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o Txﬁ.—l"rom the end of he earth will Iery unto thee when
-my heart s overcome—lead me to the vock that is higher then I
=Poarus, Ixi: 2, C C :

" This {e the languago of an enrnest spirit, consclous of need,
‘and by o strong figure of speoch expressing its conviction of
tho exjstance of a help outsido, and groater than tself. . How
" wonderfully frosh snd applicable the book of Psalms is, What
a resorvo{r of human expetlenco; what a perpotual epring.
. tido-of humun sympnthies! It hns some form of speech for
every devout necd of the soul. * It {8 agreat orgau of rellgious
uttoranoe, pealing forth in that grand old Hobrew nge, froin
ovory valve and step of cmotion that the human spirit has
folt, or will faol, until timo shall be no moro, Tho ory of nn-
. guish, the burst of praise, the wail of penitence, the prayer of
need, tho. oxpression of trust, tho sncred sdmiration. that
swoceps the atirry heayons, tho contrite Introépection concen-
trated upon the fecule, sin-sfek soul=all theso find lauguage
thore, 'I'lie strings of David's harp are tho chords of every
man's heart.” Doubtless, my frionds, you and I, as woll as
thousands beside, have seen the time when tho words of the
text wore just the words we wanted to use; when, consclous
of weakness, of need, of the pressure of tamptation, of sorrow,
of ndverse forces, In darkness, In some groat storm of calam-
ity beating upon us, or somo loat of this world's glaro too
strong for us, wo could have eried from the bottom of the
heart, * Load me to the rock that is higher than L,"
But I wish especinlly to say of the langungo of the toxt just
now, that v is peouliarly tho expression of religion, It
springs out of religivus cmotions, aud justifies roliglous con-
oceptions, It gives us the idea that thero is such a thing as
roligion apart from nnything like enlightened intolligonce, or
mere moral punctilicuencss or correctnees of conduct, Thers
18 such an clenent as religlon, and the Ianguage of the text
{s peculiarly the language of that oloment, In other words,
T tuko the text us tho Lasis of u fow remarks designed to show
tho apeeinlty and nocessity of religlon, apart from anything
clse that, In our minds, wo may associate with it,
To [llustrate what I mean moro distinetly, I remark, In tho
firat placo, that this Is the expression of faith, as distinguished
from scionco, and 1t Justittos that fuith, The prosont ago is
not, I thiuk, to bo characterized above all others as an ago of
intellect, ns somo would supposo, At lenstit Is not pocullarly
tho age of gieat intellects, If anything, 1 should say it wus
otherwise. In all ages of the world there have boon men
equal, l;ﬁn&g_u_uporlor in ealibre to any of the presont timo—
eqy superior fu dopth, real powoer, and substanco of
Mm&. It s rather an ago of diftusced knowledge ; an ago
1 which there are more cultivated Intelieets than evor be:
fure; uhd tnis mareh of lnwtiect of which we hear so much
spoken, conslsts, 1 suppose, fu bringing the rear ranks of hu-
muonity into the front, rather than the displaying of great
soldiers of intellect. Nor is It an age of fresh, vigorous, orig-
nal intellect pecullarly; because in our time, with all this
diffused knowledge, thero ulse §s a diflused imitation; thore
18 & conformity of thouyght very provaleut among mon, Men
think very much alike—in plutoons, In scets, in parties. 1t
s not a thne when ‘there s greas, fresh, original thinking,
such as there was in the days of the roformation, and such as
thore has boen 1n other thnes when: great religious or politi-
oal questious havo pressed upon evory heart,  In such times,
oveit men with small Intellectual capueity have boon kindled
and fired with zoal, ahd bucome puwerful; for it Is o charac-
teristic of human nature that sometimes o man of much less
substance of intellect than another Is more powerful, be-
oause he is more in earnest. There have boon times of more
earnest thought than tho prosent, and I repeat that I should
not characterize ouf times as an ago of intellect, but rather
as an age of scionco, It is an ngo of ‘vast knowledge, so fur
as the materiul world ie concerned. It {8 an age of wonderful
control over the forces and facts of naturo, :

By this knowledgo, certainly, man has great powor, as he
has by all intellactual acquisitions. Intellectual streungth ls
a curtous attribute. In yonder closet thore slits a palo think-
or, in body puny almost as an {nfung, shrinking from the cold,
and withorlng under tho heat like o sensitive plgnt. And
yeot upon some occasion that man-will rise up, aud his words
will'run like an eclectric shock through the hoarts of thou-
sands, and thuy will be swayed by tho sheer force of his mind
1tko tho leaves of the summer forest. Ilo sots his pon to tho
vindieation of some truth, and his documents fly abroad,
alarm councils, change faiths, and altor politics.

. In intellectual power 18 a wonderful attribute of man., I
stand louking at an eclipso of tho sun or of the'moon, Thoro
are two things that always especlally excito my admiration.
Elrst, there is tho regularity of those greaylaws by which tho
heavenly bodies laove {n their appuinted path, by which every
planot comes to its proper place in due time. In the socond
place, thoro {8 the wonderful necuracy of sclenco, which has
- a0 detected thioso laws that {t can prophecy thetr fullillmont
from age to age, and can foretell the precise lustant, contu-
ries ahead, when the moon's edge shall touch and eail across
the disc of the sun, DBut yet, with all this power and glory
of selence, It cannot do overything for man that he needs.
It does nct correspond to hits entire-naturo; it does not ropro-
sont all the olenients that ave in him. Man fecls that unlees
thoro Is somothing clso to Lo ministored to him than mere
truth, which comes In n sciontifle form, ho 18 helpless and
needy, and fs justifiod In looking around him for somothing
more, Becauso there s no faculty of our nature that hns not,
or ought not to have, its needed supply. Wo kuow it is so
. with tho bodlly -system, with the whole materfal organism
with which wo aro counected. The lungs aro fitted for afr,
tho eyes fur light, and all outward ndjustments nTpoar in due
order, fitted to tho cynvings and necds of tho bodily organism.
Tho intellect has scientific truth that excltes it, and leads ft
to explore and achlove its great victorles, - 8o thoro are ox-
a:lleltb affections In man thay are without supply, unless
ore is some othor sourco than that which comes through
tho medium of sclence. Now man cannot llyo aud die, can-
not meot all.the ocoasions, and bear up among all the vicissi-
tudos of life, merely by sclence, merely by what the andor-
luxndlng grasps, and the intelliect systomatizes. and makes
plain. ° It {s posstble you may find a fow ruro Instances of
- men Wwho can muke out what is' called a sciontific religion,
and tiveo by it; huving a cause for overy offuct, and & law for
_evory crisis; finding tho cause of thefr own suftbring at tho
ehd of the scalpel, und counting up thelr beating pulses by
tho tick of the watch, But thore are few people who can
stand on the lovel of the moro facts of nature, nnd say it js
enough to know that the éurth turns on ita axis, and that all
, things movo In order, , :

My frionds, we want somothing higher than all this—some-
thing that s not merely ou the level of our intellectunl com-
prehension.  Wo want somothing besides these forces of na-
turo, They have no particular sympathy with us. They
aroe relentioss, silent, stern. They move on in a terrible
but splendid order. We crate semething akin to oursolves—
something near to our own souls—as naturs {8 not—some-

, thing that {s higher than ourselves, to lift us up. It must
be above the facts that prevail avound us, R
i+ It you look at this point, If you tako a survoy of tho neceds
and condition of men, you will flnd that what sclence sup-
* plles 18 not suflicient. With tho achievoments of science, wo
. plle up splondid trophies about us; but still I am inclined to
think that, after all, they give to our age a kind of hard, ma-

* toriallatie aspect. Wo lack something which other ages have
-had; for human history is. strangely llke human dovelop-

.- mont. Thero s such-a thing as tracing out analogy too
- fary but just as you find indiviguals eminent In ono kind

of oxcellenco and lacking in angther, so you will find ages
prominent in ono thing nnd deficicnt {n anvther; and just as
ou find Individuals Uringing their contributions to human
inowlcdgc. 60 you will flud ngbs, ns It were, bringing their
contributlons to tho millenial period, Bo wo turn with o
:kind of yonrning and longing back to tho ngo of faith, a8 dis-
tinguished from our age of sclonce; and while wo sco o great

- *deal of suporstition, while we recognize much mental slavery,
,and many things that we would not transport into our own
time, we discover some elements In i¢ that we like—<something
_in the unworldly heart that bullt the grand cathedrals, and
“palnted the glorfous pictures of tho past—something In the
- ‘wide-spread reverenco—somcthing in tio snintly forms of
“Jove and dovotion, which we feel is ecaed to temper our too
‘adamanting - intellect, our too materialistic atmosphere.
Thorefore, we say, what comes through sclenco, does not
"make up tho complement and perfection of human nature.
We need an clemont of faith—that kind of faith by which
“thls grangd old Psalm was written, The soul wants some-
thing moto than what tho mere futellect glves; something
that can roach the depths of its affection, und s{rengthen it

