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" REPOBTED ‘YOR THE DANNER OF LIGHT, Y BUBR AND LORD.

- Tuxr:—Jesus answared and-sald unto her~~If thou know-
ost the gift of-God, and who 1t {8 that saith to thee, Give mo
to drink, thou “wouldst have asked of him, and he would
ligve given thee living water.~Jonx {v, 10,

. On the road from Jerusalem to Galilee there .runsa
narrow valley, which is the most beautiful and one of
the most, memorable places in that most memorable of
ali land#. Taking those two clemonts of interest, the
‘natural'angd the historicnl together, we may cnll it, per-
haps, the. most remarkable spot upon the face of the
earth. As it bursts upon the vision of the traveler in

- sudden loveliness, green with grass, grey with olives,

with its orchavds and gardens and rushing springs, tho
leased surprise with which he surveys its luxuriance

s soon superceded by the recollections which crowd
upon his mind.' He remembers that from time imme.
morial it hias been a eacred spot, a place of worship and
of national ,consecration. There Abraham halted it
the plain of Moreh; there Jacob bought a field and
found a home; and there in the beauty and fertility of
the land were typified the blessings that:the patriarch
. pronounced *upon the son to whom he lyiﬂuenthed it.

here, as tradition tells us, is the tomb of Joseph, and
there those brethren are buried, who near this pluce
sold him into bondnge. There from Mount Ebal on the
north to Mount Gerizim on the south, where the
prophets of Israel poured forth blessings and curses—
there in thut cnclosure of great events, great memo-
Ties, still lingers the oldest and the smallest sect in the
world; the Samaritans still worship there; the slope of
Mount Gerizim is worn with their foot-prints, where
four times in the year they attend for solemn service,
and at its foot stands their synagogue. Buf oncin-
cident more than all things cfsc has made that valley
most remarkable, and has combined in suggestive
unity itself the utmost significance of nature and of
* history, for Jacob’s well was and still is there, and

there Jesus, on his way to Gulilee, sat weary at noon-
tide and talked with the woman of Samaria, unfolding
for her, for all nges and all people, for ug to-day,the
grandest truths of God and of the human-sol,

There is much more in this remarkable passage than
Ishall attempt even to glance at upon the present
occasion. I may hercafter, from time to time, refer to
the different points in the conversation. -But I wish to

call your attention this morning to a few thoughts
ro\vﬂlg out of the purticular verse which I have se-
ected. for a text, ‘

The general lesson which, in the first place, [ draw
from this verse, js—the significance and importance of
wayside opportunities. Spenking after the ordinary
manner, this entive transaction was accidental; ap-
pnreutlf' unpremeditated on the part of Christ, as it
certainly was unexpected on the part of the woman.
And yet see the great results that came out of it for
the woman, for the people among whom she lived,
for those di:}gf%ks. and for the world, My friends, let
me ask you by what standard of preparation, or of
ceremony, shull we determine the most important
events—the real erises of our individual lives? In how
many instances do we really go into transactions which
invof;’e our highest good, or our greatest loss, as unex-

ectedly as that woman who went'to draw water from
gacob’s well. The most momentous issues of our being
are hot in circumstances and seasons where we are the
most deliberately conscious of them; in our closets, in
our Sunday worship, in our moments of high resolve
and meditation. In these we may become braced and
prepareq for such issucs, but the issues themselves
oceur inf wayside opportunities, in our business, in our
pleasure, in the common events of daily life. The
woman of Samarin was looking for the Messiah, but
doubtless she expected him to be announced by some
heraldry of wondér, in some array of visible glory,
probably on Mount Gerizim. She did not expect to
find him in the shape'of n tired traveler sitting on
Jacol’s well, and asking for o drink of water. And

find God at church, in the statement of some formal

/’how is it with you, mydriends? Do you expect to
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religious truth, or in some gush of sympathetio devo-
tion? Do you ever expect to find him in the humble-
ness of common events, in the duties, cares and tempta-
tions of your daily toil, snd your duily intercourse?
The character of o man, the real strength or weakness
of o man, appears in sudden, every-day things, in
momentary jets of speech or action, One of these, for
determining the essence of a man, is worth more than
hours on parnde and occasions of ceremony.,

It is one of the greatest mistakes in the world to be
looking for grent opportunities. And I suf)pose it is
ong of the most rudical evils in the world. People are
unconscions of the importance -of ordinary opportuni-
ties; they ure always waiting, in order to be something
fogd»or to do something great, for great opportunities.

believe almost anyhody could be a martyr on’a grand
scale, especially in our day, when it is popular to be a
martyr, and there are no red-hot coals at the end of the
business. In the early times, in the times of the primi-
tive Christians, martyrdom meant martyrdom: when a
man had to stand alone, with every fricnd stripped
from him, with the popular sentiment against him,
and the popular fury turned upon him; martyrdom
like: that of Stckhen. when the stones crashed in upon
his brain;,pr, like that of Polycarp, when the red flame
went-curling over him. But in“our day a great deal of
martyrdom comes cdged with gold, or winged with
aromatic breath. The bold journalist spenks out his
-opinions, and receives martyrdom by an incrense of
subscription, and the privilege to be ten times a3 saucy
as ever. The popular minister, by his boldness, gnins
twenty hearers where he loscs one. While the bold.
ness in each of these instariced is to he commended—it
shows the foolishness of making martyrs of men in
‘any and -all times, because it really makes more con«
vorts than it destroys. At the same time, I repeat, the

. .martyrdom of our day is a mere glimmer of light when
compared with what it was. ‘And suppose’ that there
waoa even now such martyrdom as of olden time, I be-
lieve that there are hundreds and thousands here and
- everywhere, who would be perfectly ready and willing
to face it. There is something in standing up hefore
the public gnze. there is ‘something in man's nature
when called upon to make a public. exhibition of his
m'incimea. and to uphold them, that would sustain and
ar g man up through almost any degree of martyr-
-dom. - It would not be publi¢ martyrdom even.  That
was the highest testimony to the truth that the old
_ Christians could furnish, but it would furnish no proof
of a man's real Christinnity or moral principles now.
But in quiet scenes of endurance, in obscure places
: 'sclf-sacg }
human character that is worth the knowing. Take the
wife, who is tied to a drunken husband for the remain-
der of her days; who has no sympathy from friends
‘without, and no support from within; who, in patient
endurance, in night-long watchings and supplications,
- must bear with bratality and injury, and yet whonobl,
m&\rllltnlns her post. daes the duty of a \vxfe: and, wit
hereart trusting in God, bears all the afflictions laiq
upon her. There is a wayside opportunity for martyr-
dom that is grand, and Christ Jesus sees in it the spirit
of that kind of martyrdom that serves him. Take the
spirit that bears with ingratitude, that puts aside irri-
-tation, that labors for humanity, that labors in an
hamble aud quict ‘way for those who scorn it and mal.
treat it, and there,is a serving of Christ by the wayside
that constitates true martyrdom. 8o fake tho princi-
ple that is held up and carried out witkout any protes.
tation of principle, any loud declaration of independ-
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fice, you shall find out what there is in m(\)r\

ence, and without the thought or the consciousness of
L :n bo]dy knowing that_it isa principle that is main-
ained. - :

A man has what gome call foolish seruples of. con-
science, butwhich are to him the greatest verdicts of God
in his soul: ‘He holds on to them in his real busincss
affuirs, in the every-day transactions of life: laughed at,
it may be, for them, scorned for them, wondered at on
account of them, he holds on to them without making
any special proclamation of his principles. There isa
kind of martyrdom not so casy to endure. It is not
easy for o man to- take and speak the simple truth
straight out every day. It is a grent deal easier to
1 mount the scaffold as gydnoy did, to die at the stuke s
others have done, than it is for & man to take and speak
the truth, and nothing but the truth, through all things
and under all circumstances. . Not that we are to affect
truth-speaking, by any means, for there is an affectation
even about thut. And we make any. bluntiess and
harshness we niay use to be excused by saying that we
are plain, blunt people, speaking the truth.” A great
deal of what s called frankness is imjindence—nothin
more nor less than that, It secems to me that to spenﬁ
the truth, and yet speak it in love, kindly, gently and
firmly, is one of the hardest things in the worﬁl. flight
down in business, in temptation, when you are presséd
by something which will cost you something to speak
the truth, and yet to speak it—that is something great
to do. But it is not so great to do when we are chal-
lenged by our fears, as when wo are solicited todo it b
our affections. I firmly believe that the hardest tas
that could be laid upon a man is to always speak the
truth and nothing but the truth, even when he knows it
wounds those he foves. when ita utterance jars the pulsa-
tions of his heart.

