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E :  CHAPTER XVI—(CoNtmiuep)

o '}_ :aboutl

: fered, the mind made progress—progress, however
.7 it the éxpense of bone, musclo and vital powers,

"'ben : em—henr 'em yellt

Rl 'l'he t’nll term was usually one ef vigorous study,
s.nd though I must acknowledge thut ‘the body suf-

. I'was hard at work, one evening, over my algebra
leason, when Miss Lincoln camo to the house, and
‘asked permission for me to spend the night with her.
Wa went together to Miss Garland’s room,. where wo
found her in conversation with *Mr. Calvin.”- He

i ‘had not been at Rockford for many months ; for he

had: now completed his: studies at the theologncnl

" ohool, and-was prenohmg at a - place some hundred
. mil¢s dlstnnt
. onee; for’ a strange tremor came over me at sight of

‘T would g]ndly have turned baok at

‘him. I certumly was /% a nervous little body,” s [

T my mothet always said, with no selficontrol; but,

fort\mntely, Miss Lincoln -wna with e, and ‘her

' onlm, quiet manner gave me soino strength

- Permission was - accorded me to -spend the night
vith my friend, nnd we were, kindly invited to vo-
me.in mvh‘le in Miss Garland’s parlor., But Unole
Mndgett was qnlto ill, and could. not be left, (I in-
wnrdly thanked the old-man for belng worse that
evening,) and wo hastened. to him. It had. been.
newlng and blowmg all doys butdp. the quist, warm

' study “Yoom ‘1" had nof “thought of theslorm at all,

save once, when” my. seatmate pointed o thoe snow
‘that had drified high up on the outside of the win-
dows.. Mary wrapped a lu.rge shawl carefully about
me, bade me put on. my Bnow- boots, nnd follow her
footsteps through the lguldeu. But the path was
,elrea.dy filled with snow, and;the wind dud eleet al-
‘most blinded us, , It -was ‘with much difficulty wo

mdde our way, and should have had much troublo
. but for the lamp whioh: Mnry had plo.ced in tho win-

dow to guide vs,
r As o entered . the house, covered wlth snow, and

. pnntmg for breath, the old man rnised hlmself in his

bed.',l‘ooklng wrld und haggard. -

psuils l - The devil ’s in the gale !—do yo hear him

E whlsthng in-thie shrouds? ~ He’ll have overy soul

‘of-you to-night! Never mind, Mary, if I go .to. the

"~ «devil—I ehall go ‘where your—ha!-ha! 1°dllke to

‘bave let it all out; how Molly wanted'to know the
.wholeof it; but she died in ignorance—hless her old

"soull Bhe never harmed a fly! - There, do yo hear

there ’9'thie devil- and o}l hisi imps hnvlng a con-

oert--hear ‘om' smg i .

"+ Davy's lockor with ye ull— N

. Every mothot'seon; . ° . '
thn the veseel's wrecked nnd gone

: Then our song Is done !’ .

¢ ll stnko soon—thee ' arook nheadl I know

pot-~we 're -driving right on to bor! Helm

*work, my: heartica! What’s the mntter?

1'them devils' aro the: strongest' ye. oan’t

“The wlnd ls plping loud, my hoys—

Then driye the ship ahead; * N
-Tho white caps danco upon the rock— =~ .
" They 1l dauco abovo the dead I***-

‘and then monned ‘and sighed for a moment ;- and
then again it increased.in force, and the old house
rocked, and the naked branches of the lilaca soraped

.~ against tho windows with- a harsh sound, and we

" . could seo tho tall, old poplar bending its stiff, gaunt

AR

form toward us, and swaying in the storm; as if its

" “roots writhed in agony. I watched it for awhile, as

"Mary was trying to sootho the' old man, when, sud-

_.denly, & wild, strong blast came, as if the storm had

‘gathered all ita strength for the battle ; and the pop-
Iar bowed its tall head, and, a8 1" watched to see it
-rise again, with the lull, suddenly there came a
sound like & quick, sharp groan, and the tall, old
“tree lay pmstrnte on the snow. The noise attracted
the attention of the old man, and he raised his
hands, and tried to throw himself from the bed.

# The ship has struck—we ’ro all dead men !”

# No, no, uncle,” said Mary, her voico calm, and
her face, as I gazed upon Ler, in my fright, serene as
-that of the angel when he came to soothe and heal
-the eick at the pool of Bethesda; * no, uncle, only
" the wind has blown the old poplar down; it lies dx
lrcctly across the road.”

;. #The old poplar! the old poplar, Mnry? Why,
~.my father sot that tree out the very day [ was born
,—=80 I’ve hedrd him say. Where am I, Mary ¢
* #Why, here, _uncle, 'in our own home—tho old
house that. you' said your father built only a fow

- { yeoxs after tho town was settled.”
" e #.0h,yes, yes, so I'am ;. but I thought I was at

seul Is’ that the wind blowmg?" -
‘o Yes $'itis'a wild' mght out of dodrs; but I have
kopt up the fire, and it is warm and comfortable

. A;he sung, in & erncked, haxrsh voice, strained to b
nhlgh key, the wind without .screamed in unison;

| here. 1 have your drops all rendy—wxll you take

them now ?”

“Yes—give them to mo!” IHo took the cup and
drank them, and laid himself down gently, merely
saying, in & sad, low voice, sad as the wind that was
now sighing, in fitful gusts, around the houso:

“And so. the old poplar js gone! We begun lifo
here together, and now wo shall end it togetherl
THe lics prostrate on the earth, whero I too shall lie
to-morrow |” and thus talking, hefell asleep.