' ‘fn Ita moral weaknees,

Posltive knowledge, after nll,‘wlmt n little way It goes in
the formatlon of life and character—what a littlo way {n sup-
-plylng the deepor wants of the heart.  You know s fact—

the cssence of o singlo fuct? Do you brmgniwmc cal ac-
count of that fuct to bear upon your heart sud 1He? Why,
some of the greatest knowers in the worll havo salamid jt

appeal to thom, as thoughs they were  marble,  Laplace scos
the whole solar system unraveled beforo him, traces the
minutest flbre, follows out the grandost deductions, and yot
finds no God in tho Universe at all, - The anatomist opons
tho human system, and reads that wondrous handwriting In
tho flesh, and yet seos no rellgion theroe, His ‘Intellect is
blunted to that, It is ono thing to see o iact Intollectually,
and another to get at the essonce of that fct. And how do
wo ﬁot nt the esgence of any truth, oxeopt by falth—by tho
fofth In the Invisiblo that Is vatiod in t{)lo visible? Godis
declared not by open rovelation, but by the things ho has

‘made; and unless man has' faculties ‘by which he compro-

honds that declaration, 1% 18 all cold, doad, athelstic matter to
him; aftor all. - Tho esscnco of the fact, the splirit that moves
within the wheels—how are we to apprchond theso? low
do"you spprehend. any grout epiritual fact about you—such,
for instance, as the love of your. father or mother, or those
dearest to you? Not by what you can seeo, not by any out-.
ward form or lineament, but by what you bellove of tho In-
ward splri and principlo. And 8o in the universo at large,
unlosa something more than the mere sciontific intellect
which grasps the fact is present ;. unloss thero s fafth to- aps
Eruhond and tako hold of tho epiritual reality, wo get nothing

ut the doud, athelstic form of things. .

"And when positive ‘knowledgo flls, wo want this trust in
something higher. Whon the eky is obscured, the chart torn,
tho compaas lost, man ralses to his oya tho glnss of faith, and-:
sces through the mist the throad of love quivering down
from tho oternal orb and drawing him on, We nced some-
thing higher than scienco.  Wo need that filth which lifts us
up to a closo realizing sonso of communion with God that Is
behind the fuets of naturo,

‘But I observoe, in tho'second place, that the Innguage of tho
text 16 tho language of rellgion as distingulshed from mor-
ality, Wo have seon that it Is the language of religlon s
distinguished from selonco; Isay it ia the Ianguago of ro-
liglion 98 distinguished from mornlity,. Now overy good man
~every man that Is trylng to accomplish o truo ideal of lifo,
(Inds two truths, two ecntiments, two tondencies, working in
his mind and his heart, and ho cannot got rid of them, let
him do what he may. There 1s no amount of logle can drive
thom out. Thero on tho ono hand is the ao'vcrolglny of God,
tho suprome control, tho forcordination of God Almighty;
that {8 one truth that no reasoning man can push out of his
mind, Supposing that God 18 perfect in all his attributes ;
o must have forsknown, forescen and foreordained all things,
und o must control in tho grand result. You cannot put
your logic into any shapoe Ly which you can got rid of that
conclusion, {f you admit tho influlty of God, But, on tho
othor hand, thore speaks to us something that I may with
all roverence say is ncurer to us than God—our own con-
sclousnces, There is & voico within us which assuros us that
wo are frce to nct in a certaln direction, and that we have a
torrible responsibllity given to us of choosing botween right
and wrong, between good and ovil.  'Wo aro assured wo have
It, becauso wo fcol o sensa of blamo always following our
wrong-doing, Whorvver you follow man, no matter what
muy be his physical form, his religlon, his croed, his degree
of intellectunl clevation, if ho I8 sound-minded you fnd In
hhn n sonse of binme, All over the world thore I8 found this
nceusation of o moral law within him, that is predicated on
and Justified only by the conviction that ho ovuld have done
right when he did wrong., Therefore, just as sure ns the
soveroiguty of God ont tho ono hand rests on our consclous-
nosg, 8o on the othor hand does our senso ‘of moral freedom.
Thoso aro two fucts that overy carnost man meots In tho
great problem of his moral and spiritun) life, )

Now, out of the (irst of theso—the fact of God's sovercignty
~—grows tho sentiment of dependonco. Thatis pecullurly n
rollgious sentiment—tho eense of a rock that is higher than
we—something that overrules us, somothing that is stronger,
somothing that can gulde. 'That is tho essence of all religion.
Wherever you lind it, in whatevor shape, if it bo In the Fetich
worship, groveling before the coarsest idol, this feeling of
dependonce fies ab tho heart of what 1s peculiarly enlled the
religlous element.  And out of tho other fact—tho consclous-
ness of moral froedom—grows the sentiment of moral respon-
aibility ; a feoling that wo have somo obligation lald upon
us—-gomething that we ought to do—something that we aro
not to shift upon the shoulders of another, but that wo our-
selves must perform. Now I sny that the tondency of the
ono fact {8 to excite o disposition especially roliglous, and of
the other espoclally moral The grand religious emotions
grow out of the doctrino of God's sovereignty.  You sco them
plled up mountain high in the old Hebrew Lible, as expressed
In the sentiment that God rules all things sccording to the
counsel of his own will, does what he will in the armips of
hoaven and among the inhabitants of the earth, eays the
waves of tho sea, thus far shalt thou come and no farther.
This is tho grand fact that the Hebrew tostament embodies—
a gense of God's overruling sovercignty, .

And 1t Ja a remarkable fuct—you may reconcile it as you
pleaso—that the most energetic, the moust powerful, tho most
activo pooplo tn great works, have been those who have be-

foved {n the soveroignty of God, One would naturally infer
that if a man believes that God overrules and ordains all
things, ho would be disposed to sit down {n & kind of blank
Mtalism, just as the Orientals,have done, and have no
strength to move—that {t would cool his native ardor. DBut
tho most energetlo men have boon thiese who have thrown
themselves back on o sense of tho sovercignty of God.
Cromwell's Ironsidos-nrmy that wne never defeated in any
fight—ovory man of them belleved in tho old Qalvinistle
doctrtng-of electlon and forcordinntion, Now, I dislike Oal-
‘vinlsm - {n Its ossonco, porhaps, ns much as anybody, but I
must give it this tribute: that this clement of o cousistent,
firm fuith in God's divine soverelgnty has beon one of jts.
prominont powuers, and {n some respects ono of §ts pocullar
wonders, - It 1a really an abnegation of the {ndividual and a
substitution of the seneo of God working through the indi-
vidunl. Man himself is nothing, but in that system the in-
strument of God Almighty. Man s a poor oarthly vessel,
but ho may linve in him God's omnjpotent powers and what
o power that Is. Though tho machino be of flesh and blood,
ft Is moved by the omnipotence of God. Wo wytter God's
truth, wo do his wijl—that is tho senso in which tho Crom-
wollinn Ironstdes chinrged and the puritans struck the rocky
strand of Now England, "1t was o scnso that they were the
vehicles through which tho divine 'sovercignty flowed. It
may go too far and mako a man think too little of himself—
for it {8 posslble to think too I{ttlo of one’s self s woil as too
much—but, nt tho same time, if we aro instruments of
divino soverelgnty, ond that becomes a prominent fact beforo
us, it is n mighty llOWOl‘. ) .

On the other hand, diligent effort—moral worke rather
than great reformatory or revolutionary achicvements—comeo
out of. tho scnse of man's freedom, It {8 the tendency of
modern times to dwell somewhat extluslvely on man’s ro-
sponsibility—on what man has to do, Thatls the track in
which much of our modern thought runs, oapocla]l{ of the
liberal character. It hgs o groat deal to say of moral obliga-
tlen, It secks to clovato the notion that prayer Is not every-
thing, and that maun {5 going to get into hcaven by rolying
more on what hodoes, It has boen tho mainspring of phi-
langhropy. Mo, fecling o decp sense of moral obligation to
tholr follow meon, have made strenuous efforts for humanity
—not of a revolutionary charnctor, such ns have marked the

ent erns of history, butln the form of moral movements,
ﬁon havo sald, “Ioughtto dothis; I oyght to make this
sacrifice for my fellow mon,” and out of this sonso of personal
lr:gspouulblllly havo arisen many of the glorl.ous moral re-

rms,

Now overybody sces that those'two things—the sense of
dependence and of responslbilty—ought to unite. Logically
wo cannot find thd hingo where they come together, but
practically wo can, I o not know'that auny nan who re-
solves to livo trulf, finds any troublo with elthor of theso!
facts—that tho sovercignty of God disturbs his diligenco in
the performance of his duty, or that his sense of personal
responsihility tnkes away his feeling of dependence on God.
But we may go to tho extrome, and depend upon hwman
effort ontlrely; we may fecl that man must do something for
himself, and that when he. falls, all Js over. You will hear
gometimes o tone of despondency in this class of people.
Mon, after acting as though thore was not a God working
behind everything, and after exporiencing a transfent defent
in o rightcous causo In consequenco of some temporary balk,
will exclnim, *1¢ 18 no use; sin {3 too much for ug—wicked-
ness 1s too great.” Too much—too great for what? For
your puny arm; butis it too much or tos great, think you,
for the Lord who elté in tho heavens, and who does his will
among the inhabitauts of the earth ?  We are a hasty people,
growing more and moro 8o, and we think the millennium
should bo. organized in our ewn day—that It should be in-
augurated and put lu ‘perfect working order in about ten
years, forgetting that, with the Lord, one day Is na n thou-
gand years, and & thousand years as. one day; unmindful of
the fact that ho works screnely—never restlng—but pouring
his {nfinite will through all vehicles and receptacles—through
all minds and all hearts—sure in the cnd to bring about thoe