Nowhere, thank God, is man so weak as through his
affections.  You can seare 8 man into being a hero, as
very cowardice makes o man a hefo sometimes; as the
duellist always is a coward; ns the man always is a
coward who takes the law into his own hands when he
thinks it does not sufliciently protect him, or he fears

our nature, our affections, our sympathicy, our gentle

regard, may canse a nature that is weak, to spenk the

truth and resist temptation, and to serve Christ every

day. Now the simple utterance of the truth may bea
reat and a glorious thing, and it is often like martyr-
om.

And 8o, I say, in innumerable little ways, a man re.
veals himself and shows what he 1s. And, more than
that, in these sudden and unexpected ways come the
crises of a man’s being; not, I repeat, when he is pre-
pared for them. Temptation is not temptation when
you are reudf' to be tempted. No sin is powerful when
rou know where it is. But when you are in your daily

usiness, ke the woman drawing the dranght of water
from the well, you may hear Christ appealing to you
to do the right and to leave the wrong. « And that is
{.)he hour of your temptation—that {s the crisis of your

eing.
tlml,%ulls you from tho wrong to the right. You meet
Christ by the wayside in a thousand incidents which
you think, perhaps, of no consequence. If

moral principles, all ready for religions spoken senti.
ment to set it to work, and it may be perfect and com-
plete in everything. That is all very well. But how
does the machine work in the common affuirs of life, in
the ordinary, every-day incidents of life? That is the
test. I repeat, these are often the crises of aman’s
being, these wayside opportunities which may arise.

self comes to us in this way,eust as Christ came to ti

womnn of Samaria. Now it cannot be denied that we
are looking for grand occasions for religion, and for the
utterance of religion; we are looking for religion in
complex ways, in different forms and in unreal shapes.
We do not look for it as we should, in common, plain,
simple utterances, In reality, the position of Christ in

bility of religion, I speak thus because people call it,
or think it, a hard thing to be religious. If you get at
the bottom of the matter, it is a difficult and a hard
thing to be religious—it is a hard thing for a man to
live religion, It ought to be a hard thing.
not be worth anything, if it was not a hard thing.
it did not inspire us, fsay. to tho utmost effort—if it
did not require us to be constant in our discipline—if it
did not keep us constantly vigilant and constantly ac-

are to use religion as an clement by which we come
nearer to God and to Christ—by which we are to rise to
the highest needs of our being, then it will be a hard
thing. If it be not hard in the sense of living it out,
then it would not be worth anything.

only in a complicated and formal way. We receive it in

only in its ecclexinstical formy and when we speak of it,

proper breath, or in a hymn which is associated with
the church, or with a peculiar round of ceremonies.

thorized and consecrated way, by priest and ritual, by
inflexible canons of time and place.

tion—even now that Christ has uttered the broad truth

no consecration except in the visible devotion of the
church—there is no true ceremony except that which is
according to the ccclesinatical form,
that kind is simply a mass of complicated ceremonics,

phrases—words used with a peculinr meaning, and hav-
ing to them ‘a pbeuliar emphasis. Let a sermon be
preached in which all the great truths of the gospel are
presented, in which the noblest Incontives to human
action may be urged, in which the clearcst revelation

Jesus Christ may be given, and yet, let certain words
and phrases be left out of that discoursg, and you are
.told at once that it is gnod moral preaching. but there
Js no Christ in it, nqthing evangelical in it, no marrow
in.it. Peaple have come to agsociate relighn. with a

nothing but a skoleton of dry doctrines, with brittle
joints and vertebrie of phrases. Look at the Sermon on
the Mount, There are hundreds and thousands of peo-
ple who regard the Sermon on the Mount 1s a ver
benutiful specimen of Christ’s teaching, but they thin
that after all there is very little gospel in it if you come
to question them about it. They turn for their religion
to the epistles of Paul; becaunse there are u great many
liard words there, mu_l snylngs difficult to get at the
meaning of, and n curions and’ technicel phraseology,
nd they find their religion there. They think Christ
n gave the germ of religion, while the real gospel
was elaborated by the apostle Paul. Now all glory be
to Paul for his noble services to Christ.and to the
church. Thank God for-those burning cpistles of. his,
which have been circulating through ages, and which

the gospel is in the teachings of Jesus Christ; every
word of it isthere. "Allthat Paul, and Peter, and John,
and James ever did waa but to set forth the sugges.
tions coming out of Christ’s teachings—but to make
.| mere commentaries updn them. The entire gospel is
in the Sormon on the Mount, sdmetimes in a single
phrase, . . .

And yet, I repeat, because religion is sssociated
with certgin words, phraseology, and ideas, men look

‘-
.

a taint upon his honor. You can scare a man out of
cowardice into heroism. Sometimes the wenkness of

You meet Christ by the wayside:in every duty

you saw
Christ in some visible form, if you met him in some
grand utterance upon some grand occasion, you would
be rendy to serve him; while some little common inci-
dent in which he can be found, you neglect, think it of
no consequence, and pass it by. And there come the
temptations of our life; and there comne the great crises
of our being, For it is what a machine does when it
works that tests its value, and not what the machine ;
is in itself. A man may have a glorious mechanism of

I wish we could only realize how much of religion ifﬂ
he

this transaction illustrates what I may call the nccessi-

It would’
It

tive, religion would not be worth anything to us.. If we'

But religion is not hard to get at—it isnot hard toap-
prehend.  Yet we are apt to apprehend it, to touch it

an ecclesinsticnl way, sometirges; we know nothing of it

we speak onlf' of what was uttered in some sermon in n
L

Religion comes to'a great many people only in the an-

They cannot touch

it in any other way, for they think there is ne consecra-

that he did in this very fourth chapter of John—there is

Now religion nf

and with others, too, religion is nothing but words, set

of God is set forth, in which the truest statements about

mere set of forms, when in reality their religion is

will circulate through all fime, win.ged with words of
power and of wisdom. But, my friends, the whole of

upon that sermon as a hald, simple moralism, and look
somewhere else for their religion, And thiy is the
reason why nature is excluded from this class of re-
liglous agencies, and natural religion is regarded as
something impossible. Here is a man who has built
up in his mindjhstructure of natural theology; he is
devout through patural theology; he belioves in & God
through naturall theology, and he believes in the im-
mortality of the soul. do .not sny it is a complete
fuith, but it i3 a religious faith as fur as it goes. And
yet you will find a great many who are disposed to
call it mere paganism, with no religion in it. They
say that the man looks out upon the scenes of nature
with ermotions qf love to. God; but, sny they, thero is
no religion in jt. Yes there is, as far as it goes; the
emotion is religion. I know it does not amount to
much; it may die away and leave the man as great a
sensualist and as much a groveller as ever.  But-u man
docs get proof of God, by the sight of God as mani-
fested " through the glories of nature. -And the ten-
deney of nature in itself is to lead us up to the highest
truths, up to the highest religion. And whenever a
man even in the contemplation of nature, if he does
not feel anything clse, feels a glow of gratitude to God,
when under this blue canopy that is spread over us
upon this beautiful Sabbath, God seems to come
nearer to us. Do not put by these cmotions as unre-
ligious, and sny that they are nothing. They are not
much, perhaps; but, so fur as they go, I repeat, fresh,
instant as they are, they are religious. And yet peo-
ple think that only iy good, that only is religion,
which they get at churceh, in the congregation, by the
prayer, or by the sermon; in a peculinr form nnd in @
peculiar phraseology. Some people will take n ser-
mon which is the merest commonplace, the dullest
monotony of phrases, und so long as thuse phrases are
gpecial phrases, they will deem it religion. But let
the naturalist unfold his experiences and discoveries,

lowing with the wonders of divine truth and wisdom,
et him state them in his own fresh, living language,
and they will say, ++Oh, there is nothing evangelical in
it—it is only an exalted and sober kind of paganism.’’
I'say it may be, perhaps, but little more than the best
kind of paganismn, il he stop there. But you may take
the avenues of natural science in our days, and they
lend us to some of the grandest religious propositions,
and some of the freshest religious thoughts. The trath
is, if we go to nature with our pride, with our vanity,
with nothing but our cold speculation, then we shull
get out of nature nothing but pride, vanity and cold
speculation,  We do not exgpit the pride of renson by
what we get out of nature, July a8 we carry the pride
of reason into nature. And aman may do the snme
thing in the Bible. I want te know how much better
than paganism, than heathenism, than phariseeisim,
do a great many people get out of the Bible, when they
0 to it with their hard sectarian theology? When
they go to it with their cankering self-rightcousness,
with their dark views of God and man, they get those
things out of the Bible. And as with the
with nature.
other, and God's truth, Christ's truth stonds thére,
simple, fresh, and close at hand.