Mary and I sat together, my hand in hers, We
did not. speak, lest we should disturb tho slumboers of
the sick m .n,- but we listened to the wind, and we
watched the snow drifting against the window, and
once Mary rose, went to tho old man’s bed, bent her
ear to listen to his breathing, then drew the cover-
ing gently over him, replenished the' fire and sat
down by my side,

A half hour passed—the clock struck twelve, and
at the sound the sick man woke. His eyes looked

| calmer, and he scenied like ane.to whom sleep hnd

brought rest and pe fx

“ Mary,” be sald more gently thnn was customnry
with him, 8he sprung to his side,-
such a night a8 this I found your mother on the
wreok. I saved her life, and: you have rewnrded me
by your putience and kindness. in my old age. " I
leave you all I possess—this poor old house, and the
quarter of an acre that joins it. . Your mother
was & lndy, of good blood and high connections'in
Lincoln, Lngland ; you need not scek them, for they
will never own you. You must battle with life as I
have done, and, if. what you say is true, there is a
a8 | better world, where there ’Il e no: rick to oppress
the poor, and no proud to scorn the weak. I am dy-
ing, Mory. 1 want & mmrster. Can you: get one
for me?” o B

Mury. and I looked at each other, and then out at
the storm. - Tho olergyman of the patish lived &
mile away. ‘What could bo done? There was but a
moment of hesitation with Mary. -
'1 “ Berthr; could you find your way to the boarding-
house ? Iwill trim the lantern for you. Mr Cal.
/!xn.’,‘!;t\w" ‘:1’;..‘!‘1 e e . -

"1 could only eay . Yes R |
me oarcfully in my ehnwl and- givxng me & lantern,
bo.de me keep a8 near the fence a8 possible.

I had not overcome my native timidity, and when

I found myself making my: way along that path;
now plunging into a snow-drift, and now falling
against o shrub or_stone, my sensations.were none
of the most pleasant. In"one-of my firat falls I
broke the lantern, and had to pursue the rest of my
way in darknees,” The wind was at my back, which
was favorable; but I.was driven along almost like n
snow-flake, till at last, quite bruised and wet, I found
myself at the kitchen door of the boarding-house,
There was o bedroom neur the kitchen, where Brid.
get: slept and I knocked at her window,
‘" Lot mo in, Bridget—please, quiok.”

The noise waked ber, but she did not recognize me,
and sorcamed at the top of her voice—

"« Thaves ! thaves! they ’ll bo murdthering me!”
and ‘when I knooked again, shoe ran out into the hall,
ond soreamed the louder, till she roused the house,
It was N strange’ scone, that stormy night. I steod
witliout in the storm, but I could sce the commotion
‘within,. All in that part of the house -were in the
hall on tho instant, and they looked strangely enough
‘| by the dim light of the hanging lamp; the girls in
their long mght -dresses and flowing hair, runmng

| wildly about. “Whero?” “Where?” «Isit fire?” |
-| Somebody halloed ** murder !” and Bridget, who kept

exolmming to her mistress, “1 ‘m cértain, ma’am |
there’8 nio mishtake at all, ‘ma’awm ; right at mo win-
dow o horrible looking ' man, wlth great whiskers,
me,’nm s and I’m thinking the spoons vnll all be
wuutlng in‘the morning, ma'am}” -

‘1. Only think, girls}”: exclnimed some of the sohol
" | ars, “ & groat, big fellow, with,blaek ¢yes, and huge

whiskers has been” prowling round ell night, nnd
knoeklng at tho.windowa !”" "~ . i
 Oh, dear! what shnll we do ?” 8 dozen voices ex
elulmed atonce.

In the mean time I was trymg to knock’ at the
door, though my fingers were benimbed with the
cold. No one notited me for somo moments, though
I could sce them through the side glasa. At lnst,
one, more observing than the rest, heard the knook..

. ¢ There, girla! there he is! don’t you hear him ?” |.

« For meroy’s sake, don’t let him in Mrs. Nor
ton 1” exclaimed a number, as the housekeeper np
proached the door.

1 might have perished there if MIBB 8t. Leon had
not made her dppoarance, and, on the instant, open.
ed to me. I could hardly spenk, but sho threw the
light of the lamp dircctly on my face, and drawing
mo at once into the house, and to the warm kitchen,
asked me, quietly, how I came out of doors at that
time of night. I cxplained my errand as briefly as
1 could, and, after sending the girls back to their
rooms, she. ordered Bridget to make up more fire,.
while she went herself to call Mr, Calvin.

He mado his appoarance ia & few moments.. Iwas
hoping Miss St. Leon would return with me, but she
said— .

« Tell Miss Lincoln [ will come soon ; but you and
Mzr. Calvin must not wait 8 moment, for you have
been detained so long already.” , ,

We started without & lantern.  Mr. Calvin had
trodden that path before, and kuew the way. I fol-
lowed, telling him that I could wnlk better thus,
whlch indeed, was the truth, as the wind was in’ our
faces. - His steps were longer than mine, and Ifound
it diffioult to keep the track, aud was, morcover
hardly recovered from the late excitement. I paused

an inatant for breath, He turaed round— -

¢ Mary, it was

,ohest. Misa 8t. Leon was’
| Sho adminiatersd sows. sphﬁ

‘@arland will permit you to go.”

“You are tired, Miss Lee; lot me assist you.”

The tone and manuer in which ke spoke w.re dif-
ferent from those which he had always assumed to-
ward me; but I declined his offer—

4 No, I could walk better as we wero.”

" The next moment I found myself on the earth,
having set my foot in & deep hollow, which his long-
er step had enabled hinr to'avold. I recovered my
feet immediately, hoping I was not observed, but he
now drew my arm within bis, and though I persist-
ed in saying I could walk better along, he thought
differently. I walked on, impntient to arrive, for 1
knew Mary was waiting in' great anxioty for us.
But there was no hasto ‘to- be made, for we had to
battle with the storm, and'it was hard to kecp erect.
Mr. Calvin’s arm now encireléd my waist, and though
7 folt much as I would if o snako had wreathed his
slimy folds around me, T endured it, for Mary’s light
was in the window. The next moment we were in
the broader pith which led to the door, and, with a
sudden- jerk, I threw his urm from me, and run on
before him.

" Mary was sltting by the’ nld man’s bed, rubbing
hns hand, and bathing bis hénd,

"'« Has it seemed long.?”: I'asked hnstlly.

- Her face Was pale and troabled, -

- 41 awm'so glad you Havo' oome baok, Bertho. ?_and
sho turned "again to the bed, evidently nt’rmd to tnke
her eyes from the dying man. *

-« Has he come, Mnry ? Y promlsed he would
be hete scon” - :
_ % He is here, Uncle; vnll you gee him ?"