reat result, -

& Oh, sublime, glorlous faith for fultering, disappointed man
to full back upon—that Almighty God sits at the helm of tho
universe, and steers the mighty ship through all ages; that
his will 18 suro to bo dono; that the ordinauce that has gone
from his mouth will not be balked; that beforo the bright-
ness of his glory all darkuess will pnss away 5 that beforo the
fnfinitudo of his lovo and goodness all ovil will come to an end,
and in due time ho will regulato the earth to hls purpose, |
aud gather togethor In ono all things in Christ Jesus. Do

wo not scmotimes, in our oxcosslvo scuso of moral duty, for-
g% this grand truth which we nced—that thero is b rock
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an infinito, & supreme,
[ to which we must bo lifted up? Ak, there Is' som‘éthlng'

worso oven than that. - Thero is a guncral {rreveronce grow-

Ang outof it inour times. Men think they must do every-
thing, until by and by they como to think they are overy-
thing, They como to conslder themseclves ns gods. They
_speak as thongh they unfolded history, founded - colonfes,
bullt up empires, wrought revolutions, Littlo man thinks he
I8 ruler of the oarth, nand that all the grand changes In the
drama of history )
a8 {f thero were no God—no ruler above him. .

Weo must htold on to everything that Ia good fn the sense of
porsonal responsfbility, and overything that inspires or gon-
orates human philanthrople efforl; but we must como back
to the grand old religlous trust—to that rock on which we
can lean, and from which wo must start in every grand cffort.
When we undertske to embark in a groat work, it will not
do to depend upon oursclves nlono; wo must feol that we are
PMaced at our posts but for a day, and that there is one who
Btoors the ship, who guldes the ovent, and will bring it out
all right, though we may not bohold it in one dny or gencra-
tlon, -Our duty s to be diligent &% our post, but to trust to
ono who !s-over nnd above us, and who will accomplish hia
purposo In his’own good timo, ' .

Bo I come to obscrve, finally, that thore aro occaslons in.
life when religlon domonstrates ftself to be a specisl need and
pronipting of tho soul’; when not enly is this text found to be
the Ianguago of religion, abovo allecipnce and all mero moral-
ity, but above all mere logical arguments, above all debates,
abovo all controvorsy; when there breaka out n denionstra-
tlon of tho truths of religlon'in just such Innguage and expo-
rienco as that which Is contalned in the words of tho text—
* When my heart {s ovorwhelmed, load mo.to the rock that is
higher than L"  You never can upsot religlon. Itis ono of
the grand, prominent facultlos of human naturo; that ls
demonstrated It 18 ono of the most foolish acts of folly in tho
world, to talk of religion as somo suporstition that s going to
pass away In tlme, and of o period that will arrive when all
nien shull depend merely on their bratn for what human na-
ture wants; and when all religion will belooked upan just ns
strangely, and with juet ns mugch rldloule, as we now look buck
upon the most groveling superdtitions of the world, Some
men think that the grand spiritual laws which Christ Inid
down, and tho noblo truths ho uttered, of love to God and
man, and all that constitutes the domain of religlous fith will
pass away ko a cloud, and that wo shall stand In the cloar
sunlight of positive knowledgo. I ean toll, you, my friends,
that man's evorlnating, deep oxparionco contradicts all that;
for thero are thnes and occaslone when out of somothing that
{8 moro profound and moro radieal than reason or iutolligenca,
breaks forth tho deep, earnest cry, “Lead mo to tho rock that
is higher than 11" :

Let a man get what he can with the Intellect. It ls a good
thing; It glves us o point of observation. I have no Bympa-
thy with those that sneor at intellectunl religlon. Thero is a
class of men who think that faith s nothing but wishy-washy
nonscnse, and yet beliovo it for all that,  Suaoh s tho abject-
ness of souio ton, that just in proportion ns a thing puzzles,
tangles and humillates reason, in that proportion do they bo-
liove in ft. Duos God Aljnighty ask you to ignore consclous-
noss—to sncrifico renson?  Givo mo an intellectual religion
which, so fur us my human renson can go, shines forth clear
a8 sunlight, It is time wg hud more of iv; thore Is tos much
of religlon that is tradition, tuv mueh of it that i8 opposed Lo
intelligenco, Lot us got ull wo con by the mMtellect, and hold
on to 1t, for it will help us much In thoe religious life,

Thero 18 great good in morul habite, if by thom & man can
in any way bind himself to rectitude, 1 have no great falth
In the man who slmply hns o neat of habits without any
gulding, settled principle ; butif ho ean bulld around him an
onclosure of moral hubits it will do him good. Thoy may
sorvo tho sane purpose as a go-eart for a littlo child to learn
td walk by, supporting him whilo ho is weak, until he is nble
to walk alone. There is great good (n moral habits; but, after
all, when you want to look for the strength of o man, for that
which will enable him to bear and to achieve, you must look
to tho heart; you muat look to that for the spring of offurt
and powoer. Rellglon nddresses the heart; Christianit: &
dressos tho heart; all vital truth of God strikes at the hem:
a8 tho sourco of regeneration and nyblo action=—not at tho 1fi{’
tllect—not at tho moral hinbits, Why? Becauso without the
heart, the mero gifi of intellectunllight, of moral character, are
not onough, Iow often you see mon with the clearcst intelleot
who are tho most aliject cowards Iy the world? How common
is the spectacle ofn man gifted withirllltant gonjus, capablo of
the most profound [nvestigations, and endowed with rare ac-
quiroments, who, after all, is a moral covard, afruid to give
forth his convictions, lest perchance heshall tread on the toes
of some ono ho does not wish to offend.  What such a man
lacks is heart, On the other hand, you seo men of good mor-
al purposes who aro weak simply becaugo they huve no strong
Beart In tho matter. They aro sometimes touched through
their weaknoss by tomptation, and thus fall, I'suppose sumo
of the worst sins in tho world aro committed nol so niuch
from bad motives, as from wenkness; men lack heart and
feeling. A great many sins you can trace to woukness of
hoart whon,tho foral purpose is ‘good, We want a sirong
heart, if wo would have a strong man aud a truoe llfo,

But Is it, after alf, tho heart iteell thut is strong in'itsell?
Is the heart of man In itsolf strong? 1 am inclined to think
that tho heart of mau always romains.a kind of infant {n
this world. It fathe tenderest, poftest place, and ought to
bo; it 18 a glorious thing that it {s, “Bomotimes it puts on
little bravery, just as a child broces Itaelf up with a mock
courage, but it {8 very fitful and very timid, and when you
get at tho coro of it, it is the most tonder thing in tho world.
Tho roughest, strongest man, has got hia fenrs; ho shrinks
Just ne he did when a child; and, If hols & truo man, ho s
glad to como and lean his head on tho bosom of God, ns ho
was woul, when a child, to nestlo in the lnp of his mother,
You find under rough and hard exteriors, soft, generous,
kindly feolings, - .

But thio truo courago that men havo docs not conio out of
the heart; that 1s what I want to urge. It s not courngo
that blusters—tho mere dastardy bravado that bullies all the
world. True courage, I say, docs not como out of the heart,
but out of something higher. Tho strong men in this world
have boen strong not in thelr own heart, but In their reliance
upon something higher and strongor than that. You must
get at tho heart bp find tho spring and "power of noblencss;
but when you go¥ at it, tho strength s not there; it comes
from someth highor. 8o thero Id great foree In the words
of tho Psalmist: “When my heart 18 overwhelmed, lond me
to the rock that is highor thun I'—feellng ue though when
the hoart went, everything wont.  Tho intellect may. become
dim, but wo can wait till tho light broaks throughit; our
moral purposes may grow weak, but we can try to do better;
but w{x‘on tho heart is overwholmed—the timid, shrinking
heart-—1whon.sorrow comes upon us, when tha day of God's
goodness darkens and blackens, and the “heart scoms gone,
thon we can ory, “Load mo to the rock that is higher than
L™ Yes, that {8 a grand prayer—is there a man who does
not need to utterit? Is thero o man who can say, “1am
contonted with enrthly good, 1 ain strong in my resources, 1
need nothing higher than mysci?" .