It is a great thing, I verily believe, my friends, sce-
ing how much God is moving mature before us at the
present day, seeing how the human mind is dwelling
on the great facts of nature as they are opened up be-
fore us Dby the telescope and the microscope—I say,
considering all these things, it is of great importance
that we should comprehend more and more that God is
leading us into religious life and truth, through more
avenues than one, through nature as well as through
i the Bible. It i3 a great thing to see the real spiritual
truth that all nature symbolizes, and to comprehend
the fact that the same elements of truth are felt in the
Scripture of the works as in the Seripture of the words.
A man may easily have an apocalyptic vision, in that
familiar yet grand sight which I beheld this past week,
standing on the verge of Niagara, for there I saw that

e spiritunl truths, that even the grand apocalypse
which John unfolds was there symbolized before me.
There were the crystal battlements; there were the
‘rainbows round ahout the throne; there nscending and
descending were outlines of spiritual forms with their
wide-sweeping, glorious, robes; there in perpetunl ac-
clamation were the voices of many waters with the
voices of mighty thunderings. ascending in the anthem,
««Halleluiah, for the Lord God ommnipotent reigneth.”’
Who cun go out this beautiful Spring duy, when every
leaf Is an open hymn book, when every blade of grass
is a reverend worshiper before God, when all is light
and bursting beauty about ws, and say that the man
who sees the truth through these has no religion, be-
cause he does not get it in a peculiar form, or ina
peculiar set of words?

o There are two books,'’ says Sir Thomns Brown,
sewhence I collect my Divinity. Besides that written
one of God, there s another of his Servant nature—
that universat, published manuscript that lies exposed
to the eyes of all.  Those who never saw him in the
one way , discover him in the other. Scarcely,” adds
he, ¢+ these know better how to read and enjoy these
mystical letters, than those Christians who cast a more
careless eye on these coinmnon hicroglyphics, and dis-
dain to seck divinity from the flowers of nature.’

The highest religlous truth lies close by the way, if
we will only réek it, pluck it. and apply it. Asitis
in nature, go it is in the Bible; the great truths of
Cliristianity are upon. the surface. They are not for
scholars. It would be preposterous to suppose that
God 14d given a revelation to man, bearing upon_ his
highest duty and destiny, and then made it that deep
thing which scholats and learned men presuppose it to
be—something we must shovel after with our dictiona-
ries and lexicons, delving into ecclesiastical history to
got at the great saving truths of the Gospel. The sav-
ing truths of the Gespel are not below the surface, but
upon it, The trouble is thiz: The Gospel is too simple
for the mass of the people. Simplicity is the
thing anybody. seems to learn. They seem to for
that the greatest things are the simplest things. Yo
may tuke any course of education; hero is & young
man starting to learn any kind of profession; he thinks
that that which is complex, that which makes a great
noise, that which is bulky, that only is the great thing.
Ho comes to know only ot the last that the greatest
things are the simplest things.” How long it took men
to learn this in njture. It was cycles and epicycles, a
wheel within a wheel, a complex mass without any
explicitness, until by and by Newton, Copernicus,
and Kepler,-began to see it all full into. the simplest
laws of beautiful harmony. And so with the Gospel';
it is simple. It has been too glmple, and heathenish
interpretations and learned dogmas have been made
upon it until it has been made a complex, a deep, o
mysterious thing; until the great mass of the people
have been repelled from it.  They cannot find it; they
only know, they only feel—ns I said in the commence-
ment—that religion is something very hard to get at
and to know about. And yet, I repeat, religion is
nothing but the simple truth that Christ uttered by
the wayside, that lie¢ upon the surface of the Bible.

Such, then, being the significance and-importance of
‘waysido opportunities, especinlly in mattefs of religion,
T ask you, my hearers, in the nextplace to consider
how Christ use(l)%gg];nm y. He made it the oc-
casion of a great and effective religionsargument. How
suddenly, how instantly, before the Enrposo of his
spirit the sceno around hjm became cathedral, pulpit,
congregation, everything, - Christ did not need any
outward occasion to conscerate his wotk, but with his
work he consecrated .all ontward occasions. The frec.
dom, the spontancousness of the teachings of Jesus
ever strike as with fresh wonder. There s no teacher,
there never was a tencher, so perfectly independent of
time and place, so perfectly capable in himself of mak-
ing all times and places consccrated and- effective.
And why was it? Because religion in Jesus Christ, if
I may 50 speak, was a real matter, areal thing. Re-
ligion, the truth of religion, tho.spirit of religlon, was
a real thing. Genernlly it is 4 most unreal thing in
" the world.. People, when they talk about it, puton g

ible, so
But you may,nn to cither onc or the

face, and assume a voice that they do not about any-
thing else, Indeed, people. sometimes scem to think
that religious truths can ohly be conveyed in & sort of
holy whining, which has gone cantering traditionally
‘through the pulpit from age to age. N%w that is ngt
the way to talk about rtﬁigion. ‘A form of specch,
twisted in order to express religion in a difftrent way
from what you would express any other great interest,
& sepulchral voice as it is spoken often, and properly
called so, for religion is in n sepulchre, dead and with-
ered, nothing but a mere form, an empty and uscless
idea. You may hear a man talk about religion, and
then change the conversation, so that he will talk
abeut his business, and what a difference you will per-
cefve in his tone and manner. And why? Because
his business is real; it is a great fact in bis life. But
religion is an unreal thing, and he knows so little
about it, that he undertakesto talk about it in some
strange, vaguo way. Iear a man talk about his love
to God, the holy and the Infinite Father, and look at
the strange, the awful, the strained manner he as.
sumes, the changed tone of voice in every particular.
Then hear him talk about his love for his child, and
for'his benefactor, and see how his heart gushes over,
and his whole voice corresponds to the thing he is talk-
ing about. How different! And why? Because God
is unreal to him; God is a mere spectre hidden beliind
a veil of mystery; while his child, his bencfactor, are
real objects, present to his heart and his thought.
Hear a man speak of o great portrait, of a philanthro-
pist, of a noble man, and then look at the difference
when he comes to speak of Jesus Christ. It is all for-
mal, constrained then.