# Yes ; hand me the, small ‘triink in - iy dailor’s
chest, There, turn the key 5 my hands are too weak.
Now leave me alone with tho minister.’

We retired to Mary’s réom, while Mr. Calvin np
proached the bed.  They conversed nwhlle, and then
wo heard the minister's vojce In prayer. The door

' opened gently durmg the éxercise, * We knew it was

Miss 8t. Leon. When we murned to the ‘room, the
old man had sunk down. oppnrently ‘much ex:
hausted. " The little trunk ‘had’ been replnced in the
rs-mo lng her wruppers.

vived & little; and theén seemed to' drop’ o sleep. Ho
remained so till Just before dnwn, when he awoke
suddenly and oalle 51 for Mary. S8he took his hand.
It was cold. Ho teféd to spenk agnin, but his tongue

.refused his bidding, and after ono hnrd struggle, he

oeased to breathe.

There wero fow real mourners nt the funeral of
tho old boatman. He had been a rough, hard man,
and there were even rumors that ke had once been
one of the crew it n piratical vessol, Fow knew him
welk"nnd thoso few were aged men, who could not
Jeave the firesifo on & winter's day. -The elergymnn
of the parish Attended, but he had litile to say of the
deccased. A nruyer, a chapter from the Bible, and
‘the singing ofs hymn, included all the exercises. A
fow of Mary’s class accompanied Miss St. Leon to the
grave. Mr. Calvin was not present. IHe left Rock-

ford the day after the death ; and whenI saw himin’

the morning, he made no inquiry for Mary, though

he remained in'the. 'dining-room on purpose, he said,:

to bid me farowell. Does my reader holieve in an-
tipathiea ? .1 hopo 8o; for it is.only in this way

‘that he onn account for my treatment of this  good

man,” as most of the scholars called him. I never

met him but with n feeling of récoil; I never saw’

him depart but with a sense of rellet’. Was-this'a
girl’s whm, ora dlm presoience of the fature ? .

—

* CHAPTER XVIIL
snnxons. o

In the winter of 183- a noted Methodlst preueher,'

'who had :been a play-actor in England, oamse to Rook-

ford and held & series of meetings in the Methodist'
‘chapel. My friend Annn, who 'had litened to him.['

in her native town, and was exceedmgly interested
‘in liis style of eloquence, urged me to go with her to
the chapel. Miss Crooks, who, gmid the ohnnges
which had been made in the rooms, was again my
room-mate, objeotéd.

it Why, girls,” said she, “it wlll do you no good,’

for you will receive ag much error as truth. He de-

- nies the dootrine of electnon. and ‘no one can go to

heaven'unléss they embrnce this wnh the whole
heart.”” .

1t is not hls dootrine that I care for." suxd Annn HE

"o but, Miss Crooks, he is such & beautiful speaker!
I wish you could only hear him: He'has such small;
white hands, and he uses. them 8o graoefully ; and
hisTaven black hair curls aronnd his broad, white
forehead, and his eyes are black and pieronng, 80 that
when he looks at you, it scems a8 if he were looking
right into your heart, nnd you can’t help trembling ;
and then he .sings so ehnrmmgly—sometlmes soft
and low, as if ho would win you to his fo.ith and thea
joyous and bxultant, like the song of .a conqueror,
Do come with us, Miss Crfks— 5, now.”

« Not 1,” said sho, firmlyy *there is but one way
into the fold, and he that glimbeth up- some other
way is a thief and a robber. I do not beheve Mlss

Miss Garland did let us go, Miss Crooks to the con-
trary, notwithstanding ; but perhaps’ it would have
been bottor for us had sho refused; for we were like

_most school girls of that age—susceptible, impulsive,

easily swayed. Tho speaker was gifter with the

_graces of oratory—a fine person, & warm heart, and

an ambition to count the number of his converts by
hundreds and thousands, The first evening, he
preached from the text, » Como to Jesus’” It was

full of gentle persnasion ; and he, who had learned

to modulate his, voico, and educate expressjon and
gesture on the boards ot’ tho’ theatre, 80 as to drnw

hrslld.’ Be ro-

smiles or tears, at will, from the thoughtless crowd
who came only to sce how fiction could be made
reality, had no difficulty now in portraying truth to
the mass of upturned’faces, who held their breath to-

) listen, They wero uneducated and rough, brought

together from the workshop, the- farm, the fishing
schooner, and the factory. They had little knowl-
edge of books, save the Bible, and that they had
spelled out, and read with & semi comprehension of
its great truths, that left them in a twilight of
thought and speculation. This man came, and pio-
tured in simple language-—but all the more powerful
for that—the judgment hall, the stern Sanhedrim,
tho timid Pilate, and the faithless disciplés, They
saw, a8 never before, the meok, suffering Saviour,
alone amid his enemies, calm and paticnt at rebuko
and scorn, deserted by his friends, and tauntingly
told by the haughty Roman, 4-T'hine own nation and
the chief priests have delivered thee unto me.” He'
saw the busy fingers of tho spiteful Jow, plnthng
that erown of thorns, wenvmg in, with wicked art,
the sharp points ‘that should ' pierce the sufferer’s’
head. He saw him standing in meek silence amid
the ories of the multitude, “ Crucify him ! Grucify
him!” “And when at last Pilate, in the pride of his
power, would'fain-force words of self-condemnation
from. his viotim, there come that memorable ssntence,
uttered, not for the blind, ignorant: multitude theres
but for the ‘ages to come: ¢ Thou couldst have no,
power over me; exeept it were given thee from above.”:
Ay, here was the seoret of “that power to suffor—of’
those’ triumphant words, spoken still later, on the
oross, # Father, forgive them, for they know not
what they do.”