“ Lead me to tho rock.” It s the fittest comparison In the
world, ‘There aro times when we necd shade 11ko the shadow
of a greab rock, Drospetity, I think, i8 the greatest trinl that
& man ¢an go through—worso than adversity, The trial of
fuith In prosperity is terrible. Wo talk of trial in troublo.
That Is the time falth 18 born, Lovk at these who havo tho
most faith, aud thoy are not those who-havo the most hap-

Incsa. - That poor old widow, wrapped in her weeds, who
has la{d lier last son In the gruve, what & beautiful faith sho
has, burning liko an etornal Iamﬁ intho sopulchres of the
loved ones.  That heart that has been senrred and crushed,
only holds its trust more firmly in tho Infinite, . But the man
who has been fed ‘and crammed with werldly good is often
prouo to say, ** Who is God, that I should praise him ", If
man kuew his danger, while he would thank God for pros
perity, he would pray always, “In my prosperity and happt
1ess bo with me, like a rock that s higher than 1, and give
me a cool and sanctifying slindow."

Then there are times when wo nced a rock for shelter.
When troubles, carcs, and opposition, come upon us, and wo

. lnd ourselves unable to withstand them, we need something
liko a rock to cover us, When pelts too florcoly the storw,
and too great a torront of sorrow {8 poured out upon us, then
we need the shelter of a rock that Is higher than we.

There ure times, too, when we need something like a rock,
upon which we can lean, Ourlrlends are passing away, dis-
appointments come upon us, wo are reminded of the muta-
bility of human life; we want something solid, like a rock,
to su‘)porb us, a foundation for the soul to stand upon.
Wealth is uncortain; wo want something solid—something
that cannot boe shaken or removed.

There is a great deal of significanco {n the saying of tho
ancient mathematicfan, that if he had a polnt upon which he
could place his lever, ha could move the world, If a man
can got ono fact, and not the somblanco of a fact, he can
move tho world, : We want somothing solld, something high,
that shall lifs ue up above all transitoriness—something
strong, upon which wo can depennd. And wheu changes coine,
as they will, when death's touch is uponr us, making us to
feel moro that our hold on earth is giving way, thea shall we
not pray, * Lead me to tho rockthat is highor thau 19" Now
and ever, In Joy and sorrow, in good and evil, while wo aro in

life and strongth, let us cling ta that suro support; and when
carth ftself s dissolving boneath our feed, lel us look up with
stendfust hope to tho rock that is hlghuzﬂmn we. ,:, R

arc wrought by himself;, and he struts about |

Writien for tho Banner of Light, °

- LOUDOVIEO; -

A VENITIAN STORY.

BY KLLIOT WARE,'

8oft it lay upon the gardens, and terraces, and bal-’
conies, The air was melodious with musie, a3 if the
sky had showered -down singing larks, All sights,
as well ns all sounds, were sensuous and ﬁnguor-

floods over the marble palaces of the proud city of
Venice, making all Jook like the land of fairy. -The
winding canals, glinting and glittering in the ove-

‘molten silver. The inLabitants were at rest, loung-
ing fn their balconics, pacing to and fro the tessel-
ated floors of their grand halls of marble, or gliding
slong in dreamy quict over the canals that threaded
the fair eity through and through.

Jessica, the beautiful Venetian maid, sat alone
and pensive in her balcony, leaning her head upon
her soft, whito hand, and gaszing duwn upon the
soonc of beauty bfheath her. Earth (nd sky were
wondrously enchanting that night., Sgach a moon as
gave its glory to every object on which it foll! Such
soft and lulling strains of music from twinkling
guitars and voices attuned to the sweet influcnces of
the night! Buoh breaths of delicious invigoration
from the atmiosphére, as it fanned her alabnster
cheeks with its soft freshness! No wonder that sho
sat and dreamed. No wonder that her heart went out
—did she really horsglf know whither ? No wonder
that the color came and went in those fair cheeks,
since thero was 80 much befores her to stir the im-
pulses of her youthful heart !

Buddenly a hand was laid -ever so lightly on her
shoulder. It startled her from the deeps of her
reverie. She abruptly turded around, an exolama.
tion of surpriso ready to burst from her lips, when
she ns suddenly coutrolled herself. on. beholding her
fathor standing noar hor. : i

% My daughter,”'said he, * you are much alone of
late. It soarcely seems right that it should beso.
What is there that burdens your thoughts ? One so
young a8 you should not yet be troubled with her
thoughts, What is uppermost there, Jessica ? Were
| ¥ou counting up your brilliant triumphs when this
of Olfonza takos place, making you a beautiful bride,
and the inkeritor of tho titles and wealth of both 7.

She instinotively hung her head, for it was of that
sho had been thinking.

: nswer, my child? Then I was quite right,
was I not™ Woll—well, let this matter be all ar-
ranged to your own mind ; you, at lenst, should have
your own- wish in all the preliminaries of 80 auapi-
cious an event. Sny what you will have, my child,
and it is yours. You know very well that you have
but to command your father.”

He leaned down and impressed a kiss upon her
forchead, adding, as he did so—

,“These nuptials are ‘to come off soon, very soon
now. 'Are you aware of the great ovent that is to
link my house with that of tho equally haughty
family of Olfanza? Ludovico is a youth of spirit,
and will no doubt in good time make himself re-
nowned in State. It istohim that both his father
and myself look for the perpetuation of our united
names,”

Jessica answered nof, yot she was exccedingly
thoughtful. Would it be best for her to speak—she
asked herself—and, by speaking, express the honest
sentiments of her heart? She turned the thought
over in her mind soveral times, and at length re.
solved to keop her determination, and, indeed, all
her feelings, to herself.

“At all events,” added her father, turning soon’
a8 if to leave hor with herself again, 4T am rejoiced
to sce your mind 56 much more ready to enter upon
this union than it was before. You must have scen
the folly of your haste before, and now I am happy
to kuow that you have rovised your purposes. You
know not, my daughter, how much more ‘proud it

makes your father feol to.day.” .

abruptly, took his leave, He had evidently come
upon her.thus suddenly for a purpose, and that pur-

art of dissembling her feelings, and on  this ocoasion
she had done so with consummate art. Littlecnough
reason had her father to suspect that her young.
heart was even more rebellious sagainst his flinty
purpose than before, oL
Jessica was an only child. " Her mother had died
in bringiag her into the world, and her father, the
Thaughty and powersecking Bragazo, was now sternly
bent on forming such an’ alliance between his family
and that of Olfonza a3 should best enlarge and ex-
tend his own power, He merely designed to employ
his own child as an- instrument of hig ambitious
purposes, : o
Jessica, however, rebelled. He knew sho had
onco, but he vainly thought she had by this time
given that over. Ho only showed that he know less
of the female heart'than he did of his own.
The daughter of Bragazo throw herself baok into
ber reclining attitude again, and gave herself up to
reflection. What passed through ler mind in the
brief time she sat alone, it is impossiblo-to divine;
but ifs;vas worthy of notico that her eyes dilated,
and t'er cheeks. were suffused more deeply than
be’ " ag if she wero even less at caso than preyious

pall;o wiso fortify themselves by rcnson.,nud%h by de-
spaln, .

4 . father’s entrance,

e

Boft was the sheen of the moon on the water, and '

inspiring. The rays of the gilvery moon fell in

ning light, enlaced . the city of the sea like veins of

" jrojeoted unjon between my honored houss and that .

Aud he-kissed her once more, and, more than half .

pose is already announced ; Jessica understood well
what it was, but sho’had taught herself of late the -

Not long afterwards, tho door of the apartment

her tenderest childhood, and whom the latter waa
evidently in the habit of making o confidant,

tion,  And I am just as fixed, too, as ever|. .J¢ can.
not be, Marie/ I hate tho
shall not bo[” o v
Marie, who loved her-charge with all the

‘the resolve of licr young mistress. The faithful da-
enna, comforted her very sensibly, for in a little time
sho could talk of this subject without any apparent
excitement, e e

“Marie,” she reiterated, I know full well what
troublo this resolve of mine is going to make, but I
am going to adhero to it to the last. "Not a particle
will I yield in my preferences, though my own:
fathor’s houso come to the brink of ruin1  Hemust
not expect to uso mo na ha would usa kis bank, to
swll his fortunes by it aid; I must be.=ltogethér
myself, Marie, and not even my father must come to
moand tell me whoIam tolovel My heartisat
my own disposal. And, Marie, as you havée been
true to mo heretofore, I beseech you not tofall me
now ! Let me imploro you-to bo true to me through

shall certainly have your reward I !

dovotion to her young mistress, and "begged her to
continue to repose thy olden and affectionate trust in
her she had ever shgfwn ; and, after kissing Jessica’s
fair hand, she beo, iet again. .

There they sat until the night was far spent. The

the majesty of a queen, still illumined gardens, and
porticos, and tho canals, and, where it foll on lovely
faces, made them everywhere yet more beautiful,
o Q [} o o [

Later still on the same night, there was to bo dis-
cerned the scarce moving shadow of & young man in
the ghrdons of Bragaza’s palace. The youth ‘was
fair and lithe, and, when the moon lit up his fes-
tures, as ho stole out from the seclusion of the sha-
ded angles, betrayed an expression of unusual beau-
ty and manliness. From point to poﬁzt he stole
along, crouching and creeping as much out of sight
a3 possible, and listening with all possible intentnezs,
to catch the sound of the slightest footfall. It wasa
soeno for a painter. . )

Ho had not been in this position a great while,
when his quick eye caught the sight of something
moving ¢ver 50 slowly toward bigh from the further.

to know whether he was safo, or had come blindly
on to hisruin, . .

