for she has called me. | have waited
long years for this hour to come, and now that it is at
hand, | rejoice. Last night she came to me and said,
*Gilroy, write, for tho time is at hand when you will
come to me.” Then she smiled, and her smilo made me
young again. | shall novor bo old when I am with my
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beloved again. Love is youth, and we shall lovo for-
ever. 1 am feeble now, and | must write every day
until the story of my life is finished. More than twenty
years have passed since she left me, but she is more
beautiful to-day than when 1 first called her wife. |
am glad that 1 shall go to her,—glad to leave my lonely
life, to be once more with her I love. When | am gone,
my neighbor, Tim Olecrafts, will send this to my child5
and she must guard the hidden treasure while she lives.
She does not know of my existence. AMIl she think
of me kindly when she reads, or will she say, ‘I wish
| could have seen him’? God knows.

“1 was born in Amsterdam, llolland. In my veins
runs the blood of sea-captains for many generations.
My father also followed the sea, and when | was still a
child, I remember being lifted into the air by his strong
arms, and wishing | could play with the buttons of his
uniform. As soon as | could walk he took me down to
see his ship, and as | grew older, | learned to climb the
rigging and haul the sails. My mother was a quiet
woman, as are all of that nation. She was wise, and
did not try to force me to obey. She never once said
to mo, *Do this,” or ‘Do not do that,” and the freedom
that she gave mo has been one of the happiest memo-
ries of my life. Like all the boys of Holland, | was
sent regularly to school, and at sixteen could speak
four languages easily. My mother hoped some day to
see mo a great teacher in Leyden, where | could be
always near her, but | was too fond of roving to settle
down to a quiet life; and beside, | was an enthusiast
over minerals, and could never make a collection unless
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| travelled. My father now made long voyages to
India, and, against all tho protestations and tears of my
mother, | left home and went with him as a common
sailor. Whether it was because ho sympathized with
my mother, and intended to punish mo for my going,
or whether he thought ho must be more sovoro with
me because | was his son, | never knew; | only know
that he was terribly stern with me, and when wo
stopped at a port in Africa, | deserted, and never saw
him again. 1 had had enough of a sailor's life, but
there was no way to escape except by trying it again.
I found my way to Australia, and thence to America,
where | landed in the year 1795, and was then eighteen
years old. | had succeeded in collecting many raro
stones, and my greatest anxiety at that time was to
find a place of safety where | could deposit them.
“New York at this time was a small town. Canal
Street was merely a crooked path up town, and every-
thing was new and unsettled. | found my way up tho
Hudson River, being attracted by the singular forma-
tion just above the city, and then on and on, until I
reached Schenectady, where 1 found the population
made up of my own country-pcopio. Indians still hung
around tho settlement, and | found it well to bo on
good terms with them. They taught mo to trap, and
frequently took mo with them on long excursions to
Canada, | never returned without having valuable
additions to my cabinet. Years passed, and as we re-
turned from one of these excursions, coming down to
the St. Lawrence and striking through tho mountain-
ous regions of tho north woods, we stopped to rest and
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fish and hunt deor. A solitary mountain attracted us,
and we climbed its side to make our camp at its sum-
mit. Hero wo found a beautiful lako, fed by mountain
springs and full of trout. We built a shanty of bark,
stowed away our load of furs, and started out to explore
the region. It seems but as yesterday that a dozen
rod-skins and myself made a trail through that impene-
trable forest. It was my first glimpse of what after-
wards became the most precious spot on earth ; whore
all my happy hours have been passed; where death
robbed mo of my wife, and where | havo passed all the
years of loneliness since. It is here that | have waited
and longed for my summons to go, and here | shall
leave my minerals, my worn-out body, and my home.
The lake is as clear now as then; the sky as bright;
the trout as plentiful. On this day of which | am
speaking, we had gone but a few rods from our camp
when a royal buck started up from the bushes, and I,
being nearer than the rest, fired. Wo saw the blood spurt
into the air, but he gave a bound and was lost from
sight. The Indians madly followed the trail of blood,
while | went more slowly, and finally became separated
from them. As | was jumping over a fallen treo, |
heard a strange noise, and, looking up, saw on the other
side a black bear sitting on his haunches, watching my
movements, and preparing to show fight. To load my
gun was the work of an instant, but never had it
seemed so long before. | fired und missed. The boar
started, but not towards mo; the noiso had frightened
him, and ho ran in an opposite direction. 1 loaded
again and followed. | saw him just bofore mo, and
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when 1 raised my gun to fire, ho was nowhere to bo
seen. It was as if the earth had opened and swallowed
him. | looked everywhere, but no bear,—nothing but
a hugo bowlder rocking to and fro.* | know what this
meant, for | had heard of rocking-stones. 1 touched
it, and saw on opening. It rocked as easily as a cradle,
although it must have weighed tonB. All was dark
within. | dared not enter until 1 had lit a torch of
pitch-pine, which was easily found. Then, with my
gun in my right hand and the torch blazing above my
head in my left, | entered tho cave and found myself
in a large room, high and very dark. Across the dark-
ness | saw two stars. | knew what they wore, and
fired. 1 did not stay to soe the result, but ran from
the cave and rolled tho rock back in its place. At that
moment | resolved that | should some day own that
cave, and bring to it my precious stonos. | have told
all these particulars because it is a part of the strange
story | am going to tell. There was nothing to do

* In South America, at Buenos Ayres, there is one of these stones
which weighs one hundred and forty tons, of snow-white oolor,
and can be made to rock by a child’s touch.

Rocking-stones bear various names. There are other remains
called Logan, or Rocking-Stones. Cornwall is remarkable for
them. Pliny tells of one near Harpasa which might be moved
by a finger, but would not stir with a thrust of a whole body.
They are surrounded by Druidical remains.

Tho Celts had their Clacha-hrath, or Judgment Stone; tho divin-
ing stone or stone of ordeal, and the oracle stone. Stonehenge,
according to De Mirville and others, was built by the Druids for
a temple, but was really the work of Atlanteans.

4
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but to leavo it as | had found it, and mark a tall
tree near by as a land mark when | should come again.

“1t so happened that a chief of the Onondagas owned
the tract of country including tho mountain, and, by
my friendship, 1 hoped to make a trade for a piece of
land that would give me my cave. | had brought from
other countries blankets and beads, and for these and
several hundred skins | at length bought the lake and
a largo tract of land. No king ever rejoiced over a
now acquisition of territory as did 1 over my lake in
tho wild woods of tho north. | dreamed of it continu-
ally. It was so secure, bo inaccessible, so secret. North
of it an hundred miles of dense forest stretched to the
St. Lawrence; cast, mountains and lakes that wero
almost impassable; to the south a fow villages, and on
tho west a great lake as large as tho ocean.

“It was the work of many months to carry my col-
lection from Schenectady to this place, but | was young,
and time was nothing in my eyes. As soon as it was
safely stowed away in my cave, | prepared to go homo
and see my parents. | found the city much as | had
left it, but my father had been dead many years and
my mother was very feeble. | stayed with her as long
as she lived, and then, with my property safely invested,
and taking with mo only enough money for my needs,
| Btarted for India. It was a long voyage in those days,
and wo stopped at several ports. When we reached
Madagascar | determined to remain here for another
vessel, and pursue my studies. When | sailed from
there, it was on a British vessel, with a cargo and sev-
eral passengers. | made no acquaintances, and avoided
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all intercourse with my kind. | had lived so long
among the Indians that | had become, like them, silent
and unsocial. | scarcely looked at my follow passengers,
and noticed only an old man who sat upon the deck,
and was waited upon by his daughter. | could never
tell why | observed them more than others, but once
or twice | almost spoke to them as I passed by on my
walk around the deck. One day, as we were nearing
India, a terrific storm burst upon us with scarce a
moment's warning. A single cloud, funnel-shaped,
swooped down upon us like a gigantic bird, and turned
our sunshine into night. A scene of horror that can-
not bo described followed. Our ship was drawn up,
and the sea with it, into the air, and then dashed down
again into the boiling waters. Tho darkness was vo
intense, it could be felt. Noises grim and terrible sur-
rounded us. and tho ocean hissed like serpents. It was
frightful beyond description, and tho seconds of time
wore ages, till wo were thrown into the sea, where |
found m3self holding a woman in my arinB. | could
not see who it was, but | caught a piece of tho wreck
and, clinging to it, floated many hours. Wo were
picked up by a passing vessel and saved. The woman
was the daughter of the old man | had noticed. He
was nowhere to bo found. From that moment | knew
I had met my fato, and Gabriollo Axtens was a part of
my life. She had an older sister in Bombay, who had
married an army officer, and sho and her father wore
on their way thither, when separated by death. 1 had
neither homo nor friends, what mattered it where |
stopped ? | went with Gabriollo to her sister’s house,
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saw hor safe with her friends, and found myself a place
near by. | became a daily visitor at her home. She
was a charming woman. | could novor determine
whoroin her groat fascination lay, but, as I look back
at hor character now, | think it was like the fire of the
opal,—a something that came from her very souL
Added to this was a self-forgetfulness that was as rare
as it was unstudied. Sho was wholly absorbed in the
life of those around her. She had not a thought of
self. | was completely in love, and gave myself up to
the new sensation with all the intensity of my nature.
I forgot minerals, everything, in the delight of being
near«euch a character. Her serenity was perfoct.
Nothing troubled her, nothing moved her. She was
never depressed, never exhilarated, but, like tho sun,
shono witlt a steady light. Such a nature was a revela-
tion to me. Dad Bho acquired it? Could | hope to
attain it ? There was a strength of repose in her that
made mo feel weak because of fltftilness.

“When | had known her three months | told her |
loved her. We were sitting on tho veranda waiting
for the twilight to bring us coolness and a breeze. She
was dressed as usual in white, with a flower at her
throat. | can see her now aa if she were before me.
Her classic head, poised upon neck and shoulders that
were like a cameo cut against a dark back-ground. She
hnd an oval face; eyes soft and dark; hair drawn
smoothly from her brow and coiled in a knot at the
back of hor head, and a mouth so delicate and sensitive
that nothing but generations of refinement could have
chiselled its arch so beautifully, | am an old man now,
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but I have learned that nothing tells of good ancestry
like a mouth. It is the organ of the soul, and just as
it has overcome coarser things, will it lift the corners
of the mouth. With Gabriello, this had reached per-
fection. Whonovcr she spoke, her lips vibrated like a
musical instrument. Never wero the corners of her
mouth seen to droop. Her skin was like cream, and
her neck arched ns a queen's when listening to her sub-
jects. 1 had boen talking to her of my love for min-
erals, tolling her how it had absorbed my life until 1
met her, and now wondered that such lifeless, senseless
things could so hold a man in bondago.

“1 do not believe them to bo lifeless,” she replied.
10f conscious existence they may ho deprived, but in
that long march from first principles to perfect life
they are on the way, and tho life that holds their parti-
cles together is a part of the great life of the universe.
1 can feel it throb against my forehead when | hold a
bit of rock in my hand, and something of its history
comes to my mind at such times. | love every individ-
ual of tho rock kingdom ; not so as to analyze, classify,
and arrango, but as I love human beings—only no. so
personally. Thoy tell me wonderful secrets, and I know
what | dare not tell.’

* “ Between the molecules of things oithor solid or liquid exists
a forco that holds them in place—and this is life.”

“ Earth, Wator, Fire, Air, Space, Mind, Understanding, and
Egoism. This is the lower form of my nature, and higher than

this, which is animate, 0 you of mighty arms by which the Uni
verse is upheld. All this is woven upon mo liko pearls upon a
thread.Bhngnvadgila.”
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“Her oyc3 had kindled as she spoke, and in a moment
| was telling her my love. | laid bare my entire heart;
| held nothing back. Then | waited for her reply.
She was not surprised, for she had known it long before.
She laid her hand in mine and said, solemnly, ‘Lovo
is life; but all things have a shadow, and love’s shadow
is self. All the suffering of lovo comes IVom this. |
have seen our future, very bright at first, but growing
dark at length. | have known and loved you for many
years. | have seen you in my dreams as plainly as I
now see you in the flesh. | knew you were in the
world and coming towards me, but when and where
we would meet | could not imagine. When you came
on board the ship, my heart gave a bound of recog-
nition; but you never glanced at me, never saw mo.
I could wait. If through the years tho guiding hand
of Destiny had lod you over oceans and worlds to
my Bide, surely at tho right time wo should know
each other, face to faco and soul to soul. | watched
you walk tho deck to and fro, always thinking, but
never seeing the one being in all tho world that
belonged to you. Tho storm did the work well. It
cast me into your arms, and in that moment your
inner eyes wero opeued. It is well to know and
wait.’

“She had said all this as calmly as if it had naught to
do with her life’s happiness, and a momont later she
leaned forward and said,—

“1Look in my eyes, Gilroy, and tell mo what you see
there. Is there an uncanny light that shines there as
it does not in others’ eyes 7
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“11 boo only the rarest, lovolieat soul on earth,' | re-
plied, seizing her hand in mino and pressing it to ray
lips.

““Bat look again. | am not like others. There is a
power there that you know not.'

“1Whatever it may be, I am only sure that it is some-
thing good and beautiful. Of course you are unlike
others. | have seen that from the first. There is no
one in all the world like you, my darling.’

“*“llush, Gilroy. You must not say these things.
You must listen to what | am about to toll you, for
upon it hangs the shadow that threatens our future.
1 have a gift of seeing things invisible to others. It
pierces all places, distances, and times. 1 cannot ex-
plain it, nor is it under my control. There are visions
to my sight, sounds to my ears, j et the phj-sicai senses
do not respond to them. Sometimes, when seeing
beautiful visions of some far-away place, | would de-
sire to remain there, and almost os soon as | felt the
longing | seemed to glide from my old moorings in the
body and leavo it behind. Later I would come to my-
self, with friends standing near anxiouslj- waiting for
me to revive. “She has fainted,” they said. Now, if
at some future time the love you pledge me to-night
should grow cool, | should know it at once; and with
my sensitive nature | know what the result would be.
Better would it bo to part now than evor to lot our
love grow cold or change.'

“If that is all j-ou would say, my angel, there is
nothing to fear. | have not been starved for love all
my life to throw it awajTwhen it is miuo. If you
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never leave me until ray love changes, we shall never
bo parted; you will be with me forever----- '

“11 shall be with you forever, in any ease,” she said,
interrupting me. 11 have been with you when you
did not see mo or know me, and | shall certainly never
leave you again. | am not afraid of that; but I know
what grief would come to you if | left my body and
wont out into the unseen’

“1But why should you have such a strango gift whon
others have not?’ | asked.

“1As well ask the crow that is whito what makes her
to differ from hor kind. It is as much a part of mo as
my eyes or tho color of my hair. | sometimes fancy
that the soul of my great-grandmother is living in mo,
for she was a wonderful woman in this way. Sho came
from tho mountains of India, where the old Parsees
dwelt, and could tell everything that would happen
before it came to pass. My great-grandfather from
England fell in love with hor and took her to his homo,
where she drooped and died in a year, leaving a babe
but a few hours old. Every one feared her as a witch,
and she died with a broken heart. What matters it
how it came ?

*“ She looked long and earnestly into my eyes as Bhe
Bpoke, and | took both of her hands in mine and said,—

“*l swear by all that is holy never to change, my
bolovod. 1 shall love but you forovor and over.'

*From that time until tho day of our marringo the
subject was never again spoken of. Happiness bathed
us as tho sunlight tho world around. Immediately
after tho wedding wo sailed for America. | had told
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her of my treasures and my cave, and she was as anx-
ious as | to see the new world.

“There was time to plan and arrange for our future
during all the months of our voyage, and as soon as wo
landed we proceeded to Schenectady at once. We had
no world but that bounded by our two lives, and to
have a home in that wild forest was as sweet a dream
as lovers over had. We decided to take men and ma-
terials with us from the nearest town, and hasten the
work while the summer gave us long days.

“The town of Utica was the nearest point of civili-
zation before we entered the forost. Wo took men,
wagons, nails, necessaries, and a woman to cook for us.
Utica, then, was only a village of fifteen hundred inhabi-
tants. There was no Erie Canal, no railroad. Con-
veyances were primitive and uncomfortable, but what
did wo care? A rough road led from Utica duo north
an hundred miles, and thence a mere trail was our only
guide for many miles, and when this was lost, there
was nothing but our guide, a compass, and hard work,
for tho road must be made rod by rod.

“ Gabrielle was a woman of great patience. She
cared littlo for time or place, all were aliko in her oyes.
The novelty of the life charmed her. Our nearest
neighbor was a fisherman on Piseco Lake, twenty miles
away. As soon as we reached our destination tho men
began to work. Trees wero cut down for a hut, where
wo could be safe until the house was built, for wild ani-
mals ranged tho forest in multitudes. In front of this
hut a huge fire was kept blazing all night and every
night. Our house was to be built against the hill,
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where the cavo was carefully secreted by the rolling
rock, now covered by matted vines. | dared not go
noar it lest the men might touch it, so I choso a place
farther off, but still near enough to be against it, and
here the foundations were laid. The hill was dug away
for a short distance, so that the back of the houso
rested against it. The lower story was entered at tho
front, the second from the hill at the back. Tho roof
was extended in such a way as to form a sort of piazza
across the entire front. | must be very particular
about theso descriptions, for those that will seek it in
the futuro must know it well. When the houso was
done and tho men had gone back to Utica, Gabriello
and | prepared to go into our cavo. We dared not risk
discovery, aud so must wait until the woman hud
locked horsolf in her hut for tho night. Then wo
Btarted around the hill, with pitoh-pine torches, and
holding each other by the hand. It was necessary to
pull away tho vines from tho rock, and then a slight
push rolled it back, and we stepped into the first room
of the cave. My knowledge of what lay beyond was
little more than guess-work, but together we would ex-
plore its recesses. | pointed out the corner where |
had despatched the bear, and showed some of the bones
that remained. We went around the room, peering
into every corner. It was large, high, and tho sides
were of rock. Wo came to an opening, through which
we could pass on our hands and knees. This led into a
still highor room, not quite as large, but much more
magnificent. Stalactites and stalagmites of dazzling
whiteness decorated its walls and ceilings, and mot in
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the centre in the form of an altar. Gabrieile at onco
said,—

“eThis will be our holy place, and when | loavo my
body you shall bring it and lay it upon this snowy bier.
You, too, will some day be brought here, and amid
nature's purest secrets our outer solves will be stored.’

““May that day bo long coming,” | replied, pressing
tenderly the little hand resting in mine.

“*All things move forward, and you and | cannot
stand still, Gilroy. See, hero is another opening.'

“It was so, and through it wo passed to a smaller
room beyond. It could be entirely shut oil’ from tho
othors. or its entrance concealed, by moving agaiust it
a large stalagmite, which, being put on rollers, would
Bland guard over anything placed within. | resolved
to move all my treasures to this room in tho near fu-
ture, and Gabrieile and 1 left the ca%d ns wo had found
it, until a connection was mado between it and the
bouse. This was the next thing to be done, and | sent
to Montreal for a man to come, with Indian guides, as
far as the group of islands at tho head of the St. Law-
rence. Hero | met him, and took him by a circuitous
route to my home. He was a master-workman, and
blasted and bored an underground passage connected
by secret stairs with our sitting-room. It was finished
at length, and | 6ent him across to Piseco, and thence
by the Big Carry and Long Lake to Blue Mountain and
tho eastern chain until they reached Champlain. There
ho was loft, and | knew my secret was safe. From
that time our lifo was a beautiful romance. Through-
out the days we busied ourselves in and around our
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homo;and at night we would bar our doorsand go to the
cave and arrange our treasures. Never miser feasted his
eyes on hidden gold as | did on those beautiful minerals,
from which | bud been separated so long.

“My wife's room was on the second floor, opening on
a kind of balcony, while mine was on the rear, opening
on the hill. Gabrielle fitted her room up with exquisite
taste, llangings of rich goods from India covered
the walls; sheila from the sea, rocks from the mines,
and beautiful works of art from different parts of the
East adorned her room. A work-table by the window,
a book-case by the walls, pictures everywhere, showed
the refined nature of the occupant, ller books were
not such as women usually read. Some of them |
could not understand, and a few volumes in a strange
language she could not read herself. She said they
had come from her great-grandmother, and she kept
them for her sake.

“In this paradise we lived and loved and were happy.
Every winter we would go to the South, and return
again in the spring. Years passed. Villages grew into
towns, public travel increased, and people began to find
their way to the great forest for hunting and fishing.
Then they found me, and first one and then another
brought me valuables to keep for them, and almost
before | was aware, my cave was being used as a store-
house for men | knew nothing of. My wife objected
from tho first. “These men are smugglers,” Bho said,
‘and nothing but evil will come from them. For my
sake, as well as your own, have nothing to do with
them." Had | yielded to her entreaties, | should never
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have been the miserable man I have become. But they
knew my weakness, and bribed me by rare gems, and |
could not refuse. | compromised with my conscience by
keeping them from the house, but my wife knew all 1
thought and did, and, though sho ceased to argue and
chide, sho began to grow moody and silent. Her health
began to fail, and from this time she was never the same
as before. Fool that | was, to be so blinded by a whim |
"What would 1 give could | live over again the years
since then? Misery and remorse have been my sole
companions, and death will be my only release.

* 1Some strangers are coming to-morrow, and one is
fVom the far East. | saw him in my dreams last
night,” she said, one morning in the early fall, as we
rowed on tho lake and fished. Now this lake had been
known by tho Indians as Lone Lake, but wo had named
it G Lake. Her name was Gabrielle and mine Gilroy;
what better name could we give it than tho letter G?
In tho cool of the summer days we passed much of our
time on the water, and when autumn winds began to
blow, wo sat by the shore in the sunlight. Could tho
waters of that lake tell all they had hoard, what beau-
tiful things would they say to the world.

“ On this particular day my wife had been more than
usually quiet; her left hand floated in the water as |
rowed, and her eyes had a far-away look that | had
never seen in them before.

“1What makes you so sure he is from tho East? I
asked.

““Because he was dressed like the children of the

East.’
c d 6
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" ‘And why does ho come?'

“1To bring me a message. Oh, Gilroy, the prophecy |
uttered in India is soon to be fulfilled. | do not blamu
you. It was Fate.'

“I rowed to the shore, and putting my arms around
her, vowed never to receive another gilt from those
men,—vowed to return to the rightful owners all that
belonged to them; but she shook her head sadly and
replied,1Too late; too late. You say this because you
would not grievo me, but in your heart | have a rival,
for you long for new minerals as you did before you
knew mo.’

“As she had said, the strangers came. Two brought
bags to leave in my care; the third was of sallow com-
plexion, and wore tho loose robes and turban of India.
He spoke our language as perfectly as ourselves, and
his manners were those of an European. 1lis ago wo
could not guess. He was calm, silent, and remained
after tho others had gone several days, lie went in
and out of the forest as fearlessly as if he had lived
there all his life, yet no stranger before could venture
from tho beaten tracks without being lost, so dense was
tho growth of underbrush. Ho was apparently un-
armed, yet always returned uninjured. When | asked
him if ho did not fear losing his way, he merely re-
plied,—

“*] could not lose my way anywhere.’

“*But thero are wild animals,” I suggested; ‘and
they are man's natural foes.'

“* have no foes,’ was his reply. A day or two
after this his words were proved true when a wild-cat
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crossed our path and crouched for a spring. Ab quick
as thought 1aimed, and was about to pull the trigger,
when he said,—

“eNot so,”and fixing upon the ferocious auimal his
soft eyes, the tire left its gaze and it crept into the
woods.

“wilell me how you did that," | exclaimed, in astonish-
ment, for wild-cats were the only animals of which 1
stood in deadly fear.

'**Not by inv glance, as you supjiosed. but by the
thought back of the glance. If a man can master his
own nature, lie can surely master the inferior creatures.
The mind is all powerful and controls all things, and
the stronger always governs the weaker.’

*1was greatly interested in this man, and watched
him with a peculiar fascination. The last day of his
stay lie passed the entire day in the woods gathering
plants and roots. Towards night he came home, and
calling me to him, he said,—

““I>0 you know why 1am here?’ 1 replied that I
could never guess, hut that ho was very welcome.

““1 have a sacred mission from the far ftast that has
brought me over oceans and across continents. It con-
cerns your wife, for she is endowed by nature with the
peculiar gifts that are necessary. It is a secret for all
mankind, and the time draws near, but is not yet. To
her it is intrusted to guard and protect this wisdom of
the ages. Unseen intelligences have ordered it thus,
and their care will give her long life and many days if
the conditions are fulfilled. 1)o you ask why one must
he chosen in this new world instead of the old? It is
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because tho truth to bo guarded was started hero,
and must bo given to the world fTrom tho same place.
I have prepared from the plants of the woods an elixir
of life. It isin this bottle. When the time comes that
ahe needs it give her a drop ata time. She will grow
old and have no sickness, and her life will bo blessed.
It is for her, and hor alone. It will be powerless to
affect another; yea, it would bring evil rathor than
good. Bo patient and wait. Tho cycle is passing that
was born in error, and truth is coming with tho now
ago.* It may be that we shall iivo to see tho day-star
arise, when all faces will bo turned to its light. When
tho moon goes down to-night, stand by tho window and
witness for tho Truth.’

“He said no more and left tho room. It was late
when the moon sot that night, but at the appointed
hour | took my place by the window, with Gabriello
by my side. Wo heard him stop from tho upper door
into tho darkness. Wo could see him moving, for he
was dressed all in white. He went round and round

* “ The sixth root race shall have appeared on the stage of our
round. When shall this be? Who knows save the great Master
of Wisdom. All wo know is, that it will silently come into ex-
istence; bo silently, indeed, that for long millenniums shall its
pioneers—the peculiar children who shall grow into peculiar men
and women—be regarded as abnormal oddities, physically and
mentally. Then as they increase they will awake ono day to find
themselves in the majority. It is tho present men who will bo
regarded as exceptional mongrels and gradually die out as the Az-
tecs have died out. Tho fifth will overlap the sixth race for many
hundreds of millenniums."—"Secret Doctrine,”” vol. ii. p. 446.
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very slowly, with head bowed low as if looking for
something on the ground. At length he paused and
seated himself, with knees drawn up, near the ccntro
of the space. He remained motionless for several
minutes. At last he rose, began again to go round and
round, but this time he was stooping and touching the
ground with his finger. A blue flame followed his
touch and formed a complete circle, while ho Stood in
the centre. Again he stooped and touched the ground.
A blue flume leaped high in the air from the centre,
also. Into this he looked long and earnestly’, and when
it had reached a certain height be flung with his loft
hand something into the blaze. It hissed and shapped,
and tho blazo burned red, and at length died away.
The othor flame also died, and wo saw only a prostrate
whito figure lying upon tho ground. It was long after
that whon wo heard him enter tho room ubovo and
retiro.

“The next morning | could not believe my memory.
It was all so strange and mysterious that it seemed
like a dream. To convince myself that | had not been
the victim of a nightmare, | arose at dawn and went
out upon the hill. A scorched circle upon tho grass
told me that my memory' had not deceived me.

“Thnt morning our strange guest left us. At parting,
ho placed a box and a roll in my wife’s hands with those
words, which he uttered in a low, thrilling voice:

* “Where the flame burned blue,
Where the flamo burned red,
There shall come a tree;

It shall guard the dead.
6*
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la the cave beneath lay this sacred roll,

And guard it well, with your very soul;

The box must be placed in a secret place,

For both hold the truth of the coining race.

I go my way to the rising sun,

But Sul-Mal will knolPthat the right is done.
When he comes again, he will blessing bring,

And the world shall know that the
Truth is King.’

“lie turned towards the forest, and as my wife's hands
touched the box she fell as if dead. Terrified, | clasped
her in my arms, and turned to look for the stranger.
He was nowhere in sight, and there was no motion of
twig or loaf to show where ho had gone. Moments
passod and my darling was still unconscious. | was
frantic with grief. | called her by name. | rubbed
her hands, and kissed her lips nnd cheeks and brow.
At length her eyelids opened, not as if she were
waking from a sound sleep, but radiaut with new
life.

“*How lovely it was. Gilroy! | am soglad that | am
alivo. It is a beautiful thing to live, aud there are
wonderful things to see and know. | have been on a
long journey, Gilroy. | have travelled fast and far.
Oh, it was grand. | went to the mountains of India,
where the Guebers worship and the fire purifies and
enlightens. On the shores of a great sea | saw tho
worshippers assembled,* where flames burned from tho

* 11Bnkoo, on the shores Of the Caspian Sea, where for ages the
flames have issued from the rocks without Intermission."
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rocks, as the stranger made them bum last night. And
he was there also, ho that called himself Sul-Mal, hut
he was not a worshipper; ho was a prophet. The}' all
bowed before him, and his words were precious. |
could understand what he said, though | knew not the
language. It was as if my soul knew what was in his
mind before he uttered it. He told them of this far-
off country, and the knowledge that was coming to the
world hero: that they, too, had a shnro in the glory,
for to one of their descendants was committed the care
of the secret; that the wisdom of the sun, moon, and
stars, so long held sacred by them, would join with the
occult wisdom of India, and once more be recognized
as a power among men. Then he took mo by the hand
and led mo around tho circle, and they dipped their
lingers in tho fire and touched mo on the head. “Sho
is immortal and cannot die," they said. Then Sul-Mal
led me away, and took me to the ancient groves whero
the Druids worshipped. The stones were hot cast down,
but formed a great circle, and a thousand people wor-
shipped around a huge altar. 1 could sec tho blood
flowing from this stone; | could see flames kindling
in the midst of the blood, and signs of the sun, moon,
and stars were everywhere. All around this temple
there were beautiful groves and flowers of sweet odors,
and white-robed priests sitting beneath the shadows of
the oak, instructing young men in the truths of their,
religion They told them they must live pure lives?
must wnteh tho stars, must remember ever that they
wore immortal, and, though blood must atone for sin, to
cat flesh, or allow blood to enter tho system, was not
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well.* They did not boo us, and as my guide pointed
to the priest, he said, “ The fire-worshippers of Persia
and the GuebroH of India are one and the same, and their
blood runs in your veins. From thuBo ancient Druids
como gifts, also. What you are is the result of a union
of strange natures; but it was all to be, and from you
and youra will come honor and blessing.” Again wo
crossed tho ocean and | came to America, but not here.
I was on a high mountain, looking down into a valley
of sunlight and flowers. It was full of little people, no
larger than babies, swinging from tho trees by their
long arms; running to and fro in the grassland then
suddenly darting into a cave in the side of the moun-
tain, A moment later, and | saw why they fled, for
coming from tho east | saw great savages, with pointed
beads, brandishing clubs and making horrid noisOB.

* Caaar says of these remarkable people, “ They inculcate that
souls do not perish, hut after death pass into other bodies. They
discuss, moreover, many points concerning the heavenly bodies
and their motions, and the extent of the universe and the world,
the nature of things, and the influence of the immortal gods.
They consider the favor of the gods cannot be conciliated unless
the life of one man be offered up for another. The life of crimi-
nals is more acceptable than the innocent.

“ The chief deity is Mercury. They consider him the inventor
of all arts, guide of all journeys, and having the greatest influoneo
in the pursuit of wealth."

“ The sun and moon regulated their festivals and formed part
of their outward worship."—"Old England."”

N Under the church of Notre Dame, at Pans, were found in the
last century two bass-reliefs of Celtic deities—the one correspond-
ing to the Roman Mars."
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Then | awoke to find myself in your arms, Gilroy; yet
I know that | have not boon dreaming. | long to be
out of my body and go whoro | please, as | did then.’

“ | kissed her into silence, and begged her never to say
those words again, and after a little time we wont into
the house to put away the roll and the box. The former
we placed in the first cave, the latter we secreted in a
hidden closet of our room.

“" 1 have one more thing to tell yon, Gilroy," and she
looked into my face tenderly as she spoke. 4Sul-Mal
told me that the inner harmony of my life had been
jarred, and only the elixir of life would restore it; that
a year from to-day a child would be born to us,land the
charge of the secret must pass to her. She must be
kept from the world from the time she is a year old.’

“It is uatural to hope against odds. | believed that
my love would hold her to mo, and all would bo well.
The child was born and tho mother died. | begged of
her to take tho drops from tho vial, but she would not.
To all my entreaties she would only say.—

“11 cannot, Gilroy. If you love me, do not ask me.
My eyes have seen the Beyond, and all life is broader
and freer and brighter there. Hero the material veils,
and hinders, and clogs, but there—I shall be like a bird
set free. Do not fear that | shall be separated from
you because | am unseen. | shall always know your
thoughts as | do now. 1 shall always guard tho home
and treasures until tho time of discover}’ comes. As
we have met here so wo shall meet there,—face to face
and soul to soul. Fear not, but be brave and live as
children of the forest, close to nature's heart. Faro-



53 BORN OF FLAME.

well, Gilroy. Our love has been very precious and will
be eternal. | must rest.’

*“ She novcr awoke, and | was left with a helpless in-
fant, alone. | obeyed minutely every direction she had
given mo for herself and child. With my own hands
1 prepared tho body for its last resting-place. | dressed
it in her wedding-garments that she had carefully kept
all these years. Could it havo been for this? After
all was done, | took the precious burden in my arms
and carried it into the cave and laid it upon the altar.
I had long ago enlarged the passage between the rooms,
and when | laid my idol upon the snowy bier and
turned to go away, | prayed to dio as | had novcr
prayed before. That spot has been a shrine to mo
from that hour. The body driod but did not decay.
A few weeks later | locked my doors, and with my
babe in my arms started for the nearest settlement,
thirty miles away. From that point, by easy stages, I
made my way to Mew York, where an old friend lived.
My wife had planned it all, for our child must be reared
in a convent or some place of seclusion until she was
eighteen. 1 found Mew York a larger city than | had
left. The streets were full of people, and a man with
a young babe in his arms was a strange sight. Every-
one stared at me, and 1 was glad to find tho house of
my friend and escape the eyes. It was a largo house,
for Simeon Muscott was a prosperous banker. | rang
the bell and asked the servant to see her master.

“1lie is busy, sir; you must come again,” she replied.
At that moment he crossed the hall, and | rushed past
the girl and exclaimed,—
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“4Simoon?

“1lo did not know oithur my faco or voice until 1
aaid again,—

*“ “Simeon, don't you know an old friend ?’

“Then ho know me. lie shook my hand over and over
as if he would never let go, then he looked at the child
in my arms. | told him what | wanted, and asked
him to help mo find the right place for my child. llo
was a grand man. Money and fashion and honor and

fame could not spoil him. lie cried with mo uh |
told him my story, and said ho would look after my
little one as if it were his own. | left it in his care

with a bank account at hiscommand. | never saw him
again, nor my child, although he wrote me of her wel-
fare every year. She was placed in a convent whon
very young, and know nothing of her history nor the
world. When | am gone, and she reads my history, she
will know all.  Whon | went back to my home by the
lake, | walked the entire distance. | knew how long
life would be, and this would take some of the time.
The first evening at home, | went into my wife's room
and seated myself in her chair. | was starving for a
glimpse of her sweet faco. It grew dark. 1 cried to
her to come to me. | listened and waited. 1did not
believe in supernatural appearances, but | felt that sho
was near mo, and | longed to see her. Presently, from
out the darkness of tho room, a figure grew and came
towards me. My eyes wore open, and | was awake.
Sho laid her hand on my head, and | felt rather than
heard, ‘Well done. Bo patient. | love you still.
From that time until last night she has como to me
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daily. The hours have been long waiting for her touch
to thrill me, and hear with my inner consciousness the
beautiful things she would tell mo.

“ Ashort time after her death 1noticed a strange plant
growing from the hill where the flame had burned so
brightly. As it burst into leafage, it was unlike any in
the forest, and | remembered the words of the stranger.
It is now atree with broad, spreading branches. Ga-
brielle is not dead. | shall not die. There is no death
—but I shall go-----

Here the writing stopped. The long labor had ended
suddenly, and the waiting had ceased.

Dana road it to tho end and laid tho last piece of
bark with the others. Tho fact that ho had found his
prototype interested him, in spite of tho nonsense and
superstition that filled the pages.

“ And what do you think, Hugo?" asked the Doctor,
stopping his continual promenade in front of him.

“That it is a strange story, surely, of what may have
been some fact, with a vast amount of rubbish that
could by no possibility bo true. It interests mo
strangely, for here was a man with tastes like ray own,
but his mind had been shattered by long solitude and
grief, until he wrote as real what existed in his imagi-
nation only. Such men always are extremists. A man
who could leavo home and parents for a scientific pur-
suit, who could fall in love as did he, when he met afflic-
tion and disappointment, would be just tho one to lose
his mind in solitude. You, who have studied brains all
your life, know this to bo true. It is a strange, sad
story, to say the least.”
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“But what if | tell you that since reading that
paper, or account, if you choose, | have heard strange
noises. | hnvo seen ghostly faces. | am never alone.
Somotimea | could fancy 1 had Been Clothilde herself."

“You do well to call it fancy, for it is just that and
nothing more. You have become psychologized by
your association with your patient until the thought

of her mind is impressed on yours. | tell you half
the world is thus dominated in one form or another.”
The Doctor smiled, as he replied. “1 knew what

you would say when | sent for you. We never agree
on theso subjects, When you were born, the signs were
all in league to make you a materialist, and mine the
reverse. What you call real is to mo delusion and a
dream. To me there is nothing real but what will en-
dure. That which causes is my reality,—its result
yours. | know that mind is the controlling force of
the universe, but you will never believe it until you
have a scientific proof. 1 knew | should meot your
ridicule; but | also knew | could trust your friendship.
I must be saved, and you arc the only one who can do
it, Dana. This idea must bo removed, or | am ruined.
Do you hear ?—ruined.”

“You must travel. | will go with you, and werl
come back laughing over the whole thing.”

“1 must try to solve the mystery that has wrecked
so many lives. | must go in pursuit of that house, of
Gabriolle’s mother, who guards it, and then perhaps |
shall bo myselfagain. 1 have studied occultism enough
to believe there are astral shades. | knew a learned

professor in Germany who assorted he had once seen
6
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the spirit leave the body, and if this is true, why should
we doubt that such things can bo Been ?*

“It is all humbug, Doc. You know better. Tho
thing is absurd. How any one with your clear, logical
mind can believe such stuff is incredible to me. Astrals,
indeed! 1 should call them Jack-as-strals. It's all ono
with that fourth dimension business. What can you
have more than length, breadth, and thickness;yet you
hang to it as if it were gospel. Of course you’ll go
crazy, if you allow such notions to fill your mind.
What you need is change: change and travel. Now,
I’'m just homo from a long jaunt to Nova Scotia; camo
near being wrecked, and have not told the folks a word;
but if you'll go with mo, I'll start to-morrow."

“1 know you would do it, Dana. Nothing else will
eavo mo. Wo’ll go to the north woods and find tho
truth of tho thing. But | must put things in shape to
loavo, for we may be gone a long time."

“Well, well, anywhere. I’ll even hunt ghosts if it
will relievo your mind. You may have the ghost and
I'll tako the minerals.”

“ Agreed. It's a bargain.”

They talked for hours, and when they separated, Dr.
Grotius was more like himself.
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CHAPTER V.
THE MOON AND EAHTH.

“Time will bring to light whatsoever is hidden ; it will cover
up and conceal what is now shining in splendor.”—Horace.

“In nature’s infinite book of secrecy a little | can read.”—
Shakespeare.

It was June when they started, Dr. Grotiua and his
friend, on what the latter was pleased to call their
ghost-hunt.  The Doctor was almost himself again,
lie had given up his position and patients for an in-
definite time, and already felt the relief from care.

Then, as now, a journey up the Hudson was a de-
light; a full moon, the balmy air of the season, and
a cloudless night all combined to mako the evening
perfect. They left New York at six o'clock, and found
seats on the deck of the Mary Powell, where, with the
cr»wd of travellers on board, they could watch the
spires of the city move past them and melt into the
diin distance. The palisades, then as now, stood guard
along the shore, and as twilight settled upon tho world,
and the moon rose from the hill-tops, a silence fell upon
the groups, and the Doctor and his friend moved to a
more retired niche, where they could talk more freely
of their plans and proposed journey. To them the
beauty of the night, of heavens abovo and earth
around, were of little moment. Their minds were in-
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tent upon one subject only. They could hear the mur-
mur of voices on every side; of the bell calling to
supper; of the whistle signalling to some vessel in the
distance; but these sounds did not touch them as they
sat on the guards with outspread sheet of paper beforo
them, intent upon what seemed a chart or map. The
same types of humanity were on board then that we
find to-day on the St. John. The young peoplo off for
a vacation; the bridal party on their wedding journey;
tho clergyman in pursuit of rest and the salesman of
business. Teachers, scholars, professional men, and
politicians, with a large sprinkling of women, children,
and babies, made up the passengers of the Mary Powell
on that memorable night.

“1 hopo you have brought your hammers and chisels,
Dana," said the Doctor, as he refolded the paper and
laid it in his hand bag.

*Trust mo for that. Where | go, my tools go also.
Like tho vision of the prophet, ‘Whither tho wheels
went, the eyes also went." The moon is fine, to-night.
I don't believe you have even seen it. Doc."

“That's wbero you are mistaken, then. | saw it
when it first touched those tree-tops there, but 1 have
not the interest in that body that | once had. | have
theories of my own about it.”

“Something new ?"

“ Perhaps not new, as there is nothing new under the
sun ; but I should call it an old theory revived. You
know we were taught to believe that in the cooling of
tho earth, as she spun round in space, she threw off a
morsel of herself, and set it revolving around her, and
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this became a satellite. Then, after a while, this lesser
earth became peopled, or, at least, it bad mountains and
seas, but somehow they died; tho water-beds dried up,
and the whole thing is dead. What sonseless stuff!
My belief is this. Tho moon, instead of being a child
of earth, is its mother.* The fact of sizo has nothing
whatever to do with it, but that it has a powerful influ-
ence on our world, no one doubts. It affects our tides
as the rays of the sun cannot; it affects the mentality
of earth’s children as no other light can do ; and even
in tho vegetable world there are plants that respond to
its rays, and refuse to grow by any other light. Can wo
imagine for a moment that our world has any such in-
fluence upon the moon? Thon in point of age it is
absurd. Tho moon is dead. Her forests and moun-
tains aro no longer teeming with lifo, while our earth
is in its childhood, its spring-time."

“Tho theory sounds all right, but where's the proof?"

“Where’s the proof of the other theory ? Tho one is
as easily proved as the other, and common sense is on
the side of my ideaB.”

“But will tho world ever come to your way of
thinking 7

“It has conio around to Galileo’s notions, why not to

* NL'The moon, it is said, has cooled six times as rapidly as the
earth. The moon, if the earth is fourteen million years old since
its incrustation, is only eleven million years old since that time.”
—Professor Winchcll, “ World-life."

The Hebrews regulated all times by the moon. St. Paul enjoins,
“ Let no man judge you for your observance of tho seventh day
and the day of the new moon."

[
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mine? If, from believing the Bun moved round the
earth, peoplo now realizo that tho opposite ia the truth,
why may they not change their minds on a leaser point ?
It matters not what men believe. Facta aro facts, and
must bo recognized soon or late. They are all worlds
in that vaat deep,” and the speaker waved his hand
towards tho starry host, “and somo day you and | will
traverse thoso multitudinous paths far more rapidly
than wo aro now Bailing on this beautiful stream, far
more safely, more intelligently and agreeably. If wo
thon recall our surmises of this life, we shall smile to
see how far they fell short of reality; how little our
wiso men knew.”

“ And you really bolieve this? You expect to find
mo thoro?”

“Why not? Ilavo | not found you hero? We havo
probably been together many times before, so why
should wo not again ? Do you remember tho linos,—

“1 have lived before. Where? That | cannot tell,
Nor how, nor when. Of those forgotten years
Only vague echoes from the darkness swell,
Bringing familiar murmurs to my ears.

“ This is my heritage of sorrow now,
That veiled and unknown form which once | wore
1 cannot fathom when, nor where, nor how,
I only know that | have lived before."

For a moment all was still. Thon his friend replied,—
“This world is all I know anything about, all 1
think about. Speculations aro not a part of my make-
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up. | nm interested in the now and here. If I for a
single moment could behove in pre-existence, | should
bo forced to believe in immortality. The one implies
the other. Instead, | believe that our life began when
we were born, and will end when we dio. Immortality
to mo means tho perpetuation of what is past. The
thoughts of former ages are living in this; 1 am tho
enduring part of my ancestors, and our descendants
will carry this immortality forward."

“Which is no immortality at ail. If individual con-
sciousness is not a part of it, how does it diti'er prac-
tically from annihilation? The soul demands more
than this.”

“Domands ! But will it find it ?”

“ Does the bird’Bwing find tho air? Yes; a thousand
times, yes; and just a3 surely, whether you beliove it
or not. If I did not believe this with my whole heart,
1 should not be sitting on this deck to-night. | should
long ago have launched my little spark of life out upon
the greater sea and become a part of its resistless flow,
—a part of the universal life. But to believe and feel
and know that this is but an episode,—an interruption
of the soul’s real life; the burying in a body for a time
(as we put our plants in the earth); that, by tho conflict
with material forces, it may grow stronger and wiser,
—this gives us courage to enduro and patience to wait;

this is what leads to the reaping of what wo have
sown."