I oannot even now go over the acene of the oruci-
fixion itsclf without having emotions stirred within;
me, to which, till then, I had: been a stranger. We'
#aw him extended upon the orosd, forgétting the in.:
tense sufforing of hig death in his compnsslon—nnd
«for you he suffered; for you he died,” exclaimed:
tho preacher. ¢ Will you turn nwuy? Come unto:
him, and he will give' you rest. Come, poor.» enry
man, borne ‘down: with the burdens of life; me

nud lib Wil givo you rest—-oome, poor héart brokenj,’
mourner, for whom' earth  has no more hrightness,

come to the cross of Christ, and he will give precious

balm for your wounded spirit—come, thou aged pil-'

grim of four score, standing with wearied feet and
trembling heart in the valley of the shadow of death,
coma to Christ, and he will make that valley bright
as the sunlit Pisgah when  the “depariing Moses be-
held the promised land.”” He ‘paused a moment—
turned his eyes full upon the seat where Anna and
myself sat with two or three more young, bloommg,
merry girls, % And you, my young friends,- come in!
the brightness of life’s mormng, when ‘your “hearts.
‘aro fresh as thé opening bud; come, before a life of
sin and sorrow shall wither the flower, ahd you have
only a faded wreck, to offer him who died for yon.
More beautiful than the priceless gems of the East,
-more fragrant than the’ spice groves of Aruby the
blest, more ncceptuble than the treasures of earth’s
mlghtrest monarchs, is the offering of the- youthful
heart to its God. Come, then, when beuty tints the
cheek, when the heart- beats high' and warm with
the nsplrn.tron of youth, when the ‘world is bright
before you-—come to tho Baviour, and he will guide
you through tho “sorrows of this lifo, sorrows that
will surely come with time snd age, to the world
where thero is overlnstxng youth und where beuuty
is porennial. » o

" His voice was full of tender puthos his eounten-
ance expressive'of deep emotion, and, as he knelt to
pray, T’ believe that tears foll from the eyes of ull

| our group
At the close of hls prayer, ho came down from the .

pulpit, and went from pew to pew, urging people to
g0 forward and kneel at a low balustrade uronnd
the pulplt. It was o novel slght to me t6 watch the
‘variety of charactor influenced by hlm—the old man
and the ohild, matron and maid, 1 was 80 mter—.

ested in wntohlng them, that 1 did not henr the -
‘preacher’s step, nor know that he was near us, till

Annn’s sobs nttrueted my nttentxon I turned ‘and
saw him entreating her ‘to go with him ‘to’ the
waltar,” while she, poor child, shook vnolently, and
seemed 8o troubled thu.t I threw my nrms round her.
and whlspered—

- Dear Anna, don't, do n’t be culm ”

“ Bertho, mll you go with me ?” she sard entrent-
‘ingly. . o ‘ v

u“ Yes come, too, Miss Berthn,” smd the prencher =

“come to the blessed Suvnour H Iet me not ask in
vain,” .

That small whito ho.nd thh a plnm, gold ring on
one of the fingers, rested on the side of the pov ; it
held a perfumed hnndkerchlef ; the voice was low
and melodious, ang wé could  seo now that the curls
of the dark hair were of nature’s twining.

The whole scene was new to me, and I know not
what wo might have done had not the clock struck
ning at that moment.’

We had promised Miss Garland thnt we would be
at home at that hour, and we told the preacher so,
and he politely waited upon us to the door.
next evening we went again, and again, and again,
often without permission, which was certainly a very
sudacious act; but so fascinated had we become,
that rules would have had .little influence over us.
We mndo due confesslon and wero pnrdoned but
the very fact of our going- olundestmely, prevented
our “going forward,” much to tho disappointment
of the young preacher, who never failed to come and
speak to us.

we thought him eloquent beyond all spcnkers wo
had ever heard hofore. :

The .

Whether. thnt ndded a churm to the 1
service, I will not now pretend to suy, but I know

Older and more judicious eritics might have called
him redundant in his 'fmagery, and too fond of ‘ad:
jeotivo” phases; they might have objected: to hxs
manner, also; to the frequent dxsplny of tho ﬂuely-
formed band and delicate handkerchief; but they
wero to us only agreeable adjunots. We emptxed :
our purses into the contribution-box, which was sent
round to defray his expenses; aud we wepk over
certain little hymn-books which be gnve to us on the
last evening, His popularity in “our country xn
creased,.nnd now I frequently hear of him ss deaw-
ing crowds of - delighted listeners, and - often wonde
if he ever recalls the school girls of Rockford, whose
admiration must certainly have awakened nnylntent ’
vanlty which grace had not ‘subdued. Ho’ stirred
the waters of the community there, and they did pot:
subside at his leaving; the circles gradually mdoned
till tho whole place felt its mﬁhenco. Bnt I am
anticipating.

Sometime, before this I had received Churlos Her-
bert’s note, written on his departure for tho West
Indles .How little l. thought then it would “bo. hls
last!

.The commg of the prencher awakened & now trein
of thought in'my henrt. I 'began those speoulatlons !
‘which have tronbled older and wiser hendu—whenoa
came 1?7 ‘Whither am 1 going 2’18 the soul 1mmortnl
or will it perish with the body ? I found seots ol’
‘Chtistians dl)ﬂ'ermg widely in' sentiment, and eeeh
one believing that it only held tho key to futuro hup
piness. " Where is truth, and how shall I find iy I
‘ventured once to nsk Miss Crooks the questxen—-

“nFind lt? ;why, in your Bible, to be sure.” *’

I'did turn there, but I'say it now, and. with nll
due reverence to thiat Book which is now I trust'a
llght tomy feet and a guide to my path, that only
whilé 1 rend the .Gospels, could I understand—all
the Yest save & part of the’ Psalms, only plunged me
into deeper perple,xlty and darkness. True, the béau-
tiful sketches of pntnnrchnl tlmes, so full of Orrentnl
imagery, hud o charm for'me, as for all children,
‘but 1 Was now looking for the mystery of Jewish sac.
riﬁoes "to be solved, and for gleams of & future llfe.
Alns!. 1fouyd rione in'the 014 Testament ivo fhat -
"ungels ¢ame and talked with "Abraham and Isnao
and Jacob, and Isainh—that they counscled Dnniel
and answered his prayer. Then I prayed thnt ‘an

know the way. 1 nsked Mlss Crooks if that wu '
right. -

# Why no, you silly ehlld whnt the uso of pmy-
ing for angels to come, when you can know the 3 way

You know tho rich man, when ho was'in hell lifted
up his eyes in torment, nnd prayed that a messenger
might bo sent from heaven to his' two brothron, so
that' they need not come into thut place of torment.
‘What' did Abrn.hnm say? ¢ They will not believe,
though one rise from the dead.”” .
- & But, ‘Miss Crooks, his pra.yer wag nnswered, for
Jesus Christ was sent unto the Jews." :
# Yes, and the Jews re_]eoted hlm L ;
“Bat,” said I, * this rick man hnd oné good thlng
in him—a desire that ‘others should not - suﬂ‘er,
lthough he'was miserable.””