Presently the figure appronched near enough for
him to distinguish who.it was, and. to satisfy - him-
solf of.tha nature of her ‘errand. It was Jossica.
8he carhe still noarer to him, and then.stood like a.
statuo, gazing all around her. This was the moment
when ho should make himself khown, : S

g: sprang out from the shadowy covert in which'
heYgudd his proteotion, and threw himself at the
fair girl’s feot, grasping hor, s he did so, -by the
hand, which Le kissed with a passionate earncstness.
and fervor. T

“Q@od guard thee, my angell” was hls exo
lover’s spirip of adoration.” . © o
' “Were you seen by any one in' finding your w.
here ?” she asked him. I

My seoret i3 all my own, sweet ‘one,” was his_
answer, o ke
Bhe looked about her a moment, as if to lisfen,.
and then obsorved to him in a somewhatTowsr foni

is fully taken }” .. CeeT
“To.go ?—to go?” he asked, eagorly, and half.’
rising as ho uttored the syllables, . 7oL
“Not tonight. There is no need of so mugh:
hasto, * Yet I am determined, Anselm,” 7
He only dnswered her by pressing her hand, .
“This very-night,” said tho haughty beauty, « has
my father mentioned that hateful subject to me-
again,  Ho has fixed his mind fully upon this mar-.
ringe; I can see that his purpose is all mado up; he
will never relent. Thercfore, while I am still at

mg my liberty forever 1

" 8he paused beforo she proceeded further, as if she
would not bo rash, éven while sho abated none of
her firmness and resolution.  Then sho concluded by,
saying— i ,

“ Angelm, I must go from my father altogether!
youl” ' y
It was a most tendor and sacred confidence. Tho
young man received it with raptures. Ho rose in-.
stantly to his feet and- took the fair young maiden’

them, .
as ho could recover his former calmness, “ when shall

marge of your garden wall? Allthings shall bo ready,
just as my heart’s dear love shall desire, I will,
arrange everything, so thht perfect safoty shall be .
assured us both, Name the cvening, dearest Jos- -
gica | IR .

o, o b g up ot e oo il

“Anselm! This night- decides all!: My purpose "

opened again, and there entered an old-looking du- -
enna, namod ‘Marie, who had tended. Jessica from

“wHal you are timely comel” said the girl,-In - =
much haste, as she distinguished her visitors - * Ma. " .
rig, my father has just left me; and he speaks of .
this marriage again. He is bent on its consumma- -

very thought of it! It
, jealb}us{yv‘ o
of a mother, stole close to the young girl’s side, and -

endenvored in her calm way to sootho. her, though = )
sho was careful to say not a word in opposition to--

this singlo trial, and’ all will bo well again| Yom

Marie stood und renewed all her fotmer pledges of

light of the moon, riding up through the skies with °

part of the garden. He stood transfixed, hiswholo.
goul in a tumult. In that single momont he wag - -

L

liberty, I must take such measures as will scoure to

[ can trust you, my dearcst! Y confide entirely in. -

to his heart. It was a moment of bliss to both of
«My own Jessica,” said he, in o low voice, as soon - ’

this be? - On'what night shall my gondola bo at the .

—
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- fho stood and lpoked thoughtfully down wupon the

ground, -1t wag soniothing for a young girl like Lee
to take eo great o resolutlon upon hLer, and 1t mado -
her, for tho moment at least, more. than ordinarily
thoughtful,

w1t ghall bo on tho night nftcr to-morrow,” sald
gho, # I will bo all ready.”

aWhat passed further between theso dovoled
Tovers, It brooks notsto know. Thelr It resolvo kad
becn taken, Jpssion was to fleo from hor father’s
houso with tho chosen ono of her Lenrt; and fleo,
too, beenuse sho would nof consout to marry that

- other ono whom her pfoud father had selected for

her, There are many, very many—not in Venico
altogether, cither, who aro forced into cxaetly poor

Q Q [+] o a

. arden ; and each felt it to bo all the
more favo;h%\o.circumstancofor their purpose./‘\»

A black gondola, with but a single ocoupant, was
to bo descried working its noiseless way up'to tho
stairs of tho garden-wall, by which Jessica was in-
tending to effect her freedom. Its prow seemed al-
most endowed. with intelligonce, so cautiously did it
find its way from one spot to another, and so thought-
- fully did it appear to bo searching out its own sccret
purpose and plan.

- The person propelling it over the water was clad
precisely like the one who exchanged tho secrets with

.Jgssica, only two nights before, in the garden of her )

“father., e was cxceedmgly cautious in his move-

ments, looking in all drrcctnons about him a9 he pro-
ceeded.

" Near the stalrs, and within tho garden enolosure. '
‘stood. the disguised figuro of a young mmden, her

‘heart flutterin g with a wild excltement, and her faco

altematcly flushod and pale with her changeful omo-

- tions. ‘Everand ‘anon she turned and ‘threw her'

: qulok glance up at her father’s stately mansxon, and

"folt . néw sense of securjty when she saw that all
" was there silent and wrapped in’ gloom. - Tho mooi *
wag shrouded in olouds, bnd’ only at. intervals . did
the stars ‘twinkle through the murkiness of the
nlght. A cool, molst breezo drew up from tho water,
- fanning lier brow and refreshing her unquiet spirit.
‘Bheo wae evidently intent on the ovent that was just
before her, and oblivious of overythlng olse, whethor
in the,pa.st of future,

'.l‘he gondola drow nearer and still nearer, with
scureely the plash of anoar in the dark water .be-.
neath, Its prow reached the bottom stair that con-
ducted to her father’s grounds, and there rested,

A ﬁgure sprang ott with o light and agile step,
and landed on the stairs. Hastily seizing his- little
boat the ﬁgure procecded with an air of great mys-
tery to seouro it to the spot, and then hetake ltselt"
up the marble stairs, ’

Beaohmg the gate, fastencd on the xnner sldo, it
oamo to stand and hstened. .

- Tsit you?” asked o voico from the garden.

"Jesslca » was the low answer the figure re.
tnrned.

“ I am. neady," sa\d the young girlk -« My father
sleops. Marie is keeping watch for me against the
* coming of harm. Wo shall not bo interrupted. Wait’
- until I undo the gate, Anselm 1”7,

He came forward in the darkness to assist her in
performing this office, and, between the\exexted efforts
of both of them, it was unfagtened in about twico
the time it would otherwise havo taken.

" The instant Jessica emerged upon the stairs, she
throw herself into the arms of ber escort.

" #Iconfideall to you, Ansclm!” she said,in a
vowe that would have aroused any man’s nature,
however slugzgish, to acts of honor and noblhty. ]
" «Dp it so, dearest!” ho answered, in a husky

“woice, “Come! the greater haste now, the greater

eat‘e’tyl All depends upon time, from this hour [’

“ Bl suffered ‘him to'lead her down tho steps, at
 tYio foot of which sho embarked in his Littlo gondola,
with 10" goul save herself and him on board. The
prow W8 q\uekly turned. away from the garden
“gtairs,. and tho.two lovers went sailing silgntlyaud
‘Bwiftly up the candl, out of which ‘they afterwards.
emerged into one of the many crogs. -canals that in-
tersected the fair Queen of thoe Adriatic.

~'For u long " time, not;a solitary word was spoken.
They glided on and on, with nothing ‘around them .
* but thio night and the occasionial glimmer of lamps -
‘from tho houses. . The heart of cach wag full—too
full, perhaps, for oxpression, Desides, it was no
* time to talk ; the only safety lay in placing as much ‘
. distance between thomselves and the palace of Jogsi-

. oa’s father as possible..
But tho gondola had. not camed 1ts preclous .

" freight far from tho garden stairs, beforo. the prow

of another wag turned up.to tho sclfsame spot from
which this ono had just turnod avay, ‘It was at.
Ieastacurmus coincidence, It looked as if there

as some mystery in it. Its solitary occupant

’ allghted on the stairs, and stole noiselessly up them
“to the.garden gate, It wag still unlooked.

HO :
-stt;}::: with deep surprise,.
ily. opemng it wider and passrng through he

thick darkness asif he wquld have had. some one -
emergo from the clustermg shadows and accost him. :

: But. ho waited  in vam, for no auswer camo out of:
the eilence and gloom for him..

The gondola, containing Jessica, worked its swlft '

o way, onward, taking her into portlons of her_nn,hve

. Venico, into which she confessed to herself she had

novor been before.  Her eyes were everywhere.  Her.
thoughts'it would be impossible to deSeribe. Run-

- ming awey in so mysterious aud resoluto a manner

from the home of her childhood, from all that from

. her earliest infancy sho had held so dear, and ¢n-

trusting the whole of her rich young life to the ono
whom she felt she could safely confide in—was cer-
tainly no common undertaking; and now when the
silenco around her compelled serious and ‘more calm

- thought, the matter having thus been safely accom-

plishied, her sweet face assumed an altogether dife
ferent cxpression. Sho was trying to realize the
wholo of her purpose in that single hour.