“You are a perfect wonder to me, Doc. | cannot ac-
count for tho superstitious part of your nature, except
by heredity. Perhaps in Cotton Mather's timo you
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had an ancestor so intense on religious lines that the
impress of his or her character has struck through all
intervening generations and left its stamp on you; and
my lack in this direction is, no doubt, due to the same
cause. | cannot see what you see, and never shall.”
“| believe you will. Every soul must attain knowl-
edge of the Truth. You will not be an exception.
We are on the same road, and must pass through the
same experiences to attain perfection. When, matters
not. Time only exists where suns riBe and Bet. Tho
cycle of the soul is on and on. Where the lowest
intelligence now is, we, too, have been, and where
we have attained, they, too, will come; and still
the goal stretches far beyond. To look upon one as
inferior to another, i» absurd. As well scorn tho babe
of a household because it does not know as its eldor
brother knows, as to feel a superiority to any of tho
human family. Wo are all at school, and the training
pursues us, whether we will or not. You think you are
choosing your own way, but in the end you will find
your choosings were a part of the great plan, and all
unconsciously you were learning the lessons assigned.
We cannot run away from school, for the Teacher is
everywhere. Whether jostled in the world’s thorough-
fares or sitting alone in a great forest, you are still at
school. If at this moment tho boiler of the Mary
Powell should burst, and all on board be lost, would it
end all? Could we be annihilated, it might; but this
immortal soul within us could not be destroyed, and
must still be under the Creator's discipline and caro.
Look away to the heavens and count its stars; add to
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thoso the myriads of other worlds unseen by naked
eye, but revealed by telescope, and remember my
words, We have something to do with each or all,—some
lesson to be learned in those distant worlds. If we fail
to learn earth's lesson, wo shall be sent back, for the
child of Law must abide by law.”

“That would bo retrogression. 1 thought you be-
lieved in evolution.”

“Always and everywhere. It is the one abiding law.
All is progress ; but the progress is for the soul. We
must not confound body and boul, kernel and shell.
When men talk of evolution, they speak of mere bodily
development. Their senses deceive them, and they only
realize what they can touch or see. They mistako the
evolution of clothing for that of the man. To bo poor
when one has been rich, to bo obscure where one has
been famous, or ignorant where one has been learned,
are the greatest evils to be conceived of, they think.
If, however, through those changes come new vision to
the soul, and increase of strength, and out-reach of
desire and patience to endure, in other words, a mani-
festation of tho Christ or divine, could you call it re-
trogression ? To judge rightly, place yourself at the
centre of things.”

There was no reply. The Doctor glanced around and
found the deck deserted, and rising from his chair pro-
posed that they, too, retire. He had spoken from the
innermost, and his soul was stirred. He could not
sleep, and long after his friend had forgotten moon,
stars, or earth, he was revolving the mysteries of life,
of his own whence and whither.
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CHAPTER VI.

IN NATURE*8 ARMS.

“ Life’aburdens fait, it* discords cease;
| lapse into the glad release
Of nature’s own cxcocdiug peace.

“ So falls tho weary years away;
A child again, my head | lay
Upon tho lap of this sweet day.”

W hittier.

The sun was shining brightly when the passengers
of the Mary Powell stepped ashore at Albany tho fol-
lowing morning. Although the Doctor had slept but a
few hours, he seemed more refreshed than his friend.
In tho silence and meditation of the night, Dr. Grotius
had made a great stride towards health, and the two loft
the boat with something of tho enthusiasm of boys.

Other passengers were bound for the Adirondacks,
equipped with camping out-fit and all the paraphernalia
of hunting and fishing, but they went north and en-
tered tho woods by Scroon, while these took train for
Utica, and thence north to the little village of Prospect.
From this point they must take a private conveyance.
It was noon when they reached the terminus of rail-
road travel, and taking seats in a rickety old stage,
thoy found themselves ascending a two-mile incline to
the hotel. The air was fresh and invigorating; there
was a constant variety of scenery to charm, and they
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had tho vohiclo all to themselves. Oneo moro they
wero boys, joking over tho movements of tho driver,
over the flapping of tho curtainB, over the antics of a
calf and a colt near by, and were at their destination
before they wore aware. It was an old vino-covored
house, with no protenco of display, and upon its porch
sat the proprietor in his shirt-sleeves, waiting for the
arrival of the stage; and ushering the guests into a
room that answered the purpose of bar-room, sitting-
room, and post-oflieo, ho informed them that dinner was
ready as soon as thoy wero, and as there were only one
or two boarders, they bad bettor not stop to “fix up."”

From this man, in tho courso of the afternoon, thoy
learned where to find tho very driver they needed, and
had the good fortune to find him at home and unoc-
cupied. This gave them amplo time to make all their
preparations, take a look at Tronton Falls, and scour
tho gorge for minerals, then back to supper and bed at
an early hour..

At daybreak next morning they wero up, and while
dressing heard tho rumbling of wheels that told them
their wagon was on hand, and as soon as their break-
fast of ham and eggs was despatched, they started. In
the wagon wero the box of provisions, their hand-bags
and guns, tho drivor’s gun also, food for tho horses, and
blankets and buffalo-robes. The drivor was a lank,
wiry-looking man of thirty-five or forty, dressed in
butternut-colored jeans that matched his hair and
beard exactly. Such a man could not speak without a
drawl, or tho law of correspondence would be broken;
but he was familiar with the road, and knew Tim Ole-
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crafts as well as he knew his own brother. Besides
this, he was a good guide, and had taken Horace
Greeley into the woods every time ho had been to
Prospect. One point was already settled, viz., thero
was a man named Tim Olecrafts, and this man knew
him. They could afford to await further developments,
and enjoy the ride and novelty of their expedition.
The roads, at first good, rapidly dogonorated into cor-
duroy and stones in alternation, until by noon thoy
found it much easier to walk than ride, and abandoned
the wagon altogether. By sundown they were glad to
stop for the night and rest.

Unhitching the mules and fastening them to a tree,
tho driver prepared for the night. The wagon was to
be tho tent, and an immonso log-fire to the leeward,
but very near, would insure safety from wild beasts.
Around them towerod great mountains, and the slug-
gish waters of the Black Canada Creek rolled slowly
over its rocky bed by the side of the road. Not a
sign of tho world’s life intruded upon the silence save
the sharp stroke of the axe bringing down another
tree for the night.

“ One thing is true, why not all tho rest, Dana?” said
the Doctor, as they watched their man make coffee over
the fire.

“We may find everything true until we reach tho
limit of the natural, and | have a notion we shall; but
at that point we shall find it all a gigantic humbug,—a
cleverly designed story----- "

“ And you are so determined not to believe, that you
are roady for once to deny tho evidence of your own
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senses. | say, if one thing is true, why not all the
rest?”

“Don’t you see, Doc, that if this is a contrived plot
by a sane man, ho would be realistic through and
through j and, once convincing his readers of the genu-
ineness of mere local detail, they will follow him to the
end, and swallow ghosts and all?”

“But the object? You forget that every action
needs a motive. You forgot, also, that Clothilde died
in an insane asylum bccauso of those letters."

“1 am not willing to agroe with you there, either. If
I am not going to beliove, you are equally determined
not to disbelievo. If Gilroy Van Guilder was made
crazy by grief and loneliness, what is more probable
than that in his daughter's mind lurked the seeds of
the same disease ? And | think you will find truth and
falsehood so closely interwoven that you cannot tell
where one leaves off and the other begins. Whether
the writer was sane or not, the scenes and local points
would be true to nature.”

At this point the driver announced that supper was
ready, and they moved towards a log whereon was a
repast of coffee, bread, bacon, and potatoes, served on
tin plates, to the music of the forest. No repast could
be more enjoyable than was that simple meal to those
hungry men. Suddenly they heard a rustling of
bushes near them, and, looking up, they saw throe
magnificent deer emerge from the thick undergrowth
at one side of the road, and, pausing a moment to snitf
the air, bound into the brush at the opposite side.

“ By George! 1'm a fust-class fool! What on airth
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got into me to make me forgit to load my gun and hev
it alongside 0’mo? Who’d a thought we'd a seen ’em
so near a settlement? Thar in that wagon is a shooter
that allers pints straight, an’ allers hits whar it pints.
Efthat had a been in my reach, we’d a had venison for
breakfast. It never happened afore, and it sha’n’t
happen agin.”

Saying which ho jumped up and took his gun from
the wagon, and began loading it with ramrod, and
bullet, and powder. When it was all to his satisfaction,
he sot it against a tree at his side and finished his sup-
per, keeping up a continual talking with himself at the
same time.

“Ef | hadn't been born here and growed up, as you
might say, in the woods, such a thing wouldn’t a been
so bad. But I knowed better, for I knowed tho woods
are mighty onexpected, and I’ve growed kerless. Dad
was a great guide, an’ ho trained me, an' one of the last
things he said to mo was, “ Sol, never bo an arm’s length
from yer gun, an’ always hev her loaded.” When | was
a boy things was different. Ef a party wanted to go
to Blue Mountain, or Raekit, or Placid, they couldn’t
ride, and Dad had to take a boat from one lake to
t’other. Many’s the time |’ve helped him across tho
Big Carry, an' the city chaps would git all tuckered
out jist a-walkin’; an’ one time there was a little
preacher along, an’ he couldn’t walk nohow, an' jist sot
down an’began to kinder cry an' say, *Let me rest, I'm
so tired.” Dad felt sorry for him, but the rest didn’t
seem to care; they only laughed an’ said, *Come on.’
Jist then wo heerd the screech o' a wild-cat, an’ it was
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60 loud it made us jump. ‘Tber’ a painter,’says Dad;
*look out fur yer shootin'irons." Then the little
preacher screamed out like a child an' beggod ’em to
take care 0’ him. Dad got riled at last, an' said, * What
on airth made ye come, ef ye couldn’t stan' nothing?’

“ No matter what made me come; only save mo
from that wild-cat, an' I’ll pray for yo ns long as | live.'

“*Ye’d better a durn sight be a-prayin’ for yerself,’
sez Dad, ‘ of that ar wild-cat gits much nearer." And
it was n-gainin’ on us all the time. Sure’s I’'m born, it
came as near us those mules afore ono o' us tired. Then
we took good aim an’ let her fly, an’ the animal giv
one jump into the air an’ fell down dead. The preacher
was on his knees a-prayin’. It hud three bullets in it—
one for every gun but his. It was then Dad told mo
nover to go in the woods without my gun bein’ loaded,
for ye never could tell what 'ud happen. Wildcats
ain’t as plenty now as they used to be, but there's
more 'n enough left yit. When that man Greeloy fust
came up here wo took him up to Tim’s to tish. Then
thar wasn’t many city chaps coming in here, but he
wrote about it in the papers, and one artcr another
begun to come, till lately Tim’ house has been too small
to hold 'em. That'B how there came to be theso here
roads, and all tho way to Blue Mountain there’s as good
a trail as you could wish to see, with somotitnos a piece
of corduroy to boot."

“ It must bo lonely onough in tho winter,” suggested
Dana, to keep him talking. “1 should think it would
freeze the moral faculties out of a man to livo in these
mountains.”
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“l don't b'liovo ther’a many families up thia way.
Ef there ia | don’t know ’em by that name. But it’s
not aa cold aa yo think, perhapa. We havo big fire-
placea and aa much wood aa we’re a mind to cut down,
an' snow-shoea to go to Prospect on when the roads are
bad, an’ frolics with neighbors a few miles off, an’ the
winter goes by fast. Tim Olecrafta lives on tho edge
of a big forest where thar ain't a noighbor for e'en
a moat a hundred miles."

“How did the pcoplo find their way hero in tho first
place ?* asked Dr. Grotiua.

“ Mostly bceauso old Squire Northrop wont over to
the old country an’ brought ’em here. Yo see ho
bought thousands o' miles o’ this mountain lan’ fur
almost nothing, an' then he went over thar and sold it
f\ir three dollars an acre, an’ promised to bring ’em over
tVee beside. When they got hero an’ found it all
woods, an' sometimes swamp, an’ allera ao cold they
couldn’t raise good crops, they made a fuss an’ tried to
git thar money back. But 'twarnt nouse. Old North-
rup had his grip on it, an' he never giv’ up. Some on
’em went back; some on ’em starved to death; some
on ’em cut down trees an’ made the best of it, but they
was allers called “‘Northrup’s fools.” Dad was one on
em.-

“What can they find to eat in winter ?” again queried
Dana.

“Oh, thoy'ro all right now, fur they’ve got land
clared, an’ can raise buckwheat an’ wheat an' oats, an’
then when thoy hov a little money they go to Prospect
on snow-shoes for tea an’coffee. Thoy all go to bed
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with the chickens an' never hev a doctor or git sick.
"When you git settled at Tim's, you must start him a-
talkin', an' he'll tell yo stories that'll mako yor har stun'
up. He's an olo man now, but ye’d never guess it.
He's as spry as ever, an' is a masterful ban' at catchin’
trout. We'll be thar an hour by sun.”

Our travellers wore greatly ontortained by this origi-
nal fellow, and the night woro by pleasantly without
further opisode. Late in the afternoon of the day fol-
lowing, as the sun was nearing the top of the over-
hanging mountains, they made a sudden turn and
emorged from tho dcop shadows of the forest into a
well-cultivated farming region nestled between throe
mountains and tho river.

“Thar he isnow. Largo as life, an' fishin’ as usual.
I never s<« his equal, an' shouldn't wonder if he threw
a, litre tne last thing he did. | swow but | b'lieve ho
Ifnows every trout by name, and when ho calls em,
they hev to cum.”

Everyroll of the great wheels brought them nearer
their destination, and it was not long before they drove
up at the bam and tho travellers were told to jump down
and go to the houso.

The figuretof the fisherman made a striking silhouette
against the golden sky of tho west, as he Btood with pole
in hantlfthrowing hia fly skilfully out into the stream.
Tall, erect, with a bead well-sot upon a fine pair of shoul-
ders, he needed littlo to mako him a model for Millet.

“Yed npver b’lieve that thar man was seventy-five
years old how, would ye 7" said the driver, as they came
in full'view of tho scene.
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“ And you say he haa always lived here 7" asked the
Doctor.

“Heroabouts. Ho fust saw daylight in Hamilton
County, but hia folks moved ovor thia way whon ho
waa a little chap, and he learned wood-craft from hia
dad, and now he can't be boat. There's a fight over
him when tho city folks ia horo, | can tell ye."

At this point the polo, with a sudden movement,
swung a largo trout above the water and landed it on
the grass. For the first time the fisherman moved and
looked, at tho approaching wagon.

“Jist litoo Tim Olecrafta. Ef ho's catching a trout,
he wouldn't stir fora cannon. Arter supper, if ho feels
chipper, he'll spin yarns that’ll surprise ye,—bar stories,
wild-cat storios, fish stories, till yo cant rest. I'll try
to git him started.”

He was as good as his word, and no sooner had they
seated themsolves on the porch after supper than the
driver began to talk about the cliangoa that had taken
place in that region in his day. He had told the
strangers that this was the surest way to loosen the old
man’s tongue. “Ef he thinks ye'r' crazy to hear his
yarns, ho won’t speak at all,” ho said.

“1'd like to know what ye're talkin' about, Sol Prin-
gle,” interrupted their host, after he had listened a
minute or two to what he was saying. “What ken a
feller o’ your age know about changes? Whon ye’ve
lived hero as long as | have, yo can speak and tell yer
sperience. P’raps ye've seen a housen or two built in
your day; but what o’ that7 Or mebbe a few new
trails made; what o' that? Or some land dared or roads
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made; but -what o' that? Ib that anythink to talk
about? Not at all. Thoy ain’t changes wuth men-
tioning. When yo’ve seen Injuns an’squaws aa thick
as the leaves on that thar troo, an' never a white man’s
face for months an’ months; when yo'vo taken more
bars an’ wild-cats than ye could drag their skins to the
settlement; and when yo'vo been as chipper with the
door aH of they was sheep, and then when all these
things has changed an’a time comes when a red face
is a curosity an’ white folks as common as dirt; when
n bar ain’t caught once a month, an’ doer are Beared ef
they see ye, that’swhat | call changes. Thar’s nothink
at all hero now as it used to be, unless it mout bo them
mountains yonder, an’ the creek, and the ghost. Some-
times | think the river’s a-dryin’ up, an' the ghost ain’t
S0 soeiablo as she was a spell ago.”

“0 pshaw I Tel! us a bar story of yo’re a-mind to,
but there don’t none o’ us b’lieve in ghosts. | remem-
ber once my team came nigh runnin' away with me
cause they saw somethin’ white, but | don’t b’liove it
was any ghost, just "causo yo Bay it was.”

“Tut, tut. Don’t talk so fast, Sol. One par o' eyes
don’t see everythink. Just ’cause Sol Pringle ain't
seen the ghost, he thinks it’s all moonshine. | know
what I've seen an’heerd with my own eyes an’ cars,
an’ycr boun’ to b’lievo it just as much as ef ye’d seen
it yerself; fur the man doan’t live that can say ho ever
heerd Tim Olecrafts toll a lio.”

As ho finished, ho rose from his seat and gave the
smudgo a poke that sent a thousand sparks flying sky-
ward. This was a habit he had when a little excited,
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and Sol knew ho waa coming to tho state of mind when
he would talk.

“Oh, sho! In course | know ye b'lieve it all yerself.
Nobody sete more storo by Tim Olocrafts than I do.
I'll leave it to the strangers hero ef | hevn’t said bo
afore we got here.”

“ Certainly.” *“Yes, indeed,” came at once from tho
guests. The old man continued:

“1 can tell yo thin's as true as proachin’' that 'ud
keep ye from Bleepin’a wink this blessed night, ef |
was a mind to, but 1’d ruther not. 8omehow | can't
Bleep bo well myself arter 1 talk about her.”

“Her? Who is itP’ asked the Doctor.

“1 can't rightly give her name, but she’s a pore lone
woman who’s been a-walkin' aroun’ this neighborhood
a monstrous long while, an' lota o' folks is a-feared o'
her, and some want to move away on account o’ her.*
I know her better than most on 'em, but I'll own up
I'd ruther meet flesh-an'-blood folks than her. Course,
she can't hurt mo none; but she makes cold shivers go
up and down my back, an' it’s nowiso so comfor'ble as
ye might wish. Once | got so riled at hor fur fol-
lerin’mo that | drew my rifle on her an’fired; but
sho1 yo might as well 'ave shot a cloud or a piece 0’
moonshine fur all the good it did. The bullet went

* " Destiny it guided either by the heavenly Toico of the in-
visible prototype outside of us, or by our more intinmto astral or
inner man, who is but too often the evil genius of the embodied
entity called nan. Both these lead on the outward man, hut one
of them must prevail.”
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right through her, an’ I picked it out 0’ a treo, an’ sho
moved off just the samo. | swow it was kinder pro-
voicin’ when a man is used to bringin’ down his gamo,
now isn’t it?”

“1 wish you could teli ua all about it,” said the Doc-
tor, as ho nudged his friend with his elbow. “Dow
long has it been here ?"

“Nigh onto thirty years, | reckon. Folks say it is
Van Guilder’s wife that died about that timo. Wo
did not live hero then; but fur all that, 1was the fust
to see it oxcept Van Guilder himself. Dad was a-gettin’
ole, an’ all the city folks was coinin’ up this way, so
we moved over here, whar | could be guide and
mammy could take boarders. We could hcrapo to-
gether cnougii in the summer to buy flour and stulF for
winter----- 7

“ But the ghost. Tell us about tho ghost,” inter-
rupted Dana. “This is my first chance to know a real,
live ghost,” and he smiled at his own words.

“Wall, I'll sco. P’raps | mout as well amuse ye fur
a spell, hut ye mustn't blame me ef ye dOan't sleep
afterwards. | must fix up tho smudge fust, anyway."
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CHAPTER VII.

TIM OLECRAPT S STORY".

“ 1t U mysterious, it Uawful, to consider that we not only carry
each a future ghost within him, but an* in very deed ghosts | . . .
So has it been from the beginning, so will it be to the cud. On
the hardest adamant some footprint of us is stamped in ; the last
rear of the host will read traces of the cmrlitet van. But whence ?
Whither? Sense knows not; Faith knows not; only that it is
from mystery to mystery, from God to God."—Sartor Rksartus.

“ Where there is eternal light, in the world where the sun is
placed, in that immortal, imperishable world, place me, 0 Soma |

“ Where life is free, where the worlds are radiant, there make
me immortal.”—Ruj Vetfa, 1600years n.c.

Tim Olecrafts never hurried. |If a deer was to bo
hunted, a trout caught, a cow milked, or a bear killed,
it was all the same. Whatever the sign that ruled his
house of life, there was one thing that never varied,
and that was his slow manner of working and accom-
plishing. Ho never failed and he never hurried. His
tranquillity was never disturbed, his serenity was like a
cloudless sky. This was largely natural, but. perhaps,
in a degree had been increased by constant intercourse
with nature and habitual solitude.

That there were times when this was uxtremely ag-
gravating to his energetic spouse no one doubted, but
she had long ago learned that nothing she would say
improved matters, and she had gradually settled into
his ways. Them wore times, also, when a party were



TIM OLECRAFTS STORY. 83

impatient to start on a hunt, and were compelled to
wait until, in his methodical manner, he had tilled the
pack to his liking; and then, too, there were occasions
when he had said just enough to whet the appetite to
its sharpest edge, and then gone off to attend to some
domestic duty which seemed interminable. This was
one of these times, and the patience of his two guests
was utterly consumed before ho would consent to say
a word.

“Ye seo the smudge must bo built new, or else right
in the midst o' my talk I'd be obleegcd to stop.”

Then he poked the slow-burning tire with his hickory
pole, and vanished into tho darkness, coming back in
live minutes with an armful of sods and chips. These
ho placed in his great pan on top of au immense iron
kettle, kindled them into a (lame by blowing, and when
the blaze was thoroughly underway, he covered it with
tho sods to make it smoke.

“It’s not so easy, ns you city folks think, to build a
smudge like that.”

“Well, that seems to be all right now ; sit down and
let us hear about the ghost,” said Dana.

“Yedoan’t know much ef ye think that ar smudge
is all right. It’s got to bo watched an’ poked an’
blowed a sight o’ times, an' it 'ud be uncommon tire-
some to stop talking arter Id begun, [l'unkies are
mighty thick this time a year. They doan't never bite
mo none, but they do go fur strangers uncommon sharp.
Ef this 'ero smudge was allowed to go out, ye'd git up
to-morrow mornin’an’ both eyes ’ud bo swollen shut,
an’ then ye’d say it was all the fault of the woods. An’
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of tho gnats got at ye, ycr heads 'ud bo as big as two.
Ye 8co city folks has mighty thin skins, an' it’s a mon-
strous tomptation to tho lootle insects. It Btan's to
reason it’s agin natur for ’em to resist. Artor all,
punkies is nothin’ alongside o’ robbers an’ burglars an’
murdcrere, such as city folks hev to meet. Giv me tho
woods ovory time.”

Hero ho gave tho fire another pOke, and seated him -
self close bj' its Bide as if about to begin. [Ilis listeners
had already learned that tho best WAy was tO let him
take nis own time.

“1 reckon that’s good for an hour or two, so I'll
begin. 1'vo almost forgot what year we moved hero;
I b’liovo it was moro'n thirty year ago, an' | was just
married. Wa built a log cabin, an’ all four on us lived
thar nigh onto two years. Then folks started a-comin’
up here to fish, an' tho old folks began to put up this
house. Ye see it setsclose to tho mountain, ‘cause in
winter it keeps all tho wind off, an' in summor tho
shaddors makes it cool, an' on tho top o’ tho mountain
lies a lake of as pretty water as yo over sot yer two
eyes on, full of tho nicest trout in all thoso woods. Tho
lake an’ somo o' the mountain was owned by an olo
chap named Van Guilder. He lived all alone, an' had
nothin’ to say to any ono. Somo folks said ho was
crazy, but he wasnt. Ilis wife died the same year wo
moved here, an' in thorn days thar wasn’t a neighbor
short of ten miles. | seed him a sight o' times, but he
dident spoak till one day | went by his house, an’ a
fine house it was, an’ ho axed mo in, an’ giv mo a seat
by the fire, an’ sez:
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“*“Young man, I’'m goin’to tell ye somethin, an’ when
I’'m dead an' gone, ye must remember it. I'm an old
man now, but once | was as young as you, an' | had a
wife that | loved better'll I did my own self, an' I could
ha’ kept her ef | hadn't been so selfish. NoW | want to
tell ye never to put self afore yer wife, an’ ef she sez to
ye, “Doan’t do it," you let it alone.’

“Lcello by lectio he tolo mo a long story, an’ ho cried
like a chile, an' artor that wo was good friends. An*
one o’ the things ho tolo ino was that his wife was a
ghost, an' came to see him every night, an' was tnkin’
care o’some great paper. | staid thnr till artor sun-
down, an’started forborne, a-thinkin’what he had said,
an' | looked up an' saw a new moon right over the big
sycamore-troe. It was a-lyin’on its back, an' | remem-
ber savin’ to myself, ‘that means a dry time; an’just
then | stepped on a rouhi’ stone an' turned my ankle,
an’ it hurt so that | was oblceged to sit down on a log
an' rest. | know | never shot my eyes, but all to oncet
I felt a cold hand laid on my shoulder and a finger
touched mo on my cheejc, an,”as | turned my head, a
woman all dressed in whito'was movin’ off towards the
hill back of Van Guilder’s house. | got up, an’ forgot
all about my ankle, an’ follered her as fast as 1 could,
an' when | came close to her, slio slid right into tho
groun’ afore my two eyes. She dident seem to have
any more body to her than of she was mado 0’ steam
from a tea-kettlo.

“1 looked roun' in every direction to bo sure | was
wide awake, and tliar was everything | know, and on
the top of tho old sycamore a screech-owl was a hol-

8
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Icrin’ fur all ho was wuth. | waited a spoil fur tho
woman to eomo agin, but arter awhile | gave it up an’
went homo. She often camo to me arter that. Some-
times, when I'd be standin' by the creek gettin’ a mesa
o’trout fur breakfast, I'd feel kinder creepy an' cold, an’
I'd look up an’that ghost 'ud be alongaido 0’ mo. It
went on that way until the ole man died. lie bad been
feelin’ pretty miserable lately, an’ 1 went up to see him
every day, to keep him chipper an’bright;an’one arter-
noon, as | came nigh the houao, | see that white woman
a-beckoning me to come. Sho moved along as | camo
nearer, and went into the little place where hia bed was,
an’then | dident see her, but | follered, and thar on
that bed lay Van Guilder cold and dead. | 6tood a spell
looking at tho lonely ole man, and when | turned my
head sudden, | found the ghost standin’ right by my
aide. | couldn't seo her face, but | knew she was young
by the wuy ahe stood, an' as aoon as | looked at her sho
was gone. On the table outside was a paper all scaled
up that ho had made me promise to send to New York
when ho died. He Imd been writin’an' writin’ fur days
an’ days, an' only the day afore ho died, he said, ‘Tim,
it is done; an’ ye must sign this paper o as folks will
know | wrote it.” | can’t write very well, but I did as
ho tolo mo;an’arter we buried him under the old syca-
more as ho said, | took the bundle o’ papers and sent
‘'em to New York. The woman kept a-comin' to me
just tho same, though he bad gone away. | kinder
hoped she’d bo more contented when he come to her;
but she stays about the houso an' hill yet, an’ sometimes
comes to me when I’'m sittin’ alone in the evening a
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watchin' the smudge. Oneet sho came to me in broad
daylight when 1 was plantin' potatoes, hut she dident
stay long; it seemed as of she melted in the sun. She
ullors pints to the hack o' the house, an' seems to want
me to do somethin’, an' sure, if I knew what it was, 1’d
be glad to help her. [Ive grown fond o' her in a way,
an' of | could make things easy fur her, 1°'d be glad to
do it. It must be awful tiresome to bo a movin’ aroun’
that way, an’ never lyin’ down quiet in tbe grave like
or'nary folks.”

“What does she want, do you think ? Have you no
idea about it ?” As ho spoke, the Doctor leaned forward
in tho darkness and looked tho old guido full in the face.

“Idee? In course | hev an idee. Thar's riches hid
in thut ar hill, an’she’s guardin’ 0’ 'em Air their right-
ful ownors. Tho Lord only knows when they'll come,
or whar they are cornin' from, but of wo cGuld see all
that's hid in that ar hill our eyes 'ud stan’out, | ken
toll ye. Dad usod to tell me, when he fust conm hero,
how tho woods was full o' smugglers cornin’ down from
Canady, an’ takin' ther thin's to the big cities to sell;
an’ sometimes, when they was afecred o’ bein’ caught,
they was seen to carry 'em to Van Guilder’s an' come
out without ’'em. | 'sposo thar’s a heap o’ stuff thar
that ain’t got no lawful owner, nor never will have.”

“And did you sec tho papers ho was writing on?
Van Guilder, I mean.”

“Oh, yes! It was all bark. 1 used to got it fur him,
arter ho got so weak. Ho was a great book man, Van
Guilder was, an' could writo amazin’ well. He never
seemed to mind boin’ alono of he could read.”
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“How far is it to that house?”

“Why on earth havo you not dug in the hill, if yon
beliovo that thero's riches hid thero ?”

The two men spoke at once.

“ One at atime efye piezo. 1fwe could go as straight
as a crow flies, wo mout only have to walk about two
miles. An’ when ye talk of diggin’ in that hill, ye
doant know what yer sayin'. Thar's bin more’n one
man knocked down tryin’ to dig in that hill.”

* Who knockod them----- "

“Her.”

“Who is “her’V said Dana, in a tone half-sneering,
half-incredulous.

“Tho same her we’ve bin talkin’ about.”

“Tho ghost V'

“That’s what | mean.”

“How on earth could a ghost, which according to
your own story is no more than steam, how could sho
knock down strong men ? It absurd."”

“ Mebbe it seems so to you, but ef ye was a mind to
try it, I guess ye’d believe it then. I°ve seen more'n
one man laugh at it an' say he wasn’t afeered, and tho
fust touch o’ his spade in the airth 'ud make him lay
his length on the groun'. Mebbe ye’ll feel liko tryin’
it yereclf?”

“I think | should liko tO give it a trial. If | could
see this white lady you talk about, | should be willing
to give quite d Bum of money."

“P'raps ye can. I’ll do my best forye, an’ not charge
extra, either. Thar’s no tollin’when she’ll come. Ghosts
is like trout, mighty unsartain, an’ ther best frion’s can’t
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promise ’em. P’raps yo donn’t b'lievo in ghosts, any-
how ? 1 dident till I seed this one. Most folks think
tlier ain’t any."

“1 am one of that kind of people, and believe all
such phenomena can be explained by natural laws.
Now | believe this man was crazy, and had the power
to make you believe just as he did."

“ Crazy folks doan't live like him. | never hecrd of
crazy people readin’ all the time, an' writin'. Courso
ho lived a lonely kin’ o’ life, all by hisself an’ no one to
talk to,—nothin' to do but watch the squirrels in the
trees an’tho trout in tho lake; but | never see any
signs o' his bein' crazy. As. to his makin' me b'lieve
just as h™ did, | doan t see how that could bo done."

“ Sometimes a man is all right on everything but one
subject, and this was no doubt such a case. He was
fond of his wife: she died; ho kept her in his mind
night and day brooding over his loss, and by and be-
thought he saw her. Don’t you se how easy it would
bo?"

“What, yo say may all bo true, but that wouldn’t
make mo sec her, would it ?”

“1 was going to explain it. You see, one mind can
affect another mind, and if a thing is in your mind, you
think you see it. 1 think this man had a strong mind,
and perhaps did not know ho could throw a belief of
his brain into yours ; but all the same, ho did it. Now,
if wo wore in a light room, I could pin up a dog or
horse, cut out of binck paper, against tho wjall and tell
you to look at it fivo minutes. At the end of that time

I would take it away and ask you to look again, and
8«
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you would be sure you saw it. Why? Because it was
stamped upon your brain and eye. Now, this man
thought of nothing but his wife; looking at her men-
tally, is it strango that ho could oo her? And when
ho talked with you, be impressed his mind upon yours
to such a degree that your brain responded to his mind,
and Baw what he imagined ho saw."”

“I1 can’t quite foller nil yer sayin’, but I catch tho
idee that ye doant think 1 knew what | was a-lookin’
at. Now, ef any one aroun’hero had Baid that same
thin’, 1 shoud ha’ bin considablo riled; but yer a
stranger, an’ 0’ course ain’t to blame. But if | ever
seed a deer drinkin’ by tho lily-pads by tho light o' a
jack-lantern, I’ve seen that ar ghost a hundred times.”

“If I can see it, | will boliove it’s there; and | hope
you won’t think | doubt your word. Not at all.
Mental phenomena are seemingly as real as any other.
It is only my way of accounting for your remarkable
story."

“The simpler way is a better one," said Dr. Grotius.
“1f you will only believe there is an astral as well as a
physical world, tho wholo thing is clear as crystal. A
man does not need to accept all the nonsense of so-called
spiritualists, all the abominations of seances; but if
he will read the ancients, even our Bible, he must
bo convinced of a finer world interpenetrating this
coarser one. Wo are made of something more than
mere body; and you talk of mind as something that
can impress others' minds, yet deny it a place apart
from its body. Wo are dual natures—body and mind,;
or, hotter still, triple natures—body, soul, and spirit."
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“Where do you find this second nature when body
and brain have crumbled into dust, or when the life-
principle has gone from it? Where is it?"

“Where is the electricity when tho battery is out of
order? Would you dare assort there is none because
you cannot see its manifestation? Tou know this is
not so. And if every machine or battery wore de-
stroyed. there would still bo this wonderful force in
the universe. You say, that if | remove tho brain
from a man ho ceases to express himself, therefore bo
ceases to exist. | say it is as absurd as my illustration
of electricity. Bccauso 1 cannot follow his mind and
locate it, and tell you just whero it is, you soy ho is not.
Look at that comet that has astonished the world with
its sudden grandeur. It will pass away. Gan you tell
whore it will go? Of course you cannot, but you know
it exists. It has been here and gono, but you dare not
say forever. If wo tnko tho physical theory alone, it
disproves your statement. Every scientist knows that
in the human body atoms give place to atoms, and the
material body is ever being renewed. We know that
no particle of our present make-up is identical with the
body of childhood or youth, yot we know wo are the
same ego that awoke long ago to consciousness. Whero
is this knowledge located? Not in our brains, for they
havo been made over many times. Where is this some-
thing that sits back of all these changes, and says
calmly, *1 am tho same'? You, Hugo Dana, nevor
doubt that you are the samo entity that playod with
mo ns a boy, studiod with mo as a man, and assert tho
most illogical things at the present time."
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“Wo'll let the discussion drop, Doc. What convinces
you will not convince me. Of course, | believe in mind,
but 1 do not believe it has a conscious existence with-
out a body. It may pass to other brains, and thus bo
immortal, but not as an individual. How can it?"

“How can it live in a material form? The one is as
easily answered as the other. | agree with you in say-
ing the body must be the vehicle for the mind, but not
necessarily this body or one liko it. There may be
many bodies ranging in grossncss from the most mate-
rial to the most spiritual. Paul was an adept of adepts,
and he uttered the wordB,' There is a natural body, and
there is a spiritual body." The ono isjust as real as the
other in its own sphere. It is active in the world of
spirit, as our bodies are now active here. In that world
it isjust asdiscernible as we are hero. While you build
the outer by food, you are building the inner by thought.
When the lifo principle leaves tho body it carries with
it this finer temple, and together they seek their place
in the astral or spiritual world. | will not go farther
and tell you what | believe about the spirit, the third
part of our nature, but will merely tell you what I
think of the astrai when it finds itself free to seek its
own place. Of course, it is freighted with all the
thoughts and desires of this earth-life, and if, for any
reason, they are still drawn to the old haunts, it will
follow tho lead of desire until it is worn out and gone.
This woman’s whole mind was filled with the thought
that she must guard that roll and box. She cannot bo
free till they aro removed from their hiding-place and
have done their work. | am not sure that we shall see
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hor, for all have not that finer vision; but I no moir
doubt tho truth of the guide's story, than | doub the
shining of the moon yonder.”

“Great is thy faith, Doc. | want to boo for myself,
that's all. If thero are ghosts all around us, it's strange
we cannot feel them."

“You might say tho same of steam or electricity, but
it would not be truo. A sudden draught of cold air
would condense the steam, and you would know it was
there right where you had not dreamed it. Thero are
times, however, when these visitants seem to grow more
substantial, and are perceived by the ordinary observer.
Such, perhaps, is tho case in question.”

“I1f 1 could believo like you, 1 should build my I fe
upon a different plan. Everything should bo gauged
by its relation to tho other life. Of course, thnt which
lasts longest is most important. But when you say
there are three layers of our existence, why not mak j
it a larger number, make it infinite? As fast as we
outgrow one, we 1L have the next.”

“Though you ask this as a sceptic, lot me toll you
thnt you may have hit a groat truth, The ancients
believed thero were Boven, and provo it by the fact that
all perfection is represented by this number. To them
the fourth was tho determining state, vibrating either
to the lower and animal, or upper and spiritual, nature.
We can generally tell by a man's life which is in the
ascendency. Why talk longer? It is all idle. When
your eyes are openod you will see.”

He aroso @S he finished speaking. HO regarded the

Btara for d time in silence, and then asked, for his room,
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and retired; not, however, until he had asked his host
to make arrangements for an early start for the lioubo
of Gilroy Van Guilder.

“Ef | hed the time to spare, 1'd stay up a day or two
an’go with ye on your ghost-hunt,” said their driver,
as he bade them good night.

“Wo'll tell you all about it when wo go home,”
laughed Mr. Dana, and in a short time the house was
still. The two travellers found themselves ready for a
good sleep, and the mountain air, blowing through tho
pinee and hemlocks, was tho last sound they heard.
Qnoe more primeval quiot rostod over the world of
woods and waters, and wild beasts roamed at pleasure,
as if man had not been created.

CHAPTER VIII.
THE OHOBT-H(TNT.

“The invUible world, whether it be called heaven or hell, or
goea by tome other name, ii peopled with intelligences, hosts of
whom have formerly inhabited this one, and whose influence may
still be felt hare."—Latjkinc* Olipkakt.

“Hai.loo. Dana 1"

“I'm awake. Isn'tit glorious? Did you ever breatho
such air ?” came through the board partition that sepa-
rated tho rooms-of the two travellers. It was, indeed,
a glorious morning. Tho sun, already half an hour
above the hills, was throwing a stream of golden light
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into overy chasm and covo and cranny of the moun-
tains. A stillness born of nature’s repose was over tho
world; odors of all delicious wood-plants, of pine and
hemlock and sweet-fern and clover, camo in at tho open
window, from which they could see a stretch of mead-
ows in tho distance, running off into mountain rangos,
while close beneath ran tho dark waters of the Black
Canada Creek. It waa dark and sullen, now, under
tho powor of a June sun, but in the early spring it
had a will of its own, and broke over all restraint like a
spoiled child, and dashed and roared and foamed on its
way to find the ocean. Then came tho familiar sounds
of their driver’s voice, calling to their host as he drove
off:

“Bo sure and tell mo how yo make out huntin’
ghosts.”

The answer they could not hear; but before tho last
sound of his wheels were lost in tho distance, tho two
friends appeared on the porch.

“ Of course you rested well, Doc; your eyes tell that m
and so did | until after daylight, and then, as soon as |
shut my eyes, | would have the strangest dream; and
it came to mo throo times ovor. I'm not in the habit
of noticing my dreams, but this was so vivid | cannot
drive it from my mind. | suppose it was a nightmare
manufactured out of all that ghost-stuff we listened to
before retiring, but | never want another. Perhaps, if
I tell it, | can forget it. Wo wore at sea, you and I,
Aubrey, all alono, and not a boul in sight. A stiff gale
was blowing from the north-east, and our little boat
tossed about liko a leaf Wo sat facing each other and
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never spoke a word. Wo knew wliat was coming, and
there was nothing to say. Then the wind wont down
and a fog began to sottlo around us. It was cold and
white, and shut out light and hope. Wo could scarcely
seo each other’s faces, and | reached for your hand, and
when 1 found it, it was as cold as ice. Wo crouched
lower and lower, until wo wore sitting in the bottom of
tho boat, and tho waves wore tossing us up and down,
drenching us with foam. Just then, when our hearts
wero chilled by agrim despair, when hope had fled, and
tho world was as valueless as a paper bag, a woman
stepped out of the fog. Although she was dressed in
white, she stood apart from the mist, and made a shiu-
ing figure against it. She was a magnificent creature,—
tall, fuir, and radiant with life. Sho did not look at us,
did not see that we wero near; but moving past us in
that Btrango way that makes tho most improbable
things real, sho seemed perfectly at home on tho water.
We soizod her by her garments and stepped out of our
boat, and walked with her on the waves; but she never
noticed us; and when suddenly the fog lifted, wo wero
standing upon the shore with tho warm light of day
upon us. Stepping from the sun was an old man clad
in yeltow garments, with a white board blowing far
beyond him. Ho held a mace in his hand, which ho
pointed ever to the east and west, and whichever way
he pointed it, there fell from it showers of golden stars.
Ho pointed it towards my oyes, and a new power came
to them, but it came with pain. | awoke hero with
that sun shining in at my window."

Before his friend could roply, they hoard a call of
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“ Breakfast! Breakfast!" and went into the houso to
enjoy a meal that can bo found in its perfection only
among the mountains. Steaming codec with delicious
cream, fried trout and potatoes, oatmeal and some ber-
ries, are in themselves an attractive menu, but add to
this a mountain appetite, and the repast is surely fit
for the gods. Tim had already made up his pack, and
when tho breakfast was despatched, they started for
Lono Lake, or G. Lake as it was then called.

“Tho sun's a-goin’to be hot, an’ the sooner we git
off tho better, ye know," were his words tie they left
tho houso. Then calling to his wife, he said, HWe mout
bo homo to-morrow, an’ then agin we moutn't. Ye’ll
see us when wo git hero," and was soon out of sight in
tho dense forest that covered the mountain. The spirits
of tho party wure at concert pitch, and they scrambled
on and on up the steep ascent, now holding on to a
shrub or tree, now bracing against a rock, and some-
times almost sitting down to gain a better foothold.
They were boys again, these men of middle life. If
they saw a toad, there was something humorous in his
appearance, or he reminded them of some acquaintance,
over which they would laugh long and loudly. Tim
diverted them by accounts of local mishaps, which,
though not enlivening, were certainly calculated to
keep them awake. Hero, a man had beon attacked by
a bear and scarcely escaped with his life j there, n neigh-
bor who had gone out to get some venison for his wife
and children had suddenly come upon a wild-eat's home,
and after killing two, was himself killed, and found

several days afterwards by his neighbors, literally torn
E tf 9
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to pieces. Then ho showed the very log where he him-
self had had a bit of experience that could not always
be enjoyed. lie had been camping out with some
sporting-men over by Pino Lake, and was carrying an
immense kreol of trout, packed in ferns to send to New
York, and was going to bring back extra provisions for
another week. Ho had gone over that trail so often
that he had grown careless, and left his gun behind him.
In his belt was a horso-pistol, but it was unloaded.
Both hands were full, and just as he left G. Lake to go
down the mountain, he found himself face to face with
a black bear. “Now | hed allers sod I wished one o
them stealin’ varmints 'ud give me a chance at him ; an’
I was really 'shamed to tell folks that | was a woodman
an' hed never been 'tacked by a bar,” said Tim, resting
his pack a minute on a log; “but when | came to this
‘ere log an’ found that nigger on his bind logs a-waitin'
fur me, 1 made up my min’ that I'd just as lief say it
as not. What could | do? He was one sido o’ the log
an’ | was t’other, an' ho dident seem disposed to move.
| hadent anything hut that ar hoss-pistol, an’ it warn’t
loaded, an' I know enufiT o' bar natur to know he’d never
giv mo a chance. All to onct it came into my head that
Bomebody had tolo me bars was afeored 0’ noiso; so |
opened my mouth and yelled as hard ns I could yell.
He jist giv ono look at mo, as much as to say,1You ain't
what | thought ye was, an’ then he turnod tail an' run.
I hedn’t lost any bar, so | dident chase him any, an’
went down the mountain the other way. All men are
cowards, fust or last”

He took up hiB pack again, graspod his rifle and
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started on. The ascent grew steeper, and in some
places tho trail passed from rock to rock. At length
they renched the top of the mountain, whero a lake as
clear as crystal stretched before them. The eye could
easily take in its entirety,—a fraction of a mile across,
and three or four on either side. A dense forest sur-
rounded it, and came down to the water's edge, giving
no sign of human habitation. Fastened to an old tree
was a rude dugout, that Tim proceeded to untie and
dip from it the water of recent rains, evidently expect-
ing to carry his guests across tho lake in it.

“If you have any idea of taking mo over in that
thing, my friend, let me tell you that you are mistaken.
As you Baid about tho bear, “All men are cowards
sometimesthis is my timo to show the white foathor.
Hero's my friend tho Doctor, who knows whero he’s
going when he dies, and of course it will not make any
difference to him how ho gets there, but 1 nin not ns
certain of my quarters after I’ve once left this world,
so | propose to stay as long as | can. | am not afraid
of bears and panthers, but | do object to a hed in the
bottom of that lako with nobody but trout for com-
pany. | guess we'll walk around, if it’s all tho same
to you."

“It doan’t make no difference to me, fur | ken walk
all day; but ono milo 0’ woods is as bad as a dozen on
aroad, an’it’s a good eight miles to whar we’re a-goin’,
ef we go roun’, an’ thnr ain't much o’ a trail, nuthor.
I guess you'd bo protty well tuckered out by night; but
1 doan’t mind, fur I’mas used to it as a dog. This here
dugout isn't much to look at, but cf ye sit still yer jist
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as safe as of ye was on land. I’ve earned a sight o’
folks over in it, an’ aint drowned nary one yot."

Dana camo nearer the craft and began to iuspect it.

" P'raps ye'd rather wait here till ye see mo take him
over safe T' suggested the guide.

1But did you not tell us it was two miles to the
houso we want?"