"t Well, Bortha, Les | you are a curious ohlld—just
a8 if thero could be anything good in a lost sonl.” :
« Tost soul! lost soul " How those words ﬁlledmy
‘heart that day. What docs she mean? 1 kept nsk-
ing myself the questlon. - Night and day it was ring- .
ing in my ears. ~ When I awoke in the night. X ré.
ponted it, and wondered whut its full import" oould

presslons, gnd in childhood all thoso pdssages of
| Seripture contu.mmg ‘the - fearful figures of intonso
future suffering, were familiar, every-day’ language
on her lips. 1 remembered too, Mr. Calvin’s firat ad-
dress in the stuge to me, three years bofore, and how
I trembled at the thought of physical, endless suffer-
ing-—but that was an idea only of bodlly pmn—of
fire, of £gony’ which - the - mind ‘could pioturo miore
keenly than the tongue oxpress in words. But now
the words'lost 'soul implied more than that; soul,
that ‘was not material—it is of & higher hature
than thio body—it can suffer more keenly, but whut
that snffering was I could not define. I thought of
what the preacher said~ Come unto Josus,” und
then' I would turn te St. John, and read of Jesus’ tth,
I: wns filled with admiration and love. I though 1[
he weve only here, T would _go unto him as Mary .
Magdalene did, and brrng all tho treasures I had- =
that I would gladly anoint his head, and like her. ]
lay my flowing hair at his feet.

Ono Sunday, when T was full of these thoughts, an
aged minister preachéd upon the text, * Follow thou
me.” He deseribed tho character of Jesus in -meok,
lovmg language, and 1 lingered upon his words with,
& decp interest, till he told us that we ‘could follow
him only by being like him, to forgive enr encmics,
Jove those that hated us, and return goad for evil, -

-“Have you an enomy-?” ho eaid, “bave ono no long-
er, but let your love transform their hntred, or if ‘it
has no power over them, let it melt the hatrod of your .
own heart, that you bear the weary burden of hate
no longer. Look upon the whole world as tho chil-
dren of one Father, alike shnrxng his goodness, and .
open yenr henrt, as he does, to all. If there is ome
person in the wxde world to whom you cannot speak
words of kmdnees, one. toward, whom you harbor a
wish for revenge, upon whosa head you would wil-
lingly see trouble deseend then you are not like -
Jesus, nud tho dovo of- peuco cannot ‘rest in your
heart !

«Oh deor! 1 snxd to myself . whnt shnll I do?
Thero is my mother, and. Miss Crooks and Mr. Cal-
|¥in; 1 do not love thom, | ond ¢ am ufrmd I .never-
shnll—and then the words « lost soul ” would rise up.

.angel might comie and teach me, and’ then I shonld )

‘without it. . You are like the stubborn Jews of old. -

be.' True, I had heard my mother use similar ox- " -

‘\)
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. aforo me, nod L would say— 101 do not love theln
vihat will become of sy
" Kow BMisa Crooke had geown moro aud more frete
ful and disagrecable, I wondered if L should make
Lier o present If it would n't hialp mo to lova ber,

1 Lad hurt ber feeliugs by laughiog at lier black

Vlow~and once, when sho was fretting at mo, be-
cause tho room was not in perfect order, I eald, 1
don't like old malds, one bit, they aro so sct and
fussy,” )
" Bhe was very angry, and sald, # If you mean me,
Miss Bertha Lee, you’d better walt til [ am an old
mald; wo don't call folks old malds till thoy’ro
thirty.” '

s Lawful enke! Miss Crooks, do you say you’re
not thirty ? Ishould think you wero all of thirty-
five.” '

It wounded terribly, but terriblo was her revenge

‘that very day. When' tho mail came in sho had a
lctter from my mother, with one enclozed for me.

.I do not think my mother meant any unkindaess
in this—it was one drop of meroy in her heart, and,
had Miss Crooks been Miss Lincoln, & precious flower
of sympathy would have bloomed in the heart thus
watered, but for. Miss Crooks it yielded thorns that
pierced me to the heart.

. .But to the letters—mine run as follows :—

- Dean Bertua—We have had letters from Charles
Herbert ; he will stay at the Islands for the present.
You know he is now about twenty-one, an early ago
to marry, we think; but he writes that he is to
marry & young girl, the daughter of the gentleman
they used to call # Uncle Paul.” This will explain
why you have had no letters from him for so long a
time. Your father is in New York, or he would
write you today. Heo will be absent a week or moro
‘on business, : .

I have not known, Bertha, that you and Charles
‘Herbert were any more to each other than simple
friends—but perhaps you had thought that friend-
ship would ripen into a nearer union. - You know I
never fancied the intimacy, and it has terminated
&8 I supposed it might. Do not let it trouble you
too much ; but if you wish to come home, do 80, and.
I will be to you a mother and a friend in your trou-,
ble. 1 have written to your room-mate and teacher,

Miss Crooks, that you have my full permission to-

-come home if you wish.
Then Miss Crooks knew, it! Yes, but. not one

- word of sympathy, only the cruel taunt—8o you

don’t like old maids, Miss Bertha; better be an old
‘mu.id, and have no.lovers, than a rejected—" " -
. #8top!” said 1, with a stamp' of my foot and a

flash of my eye, that told too.truly of the rising.