This unreal way in which we hold religion, makes
religion unreal to us; that I do verily believe, because
I am willing to give men all the excuse that they can
have. 1t is one great cause why religion is not a great
previlent power and spirit in the hearts of multitudes
of Kcoplc. because those who profess it make it unreal,
talk of it as if they knew nothing about it, as though
it was something very vague and very mysterious, tha
evidently has no vital power over their hearts an
lives. Now, with Christ, religion was a realitys At
was in his heart and soul; it was the great reality of
his being; and eonsequently, wherever he was that
reality transfigured the scene into proper occasions
and proper conditions. True religion is the most per-
vading, and yet the most natural and unintrusive ele-
ment, A man who is truly religious nover forces his
religion upon other people, because it is not any one
thing—it is not o set of words or of doctrines, but it is
his whole life, and his religion goes in wherever he
goes. If the conversation takes a religious turn, what.
ever he says comes spontancously, just as Christ spoke
when he gate on the well of Jacob. If there is no par-
ticular phraseology there, yet you feel there is a ro-
ligious presence there in “his example—in his life and
character—that is better prenching than the preaching
of words. It is -an old and trite saying that «acts
speak louder than words.” A man who is in earnest
about religion has no desire, is not anxious, to wedge
it in everywhere in somo strange way. I repeat, it
comes naturally from him, and whether Jie speaks
readily™of it or not, there is in him and @ his life an
influence—a religions influence—and he, ih some way
j or other, manages to convey to you his {dea that re-
ligion is not one thing, but many—that \n
conseerated sense it is everything-—that itsw0e¢
innumerable—that the variety of its elements is count-
less,

How spontaneous and natural in Christ was this re-
ligious spirit and truth, Look how slight an incident;
o woman comes and draws a bucket of water, and ask-
ing her fora drink, Christ goes on and touches naturally
upon living water which springs up into everlasting
life; and, from this, coivincing the woman of hig
divine power and authority, he pusses on to the high-
est revelation of God, and the confession of himself ns
the Messinh. There was nothing strained or forced in
this. It was not religion got up as people get it up
when they come to tulk about religion. It was all
free, spontaneous, and natural, because religion in
Jesus Chirist was a real principle. .|

And this conversation of Jesus Christ with the
woman of Samaria, was a great lesson in preaching, as
all the lessons and teachings of Jesus Christ were. [
have'snid there never was such a téacher. You may
compare Jesus Christ with whom you please. Sit him
up alongside Socratesand Plato; call him, as some men
aftect to do, & good man, & man with good moral prin-
ciples, as uttering great truths, stripping away all
glory of divinity from him,
same time you cannot deny this: there never was a
man who taught as Christ taught. “There,wns a great
deal of truth in what the multitude said, that + never
man spake like this.’” The multitude had been so long
used to the dry,“WRsky, technical teachings of the
Seribes and Pharisces, that when they heard Jesus they
drew a long breath, as it were, and cried out, «Surely,
never man spake as this man.’’  And there never had
been a man like him. Why?  Because he saw radieal
truth everywhere. He took a little lily growing in the
summer light, and oh, what a missal of divine glory it
became—what a lesson of God's goodness.  He saw a
wild bird steering its way through the air, and it be-
came at once an illustration of Divine providence. He
took nothing but a grain of mustard seed, and the
whole kingdom of God was involved in it. Wherever
he turned his eye, I repeat, he found sentiment, radi-
cal truth, and struck out of it something right beforo
the people that they could take hold of. 'This is the
power of effective truths it is powerful, and goes to
men’s minds and hearts, and_is received with rever-
cnce, for the reality is close at hand.

Some preaching i3 merely the preaching of abstract

intellectual theories, and at the very end of it, perhaps,
making an application of it to practical life. The whole
of the rest is useless, and the application is not per-
ceived by two-thirds of the people; who have not fol-
lowed the sharp, shrewd, intelicctual propositions at
all.  Real preaching passes from life up into doctrine—

upon the renlities of this life. When you can jam a
man up against & great fact of life, and ask him, How
now? what does that teach you? what does that say,
oh man, to the deep heart within you? what does that
speak to {he aspiring. thirsty soul? what does that tell

ing. And if it is only the leaf of ‘the lily, or the wing
of the wildbird, it has infinite power the moment it.

contajns,
If a man has no proof of the existence of God in his
own moral consciousness, in the deep voice within him;

ness and _his guilt, I am afraid you cannot convince
him of a God by any of your logical arguments, He-is
a great deal more apt to be convinced of a'God by the-
little daisy that oPens in the spring-time, by the touch
of God’s universal care that falls glittering upon the in-
seet’s wing. Do you want. to prove an immortality
constructed ont of subtle metaphysical propositions!
You will not believe it then;, if your own heart and con-
seiousness do not tell you of it, if some great fact of life
has not brought it home to youn, some great loss, the.
open grave of some fricnd, or the consciousness of some
limitation against which you chafe and beat—if thyt
doces not bring immortality home to you, you will .neve
be convinced of it. And you will not be convinced of
the truth of Jesus Christ by historical arguments, by
evidence like that in the great volumes of Dr, Lardner.
The truth that Christ has spoken to your own soul,
your sense of just such teaching as Christ gives, of just
such guidance as he sets before yon, of just such divine
words ns he utterced, being like the living water to your
thirdty soul—there is tho proof of Christianity. Does
not your conseiousness claim that? Do not you say, I
need just such a manifestation of God as that glowing
love from th¥ face of Christ; I need just such purity-as
that to inspire me with the hope that I may rise above
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Do all this, and at the™

doctrines, n mere logical proposition, built up of sharp -

not from abstract doctrine down into life; it is based

you? When you can do that, there is power in preach. -

presses home the great reality of tho_truth which it -

if he has in his own soul no sense of his need, his weak- -,

Written for the Bauner of Light. T

THE SPANI

A

BY M, V. BT, LEON.. -

[Conciudqd from our lnct.]
OHAPTER: VIIL - -

o~

Mrs. Saville having found long pgo that any attempts:
on her part to assail the baronet were useless, put .

pect of fetes at Ashford Park—the place had’ béen
8o sfupid for the last three years; the Hon. Frederlo
Annesly concesled his chagrin at having a march
stolen upon him, a8 well as he could; and the’peo-
plo at tho Parsonage rejoiced because overybody else
appeared to, A N
Great excitement prevailed among the inhabitants
of Hatherstone, as the boxes containing the trossean
arrived from London, and equal satisfaction was ex-
pressed that the ceremony was to take place in the
church where the Coningsburgs had celebrated such
events in & most lugubrious manner from time ime
memorial. Much doubt had been entertained.wheths
er the proud American lady would adopt the cus-
toms of tho place, instead of making a grand display
in London. Nothing dould be further removed from
Honorin’s wishes than this, howevor, andl Sir Rad-
ford, who had urged her to follow her own particu-
lar inclinations, was no less delighted at hev de-
cision, 80 in unison with his reverence for ancestral
precedent, than were tho neighboring families-at -
the prospect of something to enliven the chronie
dullness of Hatherstone, '

the morning of her second wedding-day from those
of eight years before, whon in the freshness of girl-
hood’s first deep love, she had looked forward to a
future of unalloyed happiness with an earthly fdol
As she recalled each incident of thqt}ppp:pd,ggdiﬁ{e
devotion of Bt. George during the five years-of hér
mariied life, it seemed a eacriligious thing to be-

come the wife of another, Tho memory of the past
; g deayfr than dresms of future ambition at that
mo (0

She glanced toward the window through blinding
tenrs—the splendid woods and distant fagades of
Ashford Park and manor house glistening frosh and
fair in the morning sun, rising in majestic propor-
tions through the still blue air, met her eyes like an
Elysian scene. The bright rgys creeping onward,
glittered with blinding radiance upon an open case
on the dressing-table. It contained the diamond
witnesses of Sir Radfotd’s "munificence, a bridal
present, received thié preceding ovening. She glanced
at the slecping Lily, and thought of her unprotected
future, of her own isolated position, and the atten-
tion with which Sir Radford would surrond them.

These silent monitors were powerful in argument,
Tho tears were succeeded by a proud light, and ris-
ing, she prepared to enter upon the enjoyment s0
abundantly promised. :

Bat onco afterward Ler calmness failed.—ns she®
pronounced the words which had bound her to St.
George—but the emotion was perceptible only in tha .
coldness and trembling of the hand on- which:the .
bridegroom placed the ring, and an increass. of -
pallor on her already pale face. It soon subisidéd;
however, and her signature was as firm ‘and élegant -
as any of the witnesses, P

In o fow @?r Radford and Lady Coningsburg-
T

'

went up to Londgn in season for the Queen’s draw:
ingroom, The~bride was presented at gourt, and .
herself and diamonds acknowledged to be the most

beautiful things preseat. Lady Coningsburg ‘be-’

seemed probable she might in time aspire to the posi- -
tion df & leader of ton. DBeing in the full bloom of.:

ments of his wife-were oftencat displayed. - .