“So it is, as tbo crow flies. But wo ain’t crows, an’
the nearest we ken come to it is to go over the lake an*
down on t'other side.”

“ What shall wo do, Doc?"

“Do? Got in tho boat and go over. Ono of us
can't wait to see tho experiment tried on tho other, as
long as those wild animals abound. The man knows
what he is about.”

Tho two said no more. Dana, if not persuaded, had
no desire to bo left alone, and followed his friend into
tho boat, if boat it could bo called. They seated thom-
Holves ono in either end, and with a word of caution
from Tim to sit still, they were pushed out into the
water. It was now almost noon. The rays of the sun
foil full upon tho transparent water, revealing a fairy-
land of finny life beneath. Such motion, such colors,
such exuberance of life can be found nowhere else than
where the speckled trout abound. Dr. Grotius, Bitting
with a hand on either edge of the boat, said, earnestly,—

“What would | gjve to be as receptive of life as
are those creatures of a lower order.* Around us, as

* “ The PUtonic philosophy of vision is that it is the view of ob-
jects really existing- in interior light. This interior light, if we
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around them, flows an ocean of vital force, which, be-
cause we do not roccivo it, fails to do for us what it does
for those mindless fish. While they aro alive in every
fibro, we are only alivo as far as the outer senses exist.
Could we bo as passive as they, wo would revel in mere
existence as do they."”

“Why do we not receive as they receive, if wo were
intonded for that sort of thing ?”

“We shall when tho next raco comes in, and the
human has learned that it is tho noblest thing in the
world to have no will. Once passive, the rest will fol-
low. This is the secret of the agee, the mystery of
existence. There can be but one Will, one Law; given
tho conditions that it may work unimpeded, and the
result must bo tho same everywhere. Thero cannot be
one law for a part of tho world and another for the
rest. If humanity could become as passive ns the
lower orders of creation, we should see as uniform re-
sults, and the secret of all is, passivity. Already there
aro those hero who see a gliminor of light. Tho pres-
ent race is giving place to tho next foot-race of the
round, and to these will bo given power to slay the
finite will.* Intuition, the new sense, is already here

understand Plate, unites with exterior light in the eve. and is thus
drawn into a sensual or imaginative activity; hut when the out-
ward light is separated, it reposea ,n its own serene atmosphere.
It isin this state of interior repose that inspirations and visions
occur. Bohraen writes of it in his 1Divine Vision,' and Molinoe in
his 1Spiritual Guide’"—IKosicrucians."

*"The Light of die world is within you, the only light that
can be shed upon tee Path. If you aro UDable to perceive it

9*
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in a more than gorminal degroo, and with tho sixth
race will bo a fuller development of this sixth sense.
Perhaps, too, some of those keener senses that be-
longed to man in a lower estate will be reclaimed from
the wreck of time and again be his. We have but a
fragment of the five senses that are our birthright.
Even intuition—the interlacing of tho inner and outer,
tho illuminator and forotoller—cannot fully atone for all
we have lost in tho evolutionary march/’

“Such as----- ?

“The power of Bight as we see it in the animal
kingdom, when the night is as the day; or of sound,
as we see it in all animals; or of touch, as we know it
to be enjoyed by the blind, who can tell the color of a
thing by its touch; or of smell, so that we can follow
a friend through a crowd by the odor of his path, and
as a dog will go to the ends of tho world for his master.
All these are ours in a partial way, and may again be
our heritage with pationt care.”

“1 never thought of those things before. It surely
is a fact that, as we have advanced along tho lino of
evolution, we have left some of the best things be-
hind,—that is, if wo ever had them.”

“You cannot doubt it, if you believe in evolution.”

“But when and how did we loso them or dwarf
them ?”

“When instinct gave place to intellect.* You will

within you, it is usolau to look for it elsewhere. It is beyond
you, becauso when you reach it you have lost yourself. You will
enter the light, but never touch the flame."—* Light on Path "*

* The true thing is Inspiration, or God in us, excluding reason.
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see the same thing going on at the present time among
the North American Indians. Tho race-movements are
always slow, and sometimes a generation can seo no
percoptiblg progression, but we know that in our own
century tho,red man could lay his ear to the earth and
tell who wore coming, and how far away, and how
many thero woro, whilo tho oducatod Indian of to-day-
can do nothing of the kind.”

“Then man losos as he ascends? Civilization is not
an unmixed good?"

“Of course it b not. But, as | said before, matter
has done its worst to deaden and minify man's nature,
and now the race is on the upward road. All that has
been lost may bo regained, and tho two souses added
that mako tho pcrfoct number. Imagine at this mo-
ment what it would mean to us could we hear as a
squirrel hears. What exquisito harmonies would fill
our ears from tho breath of breezes now unheard.
What meanings would naturo tell ua, if we could hear
aright.”

“But why is there no way to develop these gifts?
Why must it bo loft to tho far-off future 7’

mwhich is built up of matter. Paracelsus says that when human
reason becomes our master, it leads us from God and becomes a
Devil. Our own Scriptures express this in many texts.

“ Hen of intelligence and power are led away by reason. Its
results turn to dust and ashes in tho mouth ; it shows a man at last
that to work for self, works for disappointment.

“ Learn from sonsation and observe it, because only so can you
oommenco tho science of self-knowledge. Grow as the flower
grows,—unconsciously. ™
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“It isnot. | can toll you how, by pationtly waiting,
you can so develop powers that are latent, and of which
you do not dream, that you can prove thoir existence aa
you prove a mathematical problem. You can educate
your eye until invisible stare are plainly Been; your
ears to the sensitiveness of tho Indian, or the dog, and,
better still, your soul-forces, vo that they will guide you
unerringly. We havo been caught in the rush of the
outer senses, but the reaction is here, and in waiting
we shall be sot right again. But hero wo are at the
shore, and another tramp lies before ub."

The boat touched tho ground and all three jumped
on terra firma. Their guide, who had sat silent through
the discussion, now took his pack upon his back (after
tying the boat to a tree) and started on a zigzag trail
leading down tho almost perpendicular mountain.

It was not easy to follow him, as he strodo along the
narrow foot-path, where each must follow close upon
the heel of the other, over a trail so rough and obstructed
by under-brush that they could barely make their way.
Rocks of enormous Bize were in many places piled upon
each other, so that at times it became necessary to leap
from one to another.

It was long past noon when they suddenly emerged
into an open space, through which ran a stream of
sparkling water. A high wall rose before them, built
of stones carefully laid and cemented. The wall shut
out the river or creek below, and all approach from
north and south, but on the west joined an almost
perpendicular hill or mountain. A gate-way, long dis-
used, but showing evidence of having at some time
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long past been used to shut out oven a glimpBO of tho
interior, now was open, and through it the eye could
eeo a house sotting close against tho hill. Around it
was a stretch of meadow containing perhaps fifteen or
twenty acres. A few neglected fruit-trees, that must
havo been merely for ornament; some nativo forest
trees of girth unusual; a carpet of knotted grass grow-
ing in wild profusion, and behind the house a tree of
broad leaves and low-spreading branches, growing out
of tho spur of the hill that ran out to meot the house,
were the environments of the building upon which all
their thoughts wore centred.

It was old and weather-beateD. Storms had swept
down from the north year after year, beating against
tho deserted houso in a merciless way. Summer suns
had dried and parched its sintfws; winter snows had
soaked and weakened it, leaving it a proy to tho winds
and rains of Bummor and fall. Some of its shingloB
were loosened, and the roof drooped in tho middle as
if worn out with the effort to keep up. It was, in all
respect, the house of their dreams, made familiar by
the description they had studied. The entrance In
front was from the ground, and from tho rear also from
the ground, but at least twelve feet higher, and enter-
ing tho house at tho second instead of the first story.

Throwing himself upon the ground, completely over-
come with surprise, the Doctor gazod long and earnestly
beforo him.

“You can no longer doubt, Dana, with tho proof
beforo you. It is far beyond my greatest hopes,”" ho
said at longth to his friend, who had thrown himself
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on the ground at his Bido. “There is the very tree
planted by the oriental, who must have been an adept,
of course.”

“If ho was hero at all, perhaps he was an adopt.
But you forget that | said we should probably find all
the local points quite perfect. | did not doubt but that
we should find house and tree, but I did and do doubt
the supernatural part of it, though we may find it diffi-
cult to tell where the natural leaves off and the so-called
ghostly begins. A new idea canto to me last night.
This whole thing may have been a scheme invented by
a nest of smugglers, and the place, instead of being a
home, may have been a rendezvous of robbers. A ghost
could easily have been called into existence to terrify
tho entiro region ; and if there is anything in tho story
of Tim, about men dropping dead who dug in tho hill,
it is of course due to some mechanical arrangement
that would givo them a sudden shock. Van Guilder
may have been an honest man, half crazy with grief
and loneliness, whom theso men used as a tool. You
remember that he spoke of them in his paper.”

At this point, Tim, who had gone up to the porch to
remove his pack, returned, saying,—

“ Wall, ye seo tho spook-house at last. Te'd best rest
a spell till 1've cooked ye some dinner afore we go in-
side. That ar tramp down the mountain was kinder
hard on ye, | reckon."”

Then he was off again, axe in hand, towards tho
mountain for wood for a firo. The two men were not
loath to sit still and rest. The wall was a protection
from danger on three sides, and on the fourth was their
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guido. The two watched him as ho moved from troo
to tree before deciding to cut, nnd then they noticed
the regular strokes descend with rhythmic motion, first
on this side then on that, until the great tree swayed
and fell. It was an arcadian scene, and Tim Olcerafts,
with his threescore years, was still an athlete of musclo
and brawn, and hero, where ho was at his best, whero
he was at one with the scene, where nature harmo-
nized perfectly with his every motion, he was almost a
hero nnd a god. It was an inspiration to watch his
movements, and see him cut the branches from the
fallen monarch, then drag them down nonr the house,
then lay them one upon the other, and by a skilful ar-
rangement of their twigs, a few bits of fatty pine, to
see a blaze creep from one to another, until it burst
forth in power crackling with delight. Neither spoke.
The delight of watching the man became a fascination.
They saw him take a pad and run np the hill, return-
ing with it dripping in transparent drops, lie brought
them a cup to drink, and still they watched him, until
somehow, between the June brightness, the weariness
and content, they laid their heads upon the ground and
slept. Tim paused to look at them, then smiled, and
seated himself near the fire to wait for the kettle to
boil. He muttered to himself,—

“Pore chaps. Them city folks can’t stand nothink.
They ar’ e'en n-most tuckered out, an’ I'll let 'em Hicop
a spell, an' not hurry up dinner. An’ that man with
the square-set jaw.doan't b’liovo in ghosts1 Ef ho
doan’t git a-slmkinlup afore mornin’, I miss my guess.
He’s awfully sot in his way, he is. City folks can't
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know much. It stan's to reason. What chance has
they ? All they hov is a little book lamin’, an’ what
good is that alongside JJatur’. Books tcaohos ‘om the
names o' thin's, but wood craft gives us a knowledge
o' the thin’ itself. My two eyes is wuth moro to mo
than a hundred books. Books doant hev eyes. Ef
I've seen a ghost | know it, ef all the books in the
world sea thar ain’t any. | know one thin’; ghosts is
ghosts."

At the end of an hour he called them to dinner, and
finding they did not awaken easily, he took a couple of
tin plates, and went towards the sleepers, rattling them
together, so as to make as much noise as possible. Rub-
bing their eyes, thoy sat up; then jumped to their foet,
exclaiming at once:

“Wo must have dropped asleep."

“l guess so. Look at that sun, an' see whar ho is
now. We'll hov a cup o’ coffee an' some bacon fust, an’
it's all ready an’ waitin’. A full stomach’s good Air tho
narves, an’ye'll need narves to-night.”

“Dehnonico never served a better cup of coffoo,”
said the Doctor, as he sipped it from a bright tin cup.

“ And | never tasted anything better than this bacon
and roasted potatoes,” echoed his friend. * Who taught
you to cook, Tim ?"

“It was bom in mo. My mother was a French
woman an’a masterful good cook. She learned it
across tho water, an’ came over with the ole folks along
0’ Northrup's folks. Whon thoy got hero, ho had tho
money an’ thoy bed a lot o' poor lan’. It was work or
starve. Her dad’s lan’ lay over by the Big Carry, an’
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most on it was rocks an’ woods, an’ what warn't rocks
an' woods was swamp. But thar was plenty o’ gamo
an’ fish, an' commeal dident cost much; an’onBt in a
whilo a city chap 'ud come up to hunt, an' leave some
money bellin’ him fur board an’ guidin', an’ so thoy
managed to git along. Bym-bye, one tole another what
a good place it was, an’ what nice cookin’ they’d fin’
thar, an’ they had a houseful all summer. Theso here
north woods warn't 0’ no account till then. My moth-
er’s name was Madoleino Raux, an’ I've heerd that she
was an uncommon smart gal. More'n ono city chap
axed her to marry him, but she know'd too much for
that. Sho tole 'em all alike, that, though they might
liko her in tho woods, she wouldn’t be so Binart in tko
city, whar ladies of edication lived. Ye see hor father
had been in Paris, an’ was door-keeper in a palace, an’
knowod how city folks were, an' ho tole Madeleine not
to think o’such thin’s. It 'ud bo liko folks takin’down
ferns an' mosses from the woods 'causo they look'd so
pretty, an’ then throwin' 'om away as soon ns thoy got
thar. So she married a young guide, an’ they wont to
Hamilton County to settlo down, an’ then thoy moved
up here. | was born in Hamilton, an' not bein' a gal
as mother expected, I wastaught to do a gal's work in
summer-time, an’ in winter could hunt an' trap, an
spin an’ knit an’ cook as well as any gal. When 1 got"
so as | could make deer-meat sausage and biscuit as well*
os mother, | was jist as proud as of | hed killed a deer.
It has been a sight 0’ help to me sonce, an’ I’'ve got my
wifo so as she can do most as well as | ken. But, sho1
A man shouldent talk about himself. When ye eat yor
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fried trout to-night, I'll leave ye to judge if | am
correc’."

“Troutl Where will we get them? Shall wo havo
time for fishing ?”

“1t doan't take long to catch enough fur three folks.
As soon as we're done dinner, we'll go fishin™."

“ But wo want to see the insido of that house moro
than we want trout, Tim.”

“Jist as ye say. We’U go inside, an’ p’raps can get
a mess arter that.”

In five minutes, this man, who never hurried, had
put everything in order and lec® the way to the houso.
Tho iatch was rusty, but a push of the door mado it
yield, and they stood in a hall-way, four feet square,
opening by doors on the right and left. They entered
tho one at tho right, and found themselves in a room
sixteen or eighteen feet square, that had been mado oc-
tagonal by having its corners cut off and converted
into closets. Ono of these was an open cupboard,
with glasses and decanters still upon the shelves; an-
other was evidently a place for hanging clothing; a
third was filled with shells and beautiful stones; and
the fourth was closed by a door. A fireplace on tho
side of tho room towards the north still held ashes and
embers that had long ago been light and heat, and
upon the brass was the green of dampness and desola-
tion. On the western side of the room towards the hill
a curtained recess contained a bed. The curtain was
faded and dingy, fast falling to pieces, and showod that
the bed was a part of the houso,—a kind of box built
of boards, and filled with something that made it a bed.
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A few chairs, a table, a bookcase, some pictures of
oriental scenes were all the furniture the room con-
tained. A second door opened into a square hall like
the first, except that this was in the rear, and from this
went a pair of stairs to the second story.

They ascended the stairs and came to an upper hall
running across the house nearly its length. From this
opened two large and two small rooms. The large room
on the front was fitted up with careful design and by
refined taste. Long windows opening to the floor gave
a view of far-off mountains and bending river. Within
were Boft hangings of hand-wrought goods, dainty
devices for use and ornament, and a bookcase filled
with many volumes. Nothing had been touched since
the owner had departed, and upon the work-tablo by
her window were the implements for sowing ns she
had last used them. It gave a reality to the history
that had seemod so unreal, and the visitors felt they
might almost expect to see the owner stop out from
behind some Indian curtain and do the honors of the
place.  Soft cushions were piled high uj»on broad
divans, and an inlaid table of lacquer-wood held a
lamp that must have burned unusual oil, for it con-
tained but a few drops. The bookcase had five
shelves, with wires across them upon which embroid-
ered curtains hung. Everything was touched by ago
and decay.

“It is easy to see that the lady was vory refined,”
said Dana, with enthusiasm.

“ A siugle look at those books tells that,” replied his
friend. *“ What a strange collection: there are all the
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authoritios on astrology, alchemy, and the like, with
tho world’s poets and philosophers. | wonder how
Plato feels at finding himself by the side of Eliphaz
LeviT

“She seemed to know the cream of literature, and
her books are not the books of a day, but of all time.
Some of them look like ancient tomes of long-forgotten
nations."

As he spoke ho reached forth his hand to take from
tho shelf one of those unusual volumes, but Ilia hand
was caught by Tim, who said, hastily,—

“ Ef ye should touch a thin’ on these 'ere shelves, ye
would drop as ef yer were dead. Arter ye've gone
through to-night, it mout be ye’ll feel different ’bout
thim. Ef ye want to do it then, 1 won’t say a word
agin it, but yo mustn’t do it now."

They said nothing, and he led the way from this to
the other largo room across the hall, giving no view
from its windows, except a glimpse of sky above a
precipitous mountain, and a sloping hill reaching a few
rods from the door to the foot of this ascent. Twenty
or thirty feet from the door grow the strange tree,
surrounded by sloping greensward. The room itself
was comfortably furnished for a gentleman’s study,
with a bed heavily curtained in tho farther corner.
Its walls were almost covered by pictures, mostly of
women, but one faco predominated. It was a faco upon
which one might gaze for hours, and still turn and look
again. The smallor rooms had boon long unusod, and
might have been sometimes occupied by transient
guests who needed only a bed.
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“How did that tree come there ?” asked the Doctor
of Tim, as be pointed out of the window. He thought
he would teat how much he knew of past events.

“It's a fire-tree, but more’n that I guess | couldn’t
Bay. I’ve seen and hccrd queer thin's under that ar'
tree, but o’ course folks who won’t b'lievo in ghosts
wouldn't b'lievo ary thin' 1'd tell about the tree. |
onst heerd Van Guilder any as how the tree 'ud go
away 6omctimo mighty suddent, as soon as its work
was all done. It mout, an' then agin it moutent. Its
roots run down into solid rock."

Thero was another room below that they had not in-
vestigated, so they retraced their steps and opened the
door at the left of the entrance. It was plainly a
general sitting-room, with chairs, table, a couch, and
writing-materials still there. The fireplace had been
6wept, and the books arranged in order, as if prepared
to leave. There was one closet for clothing, and that
was all. No other doors of ingress or egress but the
one by which they had entered.

“The secret passage does not lead from that room,
anyway,” exclaimed the Doctor.

“Not unless it is by a secret panel iu tho wall,” said
Dana. “And now lot us get out of this stufTy den into
the blessed sunshine of outer air. Trout are more at-
tractive to me than ghosts, any day. Come along,
guide ; but what about rods? We can't catch these
shy beauties by magic.”

“No more wo can, an’ the fishin™poles is the only
thin' | dare lay a finger onto. Te see Van Guilder tole

mo, a few days afore he died, allers to uso his fishin'
A 10»
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tacklo. It was a great honor, fur he set a heap o’ store
by it. Every polo he made hisself, an' as sure as I’'m
a-standin’ here, I've known him work threo months on
asingle pole. 1 don’t count in tho windin' un' finishin’
up, either.”

He reached his hand high above his head as ho
spoke, and from tho wall of the houeo took down threo
poles. There woro many more loft upon tho hooks.
They were of lancowood and iron-wood. Blonder as a
wand, polished liko glass and beautifully wound by
bright-colored silks. Tho tips would vibrato by a
thought, and were as sensitive as a woman’s heart.
An exclamation of surprise and delight burst from
both guests at once at sight of these works of art.

“Yos, they’ro rog'lar beauties, an’ no mistako. They
bring the fish every time. Ye’d be surprised to see how
soon ye’ll hev a mess.”

He led the way out through the entrance that had
admitted them, and went towards the water’s edge.
Waving his hand to the north, he said,—

“Ef it wasn’t so late we’'d try a brook, but we must
bo ready for night, so wo’ll fish here. There’s a place
jist above whore the creek is ninety foot deep, an’
thar’ allers some big trout in the hole. Geton board."”

They looked aghast. It was not even a boat—just
some logs and boards held together by pegs; but, re-
membering their experience on the lake, they concluded
to obey orders, and took their places on the rude craft.

Tim took tho paddles in his hands and they moved
up stream. A sudden bond in the river and all Bigns of
human habitation were lost.
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“ThiB ore’s a cove. Ye'll fin' as good trout hero as
there is in the north woods. | ain’t axed 'em what
they want fur supper to-night. P’rapB a white miller
ill suit 'em. Ef they doan’t like it, we’ll try somethin’
else. At this season o’ tho year, trout is all whims.
Sometimes it’s nothin' but worms they want; some-
times it’s hoppers, and then agin they won't touch
eitheron’em. Here’s your line all baited ready. Stan'
still an’doan’t say a word. Trout has sharp ears an’
doan't like strangers none too well. They know my
voice an’ doan’t min’ me a speck, but ef they heerd
you, we’d not geta bite. | hed achap up here, last
year, an’ | tole him just what I'm a-tellin' you;an’ he
Haid ho know all about fishin’, an’ wasn’t afeered o’ ther
hearin’ him talk; an' artor awhile ho got discouraged,
an’ sed ho guessed ho dident want to got any moro, an’
I'm blessed if he’d caught ary one. He didont hev a
nibble.”

Dana was an ardent disciple of Isaak Walton, and
had it not been for the fact that just beneath his
feet was a hole ninety feet deep and he could not swim,
his bliss had been complete. Just as he was throwing
out his line, he heard his friend exclaim,—

“I've got him. What a beautyl" and knew the
Doctor had landed the first trout, and had probably
frightened all the rest away. He caught the next and
tho next, however, and in half an hour they had more
than they wanted and turned towards the shore. The
sun was nearing the horizon as they stepped upon the
grass, and long shadows of the mountain fell athwart
water and meadow. Already tho night-bird* were be-
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ginning to call, and from the distonco the cry of the
loon was borne on the air like the wail of a lost child.
The spirit of tho time and place was upon them, and
light-hearted as boys, sensitive as poets, they walked
along the path towards the gateway. Suddenly they
stopped. They heard something strangely like human
voices, and as they listened, they raised their eyes and
saw five horsea tied within the enclosure, and by the
horses two men stood waiting for them. The voices
came from the house, however, and, though Tim was
as much perplexed as the others, he could not help
saying,—

7 It ain’t the ghost, fur she never talks.”

“It’s a woman, as | live," rejoined Hugo Dana, now
thoroughly amazed.

“There thoy bo, humans like ourselves,” said tho
Doctor, as a party of three emerged from the house,
and moved off towards the tree upon the hill. A
woman’s voice, distinct, bell-like, and sweet, was heard
to say:

“1t is all as it was promised. Wall, house, hill, tree;
but where aro they who should meet us hero? Have
they failed to follow the guiding of tho stars----- "

She did not finish. Her eyo caught sight of the
strangers, and raising her hands towards heaven, she
said devoutly, “ All are here. Heaven and earth are
ready. The time is at hand.”

Before any one could speak, Dana had seized the Doc-
tor’s hand, and in an almost audible whisper exclaimed:

“The face of my dream, by Jove | What can it mean ?
Are we all going mad together? Tell me, Doc."
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But the Doctor could not reply. Astonishment had
raado him speechless. The other party bad come
towards them, and were now near. Tho lady who
had spoken, bowed as if greeting old friends, and the
others looked into each other’s faces for explanation of
the mysterious meeting. Again tho lady spoke.

“Had' I not found you here, | should have been
greatly disappointed, for thus far all has been fulfilled.
| was told that you would meet me. | have come from
far, and the time has been long."

“We’d best go in-doors now. The dew is failin’,an’it’s
better to bo inside. Ye can talk while | got the supper.”

Tim led the way, and they followed him into the room
they had first entered, and soon a blazing fire crackled
upon the hearth, as if to give a greeting to the visitors.

CHAPTER IX

|
A NECESSARY LINK.

“The faithful helm commands the keel,

From port to port fair breezes blow;

But tho ship must sail tho convei sea,
Nor may she straighter go.

“ From soul to soul, the shortest lino
At best will bended be;
The ship that holds the straightest course,
Still sails the convex sea.’

There Was a morning in tho early spring of 1857
when every avenuo leading to Benares was crowded
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with &mixed multitude, all going in one direction, and
that towards the city of Temples.

From Sarnatb, eight miles distant, tho plain wan lit-
erally Bwarming with pedestrians pressing on in the
early morning before the sun's rays should make tho
heat more intense. Whoever passed the great Sarnath
Tower, aged by centuries and crumbling slowly to its
fall, must pause and throw upon it wreaths and gar-
lands of flowcre ere they go on their way to the great
festival at Benares.

This tower is and must romain a mystery in a land
where mysteries become almost commonplace by their
frequency. Its history is a myth and its purpoee a
superstition. Both belong to a forgotten Past. There
has no bettor description boon given of this building
than that of Mr. Seward, whose words wo will quote.

“The tower rises from tho centre of a well-dofinod
area, two-thirds of a mile in circuit. It is conical in
shape, has a circumference of ninety-two feet at the
base, and rises to a height of one hundred and ten feet.
What is most extraordinary is that it is solid, without
chambers or internal passages, except a low subterra-
nean one. It has a basement story of brick twenty
feet high, ten of which are below the level of tho plain.
Upon this basement is a story, forty feet high, of
chiselled Chunar stone. With tho oxcoption of the
five upper layers, this story is a solid mass, each indi-
vidual block being fastened to tho one adjoining it by
iron clamps. The part of tho tower above tho stone
story is built entirety, of largo brick. Originally it had
an outer covering, bat it is difficult to ascertain whether
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of stono, coraent, or stucco. Tho apex boars some re-
semblance to a statue surmounted by an umbrella. The
large stone story has eight projecting faces, divided
from each other by a panel fifteen feet wide. Each of
these faces has a large deep niche, from which some
life-size statue has long since disappeared. Imagination
replaces these with the figure of Buddha and his dis-
ciples, as we havo socn thorn olsewhero in China and
Japan. Several of these faces are finely ornamented
with wreaths of lotus, somotimes the plant winds as a
vino, with birds and diminutive human beings resting
on its tendrils. In some places it shows leaf nnd bud,
in others the flower in full bloom.”

Within this tower the human voico is never hoard.
Whoever speaks muBt loave its walls and Btep into the
open air; and in the underground passage above al-
luded to none may enter but priests of the sacred tem-
ples, who retire thither for prayer and meditation. On
this day of which we write there were others than pe-
dostrians going to Sarnath to leave an offering. Those
of tho hotter class came on ponies, donkeys, camels,
and oven in carriages, some of which, drawn by four
horses, indicated wealth and rank. Among tho latter
was one that mado no devious bend, but went straight
to tho old tower. It contained, beside its driver, two
ladies and a gentleman ; tho latter drosBod in tho loose
robes of tho orientals, but bearing unmistakable signs
of Wostcrn civilization. Tho vehiclo stopped a short
distance from the tower, and tho gontloman assisted
tho younger of tho two ladioB to alight, escorted her to
the entrance of the building, then left her and returned
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to his seat in the carriago, and began talking in a low
tone with its remaining occupant. He never lost sight,
however, of the tower and the lady ho had left there.
She was soon joined by a tomplo priost, who came from
within, and stood just outside the door of entrance.
It was impossible to tell what his ago may have been,
for there were no lines upon his face; yet in his eyes
could be seen an expression only found in the very wise
and aged. Ho Btood face to face with his visitor, and
his oyos never for a moment wandered from her face.
The sounds of his voico wore low and musical, but tho
words he uttered could only be heard by tho one to
whom they were addressed, who stood motionless be-
fore him, with hands clasped and head bowed.
Elfreeda Cathmor had passed all the mile-stones of
youth, gaining an added charm with every year. Hero
and there time had left its impress on her head, not in
the ordinary mingling of black and gray, but in occa-
sional strips of snowy hair, that gave tho effect of
white ribbons passing round her head. One of these,
starting at the middle of her forehead, was drawn back
so as to divide the head in two divisions, and was then
caught up with tho rest and fastened in a coil. 1f ever
there were human eyes that had tho color of the violet,
they wore those of Miss Cathmor, and from within
scintillated a light that shone like a star, illumining
the entire face. Looking at her as she stood passively
that morning at Sarnath, she suggested by her pose one
of Raphael’s Madonnas; but the first attempt at motion
swept this impression from the mind, and nothing re-
mained but the figures of ancient Greece,—the nymphs
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and goddesses that walked with her human beings and
were a part of tho race. Religion was forgotten in the
presonco of perfect Naturo. Art was forgotten also.
A living, breathing woman filled tho eye and mind.
What can express the real spirit as do the curvos of
a faultless physique, moved by the mind within ? This
woman had never known restraint. Her muscles and
hor will bad been as free as air. Sickness had never
tainted hor blood nor paled hor cheek; hardship had
never wearied or listlessness weakened tho tissues. She
owed these traits to an ancestry largely English, that
entailed on her a lovo of exorcise and fresh air. Her
environment had tended to increase these tendencies,
and both together had produced the woman wo find.
Thirty-two ycain before, in the city of Bombay, Ga-
brielle Axton's sister gave birth to a baby girl and called
it Elfreeda. Tho happy couple, newly married, were
already in America, and many months passed before
they heard tho news; but in that lovely home in India
the child grew under the sunlight of love, and at eight
years of ugo was already stnrtcd on tho courso of de-
velopment that years of after-training perfected. At
this timo the mother died, and dying said to her hus-
band, “Some day | hope you will take my boy and girl
to my only sister, and let them know her." The father
was completely crushed by the loss of his wife, and
moved away from all the associations of former happi-
ness to llonares, whero ho buried himself in his books
and children and nover again entered society. Ho was
a man of thought, fond of philosophy, and dovoted
himself entirely to bis children,—a boy of ten and the
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little Elfreeda. Surrounded by all the luxuries that
wealth could procure, he denied them nothing; and to
Elfreeda ho made all defer. A smaller nature than hers
would havo become selfish and spoiled, but she only
became moro lovely. She caught her father’s zeal in
Bcienee and philosophy; she watched her brother in
athletic sports and games; she could ride any horse;
she was a bold shot and a fearless racer; and, added to
all these accomplishments, she had inherited from her
mother an intuitional nature like that of her Aunt
Gabrielle, lying latent in her early years, waiting to be
awaked at the right time.

These things filled her time, and separated her from
girls of her own age. Her father desired this. Ho
feared somo day Bho might marry and leave him, and
his only hopo of preventing such a catastrophe lay in
such a training that she would not feel attracted to the
stronger sox. Although her dresses were ordered from
Paris, her form had never been compressed by foreign
abominations, and this gave suppleness to her move-
ments that was grace itself. Beauty, intellect, grace,
all united in her, and the result was envy from her own
sex and adoration from tho other. Society girls in
Eenares called her “peculiar,” and this was as great
condemnation as if they had said she was wicked.
Gradually tho walls widened, and when sho grew to
womanhood she was scarcely conscious that she had no
friend of her own kind.

In her father's house she mot men of learning, and
theso, always ready to bow to a beautiful woman, found
they had hero an instance of rare intellect. She had
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no idea that she differed from others, and kindled her
own fires of martyrdom by a wit and cleverness that
made her hated by all women, who heard their hus-
bands and brothers rave over the marvellous Miss
Cathmore. She, however, thought as she would, spoke
as she thought, and acted ns she spoke. True pride
restH on an immovable centre, and Elfreeda was over
calm. Accustomed only to conversation of the learned,
sho had no small talk, and at eighteen was as much out
of place in the world as would have been Plato or
Moses.

An officer in the English army chanced to meet her
at this time, and, like all men, fell desperately in love
with the remarkable girl,—the modern Aspasia. lie
offered himself at the end of six months to Her father;
was rejected; persevered, and finally won his consent,
not because lie was willing to see her married, but be-
cause lie saw her heart was given to the stranger.
Preparations were commenced for the wedding, and
four weeks before the day arrived ho was seized by
fever, became unconscious, and died with her name upon
his lips, but with no glance of recognition Or word of
farewell. A week later and her father was thrown
from his horse and killed.

In this brief space of time the world suddenly
changed front. The light hearted, brilliant beauty be-
came a mature, heart-broken woman. Her sun had
gone down in total eclipse.

Where had they gone, these loved ones, here yester-
day and gono to-day? Sho strained her eyes to see
into the Eeyond, and called aloud, hut received no
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reply. “Father, where are you?” *“Bobert, come to
me." “Toll mo what your eyes see that | havo not,
cannot, Bee, or know that | do not know." Only si-
lonco for an answer to her cry. Sometimes her heart
was full of bitterness, and she said there was no God—
no heaven. Her old life was swept away, and the days
draggod their dull length along without zest. Hitherto
she had lived as the birds lived, or the wild creatures of
the forest, or the snowy cow of the temple, weaving
into her life all love and sunshine and gladness, but
giving no thought. 2»ow the heavens became brass;
the world ashes. Love was dead. In one single night
her hair turned white in narrow ribbons, and the color
went out of her cheek. From this time she refused all
human companionship except her brother, and an old
friend now a widow, and tho throe became inseparable.

“What is religion for, Carul?" sho asked one day as
her brother and herself were sitting under a low-
branched tree, and her friend Mona had gone to write
letters.

“Why, to solve the problem of life and teach us of
God and tho next world," ho replied.

“Yes, so I've been told all rny life; but now, when |
want to know something of where they have gone, I
can find no clue. Something is wrong. Either our
religion is false or there must bo more for us in the
Bible than our chaplairr knows. What do you and |
know of God? Scarcely moro than our pot monkey.
Of course wo hnvo a mass of material in our minds,
put there by our teachers and parents, but of what use
is it? It does ub nogood. To really know it must
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conic from hero," tapping her breast with her fan. “1
have been reading the Bible and Praj’er-book, but I find
nothing. Where is God? What is ho? Has ho a
heart, and does he know when hiB children cry? My
father never let me ask him twico, but | have called to
God a thousand times and received no answer. Where
aro my dear ones now ? Is it all a blank, and have we
been taught to believe a falsehood? | had loved ones
by my sido, and in a moment thoy are gone. Ah, why
can | not find them ? | shall look overywhoro for light,
even in heathen temples, for surely some one must
know what life and death mean, and bo able to tell me
where | can find God.”

“Oh, Freeda, what would | give to comfort you;
but I, too, am in tho dark. Why can wo not have faith
to believe ns our parents believed, and patience to wait
until we, too, Bhnll go where thoy have gone ? | will go
wherever you go, but I know you will not find the truth
amid heathen religions,"

As he spoke he passed his hand caressingly over her
head, and tried to soothe her into content. It was of
no avail; and from this time tho wearisome round of
investigation began, taking them into tho great temples
of other religions where, heretofore, they had gone from
idlo curiosity. Benares is a city of temples. They
riso on every side, and pierco the sky with their spires,
whilo priests minglo with tho throng of worshippers,
and sacred cows crop the grass in the enclosures. No
city in all India has better preserved the traditions and
truths of the Buddhist faith than this city of the Gan-

ges. Butthe hungry heart of Elfrecda Cathmoro found
11»
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nothing here that satisfied her desires. The murrnur-
ings of priests and adorations of the people said nothing
to her, and she was about to give up the quest and settle
into unbelief, when, ono day, passing out of the great
Temple of Shalom, she heard her name called. It
startled hor. Who should know her name? She moved
under tho troos where the snowy cows were feeding,
decked in wreaths of flowers by devotees, and agnin
she hoard tho word:

“Elfrccda 1

Looking about her, she saw a priest coming towards
her. He 6toppod when he reached hor, and sho saw he
would speak. In her heart she felt that tho hour had
como for her to know tho truth. With a movement
of his hand be motioned her friend aside, and in a low
voice, said:

“ Wouldst thou havo light and peace ?”

The lips moved quickly as they said,—

1O, yos, give mo something that is sure, or I shall
die.” Tho speaker scarce know that sho had spoken,
or given voice to the longing within.

“l am sent to thee, sorrowing one, sent from those
who would comfort thee and lead theo upward. Thou
art already on the path, but tho night is dark around
theo. | can give aid, but tho onward marching must
be done by theo alone. Remember, | promise not hap-
piness ; that belongs not to tho present time, but is a
flower of another world. 1 can show theo where peaco
abides, and truth and love. Thcso will fill tho soul of
the earnest seeker until tho fuller light dawns. To find
this light, you must seok it not alono in the way of



A XF.CES.SA/ty LIXK. 127

worship, but along every avenue of sense and knowl-
edge. It is everywhere, and enters the heart through
a thousand doors; but lions guard the way. and only
by struggle and conflict can it be gained. Sorrow is
tho open door; doubt and dismay are the lions of the
first entrance. To overcome these and silence them for-
over, is now your work. Aro you equal to tho task?
Are you willing to drain tho cup whoso contents you
have so bitterly tasted ? If not, pause, and moot mo
hero a week houeo."

“l am ready now, oh, Priest-—--"

“ Call mo Sul-Mul, (laughter. It is well; and | know
how tho heart has suffered that can so readily say, *I
am willing to suffer more, if only I gain truth.” You
have sought it in your own religion, but in vain. It
was there, but you knew not how to see it. It
breathes and palpitates, like a living heart, beneath
your sacred book ; but, alas! your people have lost tho
key and cannot discern it. Your wise men seek it in
the written word, while, lo, it dwells only in tho spirit
that lies within tho word. The Christ of your later
revelation has brought tho light to men, which is to all
former light as the noonday sun is to your candle in
the temple. But tho world was not ready for it. It
saw not nor know not; and, like tho wise men of old,
tho first followers of this great Light will bo from tho
East. Can you follow wbero | lead? Can you ceaso
ropinings and bitter regrets, and bo bravo for truth's
sake ?”

She looked up eagerly, for already his words had
given her courage, and replied,—
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“ Anything, if only I may know."

“It iawell. Knowlodgo is powor. You have chosen
wisely. The soul that hungers and thirsts shall hefilled*
Go homo to thine houso and meditate. Not on grief,
not on disappointment, not on anything that disquiets
the soul, but forget all things of timo, and think stead-
fastly on immensity. One week from to-day meet mo
here and tell mo what you havo seen. Meditate at
eventide, as did the good men of your sacred book, and
think only on immensity.?

She was turning away os he ended, but again ho
spoke.

“Nay, then, I had almost forgotten. When you
meditate, sit thus, and ever alone.”f

He seated himsolf with both foot placed upon tho
ground, his hands upon cither knee, his chin drawn in
upon his breast, and his eyes looking downward. He
was motionless as the dead. Tho inspirations were long-
drawn, and, without moving his lungs, eocmod to como
from his lower self. Ho could easily have been mis-
taken for one of those Egyptian figures found along
tho Nile. A moment of this silence, and ho aroso to
depart, merely saying,—

“Tho heart never grows old, and tho body never

* " Listen only to tho voice that is soundless.

Hold fast to that which has neither substance nor existence.

Look only on that which is invisible aliko to the inner and
outer sense.”

f This must be studied among the Mystics, and from ancient
Egyptian tombs. It Isall according to natural law.
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grows feeblo, that can tlirow itself on the great mother
heart, and receive her life."

Ho was gone. Her friend catno towards her, and
they walked home in silence. This was the beginning
of an initiate into occult mysteries that iod Elfreeda
Cathmore far out on tho lines of truth. It. was not
the work of a day or many days, of a week or many
weeks; but daj's and weeks grew into months and
years. Persistent contemplation, a life dovoled togood
deeds, a largo nature brought to spiritual (lowering, had
made her a truly grand woman. Grief and longing
had been banished, and their places filled \mh an in-
tense desire to know the Highest, and be at one with
Him. She was no longer a more woman of this pres-
ent world, but a creature, a hint, of what tho coming
race may bo when intuition will show to tin* world the
secrets long bidden, and tho interlaced triangle be tho
sign of the times.

In this development of inner gifts, her brother laid
vainly tried to follow her. nia nature wps not like
hers, and at length be gave up the pursuit, and merely
saw the results of her advancement, without knowing
tho methods.

Carul Cathmore represented tho heroic qualities of
his progenitors, as did his sister those finer Sensibilities
that grow in the same soil among Celtic people. Intui-
tive, superstitious, religious, sweet in song, strong in
battle, indomitable in will, they present a remarkable
combination of strong opposites. When, milled to this
stock, a vein of oriental mysticism comes in, we can
imagine how intense might be the nature. Carul had
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no dreamy tendency in his make-up. He was fond of
sports and out-of-door activities, and enjoyed hardship
where it caine on the lines of pleasure. In their earlier
days, brother and sister had been inseparable, but now
he found her enjoying something ho could not compre-
hend. At first it made him unhappy, until, seeing how
it quieted and tranquillized her, ho was glad to lot her
live as she would.

On this beautiful morning, when we find him await-
ing his sister's return to the carriage at the Sarnath
Tower, he had spoken to her friend, Mona Clifton, of
his sister’s Btrango absorption in the life she had
entered.

“1 cannot bear it longer. | feel that something ter-
rible will come to us if we do not break it up. What
can that priest teach her that is better than our own
Bible? | wish wo were a thousand miles away from
here.’

“Ho do I, Mr. Cathmore, but | doubt if we could
move Klfreeda. We must remember how much it has
done for her happiness. She is as tranquil as a summer
sea, and shines like an eastern suu. It is something to
see her so contented.”

“True, Mona. She is a magnificent creature, and we
cannot say she has not been aided by the priest. She
is as dear to mo as my own soul though, nnd | wish she
were like other women.”

Ho had barely finished the sentence as ho saw his
sister turn from the temple, and ho sprang from the
carriage to moot her. Never bad sho looked more
beautiful. An air of determination had taken the place
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of her usually passive expression, and, with eyes bril-
liant and cheeks aglow, she took her seat and they
drove homeward.

At first they were all silent. Each was occupied
with his or her thoughts, until the young nmn broke
the spell by saying,—

“1 would give the world, Frceda, to have you as you
were ten years ago,—blithe as a bird, free as the air,
and always and everywhere my companion.” lie
reached for her hand and took it in his, to hear what
she would say.

“Ten years ago, Carol. What was | then? | re-
member well. 1 was indeed like a bjrd or a beast, for
my soul bad not awakened. 1lived as the dumb things
live, and basked in the sunlight as if there would never
come a night. Hut it came and struck mo dumb.
Music and laughter were swept away by that, terrible
darkness, and life was a blank. How gladly would 1
have died then, no one knows. Would you have me go
back that long way and be where | eould su ter again
as | did then? Would you see me without hope, with-
out God? Woidd you wish mo to be as | t ion was?
After the agony of grief came the greater agony of
doubt and despair. Words cannot tell what 1 endured,
and | shudder to think how | wanted to cease, that I
might no longer think or remember. To-day—what
am 1? A pilgrim on tho road that stretches bn and on
to spiritual perfection.* With mo journey the race,

*“ |t is through the breaking asunder of tho nr!itrary bond
which holds him to his personal centre that man comes of age and
becomes the ruler of his kingdom. As he widens out lie discovers
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Bomo willingly and gladly, some blindly and uncon-
sciously. | have learned to overcome mere cravings
of tho lowor nuturo, if bo 1 may help the higher and
more euduring. | have learned that to 6oek tho good
and love tho good, wherever it can ho found, is a joy in
itself, and strengthens the soul that does it. | have
learned that God is not a God outside of the soul,
reigning in a world apart from this, but that every-
where he is waiting to he seen and known, and most
of all in our own souls. That to find one’s higher self
is to find the Divine, and we can only attain this by
the crucifixion of our lower nature, by tho at-ono-ment
of our souls to the Universal Will. Here | have found
peace, aye, and joy. Would you take these from me,
when | havo never known them before? Would you
tear mo away from this centre and see mo again toss-
ing like a leaf on the sea of unrest? It cannot he.
You love mo too well for that. You would fear to see
me giving thought and love to mere personalities again.
Bcmombcr tho words of Sul-Mal,4The soul is like the
flowers of tho Lotus. Booted in the mud it at length
ascends in a stalk, and bathed in sunlight and air comes
to the glory of a full flower. The soul must bo rooted
in material form, must escape this and live for intellect
a timo, thnt at last it may give all its strength to tho

that ho has touch with all life, that ho contains in himself the
whole. Then he has but to yield himself to tho great force which
we call good, and he is carried swiftly on to the waters of real
living. WImt wo need is an earth that will bear living fruit, n
sky always full of light. Needing this, wo shall surely find it."—
“ Through tho Gates of Gold.”
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grand flowering.” You would have me cast;aside the
flower and sink once more into the mud? No! No!
There is no retrogression. The path is ever upward ;
and you too, my brother, show by your discontent that
you are struggling from lower conditions.”

“Perhaps you are right, Freeda. | wouldlnot wish
to see you unhappy again, even though 1 could not
follow you in all your transcendental belief*. Taking
Sul-Mal’s own illustration, it would not bo wise for the
beautiful Lotus to disdain the support of a stalk, or
throw asido the root whose home is in the mud. The
material is a part of the order of things, and cannot bo
ignored or cast wholly aside. | believe that you should
respect material things that hold your soul in place.
It is all a part of tho grand whole. What do you gain
by living altogether for the spirit? Tho Intelligence
that has given us n world of matter, and an environ-
ment like this world, surely knew best. With bodily
senses and material things to enjoy, is it not evidently
designed that we use both as long as we are here?"

“| eat, drink, sleep, and clothe my body. What
more would you have ? It passes away, and wo leavo
this world as one awakes from a dream of the night.
We find it was illusion, and cease to think of it.”