" anger in my heart—« I am not rejected. I wans never
“engaged to Charles Herbert. I mever expected—”
but there I broke down ; grief overmastered anger;
no, the falschood was mot spoken. My conscience
we I did expect to spend my days with Charles

love, and my Aeart told me that that expeotation was
shared with him, -‘There had beéen no words,for
_thiere was neced of mone. Like two operators, ono at
cach end of the- cleotric wire, we understood the sig-
- nals without forming them into words. It was

" enotigh for us that the eleotrio fluid was there; we

asked no telegram in form, _

" T crushed my mother’s letter in my hands, and
throwing on. my bonnet, went out of the house,
‘sumewhere iuto the fresh air, where 1 could breathe
~more freely, for X felt as if I were choking, and my
"heart seemed almost to stop its beating. - L
" Bome one has said -that the disappointment of o
“great hope is like the setting of the sun.” Oh! what
"'darkness. followed my sunset! There was no twi-
- ight, not ono solitary star, but my heart, struck
blind for waut of light, groped its way along alone,

" all'alone, not even a reed to bear upon.. And that
heart was .full of hatred toward its enemies, and
bad not the good man said that the dove of peace

", could not dwell in such a heart? So I dared ‘not

‘pray—I could not turn to God--I had no earthly
.- friend'who could give me comfort. ~Once I turned
.. my face southward—I would go to New York and
_find my father—I would walk on and on till I met
~'him, Bat then came the shame and mortification

- of confessing the deep love . which  had filled my

~ heart, No, no—1 will bear it alone, all alone.

- ‘Now, toward Charles Herbert, strange as it inny“

- seem—for it s contrary to the theory of most novel.,

i "iﬁts.—-l had not one thought of revenge, one emotion’

of anger. Docs not the poet say—
' Ju Hell hiath no fury like » woman scorned." ;;
"But I believe, aud experience has copfirmed, that
where two hearts have truly, honestly, deeply loved,
.that love will never be wholly rooted out of the heart.
. However much of the demon I might have when

B

thinking of Miss Crooks, aud Mr. Calvin, and my

mother, I had only grief and déspair whenever
" Charles Herbert’s image was beforo me. Thore was
‘8 terrible mistake somewhere, but no change in his
heart. I imagined everything but that he' had
proved false, and for a week or two I thought ‘per-
haps the letter was forged, but this hope was blown
away on my father’s return home. - He had seen the
.members of the firm in” Boston. Charles was mar-
ried—-marricd the very day that he was twenty.one.
He wus a partner now in the business, but would
remain on the Island. A greater gulf than the
ocean was now between us, I walked 'till the com-
ing darkness reminded me of study hours, and then
‘1 turned homeward, passing the house where Miss
"Lincoln had lived. Tt looked very desolate and old ;
I stopped and looked in at the window, and then I
sat down on the door-step. Momories of the past
thronged around me. I thought of my friend Mary,
happy in her present home, surrounded by those
who nppreciated and loved her, All hor letters spoke
“thus, and lately there had been & freshness and a
charm in them which was new to me—as if there
was in her heart a fountain of peace, some hidden
source of joy. How I longed to see her, and lean
"my weary head on her bosom. The wish was hardly
‘formed in my heart when I thought I saw her come
* out of the door, with her favorite book in her hand,

* and read these words—*When all things look sadly .

around us, it is good to have God for our friend, for
* of all friendships that only is created to support us
in our necds.” ) .
The vision was o ‘distinet and clear, that at firat
+ I believed it a reality ; but it vanished slowly away,
“and then, as I repeated the words, I remembered that
- ghe had used them to me, long, long ago.
But I had no friecnd. God was not my friend, for

Idid not love my enemies. The hard, bitter words
of Miss.Crooks still rankled in my heart, and it
- seemed almost impossible for me to forgive them., I
- walked on, listless, indifferent, caring little about my

- studies for tho evening. 1 had suddenly lost all am
bition. Henceforth it mattered not how I stood in
" my class, " I was late, for the clock struck seven as I
«entered the house, and was going to my room for my
- books. ~But the girls were not' in the study-room;
" ghey were on the stairs and in the halls,
- w(Qh, Bertha ?” exclaimed a number, % whero havo

. Herbert, that life would bo no life to me without his

-

youbeen? We havo loked for you &Il over tho
Louse, There are tw study hours to-night,  Misg 8t
Leon came In Just a8 wo wero seated, and told ua that
the celebrated Ds B, of Boston, would preach this
evening, aud we might all go, Run, quick, and get
your bunnet § you like eermons, you know,”

Une littlo rogulsh girl, all dressed, looking bright
aa o littlo dalay, came running up to me:

* You sco the Methodlsts hnve fired off thelr great
gun, and the Congregationalists are’ going to firo n
bigger. You’ll hear it go bang tonight, and blow
your curly-headed parson wheto he will never fiud
himself again,”

“Run, quick,” said another. * Wo’ll be late, and
have to sit back whero wo can scs nobody, and no-
body us,”

I was ready to lay aside my books, for I cared lit-
tle whether 1 stayed or went; but as to finding any
one who would interest mo more than Mr. M., that
was out of the question ; but even I, indifferent as 1
felt, was a little disappointed when Isaw the preach.
er come in. Ilo was & man of middle age, rather
short in size, thick set, with stiff hair, partly turned
gray, which he wore brushed back from his fore
head. His dress was plain, with little regard to
fashion, and he walked up tho aisle, and into the
pulpit, with a short, quick step, and & direct, prompt,
manner, a8 if he had work to do, and was going to
do it with all his might. He was not a handsome
man at all, and I wondered what there was abput.'
him to render him go popular. . He rose, threw off
his surtout, as it was called in those days, (a close
fitting outer garment,) and putting on his specta-
cles, read the following hymn— ) :

* Hasten, sinner, to bo wise;
» Btay not for thé morrow's sun;
‘Wisdom, if you still despiso, .- -
Harder is it to be won,

Hasten, sinner, to be wiso, L
Stay not for the morrow’s sun,'
Lest perdition you arrest,
E'er tho morrow is begun.” | B

There was no attempt at otatory, no display, and
when tho hymn was read, he pushed his apectacles
back upon his head, and giving one look 4t the sing-
erd, and then round upon the congregation, he open.
ed the large Bible, and sat down. -~ - . 4
_ .As I said, he was not a handsome man, but he had
marked features, and -a face than when once seen,
we felt a desire to see again. His text was, « Now
is the accepted time-~now is the day of salvation.”