Sir Radford only admired her the more as a fit rep-
resentative of 80 anciont & namo as that of Conings-.
burg. Ashford Park saw less and less of its proprietor, -

his lady came down with & orowd of guests to spend
the holidays. i - a ISR
The worthy little reotor, much scandalized at tho
new order of proceedings, improved these opportuni-
ties to read a homily on #.the pomps and vanities of.

tencd with muoh apparent edification. 5
Lily, who retained no "distinct recollections of her
gorly -ohildhood, -and most imperfect ones of the. -
period comprising her father’s death and subsequent.
inoidents, was fast approaching womanhood, as beag-

tiful as her infanty had promised/ ‘Although her

brilliant matoh, tho great rescmblance to St. George,
in her girlish featurcs, always saddened the scom-
ingly thoughtless, worldly-mindéd woman, who, it
would appear, had entirely forgotten tho romance of
her youth. e
But it was not s0. There wero many lonely hours -
in tho lifo of the brilliant and admired Lady Con-

The astonishing intelligence of Sir Radford’s pro-- -
jected marriage roused the whole neighborhood.

aside all thoughts of envy, and rejoiced in the pros- -

With what different feelings did Honoria wake on

came the fashion, and so perfect was ber taot, that it , -

womanbood, she was admired for herself as well as-
for the wealth and standing of Sir Radford, who put .
no restraint upon her wishes, and was most prond. -
and pleased when the youth, beauty, and aoobmp}ia'l\'-

The gay round of pleasure in which -Honoria soon -
became involved, developed all the latent worldliriess ‘ ;
of her nature, and fostered her haughty spirit. - But .-

-~

until at the expiration of 'a few years it was only
thrown open at Christmas, when - Sir' Radford and

this naughty world,”.and the sins of pride and vain. -
glory—to "all of Which the rustling congrogation lis- -

mother rejoiced jn this as & surety of her making &' -
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lngnburg; Lor stately husband was as enpable of_

sympothising with ber In such moods, na one of the
marblo plilars In the hnll but to compensato for
this, Lie was devoted to "Lier servico—overy wish was
gratifiod almost before expresscd, and tho miost un-
bounded tiberty nllowed 3 her very-caprlees woro re-
speoted, and no reasons_ ever asked concernlng any
fine of conduct sho chose to adopt.

Tho wild dayIreams of her girlhood wero finally
realized—she was an acknowledged leador of fashion 3
tho most ambitlous schemes for her child seemed
likely to prosper. Tho first twenty years of her
lifo appeared liko tho half-forgoticn history of somo
strangor

The season in 'London had been unusually gay.
The birth. day was long sinco past, and yet the
pleasure-secking crowds lingered for & succession
of britliant eutertainments whioch followed ench other

" with increasing rapidity, as if conscious such s stato

of things could not lnst much longer.
At the opera one evening, in the ‘middle of o gay
repartée, Lody Coningsburg turned suddenly pale,

_and gazed with stony fixedness at the opposite side

© of the theatre.
the ladies of her party, much alarmed at her singu-

She was. instantly surrounded by

lar appearance ; but in a moment recovered horself,
declaring it was nothing—the air was close, and sho
folt slightly faint, but it was entirely gone ; and find-
ing that any nouce o.nnoyed her. théy ceased their

. gittentions.

Bat .not a.not.lmer note of the liquid melody dld

: Honom. hear. A tall figare standing inthe shadow

of & baloony destroyed all warmth and life in her
veins ; she felt oppressed a8 by some terrible dream,

' Scnreely daring to move or speak lest she should be

“observed by that fearful presence. Sho could bardiy
‘vealizo the. blow that threatened to fall on her un-

* protected head, and her mind was too bewildered at

“the n.ppron,ghmg danger to avoid it, or clearly follow
.out’ the result. Sho vaguely forsaw the position,
reput.utlon, and every worldly good sho had eo long
and ‘successfully striven for, snatched from her at

" ome deadly grasp, and disgrace, humiliation, negleot
) subatltuted there stood tho man whocould condemn

“her to degrndnnon, who held her future in his powor
—Alfred Maxwell.

Presently her cournge revived ; she had escaped him
onge—why not again? But the stake was so great
as to nearly paralyze her energics. As yet it ap-
peared he had not seen her, and tho plan of leaving
the theatre and setting out for Hatherstone immedi-
.ately, or—if she discovered Maxwell was intending
to remain sometime in England—going abroad, sug-
gestod itself to her troubled mind.

. While waiting for o fuvorable opportunity to effect
an exit unobserved, the door of her box opened, and

- & youpg author, whom she had patronized consider-

ably, entered; with a pre- occupied attention she
listened to his conversation until he mentioned the
dreaded name; then, suddenly arousing, sho requested
him to repeat his last romark. He stated that a Mr.
Maxwell had recently arrived. in London, bringing
lettera of introduction to several families of note
who were highly pleased with, and made quite a
lion of the young Amerioan. He also added that
this new acquaintance was much struck with her
Iadyship on account of & strong resemblance to an
old friend.

Honoria trembled violently. Could it be that ho
‘had not discovered her identity? Her resolution was
instantly taken to quit the country, and thus, by
dleuppourmg from his sight, cause him to forget any
suspicions in regard to herself. As soon as pos-
pible she left.the scene of her acute suffering, fol-
lowed by ‘the opera glass of Maxwell till out of sight.
When Sir Radford heard his lady’s wish to leave
London immediately, he expressed no surprise, and
silently acquicsced, according to custom.

The agouy of the succeeding night may not be
estimated by any common standard. -To lose all she
had spent years in Becuring—worldly ruin stared
‘herin the face—the ncoossories of wealth and posi-
tion acquired a treble valuo in her eyes, as sho
seemed about to be deprived of them,' Bhe dreaded
the approach of daylight—as if the darkness were

- safety, and could arrest the progress df evil.

CHAPTER 1X.
The next morning orders were given to prepare
for leaving London, and Lady Coningsburg remained
alono_in tho splendid drawingroows, that only“in-

- orensed her misery by reminding her of the game at

(

stake, oaloulating the.chances of each possible movo,

“when, without provious warning, Mr. Maxwell was

announced.

The violent start and flush were not lost upon the
villain, who advanced with winhing deference to pre-
sent & letter of introduction. Nearly overwhelmed,

-at this sudden progress toward tho dreaded dangor:

Honoria rose, and, scarcely conscious of her actions,
extended her band mechanically for the note. As
gho did so her arm was exposed to view, and on it

'glittlered its inseparable ornament—the pendant

Bpnmsh doubloon !
Every lingering doubt vauished from Maxwell’s

~mind, and ‘with sn instant ohange of manner he

boldly said :

“This farce 18 useleas—we need no introduction,
Horioria I”

His helpless: viotim sank tromblingly on a seat,
while her fiendish persecutor gazed-in greedy tri-
nmpki 4t the evidence'of his power. Her pale lips
were speechless ; she could only olasp her hands n

_|llent despair.

“ Well, my pretty fugmve,” was-his unfeeling ad-

: dress. accompanied with a sneering laugh, ¢ this ig
: malmxg out
* -Beem to have
' ple into forgetfulness of your. negro origin. Fea.
" tares. nnd complexion are pretty well toned down,
" though,” Lo added, sosuning her eritically, -

retty well for a runaway slave; you
1$nntural gift at bewitehing white peo-

In the wild hope inspired by a stray word of this

gentence, the. ingult was uuheeded. She was now
- equal to any emergeucy, sud with all her customary -

composure awaited an opportunity to use her newly-

" formed defence. This change did not escape Max.

well, who supposed, however, that it proceeded from.
a determination to deny her identity, and, glorying
in the certainty of triumphing at last, he prooeeded
to henp indignities upon her.

% You cannot escape mé!” he said; @ 1 cannot
olaim you, it is true, but I can deprxve you of every-
thing you value.”

1 defy you!” was her scornful answer,

" wAh! you defied me once before, tind wha.t was

‘my revenge 7" -

“ Bat you were foiled ; I escaped you."