He said nothing in reply, and in silence tpey drovo
homeward. Ho had been annoyed at ths evident
earnestness of the priest; and his sister, seeing his an-
noyance, fell back upon her own musings. Her friend
had said nothing.

This woman was a wise friend. She had been a play-

mate of Elfreedu’s in childhood, had bail the same
12
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toachere, and then for a time had been separated by an
army-officer’s lifo. She was early left a widow, and
urged by Carul to take the placo of sister in their
homo at a time when they were desolate. Hero she
had remainod, joining the two in literary pursuits and
home duties, but having no part in Elfreeda's peculiar
religious views. She remained true to the mother
church of her English homeland, and refused allegiance
to any other creed.

That evening, as the long twilight of the east settled
over uplaud and city, Elfreeda Cathmore watched its
shadows as she slowly rocked to and fro in her ham-
mock. Around her were the scenes long familiar to
her eye,—towers, temples, and in the distance a glimmer
of marble stops ami ghauts rising from the sacred
Ganges. Fires from all quarters sent their smoko ul>
ward, and each fire was a funeral pyre.

“So must wo all go, soon or late,” she said, talking
to herself. “What matters it when or how? In
every one of those bodies now burning upon thoso
ghauts dwelt a human soul. Whence came they?
Whither went they? Who called them hither or sent
them thither? All these questions puzzled mo once,
but now | understand; now | know that we are all
bulbs, planted for growing. If tho soil and environ-
ment bo well, tho growing will bo ns it should; if not?
Yes, if not? What then? Must it be planted again
for a better trial? Surely we can think nothing else.
What matters it? A few years hence we shall all ho
gone, and those 1 love, and | that love, will be forgotten
hero. But wo shall carry in our souls the knowledge
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of this life, ami these memories will be our onl}* in-
heritance. Sul-Mal told mo that 1 was sent to the
earth with a work to do that none else could (Jo for me.
That | have been fitted for this work by peculiar traits
ami gifts, handed down from father to child through
long generations. lie told mo of my mother’s sister
crossing the ocean to a new world, and then; taking up
this same work, and if 1refuse to do it, the coming of
truth to tlio world must he delayed,—perhaps until 1
can again come in the body to perform the neglected
task. Joy lies in work. Peace lies in conscience.
What more can 1 have? Desire must he sacrificed,
love turned into higher channels, and ambitioii ho slain.
1 will arise and go----- "

“Where are you going, Frocda? Wherever it is, |
go, too.”

It was (‘arul's voice coming from a thick screen of
vines at her right hand.

“ Did you hear me, Carol? | was thinking aloud,
and since you heard a part, | will tell you all. This
was Sul-Mai’s message to-day, as it has been many
times before. When you saw him stoop to jthe sand
and write those strange figures with his fingers, he was
showing me by circle and spiral that I could wait no
longer. The signs arc right, and there is work for mo
to.do for the race before the stars set. | dare not re-
fuse. lie told me of the prophet of our .Scriptures,
whom God had raised up to semi a message to a certain
city, but disobeying it, ho was cast into the darkness of
the sea, swallowed by the fish for three days, and then
placed once more on dry land to do his work. lie said,
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if | refused to do my work, | should be sent back again
after being swallowed by death and the grave, and this
would dolny tho work upon earth many centurios.
This work will take mo far from boro. It lies in
America, and must be done there. | must go. Do not
start and say ‘notso.” | dare not refuso. Could you
seo and know as | see and know, you would not chide
or hinder."

“ But, Freeda, think---—-- "

“1 have thought; | havo tried to put it aside, but in
vain. There are times when, by my inner vision, | seo
that lovely sister of our mother’s, begging me to freo
her from tho bondage that binds her to earth. She
longs to seek that higher stato for which she is so well
prepared, but she cannot go until her charge is taken
from her and given to tho world. She gave her life for
this, and died in a strango land, and can | say | will
not take up tho burden and do my part? What docs
it matter where we are? Tho mind makes its own
heaven. All else changes, all else passes away. Tho
Mind of tho One is alone eternal, and to live forever
we must become a part of this One Mind. Dear Carul,
you have been very patient with me in things that
seemed to you foolish, but the day will come that you
will awake from this dream, and then you will stand
amid thought-forces and know them to be abiding.
But in cycles yet to como these must give place to tho
things of the spirit—for God is spirit. To behold tho
light that shines from tho holiost, as voil after veil is
withdrawn, is tho soul’s greatest desiro. Old beliefs
arc passing away. Mankind is learning that thcro is
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something higher than intellect.* The light is como
into the world, and [ must ho a torch-hearth’ to the
people across the sea. 1 am no longer a inert) woman.
I am a living soul, a seer, a prophet.”

A radiance illuminated her lace as she spoke, and
through her brother's veins coals of fire seemed cours-
ing. lie knew that sho spoke what in her inmost soul
she felt to be true, and could his love desert her now V
Never had brother loved sister as Carul Catluuore had
loved this magnificent being. 1t bordered on adoration ;
it was something of a lover’s fascination, and it had in
it the element of guardianship that made it akin to the
parental. For her sake ho had put womankind out of
his life, and for her sake he would goto the ends of the
earth, lie laid his hand caressingly upon her head, and
remained silent a moment. When he spoke it was to
say,—

“ In the language of the Good Book, Frceda, ‘ Whither
thou goest | will go; where thou lodgest | will lodge;
thy people shall be my people, and thy God my God.’
Wo three, you and Mona and |, will go to America if
need bo, but we will novor be separated.”

“llow grandly you do anything for me, Carul. If
ever human love is like the groat source, yours to mo

* The possession of a third eye, wo are told, was enj id by the
men of the Third Root Race, down to nearly the middle period of
the Third Sub-Race of the Fourth Root-Race, when It o consoli-
dation of the perfection of the human frame made it disappenr
from the outward anatomy. Psychically and spiritual! its men-
tal visions lasted till near the end of the Fourth Race and died
out when thu Atlantcun continent became submerged.

12+
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b and has ever been divine. For my sake, you should
never make such sacrifice, but for the aako of truth
you may. The days hero are few. Vo must arise and
go hence very soon."

CHAPTER X
THE INVISIBLE POWERS.

N There ii » shadow on the sunny wall,
Dark and foreboding like a bode of ill:
Go, drive it thenco. Alas, such shadows fall
From real things, nor may bo moved at will.”

“ Let him walk in the gloom, whoso will. Peaco be with him;
but whence is his right

To assert that the world is in darkness: because ho has turned from
the light?”

We loft the strangors standing by the fireplace of
the deserted honso, watching Tim Olecrafts make ready
for the night. Dr. Grotius, true to the habit of many
years, at once assumed'the responsible position of host,
and, with a charming cordiality of manner, he said,—

“ Although wo aro all strangers, and have mot hero
from distant places, | feel that I must bid you wolcomo
to such comfort as wo can furnish you to-night. It is
already too late to go to our guide’s house, and if you
will try to enduro tho discomforts of this deserted
bouse, wo will pledge ourselves to do all in our power
to mako it agreeable. There is little to offer in the way
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of entertainment, and | dare not promise you a quiot
night’s rest, but a warm fire, a good supper, and our
society is at your service. The men can take your
horses around to Tim’s, and in the morning we will join
them."

“We are not in pursuit of rest,” replied the young
man, whom we know to bo Carul Cathmore, as he
laughingly looked from one to the other; * unrest
would be more appropriate, | think. Thanks for
your invitation. Wo were in pursuit of this place, I
believe, and, as you say, the men can move on and
wait for us* Allow me to introduce my party. My
name is Cathmoro, Carul Cathmore, at your servico,
sir.  This is my sister, and this her friend, Mrs. Clif-
ton.”

“And | am a physician, Dr. Grotius, and this is a
companion, Mr. Dana. Our guide is Tim Olecrafts,
monarch of the entire trout community."”

After this little preliminary of social life had been
attended to, Tim loft the room, followed by Hugo Dana,
and a few moments later the two were joined by the
Doctor. Tho guides and horses wero just starting on
their way to Tim’ by a circttitous trail around the
mountain. Dana was the first to speak.

“The plot thickens, Doc. Are we all going crazy
togothor? Who and what are they, and why have they
come, do you suppose ? | dreamed of that woman as
I have never dreamed before; and while it is all fresh
in my mind, here Bho comes, walking into my presence
ns if she was playing a part. Gad 1 but she's a magnif-
icent woman. | could die for her without a pang
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Hang me, if | couldn’t. In all my life she is tho only
mnoman |’ve given a second look at, and | can’t keep my
eyea off from her. It’s a judgment on mo for all I
have said to you. | am as crazy as you are at this
moment."

“l am not crazy, neither are you. We are figures
acting out the decrees of fate, and these others are in
tho same play. That isall. All my previous life has
been a mere preparation for tho final act. 1t was scaf-
folding with which | have nothing more to do; useless
rubbish to bo cleared away when its use is over. I, too,
shall pass away. | shall never resume my old life. It
would bo impossible. A chicken cannot cramp itself
into the egg again, when once it has been out in tho
froo air. 1 am glad; for 1 could never tako up tho
woary round of duties. Clothilde gone, my profession
proved useless in man's greatest need, without homo or
ties, my place is not here. Great God, what a blessing
to die when the zost has gone from life!”

He spoke so solemnly that Dana could not meet his
words with ridicule; so, passing his arm in that of his
fViend, ho led the way to tho house, and up tho hill
whore tho branches ofthe flame-tree overshadowed the
ground. A now feeling sprang into life aB their feet
touched the ground. "Wjith the one it was a sublime
enthusiasm; with the other, a mixture of awe and fear.

“A new life has awakened. An ecstasy fills mo,
Hugo, that to you must seem absurd, but to mo is ex-
quisite. | have never known it before. Vague im-
aginings of all sorts of beautiful possibilities flit con-
tinually before my mind. | pant for something that |
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am sure is waiting for me, yet cannot define. Honce-
forth 1 am a new man. Under this treo | feel that I,
too, am immortal. This life throbs within. Clothilde
is near and knows all, and life is delicious.”

“1 should like to believe what you so cnjpy, but I
cannot.”

“ Because you have never loved. Love is the elixir
of life. Lovo alone gives us the Bure knowledge of im-
mortality. You can never believe, never know, never
feel, until tho flame of love is kindled upon your heart.
Then you will realize that there is no death.”

“ And you believe we shall live on and on? How
wearisome.”

“How delightful, when all is perfect lifel You
judge of that state by this lowor existence. 1Boliovo
it?” | know it. There aro facts of mathematics;
thero aro also facts of knowledge by experience. You
believe two and two make four; you believe, also, in a
human experience that makes one grieve over tho loss
of a loved ono; yet this enters not into tho sphere of
mathematics, and, according to your own assertion,
does not exist, because not proven by sensible demon-
stration. Take my illustration once more. What
does tho bird imprisoned in its shell know of tho
warmth and glory of such a day as this? Its world is
bounded by its shell. Or tho chrysalis, cold and stiff
in its cocoon, what does it dream of a world of flowers,
where it shall revel on gorgeous wing? Let us try to
imagine the first bird leaving the shell, whilo its
brothers are still imprisoned, but aro cognizant of its
flight. What horror!  What dismay 1 What constor-
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nation I It was with them and isgone. And then if
they oonld see it in its now life, moving here and there,
surrounded with a light never known before, how
would they strive to bring it back to safety and shel-
ter. And with what result? Would it consent?
Would it hear or heed the cries of its fellows? Would
it ever again cramp itself into egg and neat? Some-
thing of this sense of freedom and glorious expansion
comes to me here. | cannot see, but | canfeel the at-
mosphere of a larger life from which | cannot draw
back."

Ilis companion, with a feeling of awe, remained si-
lent, and they stood arm in arm beneath the branches
of that tree whose very presence was a mystery. Then
they turned towards the houso, and with the movement
came thoughts of those they should find within.

“Jove | It is unaccountable about that woman and
my dream. If | had not told you of it this morning, |
should say it was a trick of my imagination,” said Hugo
Dana, as he paused at the door. “ What can it mean,
Doc? We were in such distress, you and I, with death
facing us, and below the waves multitudes of crawling
things waiting for us to give thorn a feast. There was
no hope, absolutely none. | am not a coward, but fear
seized me. You, too, wore aghast at the prospect. At
this crisis she came to us. Glorious in form and feature,
full of light and power to rescue us, but as if she knew
it not. She had no look or word for us. Did not seem
to know we were touching her. | vow it is a puzzle to
mo, now that | have soon her in flesh and blood. Did
you ever see such grace of motion, such perfection of
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physiquo? Can she bo really a woman of this
life?"

“Without doubt. She is also a woman of another
life, for sho can project herself whore she will. She
has been under long training, and is an adopt of rare
power. Her few sentences were cabalistic, and | long
to know more of her life and work. Something tells
mo she holds the key to the mystery wo are trying to
bolvo.”

“If sho would only look at mo once, | would swear
allegiance to her forever, whether human, or adept, or
astral. What a problem life is. A man lives till forty,
and cares for nothing but his hobby, then dreams of a
woman and loses his head. It only proves that fato
will have its way."

As they entered the room, now lit by the ruddy blazo
of a log-firo, that served tho doublo purpose of giving
light and warmth, for the evening was chill, they found
tho woman of whom they had spoken bending over a
paper by tho light of the tire, intently studying the
linos upon it. It was an outlino map, with diagram
below, and a sketch of a house, mountain, and sur-
roundings. Minuto directions were written at the bot-
tom, which was found to bo tho most direct route from
tho St. Lawrence to the spot in question.

“Would you care to see this map?” sho inquired, as

sho looked up and saw tho two gentlemen watching
her with interest.

“Most certainly. | boo it is @ pen picture of this
locality. Where did you find it?" asked Mr. Dana.
ult is true to nature, lacking tho wall Here the
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forest almost touches the houso and comes to the
river’s edge.”

IWhere in the tree ?” asked the Doctor, with sur-
prise discernible in every tone.

“Sore enough. It is missing, and in its place are
jets of flame coming from the earth liko tonguos of
fire. How strange. But you have not told us yot
whore and how you camo by it. Miss Cathmoro ?”

“How long ago was it, Mona ?”

“ Almost a year, dear."

“ Supper is ready,” sang out Tim, as he took tho cof-
fee-pot from the fire and placed it on the table, whore
an appetizing spread of fried trout, roast potatoes,
bread and butter, and coffee was arranged in bounti-
ful profusion. With appotites that can only bo found
in the mountains, and the environment of new facos
and scenes, tho guests sat down to a supper that would
never bo forgotten. All was quaint, unique, and excit-
ing. Afar might be a world of bustle and confusion,
but not a sound or sign of its existence crept into this
spot.

Twilight had deepened into night beforo the}’lrose
from tho table and proceeded to tho porch, where Tim
had advised them to spend a couple of hours before tho
night’s vigils began.

“It’s better’n ehamomilo tea for tho narvos,” he had
said, by way of explanation; “an’yo may need all yer
narvea afore daybreak.”

Tho loons woro calling from tho lake above, a single
screech-owl cried out from beyond the river, but noth-
ing else broke upon the stillness as they arranged them-
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selves around (lie smudge. It chanced that Miss Cath-
more seated herself between her brotherand Mr. Dana.
Her face made a clear-cut profile against the dark back-
ground. Her hands were crossed upon hor lap, and
her attitude was one of perfect tranquillity, almost pas-
sivity. Hext her brother sat Mrs. Clifton, and Dr.
Grotius finished the semicircle.

“Thoso loons cry like lost souls. They make the
solitude dismal. Did you ever hear them before, Miss
Cathmoro ?"

“Only in my dreams, Mr. Dana. You will scarcely
believe me when | toll you that, though 1 have lived
many thousands of miles from here, | feel perfectly at
home amid these scenes; and more than that, | have
often been here before.”

“In your sleep ?"

“You would call it that, though I prefer to think of
myself as more than usually awake at such times. Ono
could not find a safer place wherein to guard a great
secret----- 7

“You refer to----—-

“| refer to the subject that has brought us to this
spot at this time,—you from the new, 1 from the old,
world. You have come, unthinkingly, to apt your part
in one of the greatest acts of earth's drains ; but gen-
erations to come will not stop to consider (his, and your
reward will be as great as if you loved and believed.
Life is so generous to her children. | havel come more
intelligently because | have been better taught. The
result will be the same to both. The world will only

care for the knowledge she will gain. The Adepts of
o k IS
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the Himalayas havo guarded, the secrot well, and ages
henco all mankind will know and believe.”

The words were spoken positively, and Dana could
not but observe the contrast between them and the
listless attitude of the speaker.

And you havo crossed seas for this purpose 7’ ho
asked. “You havo never feared that you would find
your mission fruitless? It was a great risk to take.”

“1 havo tried to mako her see this,” interrupted her
brother, “but nothing would convince her.”

“ Becauso | know. When we know, there is no room
for conjecture, none for belief. You would not say you
believed you had two hands; you know it.”

“And so does evory one else," rejoined tho young
man.

*“ So one day will every one know what thoy now re-
fuo to believe. Tho raco must advanco; and as tho
law of evolution proceeds, now races will take tho
place of the men and women of to-day, and they will
bring with them an added senso by which thoy will
discern facts belonging to a world beyond tho fivo
senses. Tho sixth race will havo a sixth sense, as you
might have, if you would develop it.”

“What do you mean, Miss Cathmoro ?” Hugo Dana
leanod forward as he spoke and looked intently into
the face of the speaker, but she did not turn her head
or givo him a glance in return. Thus far she had never
looked towards him. Tho woman of his dream and
the woman by his sido were identical.

“l mean that in every soul lies latent the powers
that in tho near future will reveal a world about us
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the Himalayas have guarded tho secret well, and ages
bonce all mankind will know and believe.”

The words were spoken positively, and Dana could
not but observo tho contrast botween them and tho
listless attitude of the speaker.

**And you have crossed seas for this purpose?” he
naked. “You have never feared that you would find
your mission fruitless? It was a great risk to take.”

“1 have tried to mako her sco this,” interrupted her
brother, “but nothing would convince her."

“Because | Anow When we know, there is no room
for conjecture, none for belief. You would not say you
believed you had two hands; you know it.”

“And so does every one else," rejoined the young
man.

“ So one day will every ono know what they now re-
fuse to beliovo. Tho race must advance; and as tho
law of evolution proceeds, new races will take tho
place of the men and women of to-day, and they will
bring with them an added senso by which they will
discern facts belonging to a world boyond tho five
senses. Tho sixth race will havo a sixth sense, as you
might, have, if jrou would develop it."

“What do you moan, Miss Cathmorc 77 Hugo Dana
leaned forward as he spoke and looked intently into
the face of tho speaker, but she did not turn her head
or give him a glance in return. Thus far she had never
looked towards him. Tho woman of his dream and
the woman by his sido were identical.

“l mean that in every soul lies latent tho powers
that in the near future will reveal a world about us
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now unknown. You and Carul, every one, may catch
a glimpse now, if ho will.”

“But | am one of those men who must see to believe,
and weigh and touch before | cun know a thing. A
fact is to me u fact when it belongs to the three dimen-
sions of Bpaco and matter."

“To such as you there must come great changes be-
fore you can have light. You are now at sea in a fog,
and when it will lift who can tell?”

As she uttered the last words, her listener started.
“Fog,” “sea,"—did she know of his dream? Perhaps
it was a chance utterance, and ho replied, absently,—

“1 am one of the inferior races, no doubt-----

“Thero are no inferior races. The same life flows
through all forms. It is not a difference of kind, only
of degree. You are still with those who, having eyes,
do not see. Can you tell mo what was meant by that
expression ?”

No one answered. At last tho sweet voice of Mrs
Clifton said,—

“ Our church teaches us that this referred to the will.”

*“ And what is tho will ?" again asked Miss Cathmoro.
“Can you see, or handle, or weigh this will power?
If not, these gontlomcn will have nouo of it. They
will say it does not exist.”

“Pray, do not include me, Miss Cathmoro,” inter-
rupted Dr. Grotius. “1 may not believe as you, but |
have something of tho true eyesight, | am sure.”

“Will you detine it for these who are incredulous of
its very existence ?"

“1 am not sure that I can. To me all things belong
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to two worlds,—the one causative, and the other result-
ant. The one is lasting, tho other transient. There is
within every son of man a something that responds to
the higher, that is in full accord with it, that knows
and feels its throbbings. When this is recognized, wo
have a sight that transcends more sight of eye and
brain, as the stars outreach the earth. It is the germ
of the god within asserting itself, and none will believe
until they feel it within themselves.”

“You speak truly, Dr. Grotius. We cannot say
when tho inner eyes will open, but we know they will,
and that they do not see iB no more to their dishonor
than it is to our glory that wo perceive. It is all tho
working of a law that belongs only to the Highest.”

“1 would give a kingdom to havo this vision you
speak of-----"

“That is just tho price of it, Carul. If you will give
up the outer and lower, this higher gift will bo with
you forever. No sincore desire is ever destined to re-
main unanswered or ungratitied.”

“l have desired many things and roceived none.
How is that? | havo longed for you to give up all
these ideaB, Froeda, and yot you seo | have not a single
hope of your doing it. Explain yourself.”

Before she could roply, Tim came to tho door and
said,—

“It is better in hero by tho fire, | reckon; tho air is
gottinl damp outside,” and as ho spoke ho began to
move tho chairs from tho porch. Tho group rose and
followed, and Dr. Grotius, finding himself by Miss
Cathmore, said in a low tone,—
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“1 hope you will tell us where you found that map.
| have not forgotten it, you see.”

“1 will tell you all when we are quiet,” was her reply.

Tim had made the room as attractive as possible,
lie had hung some blankets at the windows to shut
out the night. He had placed upon the table a candle-
stick and candle, and piled by tho sido of the fireplace
a huge pile of wood. A bright blaze was illuminating
every corner of the room, and the effect was quite
homelike. They seated themselves on either side of
the fireplace; this time tho ladies were together and
the gentlemen opposite thorn.

“Arc you equal to a night’s watch. Hiss Oathmore ?”’
asked Mr. Dana.

“ It is for this that I have come. Think vou I should
have crossed oceans, if | had not given myself to tho
work ?”

“You have not told us how you chanced to come at
all,” rejoined the other.

“1t was not by chance, but by a plan reaching back
to my remote ancestors; aye. back to the origin of
things. Neither did | come ; | was sent. | am onlya
servant, and whither the Master sends | go/’

“ And who is your Master?”

“The Highest, the Creator, the One, the Unchange-
able. He only is worthy of love. All else >asses. All
else changes. Can wo love a wave of the sea, that is
gone while wo look upon it? Can we lovo tho skies,
that vary with every cloud? Is that hat ttat came in
at the door and flew past us into the night worthy of
lovo? Such are human ties."

13
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Her hands clasped each other more firmly as sho
spoke, and when the question was asked by Mr. Dana,
“Do you love nothing human?" she Btarted, as if stung
into sudden romembrauco.

“VYes, | love, for 1 am weak. Lovo has been my
greatest teacher. Through love | have suffered,
through Buffering have seen the light. My brother is
the one idol that stands in my way of advancement.
| cannot give him up."

“And mo, Elfreeda; what would you do with mo 7’

“Love you, Mona, but not so blindly. Let us talk
of other matters ere the night wears into silence. |
have said | would tell these new friends something of
my purpose in coming, and if they care to hear it now,
I will koep my word."

From every side camo eager entreaties to proceed,
and they adjusted themsolves to listen.

“l have come from strange lines of ancestry, and
Karmic laws have made mo what | am. Do you know
wbat Karma is? It is the law of cause and effect; it
is the law of harmony. It tells us that we could not
be what we are at this moment if a single act of any
of our ancestors had been different. In other words,
we are what we have been made by the past and what
we now are decides our future and the lives that follow
us. To speak more correctly, 1 would say that wo livo
in a present that will alwnys be a present. The past
and tho futuro belong to the earth, not to the soul.

« “Never the tpirit was bom; the apirit shall cease to e never;
Never was time it was not; end and beginning arereams.
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Birthlcss and deathless and changeless remaineth the spirit for-
ever,
Death hath not touched it at all. dead though the house of it
seems.’

As one of the modern writers haa expressed it, *Karma
is a rope of many strands, which represent our
thoughts, actions, and aspirations, and where tho rope
passes is our country and environment.” | belong to
countries far apart and to nations diverse; yet my
soul has been helped by those opposites on tho way to
its goal. From tho fastnosses of Wales, modified by
English blood, camo a race of men bold and bravo.
Thero was a time when they were Druids, and wor-
shipped in nature’s groves with priest,* and sacrifice,
and cromlech. Thcso were my people. Among thorn
were seers and prophets, as history will prove. Ono
of these men, in whose veins ran the love of the mystic
and the love of tho stars, married a daughter of India,
in a time when men crossed the seas for wealth. She
was a child of Parsco faith. To her the sun was sacred
and the source of life was flame. From those ancestors
1came. The builders marked my path and prepared

* Casar said. “ They inculcate that souls do not perish, hut (Mw
into other bodies. They discu-s many point- concerning the
heavenly bodies and their motion, tho extent of the universe, tho
nature of things, and the influence and ability of the immortal
gods."

Miircollinus says, “ They hold the future of the soul was in
another world. The sun and moon regulated their worship and
formed a part of their service.”

Ahury has a wonderful temple of them, of whieh Aubrey
writes, *These antiquities are soold that no books do reach them."
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my place, and ali tho occult gifts of generations de-
scended to me. They remained undeveloped and un-
known for many years,—years in which | was striking
my roots, like a plant, deep in the earth, as you are now
doing. | never thought of things beyond my sight
and touch. 1 was a child of the outer Benses. My
mother had gone to India as the wife of an army offi-
cer, and | was born amid the heat and gorgeousness
of that country. To mo lifo was a delight. To rock
in my hammock, to mount my horse, to love and bo
loved,—this was lifo. Then came sorrow, and desola-
tion fell on my life. | saw the world swept away, and
Carul and | alone wore left. Out of this ruin, this
desolation and darkness, | awoke to consciousness and
cried for light. There must be order and design some-
where. There must be something enduring. From
this hungering and thirsting eamo a ray of light.
Another and another, until | saw a new world. Had
I been born under other circumstances, had my Kar-
mic rope not fallen on fastening environments, | should
never have been ripened for the work that is at hand.
So some day must oach of you feel the great forces
stir within when tho call comes to awake; so some
day will all creatures turn towards the light. When 1
tell you that the inner eyes can bo trusted better than
tho outer, you will smile; but Carul and my friend here
can toll you that 1 havo long been able to go in tho
dark and find what | wished, as easily as they can do
it in the light. | can hear sounds that never come to
your ears, for the world of sense has deadenod your
soul. But this was not reached in a week, or month,
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or year. It was not attained easily, but it came
through pationt trial. When I could see, hear, touch,
smell with this finer nature, I was told that 1 must
come here. Tho work was waiting, and there was no
one else to doit. | was told whon and how to come,
and whom | Bhould meet in this very spot. A year
ago tho map you saw was given to me, drawn by my
teacher's hand. You know the history of the hidden
roll, of tho sad fate of ray aunt, of my cousin’s death.
You have read the papers left by my aunfb husband,
and it now remains but to be wise and discover the
sacred roll. Sul-Mal brought it hither. Hhl-Mal was
my teacher. He will guido us aright. When | shrank
from tho mission, ho spoko thus,—

* 10h, woman, would you bring tho Karmic cureo upon
your soul? Would you sink into an abyss, when you
might mount to tho Btars? Gifts like yours demand
use. Go, and fear not.”

“ And do you know what this roll contains?" asked
Dana.

“Yes, in a slight degree; or, rather, | know the
character of the knowledge it contains. In it is the
key to the problem of man's origin. The world to-day
peers into tho past, and questions when was man first
created. Some assort ho has developed from tho lower
ordere, somo that ho was created perfect, and all aro
united in but one idea,—that ho is hero. The Biblo is set
asido by many, and believed in by a few, but all seek
proof. In this roll is tho only key; and if this is not
found, there can never be a perfect harmony established
betweon science and revelation. This knowledge has
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bocn received by intuition, guarded by Adepts, pre-
served in caves, and handed down from century to cen-
tury, until the time came to make it known. That time
is here. The cycle is passing, and the next root-raco
are at hand. Some of its children are already hero,
with noills open to truth, and oyos looking into tho
future. They are entering into that fourth dimension
of space, over which critics have laughed so long.
By-and by, tho world will stnilo at the fact that there
was ever a time when but three dimensions were
known."

“Will that time ever come, and what enn be added
to length, breadth, and thickness?" questioned llugo
Dana, in a tone half incredulous, half earnest.

“Had you been living when thoro were but two di-
mensions, could | have made clear to you by any lan-
guage that there might bo a third somewhere in the
universe? Without thickne-s how could you have
conceived of a possible globe or cube? A circle or a
square, you might have known fr »m"heir outline; but
to have these multiplied into many squares or circles,
all of one size, how could the mind have grasped it?
So, to-day, you ask a description of the new order of
things, and after | have told you that it is an inter-
lacing of angles, a going out from the within, and a
coming in from tho without, you understand it no better
than boforo. Liko tho sayings of Christ and Paul, thoy
are meaningless when taken literally; thoy are revela-
tions truly wonderful, when road by tho spirit.”

“ But who can teach us thoso things? Whence comos
this knowledge 7" pureuod her listoner.
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“ First must come tlio desire to know, and then tho
path must be travelled that leads to the Light.”

“Can you not tell us more of this life?” suggested
the Doctor.

“ Gladly would 1 lead where | have been led, hut not
to-night. It requires undivided attention, and at this
time | must givo every thought to my mission. To
talk quietly upon theso subjects as the hours pass till
midnight is well, but not to becomo absorbed. Tho
Truth shall make us free. By talking of this Truth, wo
becomo receptive, and it enters in and grows strong.
Watch tho flame as it bums and crackles. Watch, also,
the tire that burns and makes no noise. The fire is tho
spirit—it is life. You see it not, but it consumes. Tho
flame is its manifestation, its body. In the universo,
this life-spirit is always unseen. In silence it enters tho
soul and does its work, and whon it is seen and heard,
it is only its results that are made manifest. One of
the great secrets of this philosophy is the observance
of the law of silenco. Do this, and you shall knoio. If
Christ needed silenco and meditation to keep! the spirit-
ual forcos at their best, think you tho ordinary mortal
can hope to see their power while absorbed with things
of tho world ?"

“But who will prove that such forces exist?” per-
sisted the unbelieving Dana.

“1t will prove itself. 1 can givo you a few simple
rulos, which, if you follow, will enable you to know be-
yond a peradventuro that you hnvo a self higher than
the self you know; powers belonging to a higher life,
agorm that has divinity in its grasp. Tho ago is bring-
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ing this knowledge to us, and the 'world must know,
for it will see the revelation. On stono it is written, in
mounds it is buried. From Karnak and the Kile come
tho voices that call to tho graves of the Kow "World,
and say, ‘Givo up your truth. Give up your treasures.
Dead bones livo again.” Oh, sing to tho fire1 Oh, sing
to tho sun! for they tell of tho Life that is guiding
tho race. Ono Life, one breath----- ”

Hero she stopped suddenly; her head dropped uj>on
her breast, and across her beautiful face passed a change
of expression. Her features seemed to change form.
They becamo stronger and more powerful. A light
from within lit them into activity, and Carul Cathmoro
rose from his Beat and went towards his sister, as if ho
would take her by tho hand. Bofore he had touched
her, sho waved him from her imperiously, and aroso
and began walking too and fro across the room, hor
eyes open and fixed upon the fire.

“ Sho is in a trance,” said the Doctor. “Wo must try
to awaken her."

“It is not the first, nor will it be tho last,” replied
her brother, in a tone of bitterness. *“ Ever since sho
has fooled with this stuff alio has boon subjoct to those
attacks, and when sho comes out of them, quietly tells
mo sho has boon away. 1 hope, when sho finds tho
whole thing a humbug, sho will give it up and como
back to ordinary life. 1f we could read aloud to her
she will gradually como out of it. Aflor long fasting,
or days of going to tho temple, she was apt to have
these attacks. | have known them to last hours."

“1 will go for a book, and the spell shall bo broken,”
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and, Boizing the candle, Mr. Dana left the room, mut-
tering something about “ deuced nonsense,” “enough
to craze any one,” “ magnificent creature,” and more of
the sumo Bort.

“ You'd better not touch a book, sir, on no account,”
Bnid Tim, who had followed him upstairs. “In course
ye mout be allowed to, seein' yer a frien’, but |1 wouldn't
take no chances ef | was you.”

“ What do you take mo for, Tim? A cownrd? And
that woman out of her mind down-stairs. You don't
know your man.”

Reaching his hand out for a volume of < bridge’s
poems, he no sooner touched it than he fell to the floor
as if dead. He fell so heavily that a quiver run through
the house, and the vibration accomplished what might
havo taken many hours. With a dazed, bewildered
look, Miss Cathmoro glanced around her, and moved
towards tho door, as if to go up stairs. The rest fol-
lowed. Tim was already coming for them with the
light, and met them at the head of the stairs in a state
of great excitement, repeating over and over,—

“1 gave him warnin’. | tole him not B>do it. It
wasn’t my fault. He said ho warnt a cow .rd, an’ thar
ho lies,” pointing as he spoke to the form of Hugo
Dann lying motionloss upon the floor. Tin- light of the
moon fell full upon his faco, which now looked pallid
and ghastly. He breathed, but tho breath catno slowly
and fitfully. His friend knelt by his Bide and took his
hand in his own. It was still warm, but limp and life-
less. Ho called him by namo, but no response came

from the closed lips. He shook him, but wi h no better
»
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result. Around them stood Tim and tho others, in-
tently watching every move, and tho only sound that
broke tho stillness was Tim's voico, as ho repeated,—

“I tolo him it was death to touch ary book, but ho
would do itand the Doctor calling aloud, “Hugo,
wake up T’

“Let mo try,” came softly from the lips of Miss
Cathmore, as she approached more closely and kneeled
by tho sido of tho prostrate man.

“What is his name?" she asked, looking into tho
Doctor's face.

“ Dana, Hugo Dana.”

Bending still lower, as if to infuse her breath into
his ear, she said, in a deep, full whisper, as she placed
one hand upon his head aud with the other took his
hand in hers, while tho Doctor moved away and
watched intently every motion, “ Hugo, come.”

The tone was imperative. She spoke but once, and
immediately the lips moved, the breast heaved with a
long-drawn sigh, the eyelids began to open, and with a
glance around, a look of surprise, followed by one of
recollection, he smiled. As yet he hud not scon tho
face nearest his own, but as the glance wandered and
returned, it fell upon the beautiful face bending over
him, and, as if by magic, ho arose to his feet, still holding
her hand in his. A Btrange light shone from his eye as
he relinquished it and took his placo with the rest.

“Well, old boy, I'm glad you're not dead. When |
saw )’ou lying there, | thought it was too big a prico to
pay for a little knowledge. Tell us what happened, and
how it came about.”
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“ Easily told, but not so easily understood. | reached
my hand for a volume of poems, and as my fingors
touched it, I felt an electric shock, and knew nothing
more. | think I know, now, how it would seem to be
struck by lightning. Of course, | don’t understand it,
and eau’t explain it except on the principle of hidden
wires that might form a natural current. It's deuced
strange, for | can stand five times as much electricity
as most men. But, at Miss Cathrnoro is herself again,
we’ll let the books alone, and go d wn-stairs.”

“Yer know | tolo ye not to do it, an’ now ye 6eo
why men can’t dig in that ar hill, don't ye?!'

11f | dont see, | have felt, and will own up that
there’s something strange in the wholo affair. Of eourso,
it iHall explainable by natural law, if wo can get at the
bottom of it, which | doubt. If wo keep our senses till
to-morrow morning, we shall do remarkably well. 1
believe more and moro in living in the world as wo find
it; if wo find another, there will bo time enough then
to puzzle our heads over its laws. Can | assist you,
Miss Cathmore, in finding our way down-stairs?”

When they re-entered the room below, there was a
slight flutter, and a sense of presences they had not
observed before,—ns if thero wero others than them-
selves hidden somowhore. The curtains in front of the
alcove moved perceptibly, and wore slightly parted.
They crossed the room, and looked behind. Nothing
there but the bod where Gilroy Van Guilder died.

“The curtain must have been stirred by us as we
entered,” suggested young Cathrnoro  “ Let us go out
and como in again, and see if it has the same effect.”
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This time all was still, and thoy seated themselves
once more around the fire, on which Tim had placed the
coffee-pot. Again was heard the rustling as before, and
each felt that some one had passed near them. The lire
was low now, and the candle gave but a feeble light.
It flickered as if gusts of air blow over it. They were
all silent, and watched, expectant to see what might
come. Softly the door of the corner cupboard moved
on its hinges and stood wide opon. A minute later,
shadowy hands could be seen among the glasses and
decanters, and as they looked more steadily, the glasses
moved from their places, passed through the air, and
were set down upon the table. Decanters followed
them. Thon camo a sound of voices, very dim and dis-
tant. The decanters wero raised, the glasses held in air,
and touched as if in toasts; then took their places on
the table. Again and agsiin was this repeated before
the astonished spectators, and at length all wero re-
placed in their cupboard, as at first. They had risen to
their feet to see hotter the strange sight, and as they
turned again to their seats, they observed a figure sit-
ting in tho chair that had been occupied by Miss Cath-
moro. It was that of a woman dressed in white, her
head bowod upon her hands, and the body swaying to
and fro as if in great distress. Tho motion was a
rhythmic one, keeping time to some unknown music.
They all saw it. Thore was no possibility of mistake ;
yet how could thoy account for it? As they Btood hud-
dled together, tho voices before heard became plainer.
Thoy were loud, now, and coarse, as of men that wore
lawless. They stopped just outside tho window, and
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the figuro rocked fiwier an they camo nearer; tho fire
sent out blue jets of flame, a cold air swept through the
room, aud glasses were dashed upon the floor and
broken into atoms. Then tho voices passed on; the
woman bowed her head lower as if weeping, then rose
from her chair, and beckoning to Miss Cathmoro passed
between I)nna and tho Doctor and went up-staira, El-
freeda followed her, and the rest joined her. Reaching
tho upper room, tho spectre moved through tho wall
towards tho tree, Btill beckoning the young lady to fol-
low. Tim opened tho door, and as they passed through
it, they o&w a flame burning in a circle around the tree,
whiio in the centre, her loth arm clasping tho trunk,
and her right moving slowly abovo hor head, stood the
woman in white.* The fire burned higher, it caught*

*“"What is it that ever was? The germ in the root. What is
it that is ever coming and going? The Great Breath. What is it
that ever is? Spaco. Then thore are three eternals. No, there
are three in one. That which ever is and ever was, ever being and
ever becoming, is one, and this is—Space.

“ One is an unbroken circle. The One is tho indivisible point-
found nowhere, perceived everywhere. Light in darkness, and
darkness in light "—* Upanishad.”

“God is a consuming Fire.”—* Bible."

“ Elijah called down the ‘ Are of God."”

1 The Spirit beyond Manifested Nature is tho fiery Breath in its
absolute unity. In tho Manifested World it is tha Sun, and in,
on, and around tho earth the fiery spirit thereof—air, finidio fire-
water, liquid fire—earth—solid fire. The primitive names of all tho
gods are all connected with Fire, from Agni the Aryan to the
Jewish God, who is a consuming Fire.

“ Can tho Flame he called tho essence of Fire 7 This Essence

| 14*
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her in ite flamo, and thon flamo and woman disappeared
from sight. Tho beautiful light, at first blue, then
ruddy, and lastly golden, loft naught but tho moonlight
of a porfoet night upon tho silent grandeur of a primi-
tive world.

“She will come again, but where ?” were tho first
words spoken by Miss Cathmoro.

“ | am satisfied and willing to excuse tho rest of the
performance,” said young Cathmoro to Mr. Dana.

“And so am |. Whatever tho causo, | can soe no
profit in such things. Like all magic, it is evil."

They talked together in a low voice as they all re-
turned to the house, and it was quite evidont they were
in full sympathy. As they entered the room, tho for-
mor was heard to say,—

is the light and life of the universe. Tho visible flame is destruc-
tion itself—death, evil. Tiro and flamo will destroy the body of
an Arhat, their essence make him immortal.”

Lights and flames of fire may be considered as lancets of another
world, the last world. This is the teaching of the ancient Fire-
philoflopbcru, who claimed to hnve discovered the Eternal Fire, or
to have found outfLGod” in tho Immortal Light.

Whence comes that trail of fire from tho cold bosom of tho hard
flint? Who and what science-philosopher can explain this won-
drous darting forth of the hidden something which, like a spirit,
escapes him?

Now wo shall find that this transcondontal, hcyond-limit-of-
knowtedgo belief of the Fire God is to be laid hands upon in all
countries and continents and worlds. As in tho East so in tho
West; as in tho old bo in the now; as in the pro-Adamite so in
the modem world; in rites spoken, in hieroglyphics, in symbols,
we descry the mysterious sacrednesa of Fire.—"The Rueicru-
cUn«.”
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“Let them do as they will. | am tired out. and shall
sleep till daylight. 1 think this night will satisfy ovon
Frecdn. Hoy, Mona, what do you think ?”

“1 do not know what to think. | am dazed at this
diablerie, and almost regret coming at all.”

“Well, it will soon end. I'm in for a nap.f” So say-
ing, he drew aside the curtains and threw himself upon
the bed.

“There's a horrid smell of mould and dead wood
here; but it can’t kill; so here goes.”

Ho was a fearless man. A life in India, familiarity
with danger in all forms, had deadened nervous sensi-
bility, and he had never felt a tremor of fear in his life.
In a few momonts ho was sleeping like a child, bliss-
fully unconscious alike of danger or ghosts. Tlio night
wore on. Conversation was no longer continuous as at
an earlier hour, but spasmodic and more familiar. Mrs.
Clifton for the first time allowed herself to be drawn
into the web of talk, and as tbo subjects drifted from
theme to theme, and rested at length on evolution,
she grow animated and brilliant, until Elfrceda ox-
claimed,—

“Many years havo wo lived together, Mona, but
never havo | heard you talk like this. What inspires
you to-night ?”

Her friend laughod, and said, “Nothing; unless it is
sheer desperation at seeing you so fascinated with this
useless, Bensolcss pursuit of what you will nover find.
If not imposture, it is worse; and why should wo por-
mit oursolves to be the tools of evil ?”

“But, Mona, there can no evil harm us if we are
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good, and surely you have seen enough to convince you
that what we seek is here."

“Wo have had no proof of that, Frecda. When you
find the roll you seek and Hhow it to mo, | will believe
anything and everything; if you will also promise to
give up your boliof, if you fail to find it.”

“1 shall not fail. 1 cannot; but | promiso."

“ Will you give mo your hand on that promise, Miss
Calhmore?” said Mr. Dana, rising and coming towards
her. Sho laid her hand in his in reply, and, as he felt
its touch, a perceptible quiver passed over him.

“You are more than magnetic; you are positively
electric. The current was as strong as when | touched
that book a while ago. You could hypnotizo me into
perfect subjection to your will. Perhaps you did this
by the touch that brought mo out of that stupor, and
if so, it would account for my seoing glasses and women
and all the rest. It would account for everything. |
am a believer in that sort of thing, for | havo seen it
tried.”

“Can you touch it or tost it by your sonses, Hugo ?
If not, you must not believe. That is your theory, is
it not?"

Before he could bo answered, a crash interrupted
him. It was followed by a reverberating roll, as of
distant thunder. It came nearer, and, with face livid
with terror, Carul Cathmore bounded into the midst of
the circle. Ilis eyeB wero staring wildly towards the
bod he had jnst left, and as tho rest cried out, “ What
isit?” “Whatistho matter ?” “ Speak, Carul,” and tho
like, ho seemed to recover himself and be ablo to speak.
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“She's after mo.”

“Who?” “ What?" “ Where?" came at! one time
from every tongue.

“Hush I Listen!”

It was only the rustling sound they had heard before,
as of a bat flying to and P\ behind the curtain.

“Don’t you hear it? Listen.”

“1'm not afraid. I’ll go and see for myself,” and
Dana started to go towards the alcove.

“ For God’ aako, stop; Let it alone. I'm not given
to nerves, but | plead guilty to-night. 1°d rather face
a tiger unarmed than to moot that woman again."”

“You were dreaming that is all. Your brain was
full of ghosts and hobgoblins when you went to sleep,
nnd thoy followed you into tho land of dreams. Sit
down, and let Tim give you a cup of coffee, and you’ll
bo all right,” said Dana, trying to reassure him.

“Not I. I wish | were not so sure | was awake. |
went to sleep as soon as | touched the bed, and slept
soundly, for 1 don’t know how long. Then | awoke
suddenly, with a strange feeling of oppression and
chilliness. 1 could hear you talking to Kll'reeda, and,
looking out, |1 saw you lake her hand and wondered
what it meant, for sho never does that sort of thing,
when, suddenly, | felt myself turning to ice and moving
towards tho coiling. | tried to scream, but my tonguo
refused to move, neither could I jump from tho bed to
savo myself. On | wont, up and up, until | touched
tho coiling, and knew that 1was doomed to a horrible
death. Then a pair of arms clasped my nock, and a
hand passed over my forehead soveral times. At this
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point | began to descend aa slowly aa | went up, and
aa soon as | reached the bottom | gathored up my will,
and by a tremendous effort sprang to the floor, Fool
of my head; it is wet with perspiration, and | am
drenched with moisture, like a drowning man. "Up
abovo me all the time was a woman’s face, and, though
it had no eyes, it scorned to look right into mine, as if
reading my very thoughts. That infernal bed is somo
contrivance to murder, and all the money in the world
would not tempt me to lie on it ugain. Thon came the
crash. The rest you know.”

“But, Carul, all this may be a part of the discovery
for which wo have come.”