. Suddenly her silent companion found his voice.
-It woke her out of such a deep, such & profound
reverie, that sho almost started as it fell on her

ear. -
«Jessica,” snid he, “1 have at last found you out!

T know everything! This is proof enought”*

The blood left her face and rushed back upon her
heart.

% Do you know with whom you are 27 was his firs
inquiry.

‘8ho was unable to speak gven yet.

-«You think it is that perfidious Anselm,” con-
tinued he; «but you should by this timo ho unde-
ceived ”

"Anselm! Angelm l” sho almost slmeked out, ris.

lagly,

o I3 notthis Anselm ?  Aro you not Ansolm 77

4 No, I am not,” ho answered § and bo brought his!
ondola fo o rest near the entranco of a datlk, cavern.
ous-lookling place, which, it was apparent, Jesslea
herself did not yet particularly notice.

 Oh, mereiful Heavens I sho oxclaimed, #Where
am I? Who ure you? Why do you bring mo hither?
Father—~father”

“DBo calm, Jessica,” odolly answered tho othier,
“You know who I am very well. I brought -you to
this place, thus far away from your home, for no-
thing but your own good.” g

“For meroy’s sake, then, tell mo who you are!
Indeed, T know you not! Why am I here? -Who
are you 9"

%My namo is Lunovico, You thought not to meet
me on this night, Jessica, I very well know.”

The astounded girl fell back, almost in a swoon,
into her seat again, burying her face in her hands,
Such-agony as rent her heart, it lies not within the
power of pen to describe. For a time not a syllable
was spolen. Tho gondoln lay motionless on the
water, or rocked only by the slight waves that rose
and fell in tho canal.

" Presently sho raised her head, and her proud spirit
scemed to have recovered itsolf again,

4] demand to know,” said sho, “why you are

carrying mo away from my own house, so like a
bandit, or a robber! Do you know what you do ?”
- “Very well, Jessica—I will answer you. I bring
you away, that another person moy . not do it! Do
you understand me now .

By what rnght Thave you presumed thus to enter

Ing from ho:;/cat ond ralslng Lor hnnd deprecat.

perfidious deceit into your gondolu‘? Tell me thatl
I will know it once |” .

«By the samo right that Anselm ‘was going to do
it,” answered ho, thh provokmg ooolness and deter—
mxnatlon._ DI

Ji esslca’s delicate physnoa rgamzatlon could scu.rce-
ly contain her chafed spirit, at hearing these words,
But whate hopo of present redress hnd she? She
found herself; for the tune, oomp]etely in Ludovxeo s
power. S

‘Ho spoke again, after a pause e N

“ Now, Jessien,” said he, * thinl- soriously of this
step you would - have takon but for me, Only con-|-
sider whither this rash’ impulse would have oarrled
you. Considor that I hape:aaned yau.” -

 You aaved me /"

# Yes, o you will sce it soon. Had it not been for
my overhearing the proposal of this Anselm to you,
in the garden,-tho other night, you would have been
elsewhere with him at this hour, instead of horo
with me, and your father’s high house would have
been soiled with disgrace.” -

“You bavo done what you could to disgracoe.it
already 1” sho interrupted. :

#Let me -say what I was about to suy, Jession.
You shall then do as you olioose, -Now oither go
back with me in my gondola to the garden stairs’
whenee I took you, or -let me at once inform your
father of your frustrated intentions. . You vory woll
know with 'what o punishment his proud spirit’
.would visit this violation of his parental authority.”

ing what she did say; for, if ho did not return her
to tho garden whence he had taken her, in what a
sad plight would she be, left whére she then was,

4 Bither promise me, this night, Jessica, the boon
your father has promised me 8o often, or you shall
bo placed at once where escape will be impossible,
and I will then immediately acquaint your father
with what I havé dorfe, and the necessity of tlie act,

vent, child, if your father knows what I now know ?
Do you really think so ?”

8he rose in the gondola, and moved to go on land
by herself, - Ho scemed in a messure to aid har,
and 8o sho hoped ho was ready to be satisfied with
doing. But no sooner had she " placed:her foot upon
the shore, than, he drow his .arm _gently but firmly
about her waist, and ‘deized her at the samo moment
by ono of her hands. She 1nstlaet1vely turned upon
him to know what this meant,

«You will be safe- here, Jessica,’” said he, ina
voice that was full of threatemn‘g.

-Bho struggled to relense Lerself, Heo gave a-pecu-
liar short ery; or call, and out from the oayernous
hole u.lready alluded to caino & couple of’ rough -look-
ing men, who appeured to know very well for what
they wero summoned.

* «Iuto the cellar” ordered Ludovrco, asho released
Jessica into their hands, - Treat her tondorly, but
on no account permit her to escape.”

.5ho had scarcely time to speak, before sho was
hurrled away-down .o ‘flight of steps, chxllmg and
dampto her hghtly—elnd feot, and thrust, ag it were,

into :a darkened apartment ‘that might very well’

be called a dungeou. "There was little furniture -in
it, and that Little only sufficient to leeep her: in a
state of oomfort and security while she rcmaxned

«1. @ Why do you-this? What is this for? Lt me

/o out ! were exclamations that sho- mado to them
- peered all about tho grotnds and looked into" the .

all the whrle, but of course mads i in vain.:

Ludovlco entered his gondoly,: after seeing . hlS
prxsoner safely escorted awiy, and made off again
with “all rapidity. - Without doubt be thought' that

‘[time and shame comhlned would be’ sufficient to in-

duced her to como uver to his.plans.at last. He only
ghowed how little ho Lnew of tho seorets of the hu.

of tho passion, Love ) ‘
. [ ] B B 4 ', o ) L)

Not many minutes after, two  gondolas chanced to
meet. 1t was but o short distance from this samo
16cality into which Jessica.had bheen taken. One
grazed the éther with considerable roughness, the
persons in each having evidently been engaged in
thinking of something else beside the management
of his boat.

« Villain I” exclaimed the one. -

« Who says villain ?”” demanded the other.
is a coward and a slave ”’

By this time the gondolas had come to a rest, and
were, in fact, close upon one another. The occupant
of cach rose in his seat, and approached the other
menacingly.

* Who are you, sir 7" demanded one.

« Answer that question at your own leisure 1 was
the reply.

Whereupon tho first brandished a dagger, whoso
gleaming blade flashed fire into the very eyes of his
opponent. The other rushed upon him in an in-
stant. Scizing him around his waist, and carrying
him with main strength to the side of his boit,he
throw him over into the water, with difficulty saving
himzelf from going over with him,

There was a shout of madness from the throat of

the discomfited one, but he sccrned to beg for mercy

o e

the grounds of my father, and .entico.me by your|-

*  You shall do nejther I” she replied, scarce know-|’

And do you think you will live long outside of a con :

man heart, and especlally of tho mystory and’ powor f'

or favor, Ho thirow oul his hands witdly, brandish.
ing W3 drawn “dagger wlth even _more fury than
before.

« Wretch ! Flend! Sluvo 1" Lo erled, In tho fronzy
of his madness.  You ahalt suffer for this! You
shall pay tho forfelt for this with your 1ifo, baso
wretch ),

I1ig moro fortunato cnemy continued to stand over
him, beating him about tho head with the oar of the
boat, silent in his iron determination. It was evi.
dent that such a contest could Inst but a littlo while.
Tho curaes that rose from the man in tho canal wero
horrible to hear. Tho waters wero black, and no
lights from surrounding houscs served to show tho
faces of either of the furious combatants to eachi oth-
er. 8o sudden and vigorous an onslaught could hard-
1y have arisen from the carcless contact of their two
boats ; it was evident that they wero, in tifig contest,
only working off tho deep passions that lay smoulder-
ing in their hearts just before it begin, They would
have been quite as likoly to havo vented their rage
on any other objoct, each of them, had that object
happened to haye fallen in their way.

At length tho victor drew off, and retreated to his
gondola again, The crips of tho other in the canal
bad now ceased altogether. Not even was thero a
plashing of the waves. The conquerer stopped not
‘to seo what ho had done, nor did he care what was
the result of the contest from whioh he wos _now
withdrawing.

The night kopt its lid shut over this mystery.
Venice slept, nor did its mon and women' know a

acting in that fair city, on that self-same night, too,
to which this was but an idlo tale.

recent struggle. "His eyes glared into the gloom, 03
ness was threaded,

a o . o' e e "o _
" Three mon were seated -over a table, in' an apart-

possxbnhty that thns present loose way- of lifo was

ev1dently beginning to mellow them.
‘“\What does the devil mean:to.do with her,
though # asked ond of them—tho one who had re-

| mained behind: while the other two were' gone out on

their diaboli¢cal errand. ,
“ 8, Mnrco knows,” was the answer, “ but Ido
not. He has plans of his own.”

man. “What if her father finds out ‘where she is ?
“There will certainly be & search made for her by
‘morning, This will all be noised abroad.”
. wHor father will not find out whero sho is,” re-
plied the first ruffan, *Wosshall take. exoellont
care of that”

o« But what is finally going to be dono mth her,
then? Sho must not bo. kept here always |7
" #Ludovico will take ‘pains to see that she is pro-
vided for. ' Do, you think he would suffer a hair of
hor hend to be harmed ?”