Fuarious at her fcnrleas disdain, Maxwell forgot all
prudence, and, clutching her arm fiorcely, lneaed into
‘her startled aar—

. “Not 80, madame] yondxd not escapeall. “Who

destroyed the Idol that formed your gole happlucsa ¥
Who doomod you to the awful suspense of a second
slavery? Who condemned you to alifolong exile,
or future bondage, by scoreting your freo papers?
I1 Ididall this, and I will ngaln envelop you in
anot whoso mcshes you cannot break so canlly, 1
havo sworn n glorious revengo, and f will obtain 1t 1
A deop thankfuloess that 8t. George had notually
provided. for her safety, that she was free, though
unablo to. produce tho proofy, was ‘happiness too
great for utterance, and it was several instants bo-
foro sho could reply to his thrent and cruel bonst:

“You could not have done mo a_greater sorvico
than to withhold my papors. But for that theft, I
should not havo beon in the position I now ocoupy,
from which you aro uc liberty to dislogo me—if you
are able'l ”

Rage and malice glowed in his eyes as he rotorted’:

“You believe, perhaps, that your proud, high-born
companions will continue loyal to your capricious
sway, when thoy discover that their oraclo is a fugi-
tive slave, the ci-devant mistress of the man whose
wife she called:herself, the artful ndvonturess, who,
by her' deceits, has entrapped ‘a . nobloman into
placing her in the position she now oocupies. And
these facts I will proclaim in-the ears of every one,”

#.Are you determined to do this ?” Honona. calm-
ly inquired, .

“] am; nothing sball induce me tp forego my
revenge. An hour ago you might have bought me
off; but now I will do as I have sworn.”

“T have no desire to purchase your silence, It
you declard my origin; you will but surround me
with more devoted friends than I now possess.”

Amazed at the wonderful composure of his intend-
ed viotim, ho demanded if she intended to deny his
statements.

“ Not at all. But there ar¢ o fow doors that are
olosed even upon me, who lead half London. Once
enlist the sympathies of their proud owners; (and
nothing will so surely do this as the plan you pro.
pose,) and my pcpularity is increased four-fold. Even
should that fail me, my husband cannoct be alientted
by any efforts, and we will find a home abroad,
where distinctions of races are only noticed to be
admired. Theve I can rest securo from your malice.”

Although realizing the truth of -these assertions,
such was her unutterable loathing of African taint,
that, rather than her origin should be suspected, even
with the addition of fresp honors, she would have
preforred, the lot of the most miserable white woman.

although trembling at the result of his threat, if

executed.
In vain did her persecutor attempt to arouse her

fears. He was entirely deceived by her affeoted in-
difference ; and at length, completely baffled, took
hig'leave, vowing that if ever she fell into his power,
every scornful word should be avenged with interest.

Maxwell had discovered Honoria by chance, and
tho old emotion of rage at her having foiled him
once, awakened within his heart, urging him on to
injure her if possible. Convinced that any such at-
tempts were useless at present, he proposed to com-
plete his tour abroad, anddabide a better opportu-
nity. He was now seeking £0 establish himself in
life, and having just run’through his large fortune
in various extravagances, was seeking anxiously for
some heiress to repair his losses,

Wwen his first anger at the result of his efforts
was past, the thought occurred that much more
might be gained by professing friendship instead of
enmity toward Lady Soningsburg. Acting under
this impulse, he wrote to her, stating that if she
would assist him in winning o wealthy bride, he
would remain silent concerning her past history.
Rejoiced at this prospect of safety, yet aware the
display of too much joy would be impolitic, Honoria
returned & briefreply to the effect that 8o long as he
treated her courteously she would slow equal civitity
to him.,

A truce was thus estiblished, and both parties
met in society a3 acquaintances. But Honoria lived
in constant terror, somewhat lessened by the reflec-
tion, that after so long o period as had elaped since
their meeting, Maxwell could not expose her without
loging his own reputation for manliness and honor,
even if his story was credited. These facts suggest-
ed themselves to Maxwell also, and he clearly per-
coived that his power was gone, and that he had
now outwitted himself,

In order to retrieve his broken fortunes, ho plunged
deeply into gaming ; but before long, his success be.
ing such a9 to render his associates unwilling to en-
gage against him, he turned his attention to heiress
hunting instead.

As it chanced, his choice fell upon a young but
plain girl, already in possesgion of her property, and

180 unattractjve that not even her golden charms had

yot procured her a suitor. But she was amiable,
sensible, and capible of degp and true affection. Of
this, Lady Coningsburg, for whom sho eatertained
the most enthusiastic. admiration, was well aware,
and on her part much preferred the society of this
painfully shy, but really gifted girl, to many more
brilliant, but also more shallow ones.

Maxwell now demanded that. Honoria sliould assist
him in this enterprize, and her haughty spirit chafed
like a oaged lioness at the reflection that the man
she despised above all others could with impunity
demand her to participate in hia_nefarious schemes,
betray the confiding trust of an esteemed friend, and
subjeot hgrself to his degrading companionship. An
hundredfmos she wns tempted to wish that the
ocean had become her grave after her escape from
bondnge. But regrets were useless, and Maxwell
became more impatient every day, relying on the
good offices of Lady: Loningsburg, who perceived that
her young friend wis, so. preposessed in his favor,
and flattered by réceiving attentions so unusual, that
the slightest attempt to“influence her according to
his wishes would be entirely successful,

Bhe was spared the dreaded humllmtxon, howaever.
She heard a.report one day that the fascinating
American was about to return home to take posses-
sion,of a large fortune just left him. This was al-
most too much ¢ relief for Honoria to credit ; but
when Maxwell dalled to take his leave, she folt ag if
the eprings ofl life’ were renewed within her, Re.
Joiced at this unexpected release, her manner was
almost cordial, and they partéd on civil terms.

But as Maxwell pondered upon the events of the
last few months, his pride wns aroused that he
should have been thwarted & second time by o
woman who had once been his undisputed property,
yet was able to sot his threats at defiance. He was
thankful but for one thing—that he had not com-
mitted himself to the ugly heiress, since the neces-
pity for o wealthy wife no longer existed, and he
resolved to choose the fairest woman he could win to
graoe his new estate, and banish the remembrance
of paat mortifications. '

N

Ho was now master of ong of tho most clegant f

resldences in Virginln, lofs bim by his uncle, Mr,
Talbot, and, wlth the large fortuno nttached to It, was
subject to but one restriction—that the widow shotld
mako it hor homo as long na sho pleased, and also
recelve hnlf tho tncomo till her decease. This, Max.
well did not regard as an {ncumbranco, for Lis sharo
sufficed to supply all his wishes, and as Mra, Talbot
was an arlstooratio, olegant woman, ho was pleased
to have g0 fino n hostess when he entortained his
friends. Bub betweon himeclf and this proud lady
there was little familiarity ; for his solfish and un.
worthy nature did not escapo her notico, and had ho
not been her husband’s nephew, sho would not have
treated 8o conaldcrntcly a man whom she had glways
kept at o distinco during Mr. Talbot’s lifetime.

Day by day her dislike inoreased, until Maxwell-

goarco felt that he had aay claim to_continuo at
Mount Clare, so distant and contemptuous were the
manners of its mistross, who, on her part, thor:
oughly aware of his true character, regrotted that
the estato had not bech left to a- worthy stranger,

rather than to - the pndesqrving heir. Time passed

on, and despite his wealth amd position as one of the

most extensive landholders in the State, his acquain.

tances were fow, and friends atill less numerous, till
at length Mount Clare was almost as solitary as if
uninhabited, and its master held in general dislike,
as & saroastio, unamiable man,

CHAPTER X. _

TIncrease of years did not bring additional happi-
ness to Lady Coningsburg. All -the distinotions
which surrounded her did not suffice to fill her
heart ; there was 4 vague longing for something she
had not, and could not define. Every resort of the
fashionable world for thé oure of ennui proved ung-
vailing, and finally, after exhausting the .continent
for change of scone and amusement, some enterpris-
ing member of her coteric ventured to suggesta
trip to Canada.

This met with instant approval from all. A party
was soon formed of the oream of Lady Coningsburg’s
circle, and the intended route carefully marked out.
Lily, now o beautiful girl of sixteen, was to accom«
pany them at hexn earnest request, and 8ir Radford’s
petition on her bebalf, who could not bear to be ge &P
arated from his pet.

The voyage brought vividly to memory all Hono-
ria’s carly.life. The contrast between the first and

' § 1 to contemplate, irritated
This she carefully concenled from Maxwell, however, second passage, 8o hatefu co P

her almost beyond endurance. The days spent on
ship-board were one continued trial to her haughty
spirit, and she was silent from joy when they neared
tho land. As she had no associations connected
with this part of the ¢ 0Zmntry, novelty of scene and
occcupation amused hef awhile, until but ¢ne more
sight remained before their departure for hgme—the
Falls of Niagara.