"It was direot, pointed, full of strong figures, with
few flowers of rhotoric, but delivered in a prompt,
earnest. manner that riveted attention. Now and
then he left hia notes, and turning his spectacles to
the top of his head, made & direct appeal to his hear-
ers, Bo earncat and sincers was his manner that you
felt whatever his doctrine, he believed it himself,
The object of the discourse was the danger of delay,
aid he illustrated it by figures drawn from the every
day ¢oncerns of life, and enforced his doctrine by ar-
guments, hard, solid arguments ; there was logic and
method in his brain, and the hearer felt ita force.

I became interested, and a8 my attention was at-
tracted, I{became more and more troubled and per-
plexed. I had been for some days, coming reluctant.
ly to the conclusion that before I could have peace of
mind, I must make peace with my three “ disagree-
ables,” as I had been in the habit of naming them to
Addie.” Now Mr. Calvin was away, and perhaps he
would n't return for a great while; my duty to him
might be deferred—my mother too, might wait till
vacation for any demonstration of friendship. But
here was Misa Crooks at my sido—annoying, trouble-
some, fretful Miss Crooks; I must love her and do
her good.

" Iwag now going to work my passage to heaven by
certain acts of pennnce, the first of which was hard
er thp.li for Bimon Btylites to stand on his pillar, or
for o nun to live forty days on bread and water.

... 1 could not sleop that night, but tossed restlessly
on my pillow, fall of mental suffering; it incrensed
till my hend seemed on fire, and my heart without
one ray of hope, for this world or an: hereafter.
«Why.not die now 2 I said to myself—* why' live
when life has become & burden?” I had heard that
people sometimes took opiates, and slept, never to
wake again, ’ e

of laudanum that Miss Crooks had obtained for the
toothache. ‘I looked. at it' by the moshlight at the
window. Isat down with it in my hand, and I know
not what I might have done, had not -the idea oo
curred to me that the soul could not die ; and if so,

My reading lesson that very day had been Hamlet’s
Soliloquy.
Porter’s Analysis; bat I little thought, when T prao
ticed it with so much interest in the morning, that
it would have & personal application at night.

- “'the dread of something after death,
That undiscovered country, from whose bourne
. No traveler returns, puzzles the will, B
o . And makes us rather bear tho {lls wo have,
Than fly to those we know not of.”

- 1 turned {o the piece nind rend it, and then I opened
a Bible. Unfortunately it was Miss Crooks’s, and
opened readily to the ninth chapter of Romans, which
only puzzled my poor little head the more. 1 shut it
up, halfin anger, half in despair, and walked the
room, thinking that mo one could suffer as 1 did.
Thero was a senso of loneliness in my suffering that
was most oppressive. Charlie Herbert could have no
sympathy with me, for I could carry no more troubles
to him. He had always made the rdugh places
smooth, and now I thought if I could only sit down
and write him all about it, he would show me a way
to peace. - My trunk stood in a corner of tho room,
near the bed. I went there to get Charlie’s likeness,
to look at it; butinstead of opening the trunk, a sud-
den impulse seized me to pray; and I knelt and
prayed that my Heavenly Father would bless and
comfort me, for I had no other friend to whom I
could look for help. After this I laid myself down,
and soon fell asleep. I dreamed that I was at the
old farm-house with Charlie, and we were playing
by the brook, near the grapevino swing. We stopped
to cat a luncheon. Charlie’s father had sent ussomp
oranges, and he selected the largest and finest one
—n very rare and beautiful specimen it was, too—
and held it up admiringly. Isupposed he was about
to give it me, because such was his custom when he
had anything very choico; but he said:

“That, Bertha, is for little Mary Wood, the pretty
girl that lives in' that brown house over at Kent’s
Island. You can see the chimney of the house above
that piece of woods. She has the spinal disease, and
can’t run and play with us, and I know she will be
pleased with such an orange as ‘thet. She hasa
sweet; gentle face, as if pain and poverty had only
made her purcr and better.”

Then he took out the rest of the fruit, and select-
ing the fairest, gave them to me. We were about
eating them, when it secmed, in my dream, that Misa

1 actually rose from iny bed, and went to & bottle |

could [end my suffering by destroying the body 7|

I con ‘recall- it ‘now—236th page in| °

sald that T must go baek o school, andfiot play with
Charlio any thore—Ib way against the rulesj nod
then sho Inoked very wistfully at the eranges.
Charlie gnthered them all In the baskes aud gavo
them to hier.

“ Tako thotm,” lio said, # they aro nice.” And sho
tok thetn all, not leaviug ono for us, aud then badoe
ug folloyw her,

% Afn't sho an ugly, cross
to Charlle.

#1 am very sorry for her,” sald Charlie. *You
sco she has no one to love her, though she craves
sympathy like others; and sho never feels well, and
she is disappointed beeause Mr, Calvin does not re-
turn some of the interest she feels in him,  Then sho
is plain in petson, and is too poor to afford the orna.
ments which women love so much. DPoor thing, 1
pity her, and if I were you, I would be very kind to
her.”

At that, ho ran into a lane that led to Mary Wood’s
house, saying:

«I11 carry her the orange now, and then wo’ll be
sure not to eat it. You do n’t mind, do you, Bertha ?
You know anything I have is half yours ; and when
I’m o man, you shall have all the oranges you want.
Good-by, and be kind to poor Miss-.(‘frqoks.” .
At that [ awoke. It was broad daylight. Miss
Crooks was dressing, .

“Get up, Bertha, for I want to make tho bed. It
is strange you can’t make it to suit me, I never

old maid ?” T whispered

watch me this morning, and see if you can learn.”
I was about to reply that I thought the fault was

. irherself; but I checked the taunt that trembled on

my lip, and said I would try to learn.”