“Nonsense, Frooda. Would you sacrifice all you
lovo, and yourself, too, for the sake of somo priest's idlo
tale? 1 am losing all my patience, much as | lovo
you."

“But you promised mo, Carul, not to desert me-----

“And | shall keep my word, though | know it to bo
worse than folly."

“1t is almost done, my brothor. The end is at hand.
The patienco of many years will not forsake you now,"
and, as she Bpoke, she caressed the hand she had taken
in her own. lie bontovor her and kissed her forehead,
aa if to atone for tho words he had uttered, and, smiling,
she resumed her chair just as a knock was hoard at tho
door. It was repeated at tho window towards tho north
before Tim could open it, and then the glass shivered by
a blow and fell to tho floor. Tho moon had gone down,
and darkness made the place more desolate. Tim went
to the door, but, savo a gust of wind, nothing entered.
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Ho went to the window and tried to nail a bag over
the broken pane, hut before he had accomplished it, a
hammering under the fireplace began, and continued as
if determined to iorce a way through the floor. Then
came a shrill whistle beneath the window, answered by
one from the alcove, and voices loud and Btrong were
hoard distinctly.

Around the fire Bat the watchers, intent, expectant,
their faces a curious study to an observer. Satisfaction
on Elfreeda’s and plooaure upon Dr. Grotius’s counte-
nances were counterbalanced by the vexation, surprise,
and incredulity upou the rest. Not a word was spoken.
They were listening to tho noises about them, now
multiplying into a din of sounds, where whistlos, voices,
knocks, hammerings were blended into a discord fit for
pandemonium.

“Hush. See her come,” and as Elfreeda spoke, tho
spectre glided towards her again, paused in front of the
alcove, and, pointing to the floor, disappeared instantly.

“ She would tell us that in that alcove is the passage
we would find,” said Miss Cathmore, quietly, turning
towards Dr. Grotius. When she had spoken the last
word, silenco again reigned. All sounds were hushed
as by magic.

“ Givo us your light, Tim. We’ll soon see what there
is to be seen,” said Hugo Dana, going towards the place
in question, and boginning to remove the blankets that
were now falling to decay. Under these were a couple
of thin beds, and boneath those the box was filled with
dried ferns and homlook twigs. It was the work of
but few moments to clear all this out, exposing a board
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wilderness Boomed like a now creation. The night-
birds were quiet, and all nature listened for the coming
of the king. As one that walks in their sleep, so moved
Elfroeda Cathmore until she came to the flame-tree,
where she stood motionless, facing the east, holding the
parchment to her forehead. Her lips moved, as if
talking to some one at her side, and in a slow, recitative
she chanted the following words:

“ From the land of the East;
From the banks of the Nile;
From the land of the sun,

Come the rays of the mom.
They shoot to the aenith ;

They fly to the pole j

They warm earth’s dark corners
With light that is life.

Hark 1 hear ye the tidings,
Look 1 see ye the tokens,

Of life that is coming to you and to mot
The light has now risen

To illumine the path.

The time is at hand

For the world to las saved.

Oh, ye dead! ye are coming
From tombs and from graves;
Te have guarded the truth
Through the ages of time.

The daydawn is nearing,

And earth novermore

Will your power bind and fetter.
The flames will soon crown you;
The sun will receive you,

And the race of mankind

Praise the work ye have done.”
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Ho went to the window and tried to nail a bag over
the broken pane, but before he had accomplished it, a
hammering under the fireplace began, and continued aa
if determined to torce a way through the floor. Then
came a shrill whistle beneath the window, answered by
one from the alcove, and voices loud and Btrong wero
heard distinctly.

Around the firo sat the watchers, intent, expectant,
their faces a curious study to an observer. Satisfaction
on Elfreeda'a and pleasure upon I)r. Grotius’s counte-
nances wero counterbalanced by the vexation, surpriso,
and incredulity upon the rest. Not a word was spoken.
They were listening to the noises about them, now
multiplying into a din of Bounds, whore whistles, voices,
knocks, hammorings were blended into a discord fit for
pandemonium.

“llush. See her come,” and as Elfreeda 6poko, the
spectre glided towards her again, paused in front of the
alcove, and, pointing to the floor, disappeared instantly.

“ She would tell us that in that alcove is the passage
we would find,” said Miss Cathmoro, quietly, turning
towards I)r. Grotius. When sho had spoken the laHt
word, silence again reigned. All sounds were hushed
as by magic.

“ Give us your light, Tim. We’ll soon see what there
is to be seen," said Hugo Dana, going towards the place
in question, and beginning to remove the blankets that
were now falling to decay. Under these were a couple
of thin beds, and beneath these the box was filled with
dried ferns and hemlock twigs. It was the work of
but fow moments to clear all this out, exposing a board
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floor that showed no sign of door or opening. Dana took
from his pocket a small hammer, and, gently tapping the
floor in all directions, he paused at length, and said,—

“Here is a different sound, and must be the place, if
there is any.” Ho one spolco. The interest was in-
tense, as he slowly manipulated every board to see if
there was sign of spring or opening.

“Here it is, but rust has fastened it to the wood.
We must break the board----- 7

*“ She has nover lot ary person touch the bed afore,”
ejaculated Tim in dismay, as he saw Mr. Dana take the
axe to force an entrance. “It must bo Bhos glad to
have her kinfolks hore, or ye could never do it.”

Two blows and the deed was done. They gathered
around the opening and poored within. The dust of
half a century had lain undisturbed there, and in the
middle was a box. The space had been walled in stone,
and a square stone formed the bottom. Dana stooped
and lifted from it the box. It was of iron, and its
shape rectangular, measuring five inches in width by
four in dopth and nine in length. Upon tho lid were
strange figures and dovices, representing tho sun, moon,
constellations of tho Zodiac, and a few stars above; and
beneath them, lying upon the ground, was a human
skeleton. Its hands clasped its shoulders, its legs were
bent at the knee, and tho feet doubled back. Its brain
was not human, for the forehead failed to rise above
the eyes, but wont straight back, and tho jaws were
massive and heavy.

“What can the creature mean?” asked Carul, look-
ing at it carefully.
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“ Ob, eomo sort of hieroglyphics, no doubt,” replied
Dana. “Perhaps the key will be given when wo open
tho box.”

It was passed from hand to hand und closely ex-
amined. Not a trace could be found of lock or hinge;
yet its weight proved that it could not be solid. At
last Miss Cathmore took it in her hands, and, holding
it against her forehead for a moment or two, she laid
it upon the table and placed her thumb firmly upon
the sun. As she pressed, the figure raised itself from
tho lid and rested upon one edge, revealing beneath a
circular spring. Touching this in the same manner,
tho cover slowly rose from the edges and stood upright
the entire length of tho box, being held by fine hinges
in tho centre. Within lay a roll of parchment and a
key.

L ANnd this is all,” exclaimed Carul, in a tone of min-
gled disappointment and disgust. “ Where is the treas-
ure? Where is all the knowledge we were to find?"

“Wait, Carul." The voice vibrated with a sympa-
thetic tenderness truly pathetic, as she took the parch-
ment from its place and unrolled it upon the table. It
was covered by strange characters, cuneiform in shape,
and at tho head was a fac-simile of the design upon the
lid of tho box. She held it to her forehead, as she had
done the box, and stood motionless five minutes. Then
she turned towards the door, and still carrying it, she
moved slowly, as one in a dream, towards the hill, and,
as she moved forward, her body swayed like a willow
to and fro. The rest followed silently, wondering what

she would do. It was now early morning, and the
n 15
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wilderness soemod like a now creation. The night-
birds were quiet, and all nature listened for the coming
of the king. As one that wulks in their sleep, so moved
Elfreeda Cathmore until she came to the flame-treo,
whore she stood motionless, facing tho east, holding tho
parchment to her forehead. Her lips moved, os if
talking to some one at her side, and in a slow, recitative
she chanted the following words:

“ From the Und of the E ut;
From the banks of the Nile;
From the land of the sun,

Come the rays of ibe mors.
They iboot to the zenith ;

They fly to the pole;

Thoy wean earth™ dark comen
With light that is life.

Bark I hear ye the tidings,
Look | see ye tho tokens,

Of life that is coming to you and to met
The light has now risen

To illumine the path.

The time is at band

For the world to bo saved.

Oh, ye dead | ye are coming
From tombe and from graves;
Te have guarded the truth
Through the ages of time.

Tho daydawn is nearing,

And earth nevermore

Will your power hind and fetter.
Tho flames will soon crown you;
Tho sun will receive you,

And tho race of mankind

Fraiso the work ye have done."
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As tho first rays of the morning son touched tho
mountain, she flung her anus into the air and bowed
three times towards the sun. Holding the roll high in
her right hand, she again sang with eyes fixed on the

sun,—

“ Sul-Mal have | seen,
Sul-Mai he has spoken,
From the land of the East,
From the land of the sun.
To the south; to the mountains,
Ho tells me to journey,
Ere yet from the past,
The secret is Won.
There are bones bleaching there,
That are links in the chain
Of the truth of the worlds.
There are graves that must open,
Of primeval races, and caverns,
That hide the lost secrets of man.
When these are all found,
And the cave here is opened,
Tho drama has endod.
The flame-tree has gone.”

As she uttered the last words, a flood of sunlight fell
upon tho singer, and, letting her arms fall to her side,
she prostrated herself to tho ground. When, a fow
moments lator, sho joined the silent circle, it was as if
she had returned from a distanco.

“1 have been to India, Carul. | have seen Sul-Mal.
Ho has seen our work here, and says it is well. But
there are other hiding-places to be found, and we must
travel farther before wo can enter the cave of the altar
and the dead. He says he will guide me, and we must
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go southward. Ho also says that the forces that have
guarded this spot are now broken, and we must not
leave it without putting some one in charge to watch
till we return. We can do no more until then.”

“ Leave me here. | will see that nothing happens.”
It was the Doctor that spoke, and in his tones could be
detected a nervous anxiety, as if afraid his wish would
not be granted. “Tim and | can pass the time here,
fishing and hunting ; can’t we, Tim ?’

“Sure. Tt’s a good enough place to camp out, ef ye
doan’t mind the ghosts, and ye doan’t seem to bo afeord
on it."

“But | would rather pay Tim to guard it, and havo
you go with us, Doc. | would offor to stay with you,
but my curiosity is aroused, and | feol inclined to see
the thing out.” Dana might have added that he would
havo followed Elfheeda Cathmore to the ends of tho
earth, but he was scarcely conscious of this motive
dominating him, and only knew that in a sort of blind
way he was her slave.

“1 much prefer a rest, and | feel a desire to stay, if
yon will agree to let me,” continued the Doctor, trying
to appear indifferent.

“If he feels so, | say give him his wish. It will not
be more than a week, probably, will it, Frceda ?’ and
Carul turned towards his sister as he spoke.

So it was settled that they should all go back to Tim's
and make arrangements to be carried out of the woods,
leaving the Doctor and Tim in charge of Gilroy Van
Guilder’s old house.
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CHAPTER XI.
AN INTERLUDE

1 As with man, so with the planch  For small and great there
is one law; though ono star differs from another star in glory.
From star to star, from sun to sun, from gnlaxy to galaxy, the
coamic souls migrate and interchange."

“ The opening of the shrine will always find it empty, the God
is gone.”

" These aro the four excellent things,—the rod the wings, tho
sword, the hat; the spirit of holy boldnees, which oometh by
faith in God; Knowledge, which thou must gain by labor; a
mighty will, and a complete discretion."—"Hymn to Hermoa."

It is not possible that four people could rido all day
amid tho solitudes of vast forests, in a mountain wagon,
over corduroy roads and up steep hills, without be-
coming like old friends. Twenty-four hours of such
intercourse will offset years of conventional society.
Add to this a night passed in a so-called haunted house,
whore every mind is alert on the Bamo subject, and a
certain degree of harmony must bo attained that under
ordinary circumstances would be impossible.

Tho walk to tho lako, tho passage across two at a
time, the morning tramp down.tho mountain, had all
been a greater delight, because of the long tension of
nerves during tho vigil of the night.

From the moment they left tho house, Elfreeda

Cathmoro was a new creature. Once more she was
16+
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ber old self, as she had not been for many years, and
Carul and her friend behold with delight the change.
There was no shadow on hor day now. Sorrow, grief,
were all forgotten in tho delight of living, and if she
had been attractive before, what words could describe
her now, animated, brilliant, and light-hearted, yet
thMigfctftil and earnest. It wm as if the soul hod sud-
denly acquired a now force, and could reveal itself more
plainly; or as If some layer of outer environment had
been removed and given it freedom. The cause of this
change could only be conjectured. Perhaps a reaction
from long tension on ono line; perhaps tho delight of
proving true wbat all had said was false; perhaps the
Sew air and scenes of hor surroundings; or it may
have been all commingled. The result was, however,
a surprise and a benediction, and her brother forgot
the years of sorrow and darkness, and was a boy again.
He whistled, and sang, and jumped, and said funny
things, until they reached tho bouse of their guide.
They started for Prospect next day, and through all
the long ride he was tho life of the party.

There were many rough places where it was better
to walk than ride, and somehow it happenod that he
strolled by the side of tho young widow, loaving Mr.
Dana to act as escort to his sister. Sinco tho death of
her lover, Elfreeda had never talked with a gentleman
until now. If he had been a believer in the phenomena
they had witnessed, Garni would have understood it;
but this man was a thorough materialist, not willing
to accept the fact of personal immortality, much lees
all that his ulster held sacred.
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Many years ago, when Carol Cathmore was in colloge,
ho had met and loved Mona Hastings. A misunder-
standing separated them; she married an officer in the
army, and within a year was a widow. Her intimacy
with the Cathmores had never been interrupted, and
when her friend was left broken-hearted and alone, she
took her place as a sister and became one of the family.
No allusion was ever made to former relations, and she
sometimes wondered whether Carol remembered the
old infatuation, Ilo gave no sign. By look or word
he never showed that she was, or had been, more to
him than his sister’s friend. After a time she ceased
to think of it and the beautiful friendship of the three
became stronger than any mere passion, and was ce-
mented into an affection that could not be moved.

Mona Clifton never dreamed that this devoted
brother had vowed never to marry until his sister was
happy. Had she known this, Carol Cathmore had
been a hero in his self-abnegation and unselfish love.

“Do you hear what they are saying, Mona ?" he
asked, as they picked their wny over the bed of a
strenm. N What can it mean V Havo you ever heard
her talk to any one like that?"

“ Not since her father died. What a fortunate thing
that we consented to come, if by so doing she will give
up her transcendental life and be like the rest of the
world."

“ Perhaps that is the secret we are to find. WTiat a
joke!” and he laughed until ElfVeeda turned and looked
back to see what was the matter. She then continued
her conversation, and theyovorhoard Mr. Dana saying,—
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“Twice you Lave spoken of being in a fog at sea.
Tell me why you need that figure V

He was walking by her side, and turned his head to
watch the expression of her face. His question had
startled her, and in a confbsed manner, strangely at
variance with her usual composure, she replied,—

“Ho not ask me now. The timo may coino that |
can tell you."

“But | have areason for asking. Won't you tell mo
now ?'

“Impossible.” She raised her eyes as sho uttered
the word, and a stream of purple light shone into his
as their glances met.

“Have you ever seen me before we met two days
ago? Tell mo this."

“Many, many times. We are old friends. If |
should tell you where and when we have mot, you
would not believe. What if | say that, whon Aspasia
hold sway in Greece, | was in Persia, and you were
there also ?”

“You don't believe it? You don’t believe you havo
existed before ?"

“More than that: | know it. If we have not lived
before wo came upon this stage of being, we cannot
hope to live after; but, remember, I do not say the
former or the after lives are all lived on this little
planet Far from it.

“That is what my friend, the Doctor, believes. You
should know him better, Miss Cathmore; you would
find him a man after your own hoart."

She said nothing in reply, and he continued,—
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“T folt worse about leaving him behind than any-
thing | ever did in my life. 1f ho had not scorned oo
determined about it, I should novor havo consented.
Ho isagrand man ; but that woman's death ha9 shakon
him ail up, and he’s never been quite himself since.
Perhaps the quiot will be just what ho needs. | wish
I could shako off tho feeling | have about it.”

Still sho did not answer, and ho continued,—

“When you talk of mental forces that havo power
to work without a body, | do not understand you; but
if you say you beliovo one human mind affects another,
I am with you. Hr. Grotius has boon injured by con-
tact with diseased minds, and | was really afraid ho
would lose his reason for a while. Ho was more liko
his old self this morning when wc said * Good-by,” than
I have seen him in many a day.”

” Can this acorn becomo an oak ?” As she spoke she
laid in his hand an aoorn she had found in her path.

“If conditions nro right; yes.”

“What if conditions are not right? What if I crush
it with a stone?"

“ Of course it will never bo a tree.”

“But what becomes of tho iifo-principlo that lies
folded in the germ ? 1 can destroy the germ; but
can | destroy the life itself?”

“ | cannot soparato them. To mo the germ is tho life."

“And to me the life is something independent of
all else, acting through organisms, but not dependent
on them for its existence. It is only dependent on
them for its manifestation."

“What are you two so interested in?” called out
m
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Carol. “We aro to stop boro for lunch, and I'll own
I’m ready for tiffin.”

“What’s that?” asked Dana.

“ An Indian name for lunch, that's all.”

Tim unharnessed the horses, tied them to trees,
and gave them their dinner; then ho built afire and
made preparations for cooking. lie had chosen a spot
near a spring, where the jewel-weed nodded in tho
sunlight, and the scarlet eye-bright gleamod like a
banner amid the varied greens. While the dinner was
being cooked, the weary travellers spread blankets upon
the ground and rested. Elfreeda asked for a papor
and pencil, and began a sketch. As it grew under
her hand tho others watched it, until they saw a small
town, surrounded by high, wooded mountains, and at
one side a field, a stream, a house, and a group of peoplo.

“This is our destination,” sbo said, “and this our
route. Here isUtica, there is Cincinnati, this is our
last railroad atop, and hero is Sparta. It will take uo
two days, if we have no detention. June is passing.
The bones must bo found before tho Bign changes. Can
we not ride this evening, and so perhaps save time by
taking an earlier train ?*

“How isit, Tim? Canwo do it?”

“1 s'poso we can. |’ve taken many a load in by' tho
light o' a full moon. There's a shanty ton miles beyond
tho ole mill that is a good place to camp in.”

“But what arc we to find when we reach Sparta T'
asked Carol of his sister.

“Bones, just bones. But if we find them, tho proof
will be obtainod of all that has boon so carefully pro-
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served. Mankind will thon know something of its
creation and evolution and history. It may be nothing
to any of us; the subject does not interest us ; but all
scientific men of tho futuro must build upon now’ foun-
dations, and religious systems must be revised or perish.
Truth cannot cross itself. It is truth for all time, for
all countries, for all worlds. Tho truth of tho Bible is,
or should be, but a reflection of all we see in nature;
of all science has or ever will discover. Tho race has
now reached the fourth round, and everything begins to
take on spiritual truth. This is why the revelation
must come that proves an inspired message, when as
yet there was neither printod page, nor papyrus, nor
any method of presenting the truth except by trans-
mission from father to son. Do you see how this will
moot the unbelief of coming ages? Do you see how it
will draw all men into line? As Christ said, ‘And I,
if | bo lifted up, will draw all men unto mo.” llis
second coming is at hand, and none may resist him."

“Can you not tell us more of the hidden roll, Mias
Cathmoro ?” asked Dana.

“In a way, yes; hut not all. This evening, perhaps,
by tho log-lire of tho camp, | enn give you an idea of
what has been told mo. But the groat truth I shall
only know when | read tho roll within tho eavo.”

Dinner was now ready, and as 600n as it was over
they prepared for a start, hoping to reach their desti-
nation at an early hour.

Would they ever forget that rido? Who that has
been in that great wilderness has ever forgotten the
delight of its simple pleasures? To move slowly amid
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whispering trees, by binging brooks and flowing river,
untouched by the baser motives that call to man from
every Bide in civilized life; to forget, for a time, that
men have piled up gigantic fortunes on the one hand,
and others are starving for life's necessities on the other;
to recognize in companions, intellect, 60ul, and worth,
regardless of externalities; to fuel the great mother
heart of nature beating in sympathy with all best aspi-
rations ; who that has experienced this can ovor forgot ?
So wont the day with our Little party. Sometimes silent,
often singing, and very often uttering exclamations of
delight at song of bird or glint of sunbeam, until the
horsos stopped near a log-cabin, and they were told to
make themselves at home for the night. Tho full moon
shone through a clear atmosphere, and it was almost
possible to read by her light, as they gathered around tho
Are, built before the cabin, and waited for Tim to make
his preparations for tho night. There were no loons
calling to-night, for the Inkes were too distant. Only
an occasional owl could bo heard amid the impressive
silence. The cabin was not very secure. On one side
it was open, and could only bo protected by blazing logs.
It needed no vivid imagination to picture wild beasts
prowling near in the still hours, and ilrs. Clifton had
already asked Carol to keep awake all night and watch.

“Now isour time to listen, Miss Cathmore,” said Hugo
Dana, settling himself as comfortably as possible upou
a couch made of hemlock branchos and a buffalo robe.

uAnd all things are favorable. | am not sure that |
can toll you in such a way as to bo understood. It may
not be quite cloar in my own mind, but such as I havo
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| gladly give. Yon moon, that rides high in heaven to-
night, has a power that may help me to tell and you to
hear. Have you ever thought that who has greater
control over earth's children than the sun with his
powerful light and magnetic rays? Have you evor
seen a plant respond to the sunlight as do many to tho
moonlight? And no human brain iB touched by tho
former as wo know it to bo affected by the latter. And
all these facta point to ono thing,—our relationship to
the moon. Can we prove it? and what is it? are the
questions to be answered. Assertions aro easily mado.
Proofs are not easily given. If | tell yon what | have
been taught, you will call it absurd, and reject it. Gen-
erations of wrong teaching have not been lost upon tho
race. It believes, without proof, what it was taught to
believe, and yet will not accept with proof a now creed.
"What | give is but tho outlino of the science that must
prevail. Let mo give you a sontenco from Hormos
Qrisinegistus. ‘The Fathor of that one only thing
(man) is tho sun, its mother is tho moon ; tho wind
carries it in his bosom, and its nurse is theBpirit.” Tho
moon is now a dead world; but the time was when sho
was tho fruitful mother, and earth itself was without
an inhabitant. It was then that the moon's rulers, tho
Pitris, said, ‘Bring forth men. Give them inner forms,
and mother earth will build coverings or bodies.”*

*'"Tho Pitris were moon fathers, soretines called Dyhan-Cho-
hars.  Thoy descend from the nreterial worlds, and at each now
Marvantura fashion physical man."—21Cccult Catechism”™

There aro seven dlassss of Pitris.  Each dlass endows man with
what it has togive. ““The Pitris cast no shadows."

G
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Now, these Pitris were of seven classes, and eacli could
givo to man from his own resources. One could givo
form, another the germ of the ego, and so on, until the
seven principles in man to-day were all foreshadowed
by these latent gifts. This man was fluidic, a transpar-
ent complexity, almost spirit, and affected by all spirit-
ual surroundings. No must bo protected when put upon
earth, and thiB protection would be a covering or body.
Now thiB was as yet unformed, and nature failed to
attain perfection for many ageB. Wo shall, therefore,
expect to find in any trace of tho first race, a crude,
imperfect body, scarcely comparable to our higher ani-
mals. Can wo find such traces? can wo prove this
theory? The wiser ancients caught a glimpse of
this truth, for they wore nearer tho original source
than aro we. Josephus says, *Souls are pre-existent in
the world of emanations. They descend from tho pure
air to bo chained to bodies." And Philo says, ‘Tho air
is full of souls; they descond to bo tied to mortal bodies,
because through the human form, and in it, thoy will
become progressive beings. Angels cannot progress.
‘Know ye not that ye shall judge angels?" (1 Cor.
vii. 3.)

“The souls, while as yet unclothed by a body, were
still with the moon mother, and only the germs of
what they would become by future development in
material forms. The Pitris never came to earth, but
took charge of the spiritual embryo until it was suffi-
ciently matured to descend to earth and build about
itself a body. The fact of other words being inhabited
is believed by many of our greatest scientists. Sir
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Isaac Newton, Lavator, Diderot, Kant, Goethe, La-
place, all held this truth, but nover reached so far as to
know that the moon was the great cradle of our raco.
Thus our earth is subject to the breath of its mother,
lor tho palpitating tides that breathe inward and out-
ward. Everything upon it is made perfect by the num-
ber seven, whereby the Dovas or Pitris have stamped
their own number upon all that is human. There aro
seven classes of Pitris,—three formless, four corporeal.
Everywhere, among all religions, this number is hold
as tho sacred perfection. Among tho ancient Ameri-
cans, tho Archaic Aryans, and the Egyptians, it is tho
same. Pythagoras calls it tho vehicle of life, contain-
ing body and soul, embracing a cube and a triangle,
formed of a quaternary that is wisdom and intellect,
and crowned by a trinity, that of action, form, and
matter. In the Zonda-vesta, tho Puranas, tho Book of
tho Dead, and our own Bible, this numbor is constantly
recurring as tho perfect number. From tho sovon
days of creation to the seven plagues of Egypt, all tho
way to the vision'of John in Revelation, it is mooting
us continually. Within man wo find tho central foreo,
tho heart showing forth this same regard for the sacred
number. The heart has four lower cavities and throe
higher; a reflection of tho hobdomadic and triangle.
He has soven plexuses, and some toach seven skins.
Ho has five senses now, but is destined to have soven
when perfect man.”

“Histl Bostill! | hear a wild-cat in tho west. Got
your guns ready,” and Tim crawled along the side
of the shanty, while tho rest were as Btill as death.
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Although there was no danger as long as the fire blazod
as high as it was then doing, a thrill of fear vibrated
through the little party that must trust to this poor
covering till morning.

“Nothing -will hurt us, Mona; never fear," said El-
freeda, softly, as she took in her own the hand of her
friend.

“There’s safoty in numbers,” added Carul, holding
a gun In hie hand.

“8ay, rather in tranquillity and boldness,” replied
hie sister.

The screams of the wild beast were now only heard
occasionally, but each time a little plainer, and always
an if coming towards their cabin.

*“ Keep close In tho cornor, girls, and trust us to make
mince-meat of the varmint, as Tim calls it,” said Carul,
as ho crowded them into the most remote corner. On
throe sides wore logs, over their heads a roof of bark,
and in front the blazing fire. The creaturo was coming
on. Hugo Dana came close to Miss Cathmore and
spoke in a whisper, but not so low that Mrs. Clifton
did not hear, “For God’s sake, don’t come forward.
There Is no danger here, but don’t venture towards tho
front.” Then they waited. The next ciy was near at
hand. There would bo a desperate effort made, and
Tim lay fiat upon the ground, holding his gun ready to
Bhoot. Tho other two were just behind him, where
the light of the fire servod as protection.

“Jehoeaphat | There’s two on ’em, as sure as I'm
alive,” muttered Tim. “1 see four stare in the woods,
and that means eyes.” Again all was still. “Don’t
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fire till I toll yo to. Wo can't waste tiino just now,”
was tho next order. “ The varmints aro lyin’ closo to ub
in the shadow o’ the cabin. They're e’en a-most starved,
or they'd never venture so near humans. An’ they'll
be as savage as lions. We must be wise as sarpinta, |
ken tell ye."

“Carul, Carul; come here, quick!” It was Mona
Clifton who called, and, as the young man went towards
her, sho pointed to a place in tho back of the cabin
whero were chinks wide enough to admit a hand.
Through this could be seen four balls of tire that seem-
ingly wero not five feet distant.

“Oh, Carul! what a horrible death, to be torn to

pieces by thoso savage beasts. | cannot help being
afraid.”

“Trust me, and be calm, Mona. Life is not going to
be taken from us when it is sweetest. I'll ask Tim

what he thinks in best to do.”

Then ho crept back and soon returned with Tim,
who said, “ Como, boys, we'll give them a dose all ut
once through that crack. Ho sure of your aim, and
don’t pull the trigger till I say 1note. [I’ll aim at the
left eye, one o‘ye take the next, an' one the right. |
think we stan’ a good chance o' bittin’ somethin."”

“Now.” They all fired. A terrific howl burst upon
the night, and the animats fled through the bushes in
dismay.

“They won’t trouble us again to-night. We will find
blood in tho morning, ami all wo’vo got to do is to keep
our eyes open till daylight.”

“And you will not find that an easy matter, Mr.
1G*
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Cathmore,” said Dana, “after a long day’s ride and
tramp. We'll let the ladios have the blankets and kcop
to the corner, and wo will take turns watching, so tho
fire does not go down."

NThat’s a aonsiblo plan, for I must say | am sleepy
now. Lot mo have tho first nap; then you can have a
chance till morning, for I’ll watoh alone and let you
and Tim both sleep."

In a short time all was silent, and only Tim and
Hugo Dana could bo discerned by tho light of the fire.
They were sitting at tho edge of tho open side, one on
either side of tho fire, with their gun upon the ground
by their side. After ho was sure the rest wore asleep,
Tim began talking to his comrade.

“l swon but | was scared when | see those two
animilcs so noar us. | thought our timo mout a-como.
Ye can’t trust wild-cats. They’re the only thing I'm
afeerod on. It was mighty onsartain what 'ud happen
artor wo fired, but thoro warn't nuthin’ olso to do, fur
they was a-comin’ right up to that crack, an' ef thoy’d
smelt us they’d a-tore that bark off tho roof in no
timo. Wo wus lucky to git off as woll sn wo did, |
ken tell ye.”

“But is there really no danger of their coming back
again 7'

“1 reckon not P ’haps of the firo went down thoy’d
try it, ef they are alive."

“Wo could protect ourselves, but the two ladies mako
one timid."

“YeB. Women are allors a care. It doesn't make no
difference whar they be, a man must allera bo takin'
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cans of 'em. But, law, they take care o’ us in other
ways, and life 'ud bo mighty lonesome without ‘om.
Hov ye a wife, stranger ?”

“No. I've been a busy man all my lifo. No time
for that sort of thing.”

“Ye must ha’ been powerful busy, fur it doan't take
any time to love a woman. It takes a sight more to
forget her, onst ye’ve seen the right one. 1’ve never
seen many on ’em, but | kin tell the difference atweon
those | hev seen and that tall one that came to the
spook-house. It doan’t seem to me as ef ther could bo
any more like her. When sho looks at mo an’ smiles, it
makes me warm all over, and in mid-winter | couldn’t
feel the cold ef she was near. | wonder ef sbo makes
ye feel that way, too ?”

“Well, no. | believe she affects me quite the oppo-
site.  Who built this shanty?”

“Horace Greeley and some men from New York, or
ruther I might say they had it built. They felt a
lectio shaky about sleopin' in the woods all night with-
out ary thing over their heads. Ye sco they once had
a big scare, an’ they said it was cnuff.”

“Tell me about it.”

“It ain't much to tell. They wur. all tired out a-
trampin' over from Pine Lake, and when night came
they wuz in the lonesomest part of the north woods.
Arter supper was over they curled up close to the fire
and went dead asleep. The guide sat up to watch, but
guides is human, too, an' ho was tired, and by-and-by
he fell asleep, too. The firo burned all right fur quito
a spell, an' then it kinder died down, nr sure's ye born,
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a sneakin’ wild cat crop’ up to Greeley and squatted
down, all ready to jump, when the guide woke up, an’,
as he had no tiino to shoot, ho yelled like an Injun nn’
scared the crcotur away. They Kkilled it the next night,
an’ it was monstrous big.”

“You don’t think those that we shot at will come
again to-night ?”

“Can’t noways say. They mout an’then agin they
moutent.”

“Two of us must watch all night.”

“So | thought. Wo’ll have to change off, |
guess. Ef | can sleep an hour or two, I'll bo all right.
Ye see I've got to hurry back home an’ look arter
things."

“And don't lot my friond got lonesome. lie has
not been quite like himsolf lately, and 1 hatod to
leave him behind. 1 havo a feoling that Romothing
will happen to him, and, remember, he is in your care.
Keep an oyo on him all the time, but don't let him
know it.”

*You don’t think he’s out of his head?”

“Not exactly that, but nervous, and needs rest.
Keep him quiet and watch him.”

“Was ho any kin to the ghost ?”

“Not at all. ller daughter was his patient, that’s
all.  She was cousin to Miss Cathmore.”

“Hark I’

“What iHit?"

“Histl Somothin's scratchin'at the bark again. |
swon | b'liove thar’s more o' them varmints.”
As ho spoke, ho crept towards the place whero the
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rest were sleeping, and pretty soon camo back to his
old place.

“ It warn’t anythin’ more’n porcupines. | foun' one
o’ thar quills. Curus how a body gits stirred up in tho
night. 1 guess we'll wake up the t’other chap an' let you
sleep a spoil now. lie au’ | can keep the logs blazin'."

“We Il waken him, and he and | will keep watch
while you take a nap, Tim. | am as wide awake as a

catfish.’

CHAPTER XII.
WHAT IS TRUTH?

“ It is quite a mistake to imagine that credulity i* the quality of
aa ignorant mind; it is rather incredulity that is.”

“ And one word speak the bird and the beast, and the hyssop that
springs in the wall,

And the cedar that lifts its proud head upon Lebanon, stately and
tall,

And the rocks, and the sea, and the stars; and 'Know’ is the

message of all.”

The night was at its height when Carul Cathmore
rubbed his eyes and took his place by the side of the
fire. It was a perfect night; not a cloud flecked the
aky. The moon sailed serenely through tho starry
heavens, and betwoon thoir heads nnd the firmament
was a canopy of laeo that no art of man could rival.
Tho branches of tho hemlocks interlaced in beautiful
figures, and the fine leaves quivorod and whisporod in



190 BOR.\ OF FLAME.

soft, low tones. To one who loves Nature, these leaf-
sounds are as exquisite as one of Beethoven’s harmo-
nies. But the two men sitting the night out beneath
the stars had no eyes for Nature's triumphs, and, as
Tim threw himself on the ground, with his gun by his
side, the older of the two said,—

“What is such a life worth? | can understand a
man’s enjoying solitude with knowledge and books, but
without it Beems little better than a vegetable existence.”

“That is the fault of our wrong education. | have
lived all my life among the orientals, and the wisest
men among them assert that all activity is waste; that
knowledge must come from within a man, and the only
thing to help him to its attainment is silenco and medi-
tation. What is put into the mind is not knowledge.
To attain silence and passivity is their highest aim, and
when you talk with them, you cannot but feel their
superiority. This is how they managed to influenco
my sister. Whilo | do not believo all they teach, I
havo found to my perfect satisfaction that thero aro
powers in man of which the world does not dream,
and when these are bettor understood, there will bo no
mystery in all this ghostly stuff. Now, if one of those
Hindu mystics were here to-night, he would not fear all
the animals of the forest. A glance of his eye would
send every wild-cat to its don. | have soon a tigor
crouch like a whipped dog before an unarmed priest of
that heathen religion.”

“How do you account for this powor? Is it some-
thing that may be acquired by those of other nations,
our own, for example ?"
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“ My opinion is that it is a power latent in all man-
kind ; but, owing to their manner of living and their
meditative habits, they have retained thiB power in
a higher degreo of perfection than the western races.
Of one thing | am assured, viz., the curse of the race
is meat-eating.* You smile. You remember how |
despatched that ham at supper. You do not separato
between theory and practice. Now lam not going to
make myself peculiar and livo unlike my fellows.
What would | gain ? Perhaps a few years more of life ;
perhaps a certain immunity from disease; perhaps a
greater power over the brute creation, and perhaps the
power ofknowing the secret thoughts of the minds about
mo. But would these compensate for tho lack of har-
mony and understanding | should meet on every hand ?"

“You aro not like me. If | was convinced of tho
truth of anything, I should shapo my causo by my
belief. Doc calls me a materialist; but ho is wrong,
for | believe in certain laws that govern matter, and
these | cannot touch by the senses. Beyond all this, |
simply say, | do not know. Tell me what you base
your theory of diet on?”

*In Gen. i. 29 we are told of man's first food. After the fall,
with shortened life came meat-eating. To-day we find the most
vigorous burden-bearers of South Africa, South America, and India
living upon fruit, and enduring what no meat-eating man could
do. Aside from all occult reasons and belief in a-trul influence*,
the pendulum will soon swing to the opposite extreme, not because
it is wrong to take life, or that meat-eating builds up the animal
and pulls down the spiritual, but because the diseases of the ani-
mals will be transferred to the human.
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“Partly on observation, mostly that. In a slight
degree on the teachings of the Bible. Those heathen, iib
you call them, set me thinking, and gave me ideas that
though | cannot provo them, neither can I throw them
asido. | am not at all religious, but such things in-
terest mo. | would not own it to Freeda for the world,
but I went far enough in the practice of Yoga to see
things that | would not tell you of, that | do not care
to think of."

“ And did you at that timo cat no meat ?”

“Not an atom. Nor did I smoke a cigar, nor drink
coffee. You see the nerves and system must bo in tho
best possible natural condition. You observe I smoko
now; | also drink coffoo. | wish to heavon | could
provail on Freeda to eat meat and drink coffeo; aho
would soon bo free from this cursed bondage.”

“Yet | heard her toll you that sho was miserable
beforo and is happy now."

“Sure. It’sjust like being on a swell toot. Did yon
ever see a man miserable while he was drunk ? It’s
when ho is getting sober that his misery begins. If
you had known Freeda before, you would understand
better why | feel as | do. Why, man, there was never
a girl lived like my sister. Even now she has not her
equal on tho globe. Physically, montally, every way,
she is like a goddess of old; but all her brilliancy, all
her wit, all her charms are under a cloud, because of
her fanaticism on this thing--—--—- "

"But | want to hear more of your moat theory,"
interrupted his listonor, wishing to keep tho subject
away from the woman of his dreams. Ho might think
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of her, might dream of her, but it was a sort of sacri-
lege to hear her spoken of by a third person, oven
though it were her brother.

“Well, in the first place, |1 don’t want you to think
I belicvo in all they say about astral emanations. You
know the orientals hold that everything has its counter-
part in the astral world, and that when wo eat the flesh
of an animal we assimilate not only their blood and
nature, but the astral forces are drawn to their coarser
antitypes, and take possession of our spiritual forces, to
dominate and depreciate them. Now | can’t say any-
thing about that. Perhaps | believe more than | am
willing to own up to, but there is some reason why
God, when he first made man, gave him only fruits and
cereals to eat, and aftor the so-called fall permitted him
to cat meat. There was some natural law why Daniel
and his companions refused to cat meat, and were able
to withstand fire, to control lions, to tell dreams and
their interpretations. Then, in the Now Testament,
we sec John the Baptist doing the same thing, while
all the world beside went on in the old way. Now in
India these priests are learned men. They have not
studied vast libraries, nor been honored by the degrees
of colleges ; they have mostly lived quiet lives, apart
from men; they eat simple rice and fresh fruits; they
care nothing for the honors of the world, and yet they
know everything. Go to one of them with a scientific
question, and if you can make him understand it, he
will go upart for a time, will seat himself like all mys-
tics, and then will bring you an answer. This | know,
for I have seen it. llow it is done | cannot say. |

in 17



194 BORN OF FLAME.

once asked a priest with whom | was on friendly terms,
and he said ho mado himself perfectly passive and
asked the Unconscious Mind of the Universe for light,
and the answer came. | have heard them toll of tho
earliest races, how they were fluidic beings, so spiritual
that they were in a state of rapport with the finest
elements in tho cosmos. Then they fell into matter, by
the desire to know as animals know of lower things,
and this was the wall of separation between them and
Deity. At first it was a slight remove, and then, by
lapse of time and desire to enjoy the outer or shell-life
like the animals, the inner man was more and more
imprisoned, until, like Samson, he was blind and en-
slaved. In tho Bible wo read of man talking with God
in the garden of Eden, which, of courso, is an allegory,
but tho moaning is plain. Tho garden is his higher
nature, from which ho was separated by his material
desires, and tho coming of tho Second Adam, tho
Christos of the New Testament, was to open the way
back to his highest estate,—that of a perfect spiritual
beiDg. Now while | believe all this, 1 do not live it. |
began the life with Frecda, and | will confess here, by
the light of moon and stars, that while 1 was true to
the principles of it, | was happier than | have ever
been in my life. It was in a negative way, perhaps,
but I never felt so tranquil before, and never expect to
again. If my sister had not been such a devotee, | believe
| should have kept it up; but | was vexed at her ab-
sorption, and wont bnek to the world, tho flesh, and tho
dovil full tilt. 1 am fully convinced that to overcome
the power of tho senses, and give tho spiritual man
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freedom, one must give up meat. You see its tendency
is to build up the animal part of us, and we have too
much of that already."”

“ But how can you prove to me that we have these
wonderful powers ?"*

Any man can prove it to his satisfaction if he is
willing to make the experiment. 1 can give you the
iirst steps of an initiate, and then, if you will give up
meat, in three months' time you will know"

“It is worth trying. | am a thorough agnostic; and
for me to say | know means a great deal.”

“1 can understand you. | am built on that plan
myself, but | have proved many things to bo truo
which | formerly disbelieved. If my sister had not
become so infatuated with mysticism, there is no know-
ing how far | should have gone myself. It isour in-
heritance. As Frccda told you, we have come from
long lines of mystic ancestors. An old writer has said,
‘There is no genealogy to mysticism. The first mystic
was as perfect a mystic us the last.” 1 do not quite
agree with him, except to say there are no new truths
reached by later adepts; but | believe a descendant of
the Magi comes earlier into full illumination than those
that preceded him."

“1 am surprised to find you on your sinter's ground.
I thought, from your words and actions, that you had
no faith whatever in her ideas.”

* "Whoever doubts the Intent occult powers that belong to his
higher and less known self can prove them, by undergoing a few
months’ training, as €asily as he can prove ho has a rausdo in the
ana that ho has never seen.
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“ Faith ? Perhaps not. | know there Struth there.
Shut your eye8."

Hia companion did ae ho was told.

“What do you nee ?*

“Nothing."

“Look again."

“1t is all dark. What can a man see in the dark ?
A few specks fly here and there.”

“How can you see them, if all is dark 7’

“It is strange, | admit. | never thought of that
before."

“ Of course not. If 1 hold my hand close to your
closed eyes you will not see it, how then can you dis-
cern those Bpecks 7’

“Tell me, if you know. | never thought a man
could see in the dark.”

“If 1 should tell you that by a little discipline those
specks would increase in size and numbers, and would
become beautiful colors and living flames, you would
not believe me.”

“Not until I had demonstrated it to my own satis-
faction.”

“Yet it is the truth, as much as the fact that you
now see me. Our bodies are mere machines, and if we
know the laws that regulate them, these higher forces
can direct and use them. The fact that you can see
anything with your eyes tightly closed proves that you
have means of seeing independent of physical organs,
and hence there must bo a hiddon world that you never
see at all. When your eyes are open you see no specks.
Do you remember what Freeda said of firo? The
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Mahatmas or Adepts teach that the spirit of life is the
Bpirit of fro. That the body of fire is the flame, and
is destructive, but the unseen, unknown force that
kindles it is life itself. To them man is a product of
three fires, viz., that which is produced by friction,
forming the body; solar fire, enkindling the soul; and
electric fire, creating the immortal spirit. Fire repre-
sents to them the One, tho All. .And from the begin-
ning to tho end of our Sacred Book there is a hidden
cabalistic meaning teaching the samo truth. Tho
presence of Deity is always recognized by the appear-
ance of fire. From the sacrifice of Abel to the vision
of John, wo havo a continual illustration of this.
Moses, Elijah, tho day of Pentecost, are some of tho
most familiar instances. Fire is the first and last, tho
lowest and highest, the mysterious All. As the Rosi-
crucians say, ‘Buy a sixpenny lamp, keep it supplied
with oil, and from it you can light every fire in the
world and not lessen its flame.””

“But if you know and believe these things, why not
do so as your sister has done, and give all your time
and attention to tho things belonging to the unseen
world? | must say she is the more consistent of the
two."

“ Of course sho is. No one doubts that. | am con-
tent to live on the lower plane for a while longer. To
be a healthy, happy animal is good enough for me.
Nothing is forced. Tho desire guides tho soul; and
when my desires reach out towards the unseen, you
will find mo as intense as my sister. Just now | am

content as | am. | could not hunt and fish if 1 gave
17*
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myself up to truth, for all life is sacred. Now | enjoy
a tiger hunt wondorfully. When you see a man enjoy
prowling around jungles, lying in wait for something
to kill, you may be suro there is a largo amount of
animal nature to bo dropped before the balances swing
towards spiritual life. It will come at some distant
day, but not yet.”

“You believe then in a continued existence ?”

“Rather. | am not idiot enough to suppose I shall
over cease being. Who can stop us? Nothing ends.
It is all the continued revolution of an upward spiral.
A past and a futuro lie enwrapped in everything from
the tiniest seed to the grandest soul. What isyour idea
of immortality T

“Not that. Wo live in those who follow us. Our
knowledge is perpetuated in the brains that succood us.
But | want to hoar more of your theories of fire. |
have always had a strange fascination for it. When |
was a child they called mo a salamander, because I
loved to watch the coals.”

“Your immortality is no immortality at all. My
ancestors have no chance as long as my individuality
assorts itself. You will eeo things differently after a
time. 1 cannot believe as much as Freeda, but 1 am
a long distance ahead of you. She believes that she is
among those who, having left our mundane sphero, still
continue to bo interested in all its questions, and guide
her in all she does. | believe that those who wero onco
horo still live, but where | cannot say; and you believo
that they do not exist at all. We have but ono moro
step to take, and there are those ready to fill the
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vacancy, viz., those who believe their own existence is
a dream. As | said before, I am still in the lower
realm. Now that sister of mine has reached the
knowledge of vibrations, that assure her of things |
do not understand. She can throw herself out of this
into a world where our electrical forces seem as slow as
travelling by ox-team, and she and her teachers tell mo
that the entire earth is about to enter on a spiritual
state that is a leap forward beyond all former things,
and yet is a soquonee of what has gone before. The
law of evolution cannot be broken, and from physical
it must go on to spiritual perfection.”