When within a day’s journoy of the falls, Sir Rad-
ford was attacked by a slight illnest, which prevented
him from journeying with the pnr:y/liu:ﬂﬁnully'
persuaded them to préafd withont hirfiself and Lady
Coningsburg, intending to join them again shortly,
He would not hear of Lily’s remaining behind, but
insisted that she should go on with her friends.

An indefinable fear seized Honoria at hearing this
devision. She had never felt uneasy when separa-
ted from her daughter by the breadth of nearly a
whole continent, and now, when but a-few hours
were to divide them, she was filled with sad presenti-
ment and groundless alarm.

Lily, however, experienced nothing of this, and

promised to be very cautious, to avoid all dangerous
places, and to keep constantly, near her friends ; yet
when they departed, Hon turned pale and cold,
vainly struggling against the seeming weakness.,
" Asithe travelers journeyed along, little dreaming
of the anxiety in Lady Coningsburg’s heart, Lily was
the life of them all, her beauty and gaiety attract
ing the admiration of thopo with whom they came
in contact. *I'he day after their arrival at Niagara
was epent in viewing the Falls, and lamenting the
absence of two of. their number. Tho next morning
they crossed over to the American side, and Lily,
who was unusually gay, received frequent cautions
from her companions for her fearlessness, which
made hor too bold to guard against danger. )

Presently the party turned homeward., Just as
Lily, who was in advance, was about to step onto
tho bridge, one of tho gentlomen called her by name.
8he turned to reply, and as she did 8o, three men,
who had been lurking about at intervals all the
morning, oame rapidly forward, and one who seemed
the leader, laid his hand on her shoulder, saying—

“You are my prisoner, young lady 1”

Trembling and terrified beyond the power of
specoh or action, she could only gaze helplessly into
the man’s face. The next moment her friends were
on the spot, and one of them attempted to thrust the
intruder aside, furiously demanding by what right
ho dared to touch Miss 8t. George. )

By tho authority of the United States’ laws,”
was the calm reply. «I arrest this girl as the prop-
erty of Alfred Maxwell of Virginia, who purchased
her with her mother, Honoria Phillips, twelve years
ago, of the heirs of Cecil St. George, Esq., of New
Orleans”

Utter amazement silenced them all for a second,
and thon the gentleman who had spoken before, ex-
claimed :

*Impossible There is some mistake here.” Re-
lease the lady,” and he attempted to draw her away.

« Hold, young man,” replied the officer; *there is
no mistake in the matter—I have a warrant for her

arrest, and you must permit me to execute my orders

peaceably, or. I shall be obliged to use force.” *
Further resistance. wns usoless ; and after accom-
panying Lily to the plo.cb where she was to remain
for the present, her friends returned to their lodg-
ings, and despatched a message to Sir Radford and
Lady Coningsburg, desiring them to hasten forward

without delay. This done, they. vented thelr indig.

nation on this outrageous imposition, as they termed
it, and ' pictured the reparation that er Radford
would probably demand.

It 8o chanced that the baronet and his ludy liad
started. to rejoin their friends, and missed the intelli-
genoe, 80 that on their m-nval it was very evident
they were ignorant of evil. Honorin’s first i inquiry
was for her daughtef, and the embarrassed silence
of her oompamons Btruck with lendeu weight on her
heart.

% Youdidnot receive our messago, then ” mquu-ed
one of the ladies. -

% No—there is something you hesltu.to fosay; I
beg you will tell me instantly what- has happened.”

«Pray, bo calm, my dear friend—it is nothing—
that is, all will be well now that yon are come.”

-4 My ohild! she is ill—she—no it cannot be that

.
N
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any harm hos befaller her—oh! gay it is not that [~

Lady Conlngsburg's ngoulzcd suapenso was “torrl-
blo to behold§ and, unabled to restraln hier omotfon,
tho Iady sumtnoned hor brother—tho. ono who had
attempted to prevent Lily’s arrest—to rolate tho oir-
cumatances,

# Oh, Lord Hardinge 1" Honorla crled as ho entored
the room, »do not concenl anything from me! Tell
me tho worst, and at once—I onn bear all but this
dreadful doubt.”

41t 18 only n strange mistake, or tho mallolous
invention of some cnomy,” ho replied, and indignant.
ly narrated the occurrence.

Ero ho had finished, sho comprehended the whole ;
and, for the second time in her life, sank under tho
burden of unbearablo digtress into insensibility.
When she recovered hor senses, tho thought that her
history could no longer be concealed, and that a
public exposure must follow, nearly doprived her of
reason. All the results of twelve long years’ toil and
# voxation. of spirit” were dashed at one blow—
orumbled into dust]

Shethought of her darling child, 1mprisoned
treated like a criminal, and heart-brokep at this dis-
grace—nlone among’ strangers, and- no mother to
comfort her in  this désolation—until the bitter ory
aroge: ¢ Why am I thus perseouted1” .

Then - conscience, whose voice sho ‘had g0 long
silenced, became a relentless acouser. Tho towering
ambition, thé. wasted opportunities of usefulness, the
taolt deceit, the thoughtless. pursuit of pleasute, all
her worldlinees, the disregarded warnings of afflio-
tion, and’ the stifled repentance, that, if hcoded
might perhaps have averted this 1nst overwhelming
stroke of chastisement, rose up like ghoats from the
past, and caused her to shudder at the retrospestion
—to remain awed and silent before' tho avenging
angel, as the Just retribution so long delayed was
dealt upon her.

~Amid this ohnos of emotion, one Impulse shone
out clear and defintd—to see and dofend her child
from all unnecessnry suffering—for she never realized
the almost idolatrous ‘love she cherished for*Lily
until now. Yot it was impossible to go to her, with-
out being herself arrested; this she would not have
heeded—for, when her past life was disclosed and
the name of slave affixed to her, the state of slavery
-would be no additional migery to her diseased mind ;
but if she joined her daughter, and resigned herael_t‘
to voluntary bondage, no benefit- could result, for it
wag very uncertain if Maxwell would allow them to
remain together, lest his revenge should not be com-
plete, or they should effest a second cscape, unless
guarded so warily as to become a burden.

And she had supposod this long-dreaded dangor
vanquished forever, years ago. - On his quitting Eng-
land, she had parted peacefully from her persecutor,
and dismissed the idea of an"event liko the present
from her thoughts, as a settled impossibility | Who
could have imagined that Maxwell would learn their
arrival, when residing ip another part of the con-
tinent! These reflections passed through the mind
of tho sufferer; and the contrast between her present
wretched situation and that of a short time previous,
added its silent sting, reproaching her for the rest.
less, ungrateful disposition that had not permitted
her to receive with thankfulness unnumbered bless-
ings, but urged them all on to ruin, which fell most
heavily upon the innocent—her husband and child—
from whom she, the onuse, had experienced nothing
but devotion and blind obedience,

The faint hopa that ﬁsghups Maxwell would per-
mit the purohase of, Lily, kept her from despair.
Horrible thought! She shricked at the sound of
her own expression—her child & slave—shat loathed
and acoursed thing—could it be this awful degrada-
tion would be allowed! Her brain seemed on fire ;
at this crisis, only the conviction that the utmost
selfcommand and energy were mdmpenseble to res-
oue Lily, if within human power, preserved her
reason.

Most bitter of all was the fact that they were
aotually free; that their endish enemy, who unjust-
ly defrauded them of liberty, was the one who had
deprived them of their idolized protestor—the coward-
ly murderer of the fond husband and father,

The consternation of her friends, when the truth
was knotn, was only equalled by their pity and in.
dignation. Every failing of the really charming
Honoria was forgotten, and every excollonce of her-
self and child magnified like the virtues of the dead.
But at‘this season huiman sympathy availed the
vietim little, and she had not yet learned to seck the
tender support of that God whose righteous judg-
ment and punishment she acknowledged.