“ Thin-is:tho-strangest of all strange mysteries!”
said one of the others,- # caunot comprehend it |”

asked, as ho throw down a bag of gold upon tho
littlostable at which they werc soated.

(At the sight of tho coin, all oyes sparkled with a
wild delight. "They filled their glasses freshly with

“wine, and drank them off in thelr new excitement at

3 slngle draught.

510 Ahl ah!” exclaimed the second of the three;
“Ludovico is our man! He knows what belongs to
gonerosity | Ah,hal the gold comes from him!- He
treats & bandit as he- ought, and kuows his full
value! Give mo Ludovico i

At this momonit, there were to be heard knookmgs

on the outer door, and, direotly at‘ter, o low, shrzll, ‘
expressive whistle, lot eautlously in'.at & crovice,

whioh ‘all knew the use of very well.
. Instinctively all three started in their soats.
" #No danger 1 enid the leader. It's Giacomo;

I know his signal” - And he nrose and: proceeded
with great caution to let him into ‘the place mth :

whioki he was probably as familiar.as' the rest.

The door presently flew open, and in'stols the one
whom they called Giacomo, olad in the dress and- af-
ter tho stylo of o bandit. He was young, and his figure
was set off to the handsomest advantage. - Dark curls

down over his temples, Ilis eye was keen and brnght
and evidently full of excitoment ; his step was ¢las-

tic and quick, ‘and ho walked 29 if ho trod the very .

air, Asgoon as the door ‘was secured. again, the
leader roturned to his seat at the table, and all made
room for the now comer in thelr nmiysterious circle,

The sigh of the money mstant_ly fired tho eyes . of

Giacomo, and he asked what recent good fortune had .
brougnt that to their crib, ¢ It’s Just in tlme,"_ “said
‘he, with a careless air,

« That's to-night’s earnings,” answered the leader.
« Here, drink threo ﬂugons of this wme-—there, I say
—and you shall be let into our secret.”

his vessel again, -1lg would drink’ no more, Then
hio Waited to hear the mystery of so much money,

« One Ludovico,” said the bandit— , -

.Gincomo started in spite of himself.

« Ong Ludovico, the son of O‘t'unzu—perhups you
moy know of him-—wanted us to undertake o pieco

‘of<work for bim ; it’s nothmg—nothlng moro - than’

kegping a prisoner for him o little while.”
« A prisoner I gjaculated Gincomo. .« Who i is 1t?”
“Yos; swear to keep the secret with the rest of
us l”
- ] gwear! 1 swear 17 eagerly nnswered Gincomo.
I’ o female,” added the other. ~«She’s in yon-
der room this moment 1” and he pointed with & has-
ty gesture to the door. ¢ Here is the key that holds her
safe!” gaid ho, taking the eame from his pocket.
Giacomo’s eyes seemed like burning coals of fire.
The perspiration stood in beaded drops on “his brow.
With an impatient gesture, ke called on them all to

sipation.

Before two hours more o had gone by, three of them
wero completely stupified with their deep potations;
Giacomo glone maintained his self-control. There
was & power upon him that kept in check the po-
tency of wine, and it had no visible cffect on him.
When he could do so with safety, he stole around from
his seat to where the leader was, slipped his hand in
his leathern pocket, and drew from it the kéy. They
were all unconscious now,f;and Giacomo felt that he
was safe.  Ho flew to the door of tho apartment that

had been made the prison of tho unhappy Jessica;

lisp of this tragedy. = There were other tragedies en-,

Away went the victor stranger, thorefore, into the B
darkness, and was speedily lost to the scene of his

if they could seo tho ray of light by whmh the dark-

ment underground, drinking and carousing to their
hearts’ content. Their countenaices betrayed - the' |

ot altogother congenial to- them, but that’ they”

*| might - have onco seen botter times. They were

laughing and talking with great freedom, their fwine +{ "1

#It’ & bold stroke, though,” said the seoond’

“Well, can you comprehend that #”, the first one -

escaped from beneath his cap, and found their way

Giacomo poured out one, drank it off, a.nd set down -

pour out mors wine, and filling his own cup, they -
were speedily cngagcd in tho excitements of decp dis- -

fitted tho Loy to tho lock with all haste~throw back
the Lolt, and gazed all about bim within Hts four
walls,

A young femalo was crouching {n mortal terror In
tho further corncr of tho room. Thelr cyes met,
looked sténdily each palr at the other for & moment,
and then they were In one anothor's arms, -

# Jesslca 1" :

“ Angelm”

Those wero tho only words spoken ; but theso suf-
ficed to tell tho wholo of that sad story.

#Como at once! at once/ Come with mol” whis-
pered tho pscudo Giacomo.

They started from that den at o rapid pace, and in
an instant, almost, wero out in the open air. Tho
three besotted men below had scarcely observed what
was done.. Only the leader looked up stupidly, - and
began to matter something; but the fugitives caught
no syllable of its meaning, = They were perfectly safe.

Jessicn put her foot into tho gondola of hLer lover
Anselm, he seized the oar, and in another moment
they wero gliding away in safety, and into the dark-
ness,

Next day, there wuy muuh excitement in Venice,
at finding the dead body of Ludovico floating in the
water, not far from whero the affray between the two
gondoliers took plage the night beforo. It was he
that had perished ; he had righteously given his lifo
o forfeit to tho violence he was himself practicing on
o defenceless and deceived young girl}

Jessica beoamo the bride of Anselm, And Anselm ?
ITe was not long afterwards recognized as one of the
leaders of liberty in those Italian oitics where liberty
was so long cherished and proteeted for the salvatxon
of the world. Y v

' Written for-thg nng'_;r/mﬁht.'
| rEE MINSTEEL LOVER 1O HIS SPIRIT
 BRIDH, -
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- ERR y' ———
L ’I'he moon is up, my splrlt ono, und all the alr
*"-Is fragrant with the broath’ of fresh young flowors; -
k jI tune my hnrp to magic stmlns and wateh for theo, '
Al llght winds sigh ninid each lealy treo,
To biithe thy radinnt form and cheek so fafr,
. And lift from Mhy white brow tho sitken hinir;
" Whilé thy mlnstrol lover, mid wildwood bowers,
; Walts for thee, donr one, through bunquet—hours.

I,slng for thico, my blessod one, and music's tone
, Wings softly trembling o’or the starlit lea—

¢ Along the‘%@mdouy ghore the murmurs swell,
Whilo round thy angel couch, oh benuty bright !
The drenm-notes linger on this lovely night,
Sad a8 the Peri's neath tho trembling sea; —
Oh, hearest thou my prayerful song for theo ?

Tho moon I8 up, oh bright-oyed one, and palo

Whito clouds are fleating In the orient sky

Like glittering Isles—I call amid tho trees

Thy namo! and echo answers In the breezo

And yet I seom to hoar thy low, sweot tono,

In dream-liké music murmuring back my own,

Oh, heaven-robed beauty, from thy lattico high,
_ Look down, I pray—thy worshiper {8 nigh!

Bright one, I watch for theo—the night is grand
With diamond dows and fragrant blooms—oh where,
In thy radiant charms, art thou, to-night? .
Come from celestinl renlms and make earth bright
With tho powerful glance of thy lustrous oyos—
Tho soft winds wait to kiss-thy tendor check. Ariso,
<And make thoe night more beautiful and falr—
Como to thy lattice, love—thy worshiper 1s there! -

Slowly the moon desconds behind the clouds—

Tho wind is etill—the waves are hushed—nlong
The dim white shoro I hear thy gentle song;
Starboams grow dim amid tho morn's red glow,
And songs of forest birds come fuint and low

From out the leaves and trees—oh, pirit bright,
‘Thou comest now, ecrowned with tho morning light !

) Brookrort, N. Y., Fen, 1850,

Written for the Banner of Light.

@Ige 1‘)’3}‘ of Budburw;

or,

THE BROKEN VOW.

n IA HAMUER[TE CLOUTMAN.

There Wis mdurning and lamentation at Radburn

|'House. The homo of wenlth and luxpry had su 'den-

ly been transformed into the cheorless abode of
gorro, for the moreiless destroyer, Death, had gar-
nured into his cternal storehouse one of the fairest

‘{fswers of England’s aristooracy-—~tho lovely. Lady

Katharlne. Yes, tho: beautiful mistress of - Radburn
Houso was dead, and a shadow dark as that of mid-
night rested upon the pale and - lofty brow of Lord
Radburn, as he sat silent and alono beside the couch
of the inanimato sleepér, withno light pervading

. that sumptuously-furnished chamber, but the pale.

and’ silvery beams of the fast+ ‘rising moon, For five
years, whoso brief passage had been marked only by
‘moments of exquisite joy and happiness, Philip Rad-
burn “had o’llled Katharine Clifford by the sacred

" l'and endeared name of wife.