“You surely do not mean that it has attained its
ultimatum in physical and mental conditions?”

“There is surely little that is new intellectually, and
I cannot believe the race has improved physically since
the days of Plato and the Greek gods. Vo find traces
of a telegraph in Cleopatra’s time, and something like
the telephone was known to the ancients----- ”

“Hark! What was that?”

The tiro had burned lower as they talked, and they
had not observed that the embers had fallen apart until
a strange sound arrested their attention.

“It may be a rabbit. HistI"

It was clawing at the bark roof, whatever it was,
and young Cathinore seized his gun and crept to the
extreme end of the shed, stepping over the sleepers to
get a better shot. Mr. Dana poked the embers to-
gether, the sparks flew skyward, a few logs added were
soon in a blaze, and the animat was heard scrambling
off among the bushes. Throwing his hat upon the
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ground, and laying his gun beside it, the young man
pointed to the sparks and the blaze, both intermingling
in a column of many tints, and said, with a genuine
earnestness unmistakable,—

“Behold the fire. Who can fathom it? Is it any
wonder that men like Fludd, and Bohmen, and Von
Boden, and the wonderful Paracelsus, devoted their
lives to this great principle ? It is the light of eternity;
the light that we see in darkness; the light revealed
after long fastings to Zoroaster and Pimander and tho
sages of the East. Let me, in the silonce of tho night,
under the light of the stars, watching the flames as-
cend towards their central sun, watching also tho
sparks that rival tho host of heaven, let mo rocito to
you a passage | learned long ago from a book on tho
Bosicrucians."

“Most gladly. | am intensely interested, though |
do not believe. Tho effect is heightened by our sur-
roundings. Go on."

““Note the goings of the fire as he creepeth, serpen-
tineth, riseth, shrinketh, broadenoth. Note him redden-
ing) gl°wing) whitening. Tremble at his face dilating;
at the meaning that is growing into it to you. One,
two, threo sparks come; dozens come; faster and faster
the fiery squadrons follow, until, in a short while, a
whole possible army of that hungry thing for battle.
Think that it is outside of all things, and deep inside
of all things, and that thou and thy world are only the
thing between. Reverence fire, and tremble at its
meaning, though in the earth it is chainod, and the
foot of the Archangel Michael be upon it. Observe
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the multiform shapes of fire, the flame-wreaths, tho
spires, tho stars, tho spots, tho cascades, and tho mighty
falls that roar like Niagara. Think whut it is; what
it can do. It is as a letter of tho great alphabet. In
oaeh stone, flinty and chilling as tho outside is, is a
heart of tiro. Wonder, then, no longer that tho ancient
Parsecs saw in tiro tho All.""

Silenco reigned as ho finished, and each sat gazing
into the fire before them for several moments. Then
Dana asked,—

“ What a magnificent tribute to fire. Where did you
find it?”

“That and much more equally wonderful in an old
book upon tho subject.* | cannot give you its author’s
name, but in some old library you may como across it.
It will woll repay tho time you spend in rending it.
The dawn is already at hand. Lot us waken Tim, und
have a nap "

* The Rosicruciani.
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CHAPTER XIII.

THX DAWNING OP THE MOBNINO.

“ Their soul* are enlarged forevermore by that union, and they
bear one anothor about In their thought* continually as it were a
new strength."—GioaciK Eliot.

There ha* fallen a splendid tear
From the passion flower at the gate:
She is coming, my dove, my dear;
She is coming, my life, my fate.
The red rose cries, 11She is near, she is near
And the white rose weeps, “ She is late
The larkspur listens, 111 hear, | hear,"
And the lily whispere, “Wait."
T knmyhon.

Two days have passed. Tim ha9 started for home,
and our party is passing rapidly from the scenes of
the north woods towards the border-land of the south.
They have been and are still guided by Elfreoda, who
is once moro Bilont and absorbed. It has been a circu-
itous journey, pausing horo, going there, somotimes by
rail, sometimes by stage, until now they have reached
an obscure town of Tennessee known as Tullahotna.
They have risen early to take a stroll before breakfast,
and, as they walk, the spirit of peace resting on moun-
tain, and field, and landscape enters their breasts, and
the possibility of an approaching war could not be
imagined.
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Since the conversation that had boon so unfortunately
interrupted, there had been no resuming of the subject
botwoon Hugo Dana and Miss Cathmore, but a kindly,
gentlo manner had grown up between them without
their thought or knowledge. In car or stago it gen-
erally happened that they were neighbors, but no at-
tempt had been made to resume the topic. It was as
if either were willing to wait a more fitting time. Now,
for the first time, he recurs to it as they walk forward
into the light of a new day.

“1 wonder when the time will como that you will
tell me more of what we were discussing in the Adi-
rondacks,” ho is saying. “I cannot drive it from my
thoughts, and some things told mo by your brother
have increased my curiosity. You have such now, such
startling theories. They arc altogether beyond mo.
Even the moon has taken on a new interest since |
look upon her as a deceased relation.”

“You are inclined to ridicule the idea, | seo. | can-
not help that. It is never wise to argue. It seems as
foolish as to force sunlight into a room. When the
windows are open it will entor, and no amount of
forcing will increase the amount.”

“You mistake mo entirely. If you could know the
life 1 have lived, you would be less severe. Sinco my
earliest childhood | have cared for but one thing,—
stones. Every thought has centred in these hard and
insensate tilings, and beyond my mother and sister
there has not been a being in the world to whom I
sent loving thoughts until----- ”

Hero he stopped, conscious that he had said too
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much. Hia companion apparently did not notice hia
remark, and aaid,—

“Whon wo have found the skeletons wo seok, 1 will
tell you all. 1 am now where every thought belonging
to outside matters must be put aside. | must bo calm,
tranquil, passivo, or | cannot receive tho impressions
Bent to me,—tho telegraph communications that come
from across the seas.”

“ And then will you talk to me freeiy? Will you let
me tell you how lonely has been my life, though 1 was
not aware of it till now? | am like the rock itself,—
cold and hard, but at the centre there is a living
fire that only noeda tho touch of the right kind to

“1 don’t think much of the place you havo brought
us to, Froeda,” interrupted Carul, at this point. “There
is not much to enjoy that I can oo ; let us go back and
have some breakfast. What tirno docs tho stage leave
for Sparta ?”

“In a couple of hours. We'll have some coffco and
eggs first, for it is a long ride, 1 am told.”

They retraced their steps, and, as her brother and
Mrs. Clifton walked rapidly, they were soon out of
hearing.

“That brother of mine is the one idol that still has
possession of my heart,” remarked Miss Cathmorc, as
her eye followed the movements of the couplo ahead.
“He has been tho rock upon which I have been nearly
shipwrecked. There have been timoe whon | have
been willing to give up my future rather than bo sepa-
rated from him. If ho would only live according to
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his knowledge, it would be so different. To hear him
talk, you would never think he had once entered the
same path with myself. Yet he did, and ho tested and
proved, yet gave it up.”

‘“ Are you sure that he has given it up ?"

He could not refrain from giving her a hit of com-
fort.

“ Does ho not eat meat? Does he not kill ? Does ho
not ridicule the teachings of the adepts? How could
ho drug his soul down to lower planes? how could ho
kill the beautiful tiger, or eat the mild-oyed cow, if he
had any desire for better things? Ho knows it iB all
wrong; yet he does it. Yes, he has eaten the flesh of
swine ; you have seen him do it, though h -knows that
by so doing ho takes into his system that which by
assimilation will give him tko desires and nature of the
animal ho haB eaten. | cannot tell you how all this
has grieved me, Mr. Dana.”

“Your brother told me a few nights ago that lie be-
lioved all this, and that if you had not become such an
enthusiast, ho himself would have been moro devout.
So do not let the thought of his shortcomings worry
you again. He told me this was all that kept him from
laying aside animal food."

“Did he, really ? You delight my heart. 1 will try
to be moro like the old-time Freeda, and perhaps he
will yet become a follower of truth." Her face glowed
with the intensity of her feeling, and she looked into
her companion’s face fearlessly. Then her countenance
changed ; her eyes fell; her hand dropped at her side,
and in a plaintive voice she said, “ But | must first do

18
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the work for which I came. No soul must turn from
its duty. A man must not put his hand to tho plough
and look back.”

“ Come on, Frocda. A breakfast for a king. Proto-
plasm calls aloud for nourishment, and we will rebuild
the waste places,” sang out Carul from the porch of the
hotel, a small, unpuinted building, ornamented with a
few vines and some restless pigs. As she seated her-
self by her brother’s side, she glanced into his face and
saw that it was luminous with a light she had never
seen there before. Then she looked across tho table
towards hor friend Mona, and observod a ponsive air
quite unnatural to her. Her conclusions were formed.
Sho ate hor simple meal of milk, eggs, and corn bread
in silence; but she knew Without being told that hor
brother had found a great happiness. Just as they
finished their breakfast, the stage for Sparta drove up,
and all was confusion until they started.

That stage was an institution peculiar to Tennesson
at that time. It was not even covered, and consisted
ofa rickety wagon with three seats, over two of which
a buffalo robe was thrown. It was drawn by two
mules,—a large black one, and a small brown one with
a white nose. Tho “persuader” was a hickory stick,
held constantly in the right hand of the driver, while
he guided tho reins with his left. After they wero
comfortably seated, and there were no other passengers
to interfere with them, Carul swung his feet over the
side of the wagon, and, turning around towards the
middle seat, upon which sat the two ladies, he said,—

“ Really, this is not so bad. | am happier than |
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have been for ages. The scenery is fine, air superb,
and levery prospect pleases.’”

His spirits were contagious. A long day’s rido was
before them, and the Cumborlands, abloom with rhodo-
dendrons, were decked like a bride for her wedding.
The spirits of the party roao with every passing hour,
and the day was nearly gone when the driver an-
nounced that the end of their trip was nearly reached,
lie was a genuine Southerner of the lower class,—keen,
observing, and using their vernacular. As they eamo
in sight of a turbid river, he said,—

“Eight smart of rain fell over your way last week,
an’ the Caney-fork ain’t done settled down yet. She's
mighty peart fcr June. In the March days wo allers
look fur the bridges to bo down an’ the banks over-
flowed ; but it ain’t right for this yer time o’ year.
Last trip | made we couldn’t cross at Sparty, but |
reckon we'll fin’ it all right by now. Weve got quito
a spell afore dark, any how.”

“But what did you do about crossing?” asked Mrs.
Clifton.

“Went roun’ yonder. Thar’ more ways than one o’
killin”a calf. We-uns are used to fordin’ streams an’
all sorts o’ make-shifts. | s’pose whar you-uns come
from you hev bridges everywhere ?”

“And wbat may be the name of that single moun-
tain before us ?”

“That ore's called Milk-sick, an’ right behin' it is
Sparty. Sparty is a real peart toun. Thar’s eight
stores, an’ a bank, an’ three hotels, an’a plump lot o
people. You must take a walk when we git thar an'
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Bee fur yerself. Funny name fur a mounting, yo say ?
Wall, p’raps; but this away all the names mean suthin’,
an' Milk-sick was given it years an' years ago, whon
I wasn’t knee-high to a grasshopper.”

“How camo they to call it Milk-sick ?”

"Wall, ye see it got it’s name one time whon horned
critters ran loose on it, an' thoy all tuk sick an’ died ;
an’, what was worse, everybody that tasted the milk
got sick, an’ some on ’em died. It was a terrible timo,
an’ folks turned out an’ built a fence roun’ the mount-
ing, an’ every ono called it Milk-sick from that timo on.
Arter a time the government heem about it, an' sent
men here from Washington to fin’ out the reason o’ all
the trouble; but they never could, an’ so they went back
no wiser than they came. Then the government said
they’d give twenty-five thousand dollars to ary man
who’d fin’ out the reason. Droves on ’em came here
year arter year, an' all on 'em went away agin. Ono
man thought he’d git the money sure, an’ tole the men
in Washington that it was cause there was lead in the
ground. *But when they sent here to see, it warn’t no
such thin’, an’ that thar money has never been claimed
by ary man yet."

“1 think | shall take a look at it myself," said Dana
to Carul Cathmore.

“Nothing to hinder that I knows on. P'raps ye'll fin’
the secret. Efye doan’t, ye’ll fin’ sights o’ other thin's
to amuse ye. White County, Tennessee (accent on fust
syllable) can't be beat in the world for strangeness.
Talk about Califomy an’ her big trees; she hain't got
no such curosities as ye’ll fin' here. In course she's got
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gold, an' | expect thar's lots 0’ gold in tlieso ere Cum-
berland mountings ; but has she got clitl'-houses, and
lost creeks, an’ buried little folks, an” drippin’ springs,
an’ all such things?”

“What do you menu by buried littlo folks?” asked
Caml.

“It’s surprisin' that yc hain’t hoorn of the littlo
creatures that's been buried here ever since the time of
Adam and live. Why, man, they was just like babies,
an' thar was sights on 'em. I’ve put one o' their jaws
on my own face an' it was too big fur me. Ef ye'll ax
any one in Sparty ye’ll hear all about 'em. DYe see
that 'ere risin’ o' groun' over that away ? Wall, it was
bought by Jcdge Fable; an’ he began to dig fur a cellar,
an’, would ye b’liovo it, it was full 0’ bones o’ big people
an’ all sorts o’ copper tools, an’ even little weights like
ourn, only square. He sent ’em otF to Washington to
some instate, an’ they sent him a sight o' books an’sich.
I tell ycr thar's no State like Tennessee."

“ Hut the little folks, are they near here ?” asked Dana.

“1 should reckon they wuz. Down to Yankeetown
thar's whole fields full o’ graves, an' over yon-way
thar’s been some on ’em foun’. Only a week or two
ago | see a cup that was dug up in one o' thar graves.
It was like a bowl, only black, and had some pointed
heads standin’ up around the edge. Mighty curus how
they could make ’em.”

During all this time Elfreeda had said nothing, [t
is not to be supposed, however, that she was not keenly
alive to the subject upon which she had put all her
thoughts for so long a time.

(] 18+
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“1 a'poee yere goin’ to stop at the beat hotel in toon ?
Ye'll fin’ It lively, 1 reckon. Thar's goin' to bo a dance
thar to-night. Y0'll see all the folks in toun, an' a right
smart o’ folks from the mountings.”

“1 think we shall be glad to rest after this long ride,"
said Miss Cathmore, speaking for the first time.

“Oh, ye'll forgit all that onoe ye hear the fiddles
begin. Thar’s a young lawyer, brother to Jedgo Fable,
who boards at the Ryan House. He knows more about
those little folks than ary one o’ us. He’s a smart
chap. They’re talking 0’ sendin’ him to the Legislator,
an’ some sez he’ll be President afore he dies. Least-
ways he’s bound to be State Governor. Ho sea he
b'llevea those little folks is a missin’ link, though he
hain't any chain, as | knows on. Horn's the bridge all
right. Now for Sparty in ten minutes."

With that he cracked his whip at the mules, and
went dashing over a bridge made of logs, and bo poorly
made that every log seemed to rise from its place in
response to the feet of the mules. Once across they
turned into a pleasant street, and were soon rattling
along with much noise and clatter through the main
street of a truly typical Southern town. It might at
that time have mustered a thousand or fifteen hundred
people, mostly of the African complexion. The houses
were all built along this street; were all of one style,
and indicated a certain uniformity of material success.
If one or two wore honored with a coat of paint, per-
haps partially washed off by rains and storms, the
driver pointed them out with as much pride as if they
had been the palaces of kings, by saying,—
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“That thar han’some house b'longs to Jedge Fable |
mAss tellin’ ye “bout.  Hia wife’s got the rocks, an' lives
in fine shape. That ar* house sorter like pale cream
is whar the head man o’ the bank lives. Oh, Sparty’a
got rich folks in it. All White County could be bought
by Sparty, I reckon, if shed try.”

One of the most amusing sights, however, was the
general rush to door, window, garden, or porch to see
the stage go by. And when it was discovered that it
held strangers, the ontire population seemed to turn
out and form a procession towards tho hotel.

“1 s’pose they want a good sight of my passengers.
Thoso toun folks are mighty curus 'bout strangers."

They had now reached the hotel, a very antiquated,
unattractive-looking building, with the long porch or
gallery that marks every Southern house, running from
one end to the other across the front, and filled with
chairs and lounges. The procession of followers was
still in the rear, and did not reach the hotel until tho
strangers had entered and disappeared. There was
nothing to do but huddle in groups and conjecture who
these arrivals might be, and what was their business in
a quiet town like Sparta.

“1 reckon they've come to buy lan’s,” said a man
who sat smoking a corn-cob pipe. He was a thin,
yellow individual, whose clothes were literally falling

off in rage. “ Sf they be, give mo tho fust chanoo.
Ye know | need money, an’ my lan’s powerful
good."”

“iYeckon we-uns all need money, an' I'm euro your
lan' ain’t anythin’ for minerals,” spoke up another.
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“Now Ivo got lan’ as is lan'. Coal, iron, everythin'
is at your han’.”

“Everythin' but lan',” replied the other. “In course,
ef they’re arter stones, you can suit 'em; but if they
want to raise a little corn or a few potatoes or sich,
they must have some arth.”

Within, the ladies had a room whose windows
opened on the gallery, and it was impossible to avoid
hearing what was said, as the voices grew louder and
louder. Mona looked at Elfreeda, and smiled.

“What will they say when they learn we are hero
to dig up a few old bones, if we can find them,
Ereeda ?”

“They will lose their interest, I fear. Oh, Mona, I
shall be glad when it isover. In India | enjoyed this
lifo, but the atmosphere of this busy western world has
taken hold of mo, and when my work is done I shall
want to travel. Yes, | shall go to Europe, perhaps to

Egypt; but I must travel. | shall nevermoro meditato
as of old. Hark! Hear that woman talk. What is
she saying?"

A sharp voice camo from below.

“Yer doan’t any of ye know anythin’. 1t’s as plain
as the noso on my face; it’s a weddin' part}. Two
men an’ two women,—what else could it bo? Jist
watch ’em, an’ ye’ll fin' 'em a-pairin’ off like birds.
Thar's no use talkin’ o’ soilin’ lan’ to sich folks. Tain’t
to be did."

Elfreeda laughed a merry little laugh, and looked in
her friend's face, as she added,—

“Which belongs to which, Mona? | thought my-
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self once to-day that I saw a new light in Carul’s
eyes.”

“1 am not going to deny or affirm until wo have
finished this bone hunt; but if Oarul's eyes told a story,
how about Mr. Dana's?”

“1 did not look in them.”

“ Oh, Freeda! and you a disciple of truth."

At this moment a tap on their door, and a voice say-
ing “Supper.” A few moments lator the gentlemen
had joined them, and together they found their way to
tho dining-room. At every window were the curious
eyes watching them, and, after they were seated at the
table, tho voice of their host was heard in th hall,
saying,—

“Whur's yer manners? Hoven’t you ever seen
quality afore? G'long an’ sot on tho piar.ay of yo want
to, but doan't stan’an’ stare as cf ye’d never seen a ralo
lady afore.”

When he finished this little oration ho turned towards
the table occupied by his distinguished guests, and
stationed himself at tho side of the table, with a brush
made of peacock’s feathers in his hand, which ho pro-
ceeded to wave deliberately over their heads as they
ate their supper. Pride was written all over him as he
stood guard over his guests. Other boarders strolled
in and took their scats at tho other tables, but not a
word or look did this man bestow upon them. At
length one entered that attracted tho attention of
Carul at onco. When he heard him addressed as * Mr.
Fable,” ho knew ho was right. Turning to his host he
said in a low tone,—
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“When wo ore in the parlor after supper, | wish you
would introduce that young man called Fable to us,
will you?”

“With the greatest of pleasure, sir. He's our best
lawyer, an’ what ho says ye may bliovo. An’ ef ye
want a lawsuit settled, he’s the one to do it.”

“Thanks. | shall bo glad to meet him. |e heard
of him before.”

They left tho dining-room not wholly unconscious of
the interest manifested by the towns-people in their ap-
pearance, but utterly oblivious to the cause or causes
of the attention received. They were in excellent spir-
its, and an old-fashioned piano attracted Mrs. Clifton
towards it.

*“ Come, Freeda, Hing us ono of tho songs of the East,”
she said, ooaxingly.

“Don’t ask me to sing to-night, Mona. | am too
happy to sing. | must be a trifle sad to sing, you
know. | feel as if | were a child again, and from my
shoulders a load like a mountain had been suddenly
lifted. No, no; you sing, Mona, and we'll listen. How
long is it since wo last saw a piano ?”

“Yes, Mona, sing,” urged Carul. “Who knows what
is in store for us when Freeda says she is a child again ?
It is worth the trip a thousand times over to bear her
say that.”

“And | cannot understand it myself,” replied his
sister.  “If | had slept for all those years of darkness
and suddenly awaked, thoy would not soem more un-
real to me than they do at this moment. What does it
mean 7’
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“Lot us not talk of meanings, but if Mrs. Clifton
will sing for us, we will live in tbo souses for a time,”
said Hugo Dana, now speaking for tho first time, yet
watching earnestly Miss Cathmoro’s face at tho same
time.

She was strikingly beantiftil, as sho stood by her
friond, in tho flowing robes of her peculiar dress,
flushed with a feeling of now joy and radiant with
health.

“Tho world has few such women. | have never seen
one boforo,” thought Dana to himsolf. Just then Mrs.
Clifton began to sing. It was a weird Scotch ballad
that she had chosen, and fitted well tho low, rich tones
that bore it far out upon tho evening air. Silence fell
upon those around her, and silonce fell upon tho motley
crowd upon tho piazza. They moved under the spell
of that voice nearer to tho window, until old and
young, black and white, were listening to the song.
When sho had finished and reftisod to sing again, a
door opened, and their host advanced with a young
gentleman at his side.

“This," ho said to Carul Cathmoro, “is our towns-
man, Mr. Fable. Sparty is proud of him, stranger, and
I know yo won’t trust him in vain of ye want to ax his
counsel.”

“Of courso not; wo heard all about him before we
reachod Sparta. Bo seated, Mr. Fablo. Our business
may not seem important to you, but | am told that you
can give us just the assistance we need. Allow me to
introduce my friends. This is a scientific gentleman
by tho name of Dana. These ladies are my sister and
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her friond, Mm. Clifton. Now wo aro old fricndH and
can talk.”

“1 am happy to meet you and your friends, and if
you will tel) me what | can do for you, you have but
to command mo.”

The words were spoken quietly, almost lazily, but
with a dignity that showed the young man held him-
self well in his own esteem. He seated himself upon
a chair near the sofa upon which Miss Cathmore was
sitting, and waited to hear what the other might say.

“ It is not in the legal line; and | am afraid you may
think the matter very trivial, but, when | tell you that
we have crossed oceans and seas to accomplish a pur-
pose with which this has much to do; that if wo fail
in thiB our journoy will bo fruitless, you will oo how
anxious wo are to find the objects of our Bearch, which,
in a word, is neither more nor less than a skeleton of
the pygmy raco said to have existod here long ago. Wo
heard that you knew more about them than any one
else, so madu bold to ask you to direct us how to go to
work.”

The face of his listenor, singularly' intense at first,
gradually relaxed as he proceeded, and when he had
finished, had once more assumed its expression of
pleasant friendliness, as he replied, promptly,—

“1 am at your service in the cause, and think | can
promiso you success. A friond of mine has just re
turned from a trip to Yankeotown, where ho has un-
earthed a part of a skeleton and a fino bit of pottory.
He is quite a man for such things, and will be hero
after awhile to see the gathering in the ballroom. If
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you and the ladies are not too tired, you will find it a
pleasant way to spend the evening. Waldron will bo
on hand to tell you all he knows, and ho knows moro
than | do about those littlo folks. You can see the
young people danco Southern fashion, and we can make
a plan for grave-digging.”

“You are surely very kind to strangers, and have
already placed us under great obligations to you," Baid
Carul, extending his hand cordially. “Now toll us how
far wo must go, and all about it.”

“There have beon at different timeB a number of
graves of little people found at Doylo, about seven
miles distant. My friend will know better than |
what are the prospects of finding any bones there now,
S0 it is best to leavo it till later. Wo people of tho
South are fond of music; will not your ladies sing for
me7’

He turned as he spoke and looked at Miss Cathmoro.
His voul was in his eyes, for ho was carried captive by
her unconscious loveliness of face and form

“1 have already refused to sing for my frionds : but,
since you are so good to us, | cannot say ‘No.” Mona,
you play my accompaniment. | will sing a song of
India.”

Her friend seated herself at the piano, and with eyos
fixed upon tho coiling, with no apparent thought of
her listeners, with perfect absorption in some unseen
realm, she began to croon a low recitativo. Then she
paused a moment, and from afar, as it seemed, came
sounds of wondrous sweetness, growing stronger and
louder, until they swelled into a volume of song that
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could only bo likened to a spring morning in a forest.
Voice answered voice. On the one side there was love,
longing, entreaty; on the other a higher love, a spirit-
ual leading, a command to rise higher. Thon it was
as if two voices joined in harmony, and a chorus of
smaller voices echoed their gladness. Then, suddenly,
a ailonce fell. The singer sank upon the seat nearest
her, and evory heart could be distinctly heard in the
stillness of that momont.

Carul was tho first to speak.

“What made you choose that, Frooda? It always
overcomes you. You should have sung a song of words,
not feeling." He was too fond of her to bear a mo-
ment’s anxiety.

“1 am suro Miss Cathmore will not regret giving us
a ploasure unlike any we have ever had, or shall have
again. What a conception 1 What execution1 What
cruelty never to have sung to us before,2 said Mr.
Dana, quite vehemently.

“l am dumb | did not know a human voice could
have such power. It seemed as if there were many
voices singing togothor,” added Mr. Fable. “1 shall
nevor forget your kindness, Miss Cathmore; and now
I will bid you good-evening, hoping to meet you all
later in the evening.”

Ho bowed himself from the room, and the rost drew
closer together to talk over the situation. Hugo Dana,
it was evident, had not recovered from the effect of the
song. He was silent, absorbed, depressed. It was as
though it had revealed to him a new world in the
woman he adored, and showed him a kingdom to which
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he did not belong; a barrier all the more insurmountable
because invisible and intangible. For the first time he
was conscious of a longing to know more of the world
in which this beautiful woman lived ; a world that must
exist, or it could not have such force.

“Wake up, Dana. Where are you?”

“1 am not sure myself, but at this moment I am
here.”

“You were a long way off, for we Bpoke to you
twice,” said Mrs. Clifton.

He smiled, and answered,—

“1 will not sin again in that way. Of what aro you
talking ?”

“Of that young gentleman, Mr. Fable. Ho is a
typical Southerner,—affable, courteous, and hospitable,
willing to incommode himself for us as if wo wero old
friends; and | think we must take in the dance for
a while, just to gratify him."

“By all means, | say. What are your views, ladies ?"

“1 suppose it is the polite thing to do, though I doubt
if it will bo very entertaining,” replied Miss Cathmoro.

“1 am not sure about that. | have read descriptions
of these dances that were vastly amusing. | suggest
that wo gentlemen leave you to rest a couple of hours,
and then wo will return here for you,” said Hugo Dana,
rising to leave the room.

“Sensible man,” were the words that followed him
into the hall as Carul rose and went out to join him.

“1 think Mr. Dana an awfully sonsiblo man; don't
you, Elfreoda?”

“In some ways, yes; others, no. He is such a
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thorough materialist that | have no patience with him.
Now, when he waa absorbed there, and finally roused
wp, he moat have known that there waa something
more than mere flesh and blood, for that was all hero;
yet he was absent. He Is a grand man if he would
only give the higher man a chance."

She spoke quietly, as if she had no interest beyond
this, and her companion said to herself, “Was there
ever such a sphinx as Elfroeda Cathmore T'

The two tbon went to thoir room and gave them-
selves up to the delight of a nap.
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CHAPTER XIY.
TUX PYQMY-HUNT.

" Hie sign eipreews tho thing ; the thing u the virtue or mean-
ing of the aign.

“To pronounce a void is to evoke a thought, and make it
prevent- The teorH or speech of every man is qu'to unconsciously
to himself a blessing or a curve.”

“ The Breath needed a fora; the Fathers gave it The Breath
needed a gross body; tho Karth moulded it The Breath needed
the Spirit of Life; the Solar Shea breathed it into its fora. The
Breath nooded a mirror of its Body j *We gave it our own," said
the Dyhana. The Breath needed a Mind to embrace tho Universe;
'We cannot givo that," said the Fathers. ‘I nevor had it,” said
the spirit of the Earth. 1The form would be consumed were | to
give it mine,’ said the Great Fire. Thus have the Boneless given
life to those who became men with hones in the third.”

E arly morning among tho mountains of Tennessee.
Early morning in the time when the flowers bloom and
the birds sing. When from lowland and height all
nnture is docked in beauty, all voices musical with life.
Such was the day that dawned on the four travellers,
thot summer morning, as they sprang from their beds
to be ready for an early breakfast and a trip among the
graves of the long-buried pygmies.

Notwithstanding thoir long ride tho day previously,
and the night's dissipation at the dance, every one was
radiant with health and happiness. They had scarcely

19
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finished breakfast, when a handsome span of grays and
a three-seated carriago drovo up to the porch. In it
were two gentlemen, one of whom was the young law-
yor wo have already known; the other his friend, Sen-
ator Waldron. The latter was a noble-looking man;
would have been called handsome by some, and might
have been forty years of age. Sir. Fable could have
laid no claims to physical perfection. He was rather
Btooped from incessant riding on horseback; had a way
of settling down in a chair as if his backbone had lost
its power; was not graceful or handsome, but in place
of these mere accidental outward gifts he had the soul
of a king, the generosity of a hero, and a kindly, good
nature that beamed from a pair of blue eyes as expres-
sive as any that ever shone from a human face.

Ephraim Fable was a rarely lovablo man, who had
reached the age of thirty-three without losing his
heart to any woman. The ovening before, as ho bowed
himself oat of the hotel-parlor, ho went directly to
his friend’s office. Throwing himself in a chair, ho
exclaimed,—

“Waldron, I'm in love.”

“Have you been drinking, Eph T’

“Not a drop. | shall, though if I stay in this frame
of mind. I’ve seen the most glorious creature God
ever made. Talk of Venus, of Juno, and all thoso
creatures. Why, this woman is all of these combined,
and with a voice that is a miracle. You must see for
yoursolf.”

“Who? Aro you crazy ? Explain yourself."

“Some strangers at the Byan House. Four. From
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a distance. Sho'a the sister of ono of them. Magnifi-
cent is no word for her. Heavenly is bettor.”

“Sit still a minute, and tell me all about them. You
are certainly upset. If it's not drink, it’s lunacy.”

“ Noithcr, on my word. | never was more in earnest
in my life. | was asked by Ryan to go in ami be intro-
duced, and | found four people, strangers, two gentle-
men and two ladies, who had come clear here for some
of those pygmy-bones you are always talking of. |
promised to assist them, told them about you and your
last find of pottery, and invited them to the dance to-
night, where you were to bo introduced. Don't you
dare talk to the goddess. By Jove, even our friendship
would not stand that. And you know what Southern
fire is. 1°d give worlds to hear her sing again. | didn't
tell you about that, did 1 2 Well, I can’t, for it's as in-
describable as a summer evoning. Who can tell the
colors that turn to gray, or tho sounds that come to the
car from above, below, on every side; or tho path of
the forked lightning that flashes and is gone, or the
clouds piled high against a back-ground of blood
changing to amber. Her voice was all this, and more;
so how could I describe it? Wait till you see
her."

“How long will they stay ?”

“Don’t know. Probably a day or two. Think of
seeing such a beauty, and. then living in darkness for-
over. She is not liko peoplo of this world. If there
are angels, Bhe is one.”

“Havo you an idea what you are saying? You are
a raving maniac, Eph Fable. All plans for your future
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grnxatm ar# nipped in the bod. Lose your head, and
you’ll never bq Governor."

Ll've not loot my head; and if | could bo near that
woman, Td be willing to live all my life in a cabin.
Wait till yon see Ibt yourself."

“Forewarned is forearmed," replied the other.

“Ton know me well, Manson Waldron. You know
I have never cared for women; but if you tell me that |
am crary or foolish after you have seen her, 11l give in.”

The Senator looked at him inquiringly. It was true
that they had known each other many years. In fact,
ever since the two Fable brothers had come to White
County, from some obscure place .among the hills of
Tennessee, they had risen steadily in their profession;
the elder had been judge throe years, and the youngor
was already looked upon as a coming politician of no
mean rank. They had brains, goodness, integrity to
keep them, while Manson Waldron had behind him a
long genealogy of bine-blood, indolence, and literary
tastes. They would never conflict, and the younger
Fable became one of bis most devoted friends. At ten
o'clock that evening the two stood looking over the
gathering in the ballroom of the hotel They were
watching facee cloeoly. At length a murmur of voices,
a hush, a general expression of interest was seen In the
crowd, and at an opposite door there entered the four
strangers. As usual, Mr. Dana was Miss Cathmore’s
escort, and Mrs. Clifton was by the side of Carol.

“There she is. Look." And young Fable pulled the
sleeve of his friend.

“Don’t be a fool, Eph. You'll have every eye in the
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room on you if you act like this, and you’ll lind your-
self in the pnpers. Besides, don't you sec that woman
has her lover by her side 7*

“1 don’t beliovo it. | don’t believe sbo could love
any man. No; ho may bo in love with her. Who can
help it? but that's not her fault.”

“If she can’t lovo a man, what in thunder is the use
of wasting time raving over her? For my part, |
rather take to her friend there, talking with the
brother. She is more liko ordinary flesh and blood."

“You’ve no sense, Mnnson. They are no more to bo
compared than canvas-back duck and fried pork. Como
along and be presented.”

The two crossed the room, where quite a crowd had
already assembled preparatory to the dance; where a
row of fiddles was already beginning to ‘stune up;”
where the rustic from the mountain stood awkwardly-
waiting for himself and girl to have a chance, and tho
more refined towns-people chatted quietly around tho
room ; among all these tho two well-known young men
passed, and at length stood face to face with tho
strangers. The introductions were soon over, and they
were escorted to comfortable seats and all formality
was at an end. From this time until a late hour they
watched tho movements of tho dancers, and then parted
to meet at an early- hour for a day's digging of tho
pygmies’ graves.

Once more in the room of young Waldron, tho two
continued tho topic they hud started hel'oro going to
tho dance. They lighted fresh cigars and showed no
signs of weariness. Waldron was saying,—

P
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“l don’t blame you for losing your head, Eph, or
should not if I thought it would do you an atom of
good. She is certainly a magnificent—woman, shall |
say? | like your term better,—goddess. | studied her
all the evening to see if | could discover the irresistible
fascination she wields. But 1give it up. It is some-
thing in her mind, I think,—that is, as far as | can go.”

“ And, remember, you have not heard her sing. All
else is as nothing to her voice. I'd sell myself body
and soul to her, and be her Hlavc forever, if she’d let
me. Just to look at her, to hear her speak, to see her
move, would make it paradise.”

“There's no use. She has no thought for mon.
There's that scientist, Dana; any one can see with half
an eyo that ho is perfectly absorbed in her, and yet she
seems to be utterly unconscious of it all. | was won-
dering, to-night, if women wore all that way, you know,
really indifferent to us, not any make-bolievo, but
actually did not care whether wo married them or not,
whether they would not he more charming."

“Of course they would, little fools. 1 am sick of
their silly ways. Do they think we do not read what
is in their minds? All they think of is how to get a
Mrs. before their names and have some one to pay their
bills.  When the millennium comes, there will be a State
law that provides an income for unmarried women, and
then they will not be obliged to resort to all their silly
ways to catch a man.”

“Isn't this a new strain ? | nover heard you objoct
to their invitations, and slippers, and smoking-caps
before."
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“.No more have I. But, as | saw that goddess sit-
ting among them to-night, it eamo into my mind that,
if they could bo less anxious for our attentions, they
would receive more. She looked like a sun among
tallow candles.”

“Why do you suppose they aro so anxious to find one
of those skeletons ?”

“Can't imagine. Perhaps curiosity, perhaps science.
Dana is a mineralogist, and may have a point to gain."

“We shall find out during the day if we keep our
ears open. 1 must get a few hours’ Hleep, and leave
orders to bo called in time to see to tho horses, and bo
at the door in season.”

“And 1shall go home and meditate. My eyes will
not close to-night. My brain is whirling with visions
of beauty. Great heavens! What shall 1 do when
she has gone ?”

“Practise law. Settle down. Marry a wife, and bo
senaiblo. Good-night.”

So they' separated, and, when they met in the morn-
ing, it was evident that Eph Fable had not slept. Mr.
Waldron was as fresh as ever, and brimming over with
life. It is thus men and women damage their causo
by excessive devotion. Had Elfrceda Cnthmoro had a
place in her heart for a new interest, it would not have
been the devoted, kind, gifted young Fable that would
have been most attractive, but tbe friend who carried
his heart where few could find it. Tho selfish man
often lias the best of it.

“1 hope yrou have not been waiting for us,” said Mr.
Waldron, as they assisted the ladies to the carriage,
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placing the two ladies on the middle seat, Mr. Dana on
the back, young Cnthmoro and his friend, Fable, on the
front, and himself with Mr. Dana. There was not in
all White County a hotter horseman than Ephraim
Fable, and, as he took up the reins and started off, tho
horses struck a fast trot that sent them through tho
town at a most exciting rate of speed. Tho porfumed
air, tho glory of the mountains, the splendor of tho
heavens, all united to key the senses and the soul to
the highest pitch.

Crowds had collected on all the porches and along
the streets to see the strangers who had come to
Sparta with no idea of settling, or mining, or dealing
in real estate, but merely to dig up some of those
graves that must have been there ever sinco Adam
walked the earth.

“Tour towns-people havo plenty of leisure,” observed
Carul to the gontleman at his sido.

“ A lazy set, most of thorn. They have neither am-
bition to be, nor to know, nor to do. We need new blood
injected in tho South to rouse it up.”

“But life here must be beautiful,” suggested Mrs.
Clifton. “ It always 6eems to me that it is easier to be
good where the climate is warm."

“1 do not think it is true hore. Indeed, | do not
know that warm climates havo produced much of
value. Our people hero might road if they would, but
slavery has ruined them. They much prefer lounging
on door-steps, nnd hanging over fences, and dipping
snuff, and talking scandal. Slavery is a curso to us;
yet who will give up the evil? | was born hero, but |
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can sue imperfections whero | Bbould most desire to see
culture ami progress. The world here is stationary.”

111 know little of slavery. It cannot bo worse than
caste,” suid Miss Cathmore.

“| should be sorry to think so. | hope you will not
undeceive yourself by investigating the subject, Miss
Cathmore. 1 fancy you might change your mind.”

“ It has always seemed to mo that the fettere forged
by caste were the worst possible. In India this is
carried to its greatest extreme. It would havo been
even more extended had not Buddha broken its
power.”

“India? Did you come from India? It is a long
way from hero. We in this new world havo but dim
ideas of life there. In my mind is a confused jumbling
of monstrous idols, heathen rites, jungles, serpents,
blazing suns, and elephants, and this is my conception
of the land of the Ganges,” said Mr. Waldron, leaning
over and joining in the conversation, now becoming
animated. “1 can nover imagine a Christian living
in India."

“You are quite right, Mr. Waldron. Wo are all
heathen, and my sister is the quintessence of heathen-
ism."

“ Carul, how can you say such things? There are
no heathen. All are religious according to their light.
It is n mcro matter of circumstance. We are what we
are, because of our surroundings and education. Who
is responsible ?”

“Don't be sensitive, Freoda. You are the most

adorablo heathen that ever entered temple, and if
20
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Christians knew how good you were, they would call
you St. Elfreeda. You are genuine and sincere, anti
wo find but few such. There are not many who would
have como so far for conscience' sake."

“For conscience' sake ? | do not understand you,"
said Mr. Fable.

“Duty, he should have said. But the duty has be-
come a pleasure. While we are talking, we are forget-
ting to enjoy this lovely scenery and perfect day. |
am nnxious to know the result of our exploration."

“ And if you succeed?" lie turned and looked into
her face, as if fearing to hear what she might an-
SWer.

“We shall leave at once. | could onjoy remaining
here, if the same ordere that brought me hero did not
take me elsewhere when my work hero is done."”

“Will you take the skeleton with you 7

“ Most certainly. It must be laid in a certain place,
and then | am free." She was talking to her ques-
tioner when she began, but before she finished she was
communing with her own thoughts.

“Where did you firet hear of these littlo folks?"
asked Mr. Waldron, from the back seat.

“In India."

“India ?"

“Yes, strange as it may seem, and from the lips of a
priest of a Buddhist temple. But let us not lose the
beauty about us. We can talk later.”

By tliis time they had neared Doyle and turned into
a lane leading to a largo brick house lying on a slope,
with a background of woods and hills.
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“That is our destination. Pray that the gods and
the old woman may smile on us.”

“Never fear. | have brought her some snuff and
a package of coffee. The gods of old lived on nectar
and ambrosia; ours are won to favor by snuff, tobacco,
and coffee. A come-down, | call it,” said the young
lawyer to Cnrul.

As they approached the house, they had time to
observe it more closely. It had been well built and
spacious, but now showed unmistakable signs of neglect
and decay. A long-veranda stretched across the entire
front, and on this was an old woman churning with ono
hnnd and holding to her mouth with the other a corn-
cob pipe. "Walking to and fro was a younger woman
spinning yarn. A red-haired boy lay upon the floor
playing with a dog, and tho rest of the space was de-
voted to household and farming utensils, a loom, some
rickety chairs, a pail of water with a gourd dipper,
some skins that had been dried, and a cat and Kittens.
The inventory of that piazza would have been long
enough to furnish a house. The woman at the churn
stared at the vehicle driving up to her door, hut neither
moved nor took the pipe from her lips. When a voico
called out from tho wagon, IHalloo!" she slowly rose
from her seat and approached the gate.

Mr. Waldron was whispering in Miss Cathmoro’s ear,
“These are what wo call poor white trash.”

“ And are there castes here, t00?”

Before ho could reply, they wero already stopped,
and the old woman was repeating over and over,—

“Light an' rest yorsolves a spell. When tho butter
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cornea, | ken givo ye a drink o' buttermilk. Hero,
you Jake, Btir ycreelf, an’ tie the gentlemen’ horses.
Come in and take a choer.”

“1 guess you know me, don’t you ?” asked Mr. Fablo,
placing in her hand a couple of packages, which she
placed at her nose, and, after taking a. long whiff of
their odors, said, “1 tell ye that’ the genuino stuff, an’
no mistake. The Lord allers provides. | was saying
to Addey here that my snuff had all gin out, an’ |
wondered whar 1’d git any more. You Bee wo kin
raise our own tobaccy, but snuff is snuff. It takes
money to buy snuff. I'm powerful sorry the ole man
is off But we was out 0’ moat, an’ so ho tuk his gun
anlwent to git some, an' Baid ho mout fin’ a rabbit or
suthin’.  Come an’ ha' a drink."

All this was said in a quiet way that belongs to all
the people of the South, whom neither poverty nor
ignorance can make other than royally hospitable.

“Not now, auntie; wo are after something, and we
know you will holp us. Wo want to find some of those
graves whore tho pygmies wore buriod. Those friends
have come across the ocean just to see if it’s true, and
I want to prove what wo have said. Whoroa Jake ?
Won* he help us? You know he holped mo once.”

“Sartin. Here, Jake, whar you run to? Como hero
thiB minnit, an' git your spade an' g’long o’ these gen-
tlemen and ladies to yondor com-fiol' an’ dig 'em somo
graves. No foolin', now, but hunt aroun’ till ye find
’em.” Thon, turning to her guests, she motioned them
to enter tho porch and be seated.

“The sun is getting higher and hotter; wait till wo
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aro through, then we’ll come back and rest,” answered
Mr. Fable. “And if you can make us some hoe-cake,
and hunt up some bacon, wo’U all stop to dinner, and
then you’ll have money enough to buy snuff for a long
time."

“Law sakea, ye sho' enuff know for sartin that we-
uns is never so pore we can’t git a dinner ready. Ef
ye doan’t fin” any bones, I'll give ye Bore my ole man
dug up last week; they’d be better'n none at all; but
they’ro 'bout used up with rain an’ chickens nn' sich
thins. Ye see he was plowin’ the corn with a little
bull-tongue plough o' hissen, an’ all to onst ho felt it
knock agin a stump, an’ he says he know'd all in a
minnit it was a grave. So he stopped the little mule,
Beck,—an’ sho’Ba pizon-mcan mule to git a-goin' agin
when onst she’s come to n stan’still,—an’ sho's yor
born, thar was a grave with n little erectur in it no
bigger’n a baby, jist bone6, an’ a dish or two. Dad says
he could hear voices all aroun' him as he was a-takin'
up those bones, an' he heerd 'em a-follerin' him all the
way to the house. We put 'em away in the pantry,
but Sal and the ole man said as how they couldn’t sleep
all night a bearin’ 'em a-callin’.  So, next mornin’, Sal
took 'em all out-doors. Thero came up a min, an’ those
bones jist melted away, all but a few on 'em; an’ tho
chickens picked out all the teeth cause they looked
yaller like corn."”

“Where are those that are left?” inquired Miss
Cathmoro.