—

CHAPTER XL -

Honoria’s worst fears were realized. Maxwell re-
fused to part with Lily, and prepared to depart im-
medlntely after the trial was conoluded. Nearly
distracted at,the prospeot of o final soparation, the
uchappy mother resolved to see hor darling once
more, in the vague, wild hope—of she know not
what. The lndies of the party had visited Lily dur-
ing the trial, and much surpriso was-expressed that
the cruel Southerner should allow his prisoner such
consolation. He had even ‘permitted notes to pass
between his viotims, and in’ the last which Lily had
sent, sho begged her mother not to attompt seeing
her, and bade her a touching farewell.

The poor child now sat crouched in & corner of her
grated window, looking into the dusky shades of
gothering twilight, with her mothers last reply
clasped to her bosom ; the sweot face flushed with
recent tears, and the long, fair hair in disordered,
beavy masses about her shoulders; she was en-
deavoring to comprehend the full extent of the
calamity which had bofallen her; her desolation—
the horrors of her position—till overcome with |
bewxldormg fright, she hid her face in her lmndr;l
and sobbed with tearless eyes, striving to still tho
suffocating throbs of her aching heart,

Sha' dn.Ehed the damp curls back, and clinging to
thie iron bars, gazed forth again, striving to be cnlm,l
and- to - banish the thoughts of mother, home and
friends. - Fortunately her idens of slavery were very
undefined, 2nd she could not comprehend much. more
than that -she should nlways bensermnt among | W
strangers, and never again sce her beloved country,
a5 sho termed Eugland, nor her dear old ncqumnt-

If not rescus hor? Could sho live otherwiao? No,
sho was consolous that death or n monlac’y fato
must thon rellevo hor, and thoro was joy In tho
thought, DBut sho was thankful that n meoting
would not bo allowed—that tho safety of that most

loved one would not bo poriled, and strovo to find
comfort In that faot,

But oh! only to hear hor volco—but ome word! )

And tho tears ran down her pale cheoks again, for
naturo was stronger than reason or religion,

The door of her cell was opened to admit o visitor,
and then seourely fastened a8 befors, A tall, veiled
figuro advanced & fow hurried steps, tottered, and,
stretohing out its nrms toward the trembling girl,
who had risen, uttered the ory of # My child! my
child |

With a low, broken murmur of gladness, Lily
sprang forward, and the arms wero foldod olosely
around her. -

For 4 moment not & whlaper broke tbe silent hap.
piness of either; and then the poor girl, flinging her-
self down on her couch, drew Honorin beside her,
and poured out n flood of incoherent, joyous phrasos,
interrupted by tears and carecsses.

Presently Honoria collected her wandering senses
oand proceeded to exeoute the plan she had formed -
for Lily’s lnbemhon. Bhe was to remain bebingd, -
while the young girl should dopart in her stead;
unknown to the Juiler. Lily would not listen to this,
until her-mother represented that she could doubt-
less -effecot an escape before long, and they would
then be united; instead of which, & lasting £8PAaTas
tion must ensue, if. one so young and moxponenced
a8 Llly were t6 dopend on her dwn efforts for a e’
union. Honoria -finally declared that if she would
not avail herself of thia opportunity of “freedom,
she would also stay‘and share the same fate, oy

Thus urged, Lily dlsguigd her face and form, and,
nearly overcome with the thoughts of lenving hor
mother to suffor instead, applied for permission to
pass out. But a teunting laugh, and the reply,
#that both birds wero caged at last,” foll on the
ears of those within with startling force. The-next
moment a perverse joy, that they had now no choioe
but to remain together, filled’ both their hearts, and,
ere long, fiestling in her mother’s arms, worn out
with fatigue and sorrow, Lily fell into a gentlo
slumber.

Maxwell experienced & fierce pleasure at learning
that his schemes were successful. Now he could
revenge the past with usury. In addition to slavery,
his proud victim should pine to think that, could -
she but escape, her former position might be restored,
and that day by day she was losing -ber youth and
beauty — wasting her existence, tortured by, the
kndwledge that her lovely child was doomed to a
life of degradation, just ag the most brilliant future .
seemed opening to ’Ker

It was owing to mere accident that ho became
aware that Honoria was in America. Wearied with
the lonoliness of Mount Clare, he had accompanied
Mrs. Talhot on a visit to her brother, Jndge Tracy, re.
siding near the Falls, and, having heard some person
mentioh g beautiful Mids Bt. George, traveling with
an English- party, at once surmised’ the truth, and
laid his plans accordingly. He had permitted Lily’s
friends to visit her, in the hopyut somse such step
a8 Honorta had taken, would plade both in his power.

The consternation of Sir Radford, on discovering
the last misfortnne that had befallen him, resulted
in a severe illness; his pride was now completely
prostrated—a Cdnmgsburg a slave] He could never
lift up his head ugum—the glory of his unsullied
thirty descents was hopelessly stained—and nothing
romained to the desolate old man but to die.

Honoria was also humbled. She felt that she
would willingly resign thgse vanities which had
never satisfied her heart, for the lowest station in
life as a free ;yoman, and labor cheerfully to support
herself and child.

8ir Radford, who had watched the progress of
events with trembling eagerness, became acquainted
during Lily’s trial, with Judge Tracy, and when
Honoria. was detained by Maxwell, requested an
interview. He inquired if no inducement could be
offered that would persunde Maxwell to release his
claime, and implored the Judge to effect a compro.
mige. This the latter knew would be & useless at-
tempt ; but the Baronet could not endire the thoughts
of s0 public an exposure as must ensuo at the tiial,
and his misery was doubled at knowing the suffering
it must couse his haughty, but idolized wife. In
cousideration of his urgent petitions, the Judge con.
sented to undertake the task, but suggested, as a
last hope,in case Maxwell was immovable, that
some person might be commissioned to purchase the
mother and daughter, without the agency of their
friends being suspected. To thia chance Sll’ Radford
olung with despairing tenaoity.

As he had predicted, Judge Tracy found that the
plaintif would make no concession, and, deeply
interested in the matter, requested to see Honoria,
Disliking to refuse, yet inwardly unwilling, Maxwell

ordered_that she should be brought from the apart-

ment where she was »confined. As she entered the
roow, the Judge gazed at het with evident surprise,
and instinetively offered her o sont; he could scarce
credit his senses, and addressed her with deferenoe
~—it might be that a deeper_feeling than respect
actuated ‘him ; there was a tenderness in his ‘man.
ner, which increased ns they conversed. ' She said
but little, and appeared enlm and unshaken, for she
‘wns resolved to afford no satisfaction to her eneiny.
‘Soon after her entrance, Maxwell was called from
tho room to attend to some important business, and
although very uneasy at leaving Honoria with the
Judge, was obliged to submit, aware that any d;spluy
of such feellnge ‘would appear suspicious, zmd in-

>

deed, he- sco.rcely know what ‘he feared duflng\hi -

absence.

But_the instant tlmt ho was fuirly gone, & great -

change pussed over the hitherto passive face, that °
her companion -s0 much ndmlred Rising quickly,

who clasped her hnnds, nnd ndvunolng townrd him, :

exclaimed :

#Oh! save mo ond my child—we are freel Mu:_:- '

well himself ‘told me he destroyed our pnpors.”
“What do you say 9 replied the- Judgo, non.rly
bewildered at this singular proceduro

ances ; but this nearly benumbed her senses.
The shadows deepened—on the morrow she should

deed true that she should never mors beheld that fond !

to realize that this was not all & horrible dream, If-
she could but gaze once again on her niother, rest .
her weary head a fow short minutes on that shelter. :
ing breast, everything | in the future might be oheen-

- { fully borne.

Would she not come even yeb? Could not & 'mo-;
“thor’d yearmng tendemesa dome 8 way mﬂm\fort,‘

mother’s face ? It could not be 0. - Vainly she tried i i

In a fow rapid but comprehensivo- words, Honoria
stated the cade, and implored him to rescue Lily.and

be beyond the reach of the loved ones. Ol! was it in- : ! herself, Deeply moved, he gnzed sorrowfully at her,

snying : .
My poor child! although I firmly belleve yonr ’
-statement, it can avail you nothing—there is no’
proof, But do not lose_cou If Mr. Maxwell
retains you in his poesc‘sxonﬁmwu
will be well treated; for Mrs. Talbot, who is his -

uncle’s wife, and also my sister, resldes there, and
will protect you, 1 am sure.”

.

-

“Do not ammptto soothe me thus,” Honorla“-_ ;bl; g

.





