. The infant boy, for whom the fair young mother
had but jus sacrificed her hfe, was lier first born; the
darhng bahe, fBr whose coming I\atharlne Radburn

‘| had s0 long and carnestly prayed, in.order that her

devoted husband’s pride . might be" gratified, and the

‘noble name of Radburn saved from- extinction.

Yet even to the ambitious mind of Philip Radburn, |,
thq decp pain experienced by tho loss of the dear and

faithful pactner of his' joys nd sorrows, was' far
"] greater in'realization than all the bright hopes and

fond auticipations ho had dreamed of. in counectlon

.| with the birth of an heir to ‘his family title’ and

edtates, - The earthly gift which-'his soul had so
muchi coverted, seemed robbed of half its valug, when
rudely severed from the maternal stem. For once
the proud master of Radburn Housé began to mur-
mur at his t‘ate, and, in tho terriblo abandonment of
his grief, the bereaved ‘man complained loudly of
God’s lack of mercy and gross injustice to his chil.
dren ; thus approaching the Author of his being for
the affliction with which ho had been pleased to
visit one of the most favored of Lis creatures,
Calmer hours and more peaceful thoughts at Iength
succeeded, until when, eome three days later, Lord

4 Radburn stood beside the grave of onc whose short

lifo had been s serenely lovely as o summer’s day;
and an observer would Lave been strangely affeoted
upon beholding the seeming indifference and utter
heartlessness with which the proud and handsome
“master of Radburn House lisfened to the improssive
burial services of the Euglish Chureh, as pronounced
over tho sainted dead by the old Itector of Oakvale.
Even the amall knot of relatives that clustered about
the richly-carved coffin, with its pall of heavy black
velvet, dried their tears for o moment to gnze in
wonder upon the blanched but immovable counten-
ance of one, who, to their knowledge, had been to
the departed tho most faithful and devoted of hus-
bands,

As the fanern) cortege rotired from the old church:

yard, a few of the elder portion of the neighboring

PR

tenantry lingered belitnd thelr compnntons, with tho

and consolation to thelr beloved master, fn thia his
severo hour of trfal and-afiliction, But to thelr
proffered words of comfort, Philip Iadburn paid lite
t10 or 110 heed  for, drawling his hat closcly over hig
eyes, ho extended his arm to tho aged nurso, (who
had watehed over tho Lady Katharlne from ber
enrliest Infanoy,) and with slow aud solemn atep,
moved quickly towards tho-spot whero tho spacious
family conch, with its mourning trappings, stood
awaiting thelr presence.

Tho kind-hearted old nurso percelving tho eﬂ'cot of
her mastor’s coldness and discourtesy upon the son-
sitivo natures of his worshiping: followers, momen-

burn, upon. the protenco of having somo special
errand to communicato to one of the villngers; but,
in reality, to apologize in & measuro for the strangs
hitherto -heen noted for his extromo courtesy to«
that of their noblo master.

A menth passed by, and things began to assume &

for weoks had almost excluded the light of+day; the

room ; servants no longer moved with noisoless tread
from room to room, but went about the performance

0 .

edso and gayety.

and his own melancholy thoughts,

tender solicitude which sho expressed concorning its

‘| future welfare would -have dono honor to many_a
And like gomo naiad's soul-Inspiring sholl, ©i|maternal heart. Lord Radburn saw but- little of
/| the young heir,” s the, houschold servants-tormed
g the fair babe, for on first discovering the closo To-
.| semblauco ‘which the infant Peroy boro to ; his loved ~
‘ Katharme,' he had covered his face with Lis' hands,
~.[a8if to shut out the painful vision, at the samo time

: beggmg its nurso to take him back to his’ nursery, a8
- | the sight of the little cherub recalled n host of bitter

momories that ho had long since believed slumber.
ing in the dark onverns of hia heart.

Thus, for five years, the little Poroy was'almost a
stranger to the caresses of its father, who scldom re-
quested the child to be brought into his presence,
unless at the earncst desiro of some near relative,
who, upon making o flying visit to Radburn House,
folt no slight degreo of curiosity to behold the infant
boy, whoso anticipated birth had so swelled with
Jjoyous delight tho hearts of bath Lord Radbnrn and

{his gentlo wife. . In vain kiydred and friends-leoked

for somo spark of petrental affeotion -in - Philip
Radburn, which is rarely denied to children of the
most humble and dﬁ)\a'ved origin. DBut such n state
of things could not long hopa for & continuance, in

| this world of constant and censeless chango, . :
Scarce had tho youthful heir of Radburn entered

upon his sixth year of life, before the angel of Death
once more brooded over the dwelling, which, five
years before, it had " 50 desolated. - She upon whoso
brow rested the impress of fourscore years, was the

.| chosen and not unprepared vietim. The spirit of

Dame Margery had suddenly, and ot an hour when
least expeoted, commenced its flight heavenward,

. Again the church bell announced to the astonished
villngers that another soul had been called to its

. | 1ast account, and the words #poor Margery I” trom-

bled on many. a rustio’s lip, as the funeral train
slowly wound its way toward the littlo chapel, where
but the Sunday before, the venerable Dame had bent

among the peasantry, as they stood in respoetful si.
lence beslde the newly mado grave of the old nurse,
for- during the Thst ten years which she had lived in
Oakvale, whither she had cothe upon tho ocoasion of
themarriage of Lady Katharine with Lord Radburn,
their hearts had been strangely endeared to ore
whose hand and purse wore. always I‘Lﬂ.dy to- rehovo
the.poor and suffering. - .

- Thevo wasfone, however, in that small congrega-

with its load of grief; the ‘boy. Peray, to wliom Dame
Margery had performed, 23 it - were, the doublo offico

As Lord Radburn looked upon the weeping. child; his
own: cold’ ‘henrt, becamo moved, and for the first - timo
in his lifo he olasped the youthful Péroy to hls

fort, to mitigate the gorrow. he had not the power to
check. <.

Philip Radburn’s vision, Ho-was n6 lenver the sul:
lon and ‘moroze man ho had been since.bis wifo's
death ; while for all who chanced to pass benenth his
notice, he had ever ready a friendly word and : smile
of welcome recognition. Thg beautiful boy who had
hitherto beon extremely sby and timid in bis intors
course with one whom he had been taught to respect

the heart of innocence and ohildhood.

When Percy Radburn was ten years old, his father
sent to London to procure & suitablo man to -nssumo
the offico of tutor tothe young heir of Radburn.
Such n ono was at last found in the person of Mr.
Haskell, & former graduate of Cambridge, who had,
owmg to some affection of the throat, been obliged to
renounco his chosen profesaion—tho mmnstry-soon
after entering upon it.-

The rapid  progress made by Dercy, under “the
guardianship aund instruction of the young ex-clergy-
man, more thamw realized the fondest expeetationg
which Lord Radburn had formed concerning his son,
At the end of five years diligent labor, durimy which
time o proper amount of care had been hestowed
upon the physical as well as the intellectual mau, it
was ot last agreed upon by Lord Radburn, that
Tercy should go abroad, for the double purposo of
mentn.l 1mprovement and plensure, Mr. Haskell stlll_
accompanying him as tutor and traveling compumon
The first two of the five years’leave of abserico, which
Lord Radbarn had reluctantly granted, was to bo

{spent in study 4t the celebrated University of Got.
tingen, on the Seino; tho remaining threo in trayel

over the entire European continent.’

her knes in prayer. There were few moist oyes’

tion, whoso little heart seemed well- mgh brénking:

of motherand father, sinco the first hour of its hxrth.'

viow of addrassing o fow words of heartfelt sympathy

tarily excused herself from tho society of Lord Rad- .

and unnatural conduct of Philip Radburn—who had

wards a peoplo whoso chief pleasure had ever been .

mora cheerful ‘appearance at Radburn House.” The - '
heavy shutters were removed from the, windows that -

mourning drapery had been taken down from the T
white walls of the clegant and commodious drawing- -

of thoir several dutics with much of their accustomed - .7

But Philip Radburn was an altered man, Refus- e
ing tho sympathy of kindred and acquaintancés; he - =~ %"
would shut himself up for whole days in Lis library,: . .
portaking, at such times, of littlo or no- nourish.: e
ment, and with no companions to beguile the weary . .-
{hours but such as he derived from intoréourse with, ..
the valuable books compmslng his extenslve hbrary, I

~Mennwhile the boy babe for whom the, beauteous \

Lady Kathn.nme had. 8o generously ylelded up her .

own’ preclous life, was rapidly increasing in size and -
~|strength,: 1ts nurso, Damo Margery, looked upon; the " -
| frail creature committed to her care and keoplng_' ’
with & degree of ‘prrdo peculiarly her own, whilo the -

b

heart, and strove by words of teuderaess and- com- o

From that. moment o new hfe seemcd open to ,v :

rather than love, grow daily to count upon that pa. -
rentnl dotage and nffectiog which is ever so dear to






