“In the corn-crib, a-waitin’ fur Dad to put ’em back

agin. | doan’t put much belief in ther carin’ "bout bein'
20~
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dug up; an' 1 tells Bad an’ Sal that what they hear
a-callin’ is jist ornary screech-owls; an’ I blievo it, least
no wise | doan’t never hear ’em.”

At this point Jake appeared, with a spado on his
shoulder, and they started through the garden towards
the corn-field. Jako was a dull-looking, heavy-eyed
boy of about fourteen, with a freckled face and a head
of bushy rod hair. Every movement was awkward, as
if all his joints wero loosely knit. He swung along
with a shuffling gait, and the rcBt followed him,—Mr.
Dana on one Bide of Miss Cathmore and Mr. Fablo on
the other. It was not a pleasant walk, for the rough
ground and the blazing sun took away all the pleasure
of conversation or scene. When about half-way across
the corn-field, Jako stopped, and, striking his spado into
the earth, listened, shook his head, and tried again.
This time he gave a nod of satisfaction, and began to
shovel the dirt away. In a few moments a flat stone
appeared in sight, which, as soon as he saw it, caused
another ominous shake of his head.

“No bones thar.”

“How do you know, Jake?" asked Dana.

“’Cause its crooked. They’re allcrs lay cast and
west, an’ ef they've bin moved, the bones is done gone."

He lifted it, however, and dug the earth out of the
square grave. The stones at the end, sides, and bottom
were all the same size,—fifteen inches square. Thore
was no sign of bone. Nothing but mould and dirt.
He tried again, and this timo with better result. When
ho came to the top stone, ho nodded his head many
times. When he had lifted it careftilly away, instead
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of using his spade, as he had done before, he knelt
down and began removing the earth with his hands.
Soon he lifted from the dust of ages a black bowl with
threo heads around tho edge, then another, lighter col-
ored and shaped like a gourd, with the nock turned
backward and the opening at the end of it.

“We'll fin' bones here,” was the first utterance that
broke the silence. Tho group drew nearer and watched
him work. Kilfreeda Cathmore’s eyes were fixed on
the grave with an immovable staro. A strange, weird
look passed over her face as she gazed, and, whon he
uncovered a skeleton embedded in tbe dirt, she loaned
forward, and those who looked saw a tiny jet of flame
leap up from tho place where the skull lay.

Every one stood motionless, almost breathless, as Jako
moved as if to lay tho pieces of bono upon the ground.
Elfreeda fell upon her knees, and, with upturned face
and hands clasped, she cried,—

“ Behold the proofl"

She laid her hnnd upon the boy's arm and motioned to
him to stop, and reverently, as if in the presence of the
being who had once lived and used that body, sho thus
spoke. JTer face grew illuminated with intense feeling.

“ Behold tho proof,” she again repeated, “in those
crumbling bones that, long ere the Adamic race were
born, didst revel in a life as free as a bird. Aye,
and as innocent of thought or 60ul. Behold the
hands! How fixed with grasp upon the shoulder, as
on the box wo found before. All, all is true. Tho race
of man will mobs tho day that tarried not until the
last remaining bone had crumbled back to earth again.
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From out tho speechless* race tho voices camo that
Bince have filled tho world with music aud with speech.
This little one, that ran and leaped, and swung from
bough of tree, no word of love could utter, nor voico
of grief, nor sound of happiness. Yet, we, to-day, with
powers of speech perfected, are linked by bonds indis-
soluble to all these speechless ones of yoro.”

*“This Breath, Voice, Self, or Preunm lathe synthesis of the
seven tenses; ail are minor ceities of the anmy of tho voice.—
N Secret Doctrineivol. i. p. (8

In tho Anugita (corsickred by Mai Muller tho continuation of
the Bhagavatgita), a conversation between a Brahmena and his
wife on the origin of speech and its occult properties is given,
which condude* thus: ““ It is always noisy or noiseless.  Of these
two the noiseless is superior to the noisy.  So speech formrerly
spoke.  Henco the mind is distinguishable by resson of its being
imovable, and the goddess Speech by reason of her being
novable."—* Secret Doctring,'* vol. i. p. 6.

Horatio Hall, in a speech before the Association for Science, in
1886, give* many facts in support of a speechless race, & well &
great antiouity of pre-Adarmite man,

“Wb leamn from tho discoveries of geologists and physiologists
that, while abeing entitled to tho narro of man has oocupied sorre
portiors of tho earth during a vast spece of tine, the acquisition of
the poveer of speech by this being isin all prabability an event of

Professor Whitney says, ““ Tho speechless man is abeing of un-
developed capedities, having within him the seeds of everything
great and good, which only language can fertilize and bring to
fruit”

M de Mortellet believes the sare.  He says, “When did tho
speaking race begin? Less than ten thousand years ago.  Tho
speechless many thousands earier.”
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Hero she arose, ami, turning towards the east, be-
camo wrapped in silence, that at length buret forth in
a rhythmic chant of an ancient Vedic hymn  And as
she sang,.the light upon her face kindled into wondrous
illumination, that transfigured her as none had over
seen it before. As she uttered the following words,
her voice grew softer and softer, until one could almost
imagine it a part of the summer air :

“ How fleeting all things that have together oonie;
Their nature’s to ke bom and die;
Coming they go, and then is best
When each hes ceased and all is rest

How didst thou depart this life, thou Holy One, from
the decaying world into tho undccaying one? How
didst thou find thy way to the Lord of Righteousness,
who is tho Pathor of all souls? Ho maketh tho path
for tho sun and stars; Ho causeth tho moon to wax
and wano; Ho givoth tho waters foot to run; and
hath traced tho vein in every leaf. The garment He
wearoth is liko a robo inlaid with stars of a heavenly
substance.”

Her voice died awny as she finished, and then, turn-
ing slowly, she knelt down and began to take tenderly
from their place tho remains of what had once been a
living human being. Somo of it vanished as tho air
touched it, and many of tho larger bonos wore honey-
combed and soft, and crumbled at the touch.

She had carried in her arms a box, which she now
opened, and upon tho snowy cotton within she laid
thoso relies of a long-forgotten past,—a past but lately
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dreamed of, and to whose shores the mind can only
voyage in skiffs of wildest fable. A part of the skull,
with sightless sockets Btaring out upon tho light of
newer sun; some vertebra); somo longer bones of log,
with here and there a finger; some shells that lay
around tho neck,—shells whose home had been in the
sea’s great bosom; a jawbone filled with teeth, and
here and thcro a fragment more, were all that she
could save from out the wreck of ages.

“We shall never do bettor. Time is dissolving
the last picture of extinct races. Let us go; it is
enough."

They now found their voices, and a buzz of human
tones filled the air. Mr. Fable and his friend, how-
ever, said nothing. It was to them an incomprehen-
sible scene that needed explanation. Carul felt their
thoughts, and said,—

“Do not be surprised, gentlemen, at anything you
may hear or see to-day. My sister is a mystic. There
are times when this material world is as utterly unseen
by her as is the invisible world by us at this moment.
There is not time to say more at present. We must
follow her bidding and let her have her way. As ho
spoke, his sister turned one moment towards the grave,
and, with outstretched hands, Boomed to imploro a
benediction upon it. The words of a famous Pareeo
prayer * fell from her lips, and then she turned to leave

* NI Teach thou o, Lord Ommiscient, from out thyself, from
heaven through thy word, whereby tho world first arose. Wb
offer up our ucriflco unto the undying, shining, swift-liorsod sun,
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tho spot. Her brother and Mr. Dana each carried a
piece of pottery, and she herself tho box of relics;
Mr. Fable walked by her side, silent, surprised, but do-
lightod to bo near her and permitted to shield her
from tho sun.

“Thar’s a cave down yonder that Dad says tho
little folks lived in. P’rapB you’d like to sec it,” said
tho boy, Jako, in a mumbling tone, without looking at
any one in particular.

“Seo it? | should say so. Boy, wako up. Tell us
all you know about these graves,” thundered tho Sen-
ator, in tones that might have jarred the sensibilities
of any ono but Jako. Ho merely turnod and looked at
tho speaker a moment, then said, “ Come on artor me,"
and began a hasty march towards a giant oak a few
rods away. When ho came to the tree, he stood still a
moment for the rest to come up, then pointed to a nest
swinging at the end of a low bough. A couple of birds
were flying around it, and, bonding down the branch,
they found four littlo mocking-birds calling for food.
By this time tho boy had vanished. In a moment his
red head reappeared a few yards beyond, as if ho
had dropped in a well. It proved to bo a steep ravine
oponing in a most unexpected way, and revealing at
tho bottom, among bushes and vines, a rocky wall.
Tho path leading to it zigzagged to and fro along tho

1o withstand darkness, to withstand the denons bom of darkress,
and Death that creepetb in umseen. We sacrifice to tho bright
and glorious star, that weshest anay all things of foar, him whom
the Dord hath established lord and overseer of all stars.'1
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side of tho ravine, and ever and again the red head of
Jake would disappear and corao to view, encouraging
them to go on. The gentlemen went first, each holding
tho hand of a lady, to steady tho steep doscont. Mr.
Dana begged for the box of bones, but Miss Cathinoro
was firm. No hand but her own might touch them, so,
with ono arm holding the precious treasure, she allowed
herself to be partly led, partly guided, partly upheld
by her friend, until at length they all reached the
bottom in safety. Here they found a new world. No
longer tho broiling sun followed to smite them; but,
instead, cool, moist, delicious airs fanned their cheeks,
and odors born of sweet grasses made the place a de-
light. Vines had grown in such profusion that from
bush to bush they had woven canopies of verdure; and
trees, growing along the edge of the ravine, gave a
dense shade to tho spot. Tho wall of stone referred to
before extended around tho end of the chasm, which
here camo to a sudden termination, and formed a con-
cave, overhanging wall of stratified rock. Beneath
this roof of stone at least fifty persons might stand
comfortably protected from all harm from above.
From tho odge of this singular amphitheatre dripped
water continually, forming a veil of moisture between
the outer world and those beneath the roof. At times
the sun illuminated this living veil into rainbow colors
of indescribable beauty. Like a gem upon tho ground
lay a spring of purest water.

“Are wo dreaming?" asked Mrs. Clifton. “Surely
this is fairy-land.”

“This is the ice spring, marm. It is cold; altera tho
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same. Hyar’s a cup marm keeps yor for to drink
with, an’ p’raps you-uns might bo dry.”

“1 nover tasted a draught vo dolicious in my lifo,"
said Carul, handing the cup to the ladieH. “1 thought
it my duty to drink first, and see that all was right.
What noise is that?"

They all listened. It was like the roar of a cataract,
or the Mississippi when roused in the early spring.

“1 reckon yer bearin’ the big river undergroun’.
Wo-uns calls it the ‘Lost I-ivor,1for nobody knows
whar it goes to or comes from,Tsa.d Jake, proudly.
“ Ef you-uns 'ill put yer heads nigh the groun’, ye'll
hear a sight better."”

They did as he told them, and heard the roar and
rush magnified many times, until it Boomed as if a
second “Niagara were just beneath their feet. The
effect was overpowering. Mr. Fuble was the first to
speak.

“This State of Tennessee is a wonderful State. Its
fbture is assured, and among its mineral attractions I
believe it will be proven that ores of all kinds are to
ho found. Above moro riches, it has a climate unsur-
passed, perhaps only equalled in one or two places of
the world; a scenery bold and beautiful, and such feat-
ures as we now see to attract those who love the mar-
vellous. Lost rivers; cliff-dwollings oxtinci races,
what has not this State ?"

“You may well say so, Mr. Fable,” replied Miss
Cathmorc ;* but you have failed to mention the greatest
attraction of all, viz., that of the proof of man's origin,
which will bo established by these bits of bono that |
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carry in my arms. This is the great wonder of the
ages,—that not on Asia's ancient soil, not in Eden, not
in the East, but here in America,* the world that is

*1In a lecture, Professor Pengclly, F.R.S., says, "At some
period of the Tertiary epoch, northeast Asia was united to north-
west America, perhaps by the line where the Aleutian chain of
islands now extends."

Haeckel, in his “ Pedigree of Man," considers the Australians
of to-day as tho lineal descendants, almost unchanged, of that
lecond branch of the primitive human race that spread northwards,
chiefly in Asia, and seems to have been the parent of all the
straight-haired races of men.

The following from Andrew S. Fuller, in tho New York Sun
of March, 1891:

"Tn* Cradle or the Race: Why not in Amkiuca in-
stead Or Europe ok Asia:—Abundant Relies Indicating that
Man First Appeared on the Western Hemisphere of this Planet—
The Designs of Pottery Significative of the Relationship.—On what
part of this planet man first made hi3 appearance may be a ques-
tion of little practical importance to us at the present time. Still,
it is onewhich most persons would be pleased to have answered.
The aborigines, or first inhabitants, of nearly all countries have
some traditions touching their origin, and, while all are more or
less vague and uncertain, some are far more reasonable than others;
but as no two agree as to time, place, or manner of appearance,
we may well consider them all as mythical and untrustworthy.
In seeking to locate the cradle of the human race, we find the way
smooth and easy as long as we keep in the one over which tradi-
tions have rolled down to us from prehistoric times, hut tho mo-
ment we strike out into new paths, or those not familiar to his-
torians, we meet olistacles and provoke hostilities from those whose
personal interests demand that we should keep in the old road on
which our guides and teachers have been collecting toll for these
many centuries. We cannot, however, limit history to written
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called new, was man first placed. It will upset all
former systems ; it will cause bitter opposition among
scientists; but the truth once revealed and proved roust
prevail. 1t will bo the old story of Galileo over again."

“ You are sure of this?”

It was Mr. Waldron who spoke, and the rest drew
nearer to hear her answer.

“Many years have | been taught by wise men, and
every word has been fulfilled. Shall this fail ? There
was a time when wlicro wo now stand was covered by
the sea itself; then enmo upheavals; new continents
were thrown up, old ones were sunk, and with every
cataclysm some of tho race, working up towards man,
were left upon tho earth. Tho new world that wo call
America is really the oldest of all existing lands, unless
wo include Africa, which at one time was connected
with it. The glacial age swept over this world, and

records, for they areall comparatively modem, and even traditions
fall far short of finding primal man in the dim past; consequently,
if we would go farther back, we are forced to seek information
among the imperishable relics left by prehistoric race* and ao
widely scattered over the entire habitable globe. In no other
country are relics found in greater abundance or of higher an-
tiquity than in this, and while our explorations have boen few in
number and rather hastily made, yet the relics of ancient races
brought to light point strongly, if they do not absolutely prove,
that man first appeared on this planet in America. Tho great
number and variety of these relics and the conditions under which
they are found show that man must have existed here as early if
not long anterior to those who have left their marks in the caves
of Europe as Well as on tho most ancient ruins of Egypt and
Arabia.”
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those mountain ranges were its southern boundaries.
The ocean-shells that wo have found to-day upon this
little skeleton were then found everywhere in this
locality, for old Ocean was near at hand. When the
giant forces took the world and toro it asunder, as a
beast tears its food, then Niagara began to thunder
down its steep path, and new watercourses made their
way to the sea. The Moon-fathers were watching and
waiting for the tiinu to come that tho evolution of the
body could join hands with tho ovolution of tho Monad,
and together they would form man. Animals had in-
creased in size until tho now extinct mastodons mado
earth tremble beneath their tread. Then the animal
form grew finer, the different species grew less cumber-
some, tho convulsions of the world swept off the coarser
beasts, new earths took the place of the old or of a
greater part of it, as it will soon do again,* and when
the animal form was perfect, and tho monad given the
use of it, the race of man began its march. These
little creatures wore the first, and no man dare com-
pute tho time that has passed since they lived. Tho
Moon-fathers said, 'they shall have two homes,” and
America and Africa were the places chosen.f

* Stanley’s Pygmy races.

f Remains or a Dtaii Race.—Intonating Diaeomy recently
mode in BriHeh Columbia.—Captain J. S. Prescott, according to
the San Franeieeo Chronicle, who recently relumed here from Vic-
toria, B. C., describes an interesting experience which he had while
north. lie was in Victoria at a time when considerable excitement
had been caused by the discovery of ancient human remains in
some mounds. The little hillocks were dug into and skeletons
were brought to sight by tho shovel and pickaxes. The discovery
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“The glacial ago had long since passed away. Tho
tropics had taken the pluco of the frigid zone, and
nature gave a warm and pleasant country to her first
children. With a coat of hair, as the Bible says,* they
needed nothing but fruits and herbs for life to be sus-
tained.! All things work by law. A mindless body
was waiting tho germinal man, and when it came, tho
evolution of tho body continued and mind began to de-
velop. As mind acted on body, thoro were no new
organs, no new functions, but the body was lilted up
and carried forward into all tho ageB since; until about

wus made at a place called Macaulcy's Point. A workman, clear-
ing away wha: he thought was a natural rite in tho ground,
touched a hard, metallic substance with his pick. On digging
farther the object came to view. It was an iron war weapon
shaped like a harpoon, only much shorter and stouter. Curious
characters were etched in it, and their lines had survivod through
centuries.

One of tlio mounds was excavated and a flat stone was exposed.
It hud been designed as a door to a sepulchre, for, on being raised,
a grave walled on all sides with tightly cemented stones was seen.
In it was a dwarfed body doubled up in asitting pasture, a custom
followed by the ancient Indian tribes along the entire Pacific coast.
Tho formation of the skull was like that of a Chinese The body,
though small, was that of an adult dwarf. Several other graves
were opened, and tbe occupants of all of them were similar in
anatomical construction and size. In many of the graves rough
hewn utensils, evidently used for cooking, were found, together
with arrow-heads known to hr.vo been used by coast tribes extinct
for centuries.

At Cadboro Bay similar mounds were excavated with like
results.

* Gen. iii. 2L t lbid. i. 29.

21+
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the time of Christ's coming, it attained its perfection.
It mes complete ages before, bnt not perfect. There
is a wido difference between the two. Butwo must
not talk more. Whore is the cave ?”

The boy climbed a small tree and thrust apart a
clump of bushoa growing from tho side of the wall.
There was a hole about twenty inches long by as
many in breadth.

“Thar it bo. Dad put mo in thar when | was little,
but no one has bin thar senoce. It was all dark, an’a
hole went somowhar else.”

“What is to hinder blasting a little, and seeing for
ourselves?" suggested Dana.

“Nothing at all. I’ll send a man off on horseback
for powder, and if wo can find a crow-bar we can bo
boring a hole. Boy, is there u crow-bar at tho house ?"

“1 reckon."

“Bun and sec; and if there is bring it. Tell your
mother we’ll have dinner in an hour. In tho meantime
we can find a cool place to sit down and talk. | must
hear more about Miss Catbmore’s ideas of evolution.”

“Not mino, Mr. Fable. They are tho ideas that
belong to the races. They have been handed down
through many centuries, and have never before been
given to the world. Thoy are simple truth."

A shout overhead, and the old woman could be
seen at the edge of the gorgo, gesticulating furiously.
Jake reappeared, running down the path like a deer,
raying,—

“ Come to dinner. Chicken’s ready, raarm sex."

It was much easier to go up the steep path than it
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had been to como down, and they were noon on the
porch, funning themsolves and laughing like children.
From within was a savory odor of corn-broad, coffoo,
and fried chicken, to which their rido and exercise had
fitted them to do ample justice. After they were
seated at the table, the old woman stationed herself
behind Carul Cathmore with a long brush made of
turkey feathers, and began to wave it ovor the entire
table, at the Bame time giving orders to the younger
ones.

“Hyar, Sal. Pass that thar coffee. Set the chicken
down anear the young leddies. We-uns know how to
fry a chicken, ef we don’t know book lamin’. An’ you,
Jane, whar’s the honey? Folks mus’ havo honey with
biscuits, 1 reckon.”

The girl addressd as Sal was a second edition of Jake
—the same carroty-colored hair, freckled face, awkward
movemont. But Bho had what Jake had not, a timid,
appealing, frightened manner that touched the stranger
with sympathy. Carul Cathmore, observing this,
glanced at her as she poured out a glass of buttermilk
opposite to him, and, as their eyes mot, she dropped
the pitcher and fled from the room.

Every one looked up astonished. The mother merely
said,—

“Don't mind Sal. She’s goin’ to havo a fit. She's
alters afoerd o’ strangers, an” when the bones o’ the
little people is teched, she’s allors right smart bad arter
it. Sho’ll call the birds a-spoll, an' then sho’ll como back
all right. Lizy holp the hoo-cake. Whar's yor man-
ners?"
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“ But how does she call birds?” asked Dana.

“ Goodness knows. She's been so from a leetle
youngster. 1 first cotchod her at it when she wasn’t
fur from four year old. | 'spoct sho was born so. |*ve
dono 'lowed she’s got a queer spirit in her, an’ some-
times it lets her have her own way, an' more times it
doesn’t. When she was a baby we lived down by the
Caney-fork in a place called Buzzard's Glory. It was
a mighty wild place. Rattlesnakes was as thick as
blackberries, an’ when Sal got so as she could walk, |
hed to min’ her mighty close, to keep her from bein’
snake-bit, or lost in the bushes, an’ one day | was clar
skerirt to death about her. | couldn't see her no-
whberes, an’ | called myself deaf and dumb a-tryin’ to
fin’ tho little critter. Bym-byo | wont out to the wood-
pile, an’ thar slio sot hid away behin' the logs a-callin’
birds, | kin tell you | was mighty glad, an' | went
out an’ jerked her in the house, an’ all the birds flew
off in no time. Ever sence, ef sho doesn't feel right
peart, an’ thin's goes wrong, an’ the graves are meddled
with, she goes off by herself a spell an' calls the birds,
an’ then she gits better."

“But toll us what you mean. How does sho do it?”

“How can | tell what | doan't know. | 'spcct no
one knows but him (looking upward), an’ he woan’t
tell. It's a queer trick fur a chile to hev, suro onuff.
Sal’s a strange gal, an’ no mistake.”

“1 have read of these things, but should like im-
mensely to see with my own eyes,” said Elfroeda.

“So should 1,” added hor friend.

“And I, and I," came from each of the rest.
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“Sartain suro, I don’ know 'r.aetly how to manago
it. Ef Sal sees any one whon slio’s in those oro spoils,
she goes into jerkin’ fits, tho’ it mout be that ye might
keep still an' see her bring tho birds. Oust Jake
skaired her when she had the birds on her head, an'
sho fell ovor as if she’d been shot. Ef yer a tnin’ to go
roun’ the tother way, an' keep as still as dead folks, yo
kin do it."

They all promised, and sho led the way through
tho houso and out into un old orchard. With her lips
tightly closed and held by her finger she pointed to
tho right. There was Sal. No longer dull, heavy,
timid. No longer awkward and unattractive, but a
new creature, abounding in life, radiant with happi-
ness, and positively beautiful. Ilor hair fell in masses
around her, and the sun, lighting its threads, turned
them into golden flame. Sho stood boneath a largo
tree, superbly regnant, mistress of a realm unrivalled.
Sho poised for a moment on one foot, slightly leaning
forward, and listening to something that gave her
pleasure, for, as she listened, she smiled. Not a sound
broke the stillness. Not a bird was within sight. Her
eves brightened with pleasure, and she began to croon
a soft song, as one might sing a lullaby. She began to
move, weaving herself to and fro. with arms above her
head making circles in tho air. More and more rapidly’
she swayed, until she seemed whirling, but still singing
the lullaby. Then she bent her head and listened, only
to move round and round with tho speed of a dervish.
From east, woat, north, and south tho birds came, and
tho whirring of their wings filled the air. Her face
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grew radiant. She moved more slowly. Sho paused
and waited. They came in twos and threes, and rested
on her arms, her head, her shoulders. They covered
her, until the motion of their wings made hor seem
like a bird herself. They were still coming through
the air, and fell upon the hacks of the rest. Birds of
all sizes and colors; birds that were enemies elsewhere,
and beautiful birds that were never seen there beforo.
For several moments she stood liko a living statue, and
then, uttering a sharp cry, she threw her arms in the
air and fell to the ground. The birds flew away, aud
the prostrate girl alone remained of the strange scone
they had witnessed.

The mother motioned them to go to tho house, and
as silently as they had come so did they return.

“Sul will be all right again an’ as peart as ever,” re-
marked the mother, observing tho eyes turned towards
tho prostrate figuro they had left upon the ground.

“ But snakes----- 7

“Law sakes. Ef | hed known ez much years ago
ez | know now, 1’d a-saved myself a heap o’ frettin’.
Nuthin’hurts Sal. Bees doan’t sting her, snakes doan’t
bite her, an’ if they did, I reckon she'd pizen ’em.
She’s a queer one, auro enuff. P’raps ef we-una was
all like Sal, it 'ud bo better fur us. Sho doan't never
worry ‘bout onythin’.”

“You say tho truth,” came from Elfrecda. “Your
daughter is gifted with something of tho samo powor
our ancestors once had, and our descendants must again
possess. It has come to hor without touching or de-
velopment, and with it she is guarded by unseen forces,
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far bettor than sho could bo through your love and
care. How soon will she corno home?”

“1 roekon aforo long. She’s peurt enufT, Sal is, but
she isnt a bit like t’other chillen.”

“Hoes she remember what she has seen or done after
it is over?” she again asked.

“ Sometimes sho mout. Moro times she moutont.
I’'ve heern her say she’d bin with the little folks, an’
seen 'em a-swingin’ in the trees nn’ flyin’ through tho
air. 'You ax her when she comes back."

“Wo must first sco to tho boring and blasting; it
may take longer than we think. On second thought,
why would it not ho best for the ladies to wait here
and rest, safe from nil possibilities of danger ? Wo men
could got everything ready, and if, after blasting, there
is anything to see, wo pledge our word to como and
tell them.”

“ | appreciate your kindness, Mr. Dana, but | think
you will see us there before you blast. 1 feel that I
must note the veriest trifle, tho smallest detail,” was
the prompt reply givon by Blfreeda.

A few moments later, and Sal, walking slowly, like
one in a sleep, came towards tho house, and when sho
had seated herself on the gallery, Elfreeda came near,
sat down by her, and, taking her hand in her own, said,—

“Where have you been ? What did you hear? What
did you see? Tell me."

For a moment there was no reply. Then the answer
came, at first hesitatingly, then boldly.

“l was over thar, an’ thar, an' thar,” pointing each
time in a different direction ; at first to the east, then
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woet, and, lastly, overlioad, where the dim figure of the
moon could be discerned, although the 8un was still
shining.

“Tell me what you saw.” Another pause.

“1 soon the place whar gold is made. | seon the
placo whar the littlo folks lived. | seen old men
bringin’ light to put iu the little folks, an' then | Been
beautiful folks cornin’an’goin’ up an' down."

“Tell me what you heard."

Miss Cathmoro’s tono was now commanding, but
gentle. The answer came more quickly than before.

“1 heerd music. Music like birds a-singin’ an' birds
a-flyin', and artcr that | heerd voices; an’ when | lis-
tened, | could hear ’em say, ‘It is done.”"

“Toll mo moro. What did you do?"

"1 didn’t do nuthin'. | jist heerd tho music an’
watched tho littlo folks. They climb all over mo just
like the birds, an’ | heerd ’em say,1Yo must take care
on us.’"

“ Did you over see these littlo people before ?”

“| alters seen 'em when tho birds come. It mout be
tho birds is tho little folks, an' the little folks is birds.
Ef yo listen, powerful still, down by the cave thar, ye
can heor them doad-uns a-yellin' liko all possessed."

“I1 think wo'll go homo by moonlight, Mona. It is
time to go to tho cave. Como."

Carul and Mrs. Clifton started down the path, their
arms locked together and their voices suppressed, as
they talked of what they had soon and hoard. For
the first time, Mona seumod thoroughly interested in
her friend's hobby—if hobby it might be called.
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As they approached the gorge, a shout from below
made them halt, and, at that moment, a blast of rock
and earth filled the air with dust and smoko. EUVoeda
ran down the path, holding hersolf up by trecB and
bushes, and her friend followed her example. A large
opening had been made into the cave, revealing a room
that might extend far back underground, and was filled
with the remains of human bodies, all of them smalL
A door or opening leading into a second room was also
scon, and when they lookod within they found tho same
remnants of a lost race. Pieces of pottery, many of
them perfect were found among the bones. Against
this inner door a flat stone had been placed, and by ex-
cluding the air had preserved the finer parts of the
skoletons in a comparatively good condition. As soon,
however, as the air touched them they crumbled into
dust, and nothing remained but tho little vaHes and the
atoms that had once made tho framework of living
creatures. Looking through this little door-way, the
darkness continued a long distance, and suddenly bo-
camo illuminated with a bluish light, revealing, farther
on, n great river, moving majestically from hidden
source to doepost night. By placing tho evo close to
this opening and shutting out the light of day, objects
became more plainly seen. Steps leading down walls
of rock almost perpendicular showed that in some
long-forgotten past there were those who found their
way from out this cavern by floating on the river that
flowed under the earth to a fur-off haven of snfoty.
How the final scene hnd been enacted; how the truly

energetic creatures had found a grave whore they had
22
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always found a shelter, none could tell. Elfreeda, hold-
ing to her forehead a bit of a skull she had picked up,
stood silent in the light of tho setting sun, and, turning
her face to the west, she said,—

“ 1 see enemies to this race, beings of coarser frame
and mindless bodies, left from some previous continent,
who found their way to this home of the moon-children,
and sought to sweep them from tho earth. Their heads
were sharp, and from them have come down the races
known as Mound-builders. They frightened tlioso chil-
dren of the light; they drove them into caverns; they
shut tho doors and left them there to die. Ah, yes. |
see tho river. It had been their friend, but now it
swelled and roared in torrents, and they dare not trust
themselves to its power. | see a struggling band of
those that have escaped this fate fleoing to the South,
and ages passed till from them came a race who built
great temples and worshipped the sun. Some of this
small, but rapidly evolving, raco went northward.
They built houses on tho lofty cliffs; they followed
mountain ranges, and came at last to where this con-
tinent joined to another. Over this path they wan-
dered, and when tho waters came and made two worlds,
they were at home, where now tho Chinese dwell. The
world of men has ever moved from cast to west, and
those we know as oriental now, once had their starting-
point upon our world.”

Sho finished, as if she had been reciting something
she had learned, and turned towards tho opening of
the cave. The blue light could still be plainly seen in
the dim distance shimmering upon the mysterious river.
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Her words had boon uttered with oracular force, and
the minds of all tho group had been carried lar away
to those times when man was in no sense human, and
only that his form was like our race could he be called
a man. Beyond that time lay icons of vegetable
growth and earth-formation, and back to fire-mist
and the first beginnings of things;

“We must make another attempt and try to find
that river,” said Dana.

“You will never find it. It bolongs not to here and
now,” replied Frecda.

“What do you moan ?”

“1 mean that when wo have found and secured tho
proofs wo need, all else must bo relinquished. We have
seen tho river; is it not enough ?*

“ Because wo have seen what wo have, we must see
and know more. It will bo one of the most gigantic
finds in all tho realm of science.”

“There is no science, if scionce means knowledge;
for all that is now accepted must bo thrown aside,”
said Miss Cathmore, positively.

“Well, be that as it may, | shall boro again near this
inner door and see what the result may be.”

Ho fell to work with a will, and the others relieved
him, for the night was coming on and time was pre-
cious. At last it was ready; the blast was lighted,
and when they came from their places of safety to sco
the result, nothing could he found but a mass of debris
where the spot was that had been marked by the inner
door.

“As usual, you are right, Frecda,” said Carol, when
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they had looked and looked, and all in vain. Even the
hill seemod to have vanished, and tho spring was dried
up, and tho overhanging wall had crumbled, and the
entire formation of the ground had changed, making a
slope whore there had before been a steep ascent.

“What does it mean 7’ asked Dana. *“ Surely no one
blast could ever produce such results as that.”

“It was to bo. 1 told you the river did not belong
to us. Tho hollow space that formed the cavo has
been fillod with roc-k and dirt, and henceforth there
will be no trace of tho homes of tho little peoplo, save
what is loft among tho houses of the cliff-----"

“Jehoshaphat I What havo | found ?’

As Carul spoke, he held up a round atone, twelve
inches through, and perhaps twenty long, covered with
singular figures. Its color was like jasper and its sur-
face smooth. He held it up, and, as tho others pressed
around him to see tho strange object, ho looked at his
sister, as if for explanation. She was silent. A mo-
ment later, and she fell upon the ground, her face cov-
ered by her hands. No ono spoke. The moon was
plainly seen directly overhead; tho sun had gone bo-
hind tho hills; nature was quiet. Ono, two, three
minutes passed thus, and no ono spoko. Suddenly
there appeared by her Bide tho well-known figure of
Sul-Mal; well known at least to Carul and Mrs. Clif-
ton. He was dressed as they had last seen him at tho
Sarnath Tower, but his face now glowed with a delight
that made it younger than any of those to whom he
spoke. His voice was soft and low ; his words were in
thoir own language.
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“ Daughter, well done. Thine eyo was steadfast.
Never hast thou faltered, and the goal is near. Through
woman has ever come the keys of life, and thou, El-
freeda, shall be rewarded. Not beyond, but here, where
shadows like birds of ill omen have brooded over thee.
Once more wilt thou see me in the forests of the north,
and then a long farewell. Our paths will never cross
again. Outward and upward must | go, while thou
wilt move in happy human life, love-crowned, because
thou freely gavest thyself to the work. This stone
that thou wilt carry north is but a culmination of all
the signs and proofs of what has long been kept for
man. | feared it might not bo secured. 1 listened ; I
waited; | watched. If once, but once, thy thought
had turned from duty back to Belf, it would not have
been found. But all is well, and soon thou shalt bo
freo for love, and life, and happiness. A secret now |
will reveal of that great tower in Sarnath’s plain,
whose building nover has been known, by whom or
for what purpose. Within those solid walls, and for its
safety built, there lies concealed a stono like this now
found. It fell one day on Sarnath'B plain, covered with
figures like the one you hold, but none wero wiso
onough to read its story. At last a wise man came
from mountains many miles away, and, putting close
his forehead to the rock, he said,—

*“ 10h, fathers, know tho history hero writ. 1t came
from off the moon, and tells tho story of man's birth.
These carvings were by Pitris made, long ages sinco,
when on tho moon life reigned and joy. A second
pieco has fallen where tho first children of tho moon
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were placed, acroea the 6ca in foreata and in mountains
hid.’

“ This is the story of tho atone now found. A few
days more and all the tale will then bo told. Daughter
of light, well done.”

When ho had finished speaking, ho took Elfreeda by
the hand and raised her to her feet. He lifted up his
hands upon her head, and a strange light encircled both
head and hands. After a moment's silence he again
spoke, but this time the words were only for her ears;
the language was unknown to all beside. It was a
curious group that watched, beneath the full-orbed
moon, this man and his disciple. None who were there
will ever forget the scene. Sul-Mal with strangely
spiritual face intent only on Elfreeda; his loose robos
falling gracefully about his slender form, and on his
head the snowy turban of his ordor. Before him stood
his pupil, the woman who from very love of truth had
given up all else to know tho truth. For years no ties
or bonds had bound her, and in tho truth alone she had
been fully recompensed. This praise and commenda-
tion had not been needed to make her glad that she
had entered on the quest; yet all the more was it re-
freshing. Surroundings were all forgotten by her at
this supreme moment, and of one thing only was she
conscious,—that face to face she once more stood with
him who had led her from darkness.

Around these two central figures circled tho rest of
the party, with Jake behind a tree, losing nothing of
tho drama. Above his head, on one of tho lower
branches, sat Sal, silent, staring, but intensely inter-
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ested. When sho saw tho light about Elfrceda’s head,
she dropped upon the ground nnd buried her face in
her hands. Sul-Mal turned, and, pointing towards her,
said: “ She is one of the sixth-race children, but, all
untaught and walking, stumbling towards the light.
She secs and knows a world of boauty that some day
every earnest soul shall know.”

A flash of light shot across the sky, and for a second
every eye was closed. When they were again opened,
Sul-Mal had gone. It was in vnin that they looked up
or down, or hero or there; the ground must have
opened at his feet.

“Am | dreaming? Have | been drinking, or
taking opium, or are there witches still among men?”
ejaculated Mr. Waldron, in a dazed and puzzled
manner.

“1 have read of people who rodo through tho air;
of ghosts and hobgoblins, and fairies and gnomes, but
this is a piece of hocus-pocus boyond all such imagina-
tion. Will sorno one kindly tell me if I have lost my
senses? Eph, what did you seo?”

“More than | can explain or understand, that is cer-
tain. Unless Miss Cathmoro explains all this, we shall
be only fit for a lunatic asylum."

“Yes, do, Miss Cathmore. Toll us what it all means.
Who was this man ?”

*“ Carul, can we spend an hour here ? or must wo go
at once 7"

“Just as you say, Freeda. Tho night is fine, and a
drive by moonlight will not bo bad. We’ll all sit hero
for sixty minutes by my watch."”
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He took out his watch; it was already eight o’clock.

“ At nine wo leave. Erecda has the floor.”

He threw himself on the grass by Mona Clifton, and
the circled narrowed down. Jake had raised Sal from
the ground and was dragging her homo.

“What shall | tell ?” asked the woman, upon whom
every oyo was centred.

“Tell us what you began before. Toll us about the
past and future of mankind.”

“Yes, that’s it. Waldron’s head’ lovol,” echoed his
friend.

“To say tho words is easy, but to make you think,
day after day, until life means nothing seen, this is not
easy. It seems folly to attempt it, but Sul-Mal said
some seed might drop that would oxpand and grow.
Where shall | begin?”

“You said there was a mindless raco,” said Dana,
who sat at her right; “tell us what you mean. Even
the animals have minds."

“True. Itisrare to find a mindless animal, yet, to-
day, I can show you men who aro far below the crea-
tures wo call brutes. Not only will they never think,
but they fail in the foresight of the ant or bee. What
little will has grown with centuries of growth is only
used to frustrate all tho law of God. They fail to see
that there is but one TTiff, and to win lifo this Will
must guide us. Gould wo to-night obey the laws of
God, and lot the little human will be passive, what
could wo not do? Did not tho Master say, ‘Seek ye first
the kingdom of God and his righteousness; and all
these things shall be added unto youT And John, by
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vision, saw the conflict rage, and then gave voice to all
those ‘Overcomeths' that make glad the heart. lie said,
at last, ‘Do that overconicth shall inherit all things.’
Who can have moro? To know the truth, we must
know the meaning of words, and this is why the legend
of creation has always been misunderstood. It is all
in that Book ; but men have eyee and see not."

“But the Bible says there was a creation, and a gar-
den, and a man Adam, and a woman Eve. Where do
these little folks come in if the Bible is true?"

“ You reason as all those reason who have not asked,
‘Who gave the written word, and why?’ Was it to
guide a race who could not comprehend its teachings ?”

“But surely, Miss Cathmore, you believe that all
human-kind are given an oqual chance. Why should
one race have a Bible, and not all races T’

1Tho Word was given many times, and to many
nations. Sometimes in Vedas dark with hidden wis-
dom, sometimes in lore of other lands, and, last of all,
in fuller, clearer light it came to all the world, as from
the Lord Omniscient, in what we call the Holy Scrip-
tures ; but nover yet was sacred book ere given to mind-
less men. From first to last they teach of immortality;
of man's real life beyond tho world of sense; of noth-
ing in the lower life, except the wisdom that will guide
in using rightly all the things of time. Therefore they
all begin with the Adamic man ;* he in whom the

* In our own Bible aro many books referred to which now are not
called SAcred books; and also in other religions, and from scientific
sources, came proofs of Truth that yet are not called sacred.—
Book of Dyzan, etc., Yathas-Puranaa etc.
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higher self had first shown signs of life. Before this
time the race were onlj men in form.”

“Who knows this ?" asked Waldron.

“The ancients of the oast. Thoy havo lived in
caves,* and spent their lives in handing down from age
to age the wisdom that must teach the world of man
of his primeval state. These little creatures, who onco
lived here whore now we sit, were the progenitors of
the Adamic man. Amid tho throes of nature, in this
region, the land was hurled asunder, but the continent
was not destroyed. The climate shielded well the race
who lived and died hore, and no one dare compute tho
ages that have passed since then. It was decreed that
some remains should be preserved against the time
when proof was needed of the truth, and henco, to-day,
I carry with me fragments of their dead, and after this
not one shall ever be found."

“But Adam began tho raco by tho Euphrates, and
theso were nover there."”

“When tho Mound-builders of larger stature drove
these little people hence, they fled across to Asia.
Where now the straits separate, a succession of islands
then joined the two worlds, and over theso the little
people fled. Somo glimmerings of truth remain in tho
Celestial Empire, and in tho binding of tho women's
feet we see their loyalty to old traditions. They can-
not make themselves as small, but if they hind their

**“ Beyond tho waitern Traydnin, in the solitary passes of We«t-
om Thibet, there arc many such hiding-places. Pilgrims thither
state that tho number of volumes is bogreat that tho British Mu-
seum would not contain them.”
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feot whon young, one trace is left of first beginnings.
As mon became more perfect in the human form, moro
miise iruworldly knowledge, they moved through India
and on to the Euphrates. Here it was that light from
spirit source first burned in human breast. Hero man
becamo Adamic—son of God—a living, nover-dying
creaturo. All mon before wero to this mnn what grub
and worm are to the butterfly. From this timo on
forever he must march, conquering the mere material
world, binding his senses to do his will, till once again
ho reigns a porfect spiritual boing, only now with god-
like knowledge crowned. Tho process of his growth
is all mapped out along tho pathway of tho stars.
There are planets seven in our system, and just as soon
as wo have passed from earth we enter on a phase of
life where nothing that annoys us now shall come.
Our Biblo calls it heaven. Tho name is naught, but in
tho fact that there we reap as we have sown, and joy
or sorrow is our lot, according to our life on earth;
this stirs us all to greater work. Tho length of tima
we spend in this condition depends upon our will. The
timo is Bure to come when wo Rhall long for greater lifo
and higher knowledge. Then the law must be obeyed,
that unto dust wo must return. There is no growth
or step of progress taken, except as wo are bound to
some material world. Whon this time comes the soul
returns to tako a body upon tho planet next in order,
and after that will come another timo of rosting. So,
through all the seven planets man goes, and then again,
and yet again, until the seven great rounds are run.”
She paused; her listeners were silent. After a
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momont Senator Waldron naked, “ Why is this neces-
sary ? If all is fixed, why should man care to know ?
Of course it is ali new to mo, but it seems like folly to
try to change what cannot be altered a hair’s-breadth.
And all this knowledge of the long forgotten past.
What will it do?”

“ 1t will kill out unbolief. 1t is one of the plans that
was to be, to moot this present timo. Men laugh at all
those early teachings of God's leading, and the world
joins in the laugh. They say there was no chosen
race, and all wo road is fable. How can truth be
proven? Only by what mon call science, or by some
long-preserved teaching. The great Pyramids revealed,
after ages of silence, enough to overthrow the sneers
of those who said there was no God. And now that
man's beginning, in that distant time, is also found at
variance with holy writ, the world must know the
truth. Adam has held his placo so long as primal
man, that many think it sacrilege to say there was no
Adam, almost as if we were dethroning Deity. Yet
scholars know that it means 1red,'—a race of red men;
and any one who reads the first and second chapters
of Genesis can see that there is givon, not one, but two
accounts of his creation. Why have they never asked
the meaning of this fact? Why have they never
studied deep tho language of the ancients? They
would then have found the one described the fluidic
man; the othor tho man fallen into matter. All tho
various discussions of science over man’s origin will
never be settled until proof appears that shows ho
came from no pithecoid ancestor. Such men as Dar-
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win try to prove that man descended from the apo, and
because he utters it boldly men believe; and yet there
is not a grain of ovidence to uphold his theory. It is
all because the mind has been crippled by the old belief
that Adam was the first man. In Genesis it suys that
all the animals were made first, and after them the
man. Again it says that Adam was made first, and all
the animals created after him, and brought to him to
bo named, llow can these two statements bo recon-
ciled? Only by referring the first account to the
astral or spiritual prototypes, when the Bigns of the
Zodiac in the heavens foreshadowed what the animals
on earth would be; and the second was when man was
put upon the earth an intelligent being, who gave
names to all the lower creatures. If men were not so
blinded by their prejudices, they would see that the
Adam is not one and the same. The first was in God's
imnge. “So God created man in hiBown imago, in the
imago of God created he him; male and female created
ho them." There was no Eve at this time, yet man was
created in God's image with both natures. When was
this? Long ages before the appearance of that man
into whom God breathed the breath of life.* Now, if
it can bo found that there are traces of a race existing
many thousand years before the time ascribed to
Adam, and that this was a lower order of mankind
working upward to perfection, you will see at once
that all the old Darwinian theory must bo abandoned.

* Head second volume of Mudume BlavaUky's “secret Doc-
trine," page 083, etc.
xt 33
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For why should man descend from apes (a thing ho
cannot do to-day) when there is found an ancestor
more worthy of the child? Once make this clear, it
matters not if to the moon is given all honor. The
fact will over have its place, and all things rightly will
adjust themselves in science and religion. Slowly the
human mind will clear itself of fogs of old beliefs, and
with tho coming of tho raeo that drawoth near will
come a clearer light. Men will ceaso to do evil because
they know tho Karmic laws will hold thorn fast; be-
cause they see the inner light that guides to higher
things; becauso they love the good and are at one with
the Eternal One.”

“1 have read Arnold's 1Light of Asia,' but I could
not understand tho meaning of that Karma. Can you
make it plain to mo?”

“1 think, if I should tell you that it runB throughout
the Holy Bible, and show you whore, you will under-
stand mo better than if | tried to make you see it as
the Eastern adopts teach. When Adam fell from his
high state into the world of matter he began to feel the
Karmic law. It was not arbitrary from the great Jo-
hovah, but just the sequonce of his act. Ho was a
spiritual being, free as air, until ho longed to know a
world of sense and matter. From that hour ho was
banished from tho lovely garden, and forced to work
for daily bread. It was his Karma. Once having
longed for lower things, he fell; and being from that
time a creature of sense as well as of spirit, tho conflict
then began which has lasted till to-day. A warfare
ever going on between tho man of spirit and the man
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oT sense, and only to bo ended when the higher nature
shall have won again its rightful place. And this
fluidic, spiritual man was in such perfect unison with
tho great Cause that every vibration of the Infinite
was felt by him. In other words, there was a perfect
one-noss between God and man. This is the foundation
of the universal belief in the fall of man from his high
estate, and tho same of that great truth of final restora-
tion to a spiritual condition, and harmony with God.
So with tho tale of Cain and Abel.* The former slow
the latter; tho flesh killed spirit, and by no fiat of
Jehovah, but by Karmic law tho curse that followed
could not bo averted. The sign must evermore be worn.
It goes through all tho Bible; you will find it clearest
in tho sayings of our Lord.

“1For every idle word that men shall speak, they
shall receive tho just reward.” 'Such moasuro as yo
mete toothers, shall be measured to you again.' ‘Ye
shall reap as ye have sown." When wo were taught
that God’s groat Angol stood with book of Itecord over
open to note down our deeds of good or ill, it gave us
hope that somehow ho might overlook a single actor
two; but when wo know that Karma works, a living
ropo from every heart, responding to the soul’s en-

* Cain, the first-bom child of tho Wing who eBs to give up
his communion with the world of Cause for trarsient pleasures of
the serses, represents the gross, neterial life of fallen humen reture;
It wes the first-fruit of thofall into metter. Then cane bitter
penitence, and longings for tho pure and blessed life of spirit, and
Abel—ehild of God—wes hom
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deavor by telegraphic touch, how can we hopo to
escape one jot or tittle of our deserts ?’

“You make it a natural law ?”

“What is there supernatural? God hath no bounds.
His works are always nature, so where can we find
aught above ? As you have seen upon a polished glass
pure silver thrown that gave back every object that it
met, so is there fixed upon the unseen ether, of which
men know so little, a something that reflects and holds
the acts, and oven thoughts, of those it encircles round.
All these are printed fast, and through the ages of
eternal march each soul that runs may read. This, too,
is part of Karma’s law.”™

“You have really led us out into another world, Miss
Cathmore,” said young Fable, who had not lost a sylla-
ble of what she had said. “ And I shall at once begin
to read and study along those linos. It is, at any rate,
intensely interesting to go back into a past as remote¥

* “ Kanna ii the great picture-gallery of eternity,—a faithful
record of every act and thought and word of man. The Lipe-ka*
are the recorder*, the divine amanuensis, or, aa Plato calls it, the
divine Thought." This record is noidle dream. Dr. Draper say*,
N The portrait* of our friends may bo biddon on the atone, by
which they have pasted and thrown a shadow, but are ready to
make their appearance at Boon as the development begin*. On tbe
wall* of our most private apartment* there are silhouelU* of all
our act*.”

“ The Present i* the child of the Pa*t; the Future the begotten
of the Preacnt The Past, the Present, and the Future, the ever-
living Trinity in one, the absolute It."—S. D., vol. ii., page 440.

Read Mabel Collins™ ™ Light on the Path," with closing chapter
on Karma.
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as the fire-mist, and on into a future ao inconceivably
grand. You must, of course, believe that man baa a
divinity within ?”

“How else could ho know God ? Only like can know-
like. Besides, the Biblo teaches thia positively. It
aaya, 1Be ye perfect, as your Father in hoaven ia per-
fect;' and Paul says, ‘Wo havo come to the spirits of
just men made perfect.” Wo are still babes; a long
training for development awaits us."

“Time’ up, Freeda. We must start in five minutes.”
It was Carul, heard now for the first time, and rising
to his feet, as he spoke, to assist the ladies. He was
not quick enough, however. Mr. Dana and young
Fable had both extended a hand to his sister, and, as
Bho laughingly took one of each, she said,—

“It would never do to show a preference, so I’ll claim
both; for | am sure they aro both friends."

“Yours till death,” replied the lawyer, but Dana
merely gave the hand ho held a pressure and said
nothing. As they walked towards the house, in the
stillness of the summer’s night, every mind was soft-
ened by the thoughts thoy had listened to, and all the
way back to Sparta tho conversation was on a higher
key. When they parted at the door of the hotel, the
travellers to retire and the two friends to chat awhile
over a cigar, it was like a parting of old friends.

“She’s a wonderful woman, Eph, and no mistake.
What a mind. What beauty. What grace. | dont
blamo you for falling in love at first sight. But,
pshaw I What’s the uso. Wo have not a ghost of a

chance. 1 don’t believe she cares for any man on
23»
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earth. One might as well think of loving tho Venus
do Milo.”

“All tho samo, how’ a feller to help it? If thoy
were only to bo hero awhilo, 1’'d try my luck. But
thoy are going to-morrow night. Deucod shamo. 1’d
bo content to just bo in tho same town, or whero |
could see her once in a whilo. As you say, she ain't
the kind to marry. That man Dana's hit as hard as |
am. There’s some comfort in that. Much good will it
do him."

“1 could seo a mutual understanding between the
brother and the widow, couldn't you V'

“So | thought”

“Wall, they're a bright party. | cannot feel that we
shall never see them again. What (fid you think of all
Mias Cathmore said in that sweet way of hers ?’

“Think ? 1 don’t think. | just allowed tho musio
of her voioe to silt through my brain, and took tho
knowledge she imparted by absorption. | shall cer-
tainly send for books and road up on those linos, and
see what ground | find for her belief | think I could
believe that moon was a golden calf if she told mo it
was. Can it bo that in the universe there is another
woman like that?”

“| should hope not many. Aside from turning all
hearts, thoy would upset all traditional beliefe, and we
should be minus churches, minus ministers, and minus
religion.”

alt might be that a better article would be brought
in to take the place of the old. At any rate, that is
not a question that troubles me. If only wo could por-
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nude them to stay over and visit the cliff-dwellings, it
would prolong the happiness a little."

“But it can’t be dono. She is too anxious to get
back with thoso bones. What was that man that ap-
peared so suddenly and disappeared as miraculously ?
Do you think sho.can be a spiritual medium ?*

“ A spiritual medium? It is well we are sworn
IViends, or | should knock you down for the mere sug-
gestion. What iB there about her to suggest such a
thing 7 Is she the kind of woman mediums are made
of?"

“Well, no, I should say not; but I dont know
enough about this kind of thing to be able to pigeon-
hole it exactly. They believe in unseen people; so does
she; and that is all I know about it.”

“Which is deuced little. Perhaps it’s tho wisest
thing not to talk of what wo don’t understand. [I’'m
free to say, though, that | was a trifle surprised when
that follow with a turhnn came on the scene. Where
he came fVom and where ho went to will always be a
mystery. Let’ go to bed and dream about it."

He said good-night and went off to the hotel, while
his friend remained with his cigar by the window,
nis thoughts wero busy with new ideas, new faces, and
problems. Chief among the latter was his friend’s in-
fatuation for tho stranger, who until a few hours be-
fore was utterly unknown. Knocking the ashes from
his cigar, ho muttered audibly,—

I know Eph Fable well enough to dread ft woman’s
charms. It is only a few yoars since ho has learned to
forget that little mountain girl that won his lovo, and
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proved a silly, heartless flirt. 1 thought ho would
hover look at a woman again. | could not understand
how ho could be so cut up over such agirl; but ho is
all heart, and no sooner is he curod of one affair than
ho goes into another; and, by the powers! this is some-
thing serious."

While ho was meditating, his friend was walking
slowly towards the hotel; not in a disturbed or excited
fra*e *fTnind, but as if pondering over something he
had resolved upon. As he closed the door of the room
he entered, ho Baid aloud,—

“If what she said was truo, she shall not escape me.
A few years more or loss is nothing. There will come
a time when 1 shall call her mine.”

And all this timo the unsuspecting object of this dis-
cussion was sleeping as quietly as a child.
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CHAPTER XV.
LOVE AND LIFE.

“Whonce canre life?  In tho rodks is it writ, and no Finger hath
graven it there?

Whence cane light? Did its notiors arise without bidding?
Will Science declare j

That the law ruling all hath upsprung from Nomind, that abidoth

Nowhere ?”

“You always astonish mo, Frcedait was Carul,
turning to look at his sister as ho spoko. “You sooni
so gontle, so passive, so indifferent, and then ono wakes
up to tho fact that you are as immovable as yonder
mountain, and if you did not do it in such a lovely way,
they’d call you stubborn.”

“What do you mean, Carul? | am sure | had no
idea | was anything so dreadftd.”

“1 moan this. There, that clever lawyer, Mr. Fable,
devoted himself to us heart and soul; could not havo
dono more for us if he had been our own flesh and
blood, and then when ho begged us to stay a day or
two longer, and you could see how much he wanted it,
you would not yield an inch. | could not havo dono
it to save my lifo."

“That is just the difference. | am indififoront on
most things. | am utterly passive, but when | know 1
am under orders | move. | like this Mr. Fable, and |
was sorry not to please him; but what is that when a
higher than ho commands? Wo shall meet again
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Bomewhoro. The light has kindled in his soul, and, like
every flame that ever burned, it turns towards the
heavens. Without the bones, it was worth a trip hero
to havo helped another on the path.”

“And havo you no interest in my future?" asked
Dana, in an injured tone. “Perhaps | am so far behind
that you think mo hopeless."

She turned to look at him, as she replied, “ 1 knew
of you before | left India, but this young man was a
surprise.”

«Oh."

It was all he said, and settled back upon bis seat, while
Carul and Mrs. Clifton began to talk of other things.
They wore on their way back to the north, having left
Sparta in the early morning. Miss Cathmoro carried
tho box in her hand, and would trust it to no ono.
They had found their new friends waiting to boo them
off, and the urgent entreaties of tho young lawyer had
provoked Carul's remark and the conversation which
followed. At noon that day, when they stopped for
dinner, Mr. Dana said to Carul,—

“1 enjoy talking with your sister; you Boom to havo
a great deal to say to her friend; suppose wo make a
now arrangemont, and each of us sit with ono of tho
ladies.”

“1 was going to suggest that very thing," said Carul.
“l am sure Freeda will not object. 1’ll do you the
honor of saying | have not soon my sister talk to a
gontleman beforo in ten years, with tho single excep-
tion of Sul-Mal; and you would hardly call him a gen-
tleman, in the ordinary sense of the word."”
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“l am more than honored by what you say. Per-
haps, with her keen insight, she saw that | too had
never eared for women, and, therefore, had sympathy
for me."

“Perhaps. You can never tell why Freeda docs a
thing."

So it came to pass that, when they again started, Mr.
Dana and Mias Cathmoro sat on the middle seat, and
Mrs. Clifton and Carul behind. There was no such ex-
uberance of spirits as when thoy rode through the
wilderness of tho far north. Tho drowsy languor of
the summer's day bathed them in its sleepy atmosphere,
and for an hour or two an occasional allusion! to somo
varied scene was all that broke the stilluoss. A content
hod settled upon tho travellers, as if, in being near each
other, the thought currents could flow back and forth
without the effort of words. At last Dana spoke:

“1 wonder what you are thinking of, Miss Cathmore."

“1 am merely floating. To think is to exercise an
effort which I am not equal to this warm day. My
mental stato may well bo likened to that bit of whito
cloud floating overhead. It is really a delightful state,
if one could always attain to it. All of life's best
things will como to the soul that is thus restful, with
face uplifted to the eternal light."

“ And what is the host thing that can come to us ?"

“ Fuller life. This means love and knowledge in a
greater degree. Love, that purifies, that elevates, that
is a benediction, is tho groatest boon of mortals. Docs
not the Book say it is God? Can you have Jnore than
Doitv ?"
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“But | thought you regarded love aa an ovil. Did
you not Bay that the love you had for your brother
had kept you from higher attainments ?”

“You do not see that the love which controB itself
on a personality is not that love that is of God. Tho
one minifies, tho other enlarges. To love as God loves,
irrespective of personality, as is shown in the Baying,
*He giveth rain to the just and the unjust,” is man’B
ultimate goal. So long as wo allow our thoughts and
affections to centre on the human entity, we are creating
for ourselves Borrow and delay on the path; for this
ontity is ever changing as a wave of tho sea."

“How can we help loving tho personality? How
can wo love what is so vague as immensity?”

**Tho good iB everywhere. It lies in waiting upon
the drop of rain, the flash of sunlight, or the impalpable
ether. It always gives and nover takes. So must wo
be, if wo can over hope to reach tho height of our just
heritage. The moment that wo love, we lose ourselves,
and all our thought is for tho objeot loved. To love to
benefit our race; to look upon tho meanest creature of
this earth as one of those who sometime hence may
climb to heights divine, and gladly help them out of
darkness into light; to givo no thought to life or death,
or changes of this mortal life,—this is the way to lovo
as God has ever loved.. He cannot think of future
good to bo attained, or can ho hope that anght will over
make him greater or more blessed. The thought of
God must, from the force of law and necessity, bo evor
sent to lower creatures, to aid and bless. Man climbs
and reaches for some highor goal. He always thinks
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how what ho doos will aomohow help himself. He
cannot work unselfishly, because this shadow always fol-
lows. Tho highest lovo will never let us think of Belf”,

“And can wo get there ? It is not human nature. If
men were designed to be perfect here, wo would not
have a something in tho future to attain. |, too, be-
lieve in lovo. | once began to tell you how lonely my
life has been, without a single thing to lovo but stones,
and not a person in the world to caro for but my
mother and sister. | did not know that I could love
as other men love until--—- 7

“See there | "What a snake 1 | wish | could kill it I
cried Carul, pointing to an immense rattlesnake coiled
up by the roadside. Tho horses had refused to move,
and, upon looking for the cause, they saw this reptile,
disposed to hold its ground.

“For shame, Carul. Why should not the snake live
as well as you or I. There, crawl off, snake, and find
your own, and live the best you can.”

As his sister epoko she moved her hands back and
forth, and the snake crawled off a little space.

“Aro you a snake-charmer, Miss Cathmore?”

“Not at all. | wish I were. It isa truly wonderful
gift. But all life comes from one source, and is there-
fore sacred. That crawling thing lives better far than
wo. Ho does to-day what calleth to bo done ; ho taken
no anxious thought of what may come to-morrow, and
when ho casts his skin, it is a thing of former life. lie
does not cling to it as do wo to alt that tics us to the
past. Our homes and hearts are full of relics that we

hate to Icavo behind. But if wo gave them up forever,
24
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our life would be stronger and more beautiful, liko the
crawling thing that met our eyes just now. See this."
8he pointed to a belt that hung around her waist. It
was a mottled skin that once bad crept along the
ground, and then been cast aside. Sho took it loose
and threw it down upon the ground. The living snake
came back and laid his head upon it, while his eyes
glistened like beadB. Coil after coil he mado upon it,
thrusting his head beneath his body, until the lookers-on
could scarcely toll if both were dead. Minutes passed
thus. Suddenly hiB snakeship started off, and just be-
hind the other went, till both were lost behind a rock.

* Good heavens?” exclaimed the man who sat beside
her. “What next will happen ? Is the law of magic
to be revived again? Did you know what would hap-
pen when you threw that skin away?"

“No. | oould not surely toll. Sometimes there is
enough of astral force at this young season of the year
to warm and magnetize the sheath of many layers into
something like the life it had before. Could you and |
follow that couplo, wo should find the one refuse to
move, and then the other would attempt to throw the
force into its coils. It did not live. It only seemed to
live. But when | tell you that its astral form lives and
moves unseen with many other forms, around and near
us, you will shudder at the thought. This world is but
a mirror, where the shadows move of things that live
in finer form.  We look upon the glass and call it all a
world of stern reality, when nothing that wo see has
permanence nor life."

“And all this talk has thrown us off from what we
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wore talking of—ovo. You must lot mo speak of
what has been on my mind since that first day when
you stood by tho flamo-treo and said, ‘Whero are they
who were to meet mo hero?””

“But, Mr. Dana, you can tell me nothing that | do
not know already. This is no timo to talk of petty
human lives. The world's great work is not yot done,
and fill it is I must not think of aught beside.”

“You need not think. You may not even listen, but
I must tell my story. | had a dream, ono night----- ” he
turned and looked into her face. 1t showed no sign ofin-
terest. He continued: “ | am not a man given to dream-
ing, and still loss to romomboring my dreams. But
this was so vivid, so horrible, so different, that it printed
itself upon my mind. | told it to my friend. It would
not leavo mo, and when 1 tell you that in that dream |
saw you for tho first time, you may be interested."

Still no word or sign. He continued: “ In ray dream
we were doomed to death; you stopped in and saved
us. Do you wonder that | have felt to you as | never
felt to woman before? Are you so devoted to tho
cause of humanity, as a whole, that you havo no
thought for ono of its children? Are you so absorbed
in tho great lovo that you cannot feel an atom of the
same for one of earth's hungry children ? Such belief
iswrong. Tho greater must include the less. | demand
as my share a crumb of lovo,”

As ho paused, overcome with his own vehemence and
audacity, ho saw her face turn Blowly towards him, and
looking at him with her violet eyes, that seemed afire
with repressed feeling, she replied,—
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“1 have known all this before you ever spoke a word.
You know my mission and my vow. Until the work
is done | shall not, dare not, think of self, or oven of
the good of those | hold the dearest. Tho dream you
toll mo of was not a dream. It was a glimpse of what
existed at tho time, and still, perhaps, is not ontirely
passed. | camo to yoti that night upon the astral light,
and when you felt the calm of nature’s silences | know
your soul would see and know tho Truth. Tho waves,
the fog, the horrid creeping things, and death that
waited near, were all tho real conditions of tho inner,
truer nature, so long denied and prisoned. You woko
into tho light of day and feared no evil; so you will
at length rise from your former unbelief and walk
forth in the light of day a new and happy man. Let
this suffice. Seek not to know a single word until we
reach our destination, and | have laid at Sul-Mal’s fret
the work he gavo into my hands.”

He took lior hand a moment in his own and pressed
it gently, aud was content to wait. That evening, as
tho stars came out, she said to him,—

*“ Seost yon star 7

“| see that star above tho tree-tops; yes."

“It iBAlcyone, tho central sun around which move
tho sun and solar systems of the sky. They do not fall,
or fade, or lose their place. The law that holds them
there will keep them true and safo. Can mortal fear to
trust tho hand that loads the stars ? Be patient. Love is
never lost. 1t makoth rich by giving out, and only comes
to beggary by withholding of its fire. 1f | have been
led thus far in safety, surely wo may lay all fear aside.”
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From that time on until their journey wa« done, tho
subject of love was never mentioned. But in the
glances that wandered from the violet eyes to tho
earnest face of Hugo Dana there was an inspiration
that set all the birds in his heart singing.

Carul Cathmoro and Itrs. Clifton made no attempt
at concealing their happiness, aud Elfreeda rejoicod that
her brother should at last know tho joy which ho so
richly deserved.

CHAPTER XYI.
TITE CONSUMMATION.

TLMan is his own star, and the soul that can
Render an honest and a perfect man,
Commands all life, all influence, all fate;
Nothing to him comes early or too late.
Our acts, our angels are, for good or ill,
Our fatal shadows that walk by us still.”

Beaumont and Fletcher.

“ O Fire-god, supreme on high, the flret-born, the mighty;
The Fire-god enthrunclh with himself the friend that he loveth.

“ O Fire-god, how wore those seven begotten? how were they
nurtured?
Those seven in the mountain of sunset were born.”
Akkadian Psalm.

E vents that are fully ripo need but a brief time for
their transpiring. Two weeks from the time they had
met at Van Guilder’s deserted house they wore onco
more together in the same place, having lived much,
seen strange sights, and become old friends.

24*
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Tim had boon waiting at his houM two days for their
arrival, and now he had led them back through forest
and across tho lake to tho Doctor.

As Dana sprang forward to greet his old and valued
friend, ho seized his hand in both of his and shook it
k>ng and heartily.

“By Jove, Docl You look as fresh as a now man.
You are certainly ten years younger than whon wo
left. 1 hopo you havo not spent all your days and
nights hero since then."

“ But all tho same | have, and the result you see in
my renowed youth. What success 7"

“Splendid. Could not bo hotter. Bones, caves,
everything that heart could desiro. You should havo
been with us, Doc. It came near spoiling all our pleas-
ure to think of you up boro all alone, wihile wo wore
having such a grand outing. Really, though, you have
not been alono here?"

“Never alono,” replied tho other, with a singular
look upon his face that did not wholly escape his
friends eye. “1 doubt if I should have enjoyed my-
soif aa well there as here. Tell us all about it.”

“ After supper. Just now it will be enough to know
that wo found what we went after, and something
more. | must have a quiet talk with you somotime
this evening. | suppose wo are to see the grand finale
to-night, and in the morning go back to Tim's for a
good rest."

“1 believe ao; but I must see you first alone. After
sqpper wo will leave the othors for a littlo while.
There aro somo things | must say to you."
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“Same hero. Iftat havo you done to pass the
days ?"

“Thought some; written some; and wntchod the
stars."

“Good. It has mado you all over new. Nothing
like it. Nature is the best antidote to human ills.
Tim calls us to supper; after that, remember." ~

It was an hour or more after that the two friends,
with arms locked, strolled outside tho walled enclosure,
and, when they had found a spot whore the solitudo
of tho forest surrounded them, thoy throw thomsoives
upon a rock.

“ Well?”

Dana waited after ho had uttered tho word.

“Tell mo first all you havo seen and enjoyed," replied
the other.

“There are not lottera enough in the language of all
the world to spell tho words that could give an outline
of what | havo felt and enjoyed. Can you imagine
what it must bo to sit day after day with (ho voice and
the presence near you of tho woman that is above all
tho women who havo over lived? | dare not say that
| hope, yet | do. Think of it, Doc. A man like mo
even knowing such a woman.”

“But how about her belief in what you hold as inero
idle dreaming? How can you hope for harmony where
the planes of life are not identical ?”

“1 am almost convinced. Doc. | am not a fool. |
see now that | would take material things on a certain
kind of proof, but would not accept other facts in the
same way. Mind, I do not say that | can see things
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aa both of you do; but I begin to believe that there is
nothing worth anything that is merely physical. How
could I weigh or measure my adoration for that crea-
ture ; yet it is the most real of anything in my exist-
ence.”

“Just as | told you, you remember. The rest will
come. Your lifo will take on now meaning from this
time. Love is such a vivifying power. | have always
believed you must see the light, and | rejoice that the
time has come. Whatever else may be tho outcome
of all this experience, it were worth it all to see you
looking away from matter to spirit. Wo bavo been
old and true frionds for many a yoar, Hugo, and we
shall always find each other, | believe. | have some-
thing to say to you, which must bo buried in your
bosom until the night has passed that proves it true.
When you mot me, to-day, you spoke of my looking
younger than when you left. Do you know why ? It
is tho Bame cause that has changed you, my friend—
love. The days and nights that I have been alone here
I look upon as the most delightful of my life. Here
have | seen and talked with Clothilde, until it has
seemed that we are no more separated, but united.
She has promised that we Bhall always bo together,
and when this trial shall have ended, | feel that I shall
be rewarded by being called to join her. Say nothing
of this. | want you to understand, that you may not
grieve. | shall leave in my valise my watch, which
you will wear for old friendship’s sake, and this dia-

mond that eho gave me you will keep until I call for
it."
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“Bat, Doc--—-- 7

uDo not argue. | am happier now than over in my
life. 1 did not shrink from doing what Bhe asked, and
this will bo my reward. Earth holds no joy that can
be reckoned groat, beyond the bliss of being with those
you love. You will have a homo and love, aud a belief
thnt will keep tho heart ever young, and in a few short
years we all shall be togethor, for our Karma will not
tako ub far.”

“Whbat? How? 1 do not ftilly understand what
you are saying, Doo. For heaven s sake, don’t spoil all
by doing some asinine thing that will spoil my life."

“1 shall do nothing. Whatever comes, you will Bee
that it is not carried forward by human design or plot.
I havo only tokl you that it may bo a comfort to you
later on to know tbat | rejoiced to go. Be sensible,
Dana. 'What would twenty years of life in these con-
ditions havo to give me? Loneliness, grief, ennui?
There is no interest left, in what | onco was pleased to
call my life-work. It is false. When a man need#
most the skill of all the ages, ho finds the wisdom that
has gathered up its facts from Hippocrates till now
avails him naught. He canDOt hold tho life within the
form an hour; and men are worse than fools to be the
dupes of doctors. | have no home, no friends but you.
my good Dana, and so | say again, what gift has lift
for me? Bat out—boyond—the life of love and joy
awaits, and knowlodgo will lead on and on to thoM
things that | long to find. All, all is there—Baugh'
hore.u

“But, Doc, juBt think. If the tables were reversed
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Low badly you would feel. Have you no thought of
mo and of my misery. Think what a lifo wo can en-
joy together—we three—you and Miss Cathmore and
I, provided oho will lot mo count her in. My homo
would bo your homo. Our tastes would henceforth bo
alike, and life would bo delightful.”

“To you, yes. Your cup would bo full to overflow-
ing, and | should rejoice in your happiness. But now
we both can win tho best, so, in your thought, you
must not hold mo back.”

“You do not think that all this change has come sinco
the death of your patient? You surely have seen too
many broken hearts and blighted liveB to creep away
and give up all that men enjoy. After a little time has
passed, you will find the old interest returning, and
then you will wonder that you have lot this thing take
such a hold of you. Como, come; rouse up, and shako
it off.”

“Wo will talk no more about it. You aro my best
and dearest friend. 1 only wished to make you under-
stand, that if for a time wo were separated, it would
not be for long, and that 1 am rejoiced to think I may
go hence and be with her, who is dearer to mo than
myself. | shall never bo far from you. It may be that
the time will come you can see mo as | walk in finer
air, untrammelled by tho flesh.”

A silence fell. What more could Dana say? Ho
looked into his friend’s face. No sign of lunacy that
first had made him tremble for his fato. But now tho
evo was firm and quiet, tho hand cool, tho voice sternly.
Had not so many things come true as they bad been
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foretold, ho would not have given the Doctor's words a
second thought. He knew that argument was useless,
so ho rose Irotn the rock and said,—

“Well, Doc, whatever conies, we’ll ho brave men, and
nothing can take from us the years of friendship we
have enjoyed."

“Just so. That's spokon liko my old friend. What
a glorious evening for our reunion. Who can tell what
we shall seo ero that setting sun lias risen again? |
am sure you are not sorry that | brought you here?"

“Sorry? No; | should say not. It is the event of
my life, and you have placed mo under obligations that
will tako a lifetiino to repay. How can a man'B Sky
chango so quickly from leaden to tho brightest azure?
If only this had come, | should have blessed you and
tho trip forover; but more than this, iB a science of a
new sort,—something that leads out and on when all
tho so-called wisdom of the world is done.”

“1 was suro you would say this. God bless you,
Hugo. There are papers in my desk at homo, and
here’s tho key.”

“What nonsense. I’ll not touch it. You'll unlock
it yourself in a few days or weeks.”

“You must tako it to-night just to please me. Now
lot us go into tho house and hear about the trip, and
all you saw and heard.”

Whon they entered the sitting-room, there was nc
one to be seen but Carul and Mrs. Clifton. They wert
so intent on what they were saying, that, they had no-
heard tho door opon. They were standing near th*
fireplace, and he was holding her hand and bondinj
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so closely over her that his head almost touched hors.
As they moved, a flush deepened upon her cheeks,
which neither the Doctor nor his friend noticed, but
asked, “ Where is Miss Cathmore?”

“ She has gone to the tree back of the house," an-
swered Carul. * She seemed to wish to go alone, bo we
Waited for her hero.”

The two gentlemen left the room and took the path
to the flame-tree. Beneath it Elfreeda stood, facing
the east, motionless, as if she were a statue. How long
she had been thus they did not know, but, after a few
moments, she want towards the tree, and throwing her
aras around it full upon her knees, as if in supplica-
tion. A dry stick breaking beneath their feet startled
faes?, and, with a sudden gesture of disappointment and
Impatience, she uttered the one word,—

“ Failed.”

“What has failed, Miss Cathmore ?” asked Mr. Dana,
as he gave her his hand to lead her down the hi)L

“My desire. | bad hoped to avert the hand of fate.
Whore are the others?”

“Waiting for us."

“Yes, the night comoth. The stars are already
coming out, and in a few hours the moon will rise.
There is much to he done ere the morning dawns."

A little later and the group was gathered before the
Are, upon which the coffee-pot simmered, and Carul
gave a minute description of their journey and the
finding of the bones. Then his sister untied the box
she had carried from the Cumboriands, and from the
cotton she took tho bits of bones and laid them upon
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the table. When the frontal skull-bone was seen, Dr.
Grotius turned it over, and said,—

“1 have for many years had a theory which | should
like to teat, if we can find in this bit of crumbling bone
a single speck of what might once have been a brain.
It seems as if, in the sutures of the skull, we might
find this. Surely a thing so closely shut from air and
light for many thousand years, might still retain a
spark of what was once electric fire. Miss Cathmore,
may | touch the skull with this small knife ?*

lie scraped from out the interstices of the bones
some powderod dust. This he took and laid upon a
bit of paper, and, after carefully folding it, he gave it
to his friend, and said,—

“ Givo this to Dr. Blake, and tell him whence it
camo. He knows why | have sent it. | have talked
often with him of my idea of inoculation, and hore is
a chance to give it a fair trial. Tell him to moisten
that dust according to the directions | have often given
him, and insert with a hypodermic syringe at tho base
of a baby’s brain. If it acts as | believe it will, as tho
child grows and develops it will act, talk, and show
forth the life that these creatures of an unknown race
did. It is worth tho experiment; it cannot moro than
fail. Heretofore we could find nothing distinct enough
from our present life to make it a sure thing. What-
ever tho child showed of peculiarities, a sceptical mind
might say was a freak of nature, reverting to some
remote ancestor. Here is a case that would be unmis-
takable. There could be nothing in common botween

the movements of its brain and ours.”
n t 25
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Only Dana seemed to notice that he never spoke
as if he would have any share in the investigation.
Ho watched him closely, and Baw nothing to alarm
him. The rest went on discussing the law of cell-
growth, and blood, inoculation, and, finally, drifted
back to the bones and little folks. Just before mid-
night each drank a cup of coffee, and a spirit of ex-
pectant waiting seemed to take possession of them all.
Elfreeda was now completely absorbed in her own
thoughts. Sho never glanced towards her brother, hor
friend, or Mr. Dana. Somotimos hor eyes would turn
towards the Doctor, but, generally, they remained fixed
upon tho fire. As the midnight hour drew nearor, she
took a piece of the skull-bone from the box, where
it lay, and held it to her forehead. At the moment
when exact time would strike the twelve, she arose,
and, motioning them to follow her, led the way to
the alcove and pointed to the iron box that had been
found there. It had never been touched since that
memorable night. She opened it now as she had
opened it before, and took from it tho roll and key.
The box she gave to her brother. She then went back
to the fireplace and pointed below. They understood
her meaning, and Tim threw out into the night the
burning sticks of wood and embers that lay upon the
bricks, and with a shovel cleaned away the ashes.
There was no sign of door or entrance to be seen.
Blfreeda now moved nearer, and passing her hand over
the back of the fireplace, as one that is blind feels a
dress to know its color, she at length said,—

“1t is here.”



THE CONSUMMATION. 291

Thoy looked, and could see nothing but a largo flat
stone. Again she said,—

“1t will move.”

Thoy pushed it, but it did not stir.

With a sweep of her dainty hand sho motioned that
sho would try it, and, laying aside a white shawl that
was around her shoulders, Bhe pressed the right-hand
edge with her two fingers, and it slowly moved towards
the loft. There was no sound. It was so well grooved
and fitted that it moved noiselessly from its place, and
revealed behind a staircase of stone, descending by four
or five steps into the earth. Sho started to go forward,
but Tim rushed back and brought candles, that ho put
in the hand of Dana and young Cathmore. As thoy
looked at Freeda standing below in tho blackness of
the night, thoy saw a woman in white enfolding her in
her arms, as if trying to express intonso lovo. Sho
took Freeda’s hand in hers and guided the little key
towards a round hole ; tho grating of a rusty lock was
heard, tho door again closed, and both women had dis-
appeared. Carul now made a rush for tho door, calling
his Bister to open and admit him. But no answer caino.
Ho would have been thoroughly alarmed, had ho not
known that his sister could not bo harmed by forces
that had led her so long; so ho put his finger upon his
lips and w&ilod patiently. It might have been only
seconds; it soomod hours to those standing in tho
underground passage, surrounded by midnight gloom ;
and to Dana it was as if years had passed before the
door again oponed, and they all entered tho first room
of the cave. It was exactly as had been described in
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Yan Guilder's letter. The second room had been im-
proved and beautified, probably during the long years
of his waiting. The stalactites and stalagmites now in
many places touched, and where tho altar rose in the
centre these formations had taken wild and exquisite
forms, until altar, and the form it held, seeraod like a
barge fitted for a bride, upon which sho was floating
from darkness into light. Yes, the young wife and
mother still lay where love had placed her. Tho flick-
ering candles burned fitfully, and little jets of blue
flame were seen issuing from crevico and niche, as if
gnomes had corno out to do the bidding of tho masters.
All eyes followed the movements of Elfreeda and her
ghostly guide, who seemed intent to seek and find
something that was hidden at tho feet of the corpso.
It had fallen to tho floor, and when tho spoctro stooped
to pick it up, reverberations long and loud wore heard,
as if all heaven's artillery were joining in the scene.
The jets of light woro now increased in number, and
their flames grew larger and more fierce, till, by their
light, tho features of the dead could plainly be dis-
cerned. Sho lay as if she merely slept—her cheek
upon her hnnd ; her wedding-dress still snowy, though
in rags. A placid look still rested there. Tho flesh had
never shrunken, and perhaps had turned to stone. The
spectre stood besido her, and the two wore just alike in
outline and in contour. A smile passed over both, and
none could toll where it had started. It may have
kindled first upon the cold, dead face, and then reflected
in the spectre, or contrariwise. Then the two—Elfreeda
and her guide—moved over towards the place where
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many flames, like tongues Bhot towards a common
centre, and looked like swords that guarded well some
sacred spot. The points ull met, and scintillated back
and forth, as if revolving. Through this light, or
rather lights, the spectre passed, and then, with hand
extended, took the maiden safe and stood her by her
side. The others gazod appalled. Dana would have
rushed forward, but Carul held him back. * Do not
fear. They would not harm a hair upon her head, for
she has proved herself true and pure and brave. Look I”

They gathered close together and watched the figures
moving off into the darkness. Groans, hisses, curses
rent the air, and lightnings came and went, and thun-
ders rolled, and tramp of foot and heavy bodies fell.
Then all was still, and from the dark tbero came a soft,
effulgent light, irradiating all the room beyond. The
swords had disappeared, and where they blazed a door
was seen, and just beyond Elfreeda stood and bockoned
them to onter. Tho room was small, with dome over-
head, and on its sides were niches, shelves, and tables,
covered over with the rarest minerals that man has
ever soon. Tho brilliant beauties ranged above flashed
forth tho colora of the rainbow, and, as Dana glanced
around him, for a moment ho forgot tho woman that
he loved, in the presence of these idols of a lifetime.
Only for a moment. His thoughts went back to her
who stood a queen among the mortals. Ho met her
glance, and in its mild reproof he knew that she had
read his want of loyalty. Ho could have cursed all
stones forevermore. The spectre now loft Mibs Cath-
rnore, and, reaching up her arm to a small rceose behind

26+
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a stone, she gave to each a precious stone, of color rare
and size immense. Then, pointing to the door, she
stood till all bad left, and then went out and left the
swords to guard the treasure.

In silence they filed by the corpse to place of en-
trance. When Elfreeda followed, the door was heard
to shut as with a spring, and they were in the passage
leading to the room above. Each hold his gem within
his hand, and in Miss Cathmore’s hand the roll was
seen.

She laid it npon the table and spread it out. It was
neither upon paper nor parchment, but a thin metal as
enduring as the hills. The figures engraved upon it
were exactly like those upon the jasper-stone that Sul-
Mal Baid had fallen from the moon. After a briof look
at it, she rolled it up, placed it by the stone itself, and,
with the box of bones, sho startod out into the night.
She was alone now. The moon was just rising. No
spectre could be seen nor any guide. She led tho way
to the flame-tree and stood for a moment beneath its
branches. Sho plucked a leaf and gave to each of
those that followed her. An owl, just overhead, was
the only living thing beside themselves that could bo
seen or heard. As Miss Cathmore moved to take her
place by her brothers side, suddenly Sul-Mal was seen
standing against the tree. He beckoned her to him,
and talked long and earnestly. Then, pressing his
band upon her head, as he had done in far-off India,
when ho hnd urged her to undertake tho work for him
and for the world, ho waved her from him, and began
to speak.
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“Know, all ye witnesses of this night’s work, what
is to be the outcome of it all. What doth it moan,
and wherefore has it been ? Naught ever is without a
purpose. As yon moon, now growing smaller, looks
upon our earth with cold and dying light, so looked sho
in those early days when this old earth was new. All
life, all light and energy existed there, while bore were
only gaseous exhalations that were the sure forerunners
of our heavens and earth. The Pitrie said to higher
Dyans, ‘I will watch the passing of the years on earth,
the slow, slow forming of the trees and plants, the
coming in of animal life, and then the upward march
towards physical perfection. Hero, upon tho moon,
will be evolved tho globes of fire that first were sont
from Central Forco to be tho spirit’s germ.” When
Egypt's seers beheld tho Scarabteus flying through tho
invisible ether, they saw it was tho movement and tho
forco of something like a god. Thoy worshipped and
adored it, and made tho graven images that men now
find within their tombs.* ' And they were right. Tho
time at last came when matter had attained its highest
state, and mindless man had homo upon tho earth.
Tall, grand, a giant he became, but with no moro
thought of what might come than if ho teas a bird
upon a tree. And all this time tho winged spirits of
tho moon wore growing wiser and moro strong, until
they know tho truth of life and death and all that
bound the worlds togother. At this time catno the

* There is no emblem more universal among the tombs of an-
cient Egypt than this of the Scarabei, so full of occult meaning.
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longing for a body and a life upon tho earth. Tho
Pitris, or Jloon-fathors, said, ‘The Great Creator has
bis plan for all. It hath been ordered thus. A body
small and feeble shall receive tho spirit first, and smaller
than the mindless shall it be, until the mind begins to
form it as it will. The ages that must pass before the
mind has wrought a perfect body, no man can ever
count All holy books shall evermore begin with story
of tho perfect man, in whom the body, soul, and spirit
are complete. All races of the former times are not
remembered, and will sink into tho shades of night, to
be forgot, save here and there some wise man find a
trace in rock or sand that time has pressed.’" When
ages npon ages passed, and from these children of the
moon and earth came perfect men, a sign was sent from
yonder orb to tell the world at later time the story of
her Adamic race. Ono piece of stone on India fell, and
one ye found where bones had whitened of that early
raco. The roll of metal tells tho story carved upon
thorn both. When all is over, if you can longer doubt,
go to Sarnath Towor and put the pieces together, and
lay the chart beside them, and prove the truth of all.
From this hour life flows calmly on. Tho veil will fall
that has revealed so much that lies unseon, and even
she who gladly gave herself for others will soon forgot
tho unseen world, of which she long has been so con-
scious. Love, joy, and happiness will bo her recom-
pense. The story of her life will never be told but to
tbo few, and only as all men and women note hor
rare, exquisite quality of heart and mind, will they bo-
lieve she once bad given up the world. And now fare-



TUB CONSUMMATION. 297

well. As yon moon rides the heavens, | say all that |
now have told is truo and more than true. When next
we meet, the veil will have boon raised, and you that
bear and | that speak shall know each other face to
face whore all is light. Now go. From yonder wall |
would that you might watch the night.”

Thoy moved to obey him. No soonor had they
reached tlio wall than a terrific explosion scorned to
occur under their foot. They looked back towards the
tree. It was burning with a blue flame, and in the
centre of the flamo was the spectre, and by her side
Clothilde. Another form was there, strangely like Dr.
Grotius, but animated and transfigured by the intense
love that shone from every feature as ho gazed upon
tho face of her he had so bitterly mourned, and to whom
he was now reunited forever. Another crash. Tree,
flame, and the group of figures vanished. A deafening
roar; the ground shook beneath thorn; tho old house
tumbled; the hill seomod to burst open, and down from
the mountain tops poured a great volume of water, as
if the lake were broken loose, and where had been the
hill and tree a mighty hollow formed that seemed to
have no bottom. Into this tho water from tho lake
flowod ceaselessly, but never overlapped its banks.

* * * * * ° « » *

Tho war had como and gone; ten years have passed
since tha closing act of the strange drama, and no one
would imagine, in the magnificent woman that has filled
the life of Hugo Dana with such happiness, the dreamy
mystic of Elfreeda Cathmore. Around her play two

lovely children, and, as she watches them, she thinks
/
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of something in the post that brings a smile to hor lips.
She turns to speak to a young girl that has answered
her summons.

“Hurry, Sal. | must have Mr. Carol and his wife
and baby here to supper. We will set the table under
the trees, and you must tell cook to get all tho best
things Bho can make. To-night is an anniversary.”

“Yes, marm."

Sal could never learn to say anything elso. She
moved off, saying to horsolf,—

“1 wish | know’d what an anniversay is.”

When Elfreeda went to greet her husband, she laid
her hand upon his shoulder, and, looking into his face,
she aakod,—

“Do you know what day this is, Hugo ?'

He paused a moment.

“Soitis. How could I forgetit? What joy we've
had in these few years, eh, Freeda? If only there
wore not the shadow over it of tho strango fate of
Doc. How could I, for one momont, have neglocted
him? | shall never forgive myself.”

“l knew it was his fate. | tried so hard to keep
it off for your sake, dearest, but it was to be, and rest
assured that all that is, is best. You are at least no
longer in the fog. You see the light, and love it, too,
and some day we shall know it all.”

“But, Freeda, was it all the truth ? Why does Sul-
Mal never come again? | sometimes think that | am
now tho stronger boliover of the two. You novor say
a word about that strange, uncanny life.”

“1 am content to live. That life was all a dream, at
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least it seems so now. Some day, | suppose, your love
and all my children’ joy wHI seem again a dream. |
feel that | was taken from the world and set apart to
do a certain work, and now am living just as other
women live. Sul-Mal will never como again. Ho told
me so. And when wo call our boy, wo must forever-
more remember Aubrey Grotius, whoso namo ho bears."

“To tell you the truth, Freoda, Carul and | have
been planning a trip to India. What is to hinder? Ho
wants to hunt and | to see that Sarnath Tower. All
else was true; why should that fail? We could tako
Sal and let her learn to charm snakes.”

“The fact is, Hugo, you are a genuine mystic, and
some day will bo an adept.”

“Perhaps. You know what Shakespoaro says,—

1Wo arc such stuff as dreams are made of,
And our little life b rounded with a sleep.”

THE END.
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that of the birth of Christ; Clip. IX - Philo and his testimony: Chap. X -
The dcsicnstnition absolute that the monks of Fgypt were the authors of the gos-
pels—Alexandria the cradle of Christianity; Chap. XI - Corroborations of the
evidence arising from the admissions of Eusebiums, in the new Testament, itself-
-The cliapters go to XLV with Appendix. Seme of the chapter headings; Confes-
sions of the forgery of the gospels, by Faustus; Hercules and Jesus Christ;
Adorns—Words of cur Bistern rynn used at festival of the Adonia; The mystical
sacrifice of Phoenicians—A draft of the vliolc Christian system; Christina of
the Brahmins, the original Jesus Christ...the Absolute identity of Chrishna
and Ctirlst; The Eleustnian Hysterics entirely the same as the Christian Sac-
ranent of the Supper; Appendix—Containing an account of the various known M.S.
copies of the New Testament.. .Various versions, Greek editions, and transla-
tions, of the New Testament.. .fhlse representations...Dates of reigns of the
Ramn Rrperors.. .Names and orders of the succession of the Christian fathers
and hereties...Ecclesiastical Historians and councils.. .Numerical extent of
Christianity...etc. Song- of the wording is a hit dim, but readable. This is
a most roiarkable book, bringing out many truths seldan revealed regarding the
Bible. It is a mast for the student of conparative religion and the Bible stu-

dent and should be in the library of every’ teacher. $12.00 plus 1 postage
and insurance in the It.S.
residents add . " sales tax. $12.C

THE ARABULA OR DIVINE GUEST ty A. J. Davis (18G7) -103 pages (facsimile of the
first edition) Containing A New Collection of Gospels—This volume Is, to son?
extent, a continuation of the author's autobiography entitled The Magic Staff.
It contains a faithful record of expertcnees which, it is believed, are far
more representative than exceptional. "A new collection of living Gospels,
revised and corrected ant! ccnparcd with the originals, is herein presented to ti
world."—the author in his preface. INDEX TO THE GOSPELS—Contains Inspiration
from the Following New Saints: St. Rishis, St. Menu, St. Confucius, St. Siamer
St. Synis, St. Gabriel, St. John, St. Pneuma, St. James, St. Gerrit, St. Tlicodc
St. Octavius, St. Saraiel, St. Eliza, St. Mima, St. Ralph, St. Asaph, St. Mary,
St. Selden, St. Lotta. This is another addition (on spiritualism) of titles by
this fanous author which we've reprinted in facsimile, spiral binding. (Ask fr
a complete listing of works by Andrew Jackson Davis.) $9.0
(Note: THE MAGIC STAFF by Davis 552 pages, facsimile, spiral binding 120