. That day I purchased & pretty brooch, and left it
on her table, with a little note, asking her to forgive
my rude speech ; that I had spoken hastily, and un-
der the excitement of anger.

" When I came from the recitation room, she looked
ag if she had been weeping ; and Ifound, afterwards,
a note addressed to me, full of gratitude for the gift,
and an apology for her own severity. Perhaps, she
said, she was cold and hard, for wan{ of friends to

school-room for all: who wished to attend. Dr. B.

stormy evening, but I went with the rest.
* Young ladies,” snid he, ** you must be a8 anxious
for the interests of your soul, as you would be if your
salvation depended upon your carrying nlight safely
noross the street this stormy night How anxiously
would you watch it, how carefully guard it, how cau-
tious your step; and if it should be extinguished,
what despair and darkness would settle ilp_on your
soul I’ = ‘ i
There were many there who might be benefited. I
believe there were—perhaps I was myself; but at

heart, like burning coals to raw flesh. . I winced-and
quivered at the torture. : .

Another night of suffering came, with no comfort,
save a few kind words from Miss Crooks, which were
most grateful at the time. Day after day passed, and
I found no peace.  No lotter came from Charles Her-
bert, though I looked anxiously every mail. This
was “ the unkindest out of all,” to forsake me thus,
and give meno information, save what reached me
through my mother,” Nature .at last sucoumbed to
the mental conflict, and I was carried home, ill with
o fever, o

TO BE CONTINUED IN OUR NEXT, .

AN INVALID’S MUSINGS,
VIBIT TO THE GREENWOOD BOWERS,
DY SARAH BERRDICT J,

When the cuter man fa struggling in the chains of disease,
and can no longor go forth o’er the green flelds to enjoy the
verdant simlles of nature, oh, then, how plensant it is toroam
on insplration’s angel-plumed wings of thought through her
greon embowered halls, where the song of streamlet and
bird echoes with enchanting melody, and the alr is perfumed
with tho fragrant breath of flowers, to boguile tho wearlsome
hours in musing over tho truth-glowing pages of her unseal-
ed volume, . iy
In spiritas I wandered forth

Amid the sylvan bowers,

Where tasscled buds and flowers

In vernal beauty smile,

1sat modownawllo

In silent muse, .

Around me all eeemed lisplng pralse; .
The-bee, as forth it flew
To,sip tho honeyed dew;
The bird In carols pweet,
While all the woods replete
‘With echoes fung,
Tha rill, too, in'sweet pralsos joined
The glad, oxultant sohg
Io silv'ry chorus, long,- .- .
The nymph and singing breezs,
While auditory trees . = -
" Kept joyful tme, .

* "~ Meanwhilo my soul the echoes oaught
Of mingled love and pralso,
. To nature's God did raise
My heart In gratitude .=
For woodland solituds,
Its blissful charms,”
Not in a\teniple bullt with hands’
" Did thus my heart adore,
. 'Where wordy torrents pour
Fror odtentation valn, S
" But Nature's leafy fano— -
- Unawed by fear. : '

There, there beneath s arching scroen, -
«With loving angels, kind, N
Whose arms were round me twided,
At Natare's founts I drank, -
Yor all her gifis did thank
. 'Creatlve Powor., ’

Oh, thou fnspiring muse of thought, . .
‘Hold now my pen no more . ’
To roam in spirit o'er. )

" Bequestered vale and wood, '

Lest of my chains I should
Reluctant grow.

Although afiliction’s fetters bind,
And dark misfortunes frown, -
Aud bear tho mortal down,
Yet shall the splrit rise
Into its nativo skies
On4rings of thought.
Miams, Ind,, 1859, ’ .

A man always mensures more within twenty and

other period of the day, the muscles being relaxed,
An army officet says that-he has seen men who were
rejected the previous day. walk into the orderly room
of his regiment, hot and steaming from their beds,
near the bnrm'cks, get measured, and passed as being
of the proper height. He explains- the cause of this,

by stating that the system is more relaxed at that
time. :

Ask any of the hasbands of your great beauties,
and they will tell you that they hate their wives nine

Crooks came along, and, looking at us with a frown,

hours of every day they pass together,

N

R OF LIGHT - |

'can sleep well, unless the bed is made just so. Now

love her in her childhood. I thought of my dréam,
_ The next evening there was .4 meeting in the-

would address the young ladies. It was o dark,

the time, such illustrations were, to my lacerated -

.{ publican. .

thirty minutes after rising in the morning than at any

LIDWIN H, CHAPIN
At Breadway Church, N, ¥, Bunday Horning,
Qotobor 24, 106D,
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NEPONTED FOR TS DANNEND ¥ L1OKT, BY DURK AND LOOD,
—

Texr—Two mon wend up Into tho templo to pray, the one
8 Pharlsce, gnd tho vther o pgbllcun.—L{:u Oiﬂl, fb‘w on

The radical differences between men arocompnrative.
Iy few, If wecluify them by temperaments, man.
ners, degrees of culture, we may draw up quite n eata.
logue. But if we let them fall Into rank, accordin
to casentiul tendencles, people wide apart in externa
conditions will file juto the samo group, Indeed, in
the lnst analysds, it is only a truixn to say that every.
Lody 18 full of human nature,  We can casily bellove
that, fn a great city like this, tho wholo world s ret
regented, and eachform of good or evil which {s exhi
ited by mankind on the face of the whole earth, from
tho grossest barbarism to the most exqulsito refine.
ment—from the most abandoned depravity to the saint-
lieat excellence, here has its type.  But i3 it not true
that the elements of all these exist, not only within
the cumpass of o single city, but within the depths of
overy human heart ; and that there is o sense fn which
each man is all other men, - It would astonish a man,
sometimes, to take the torch of fntrospection, and go
down through his own heart, and see how many dif-
ferent faces will look out upon him from its chambers,
each onc himself, in some phase of possibility that
lurks in his own nature. But not to push our analysis
too deep, I may say that, as & general rule, those who,
for instance, on a Sabbath assemble in the diffarent
churches in our land, whatever their name or profes-
sfon, essentially belong to the one or the other of the
two classes ; cssentially they are either Pharisces or
publicans, They may worship according to some form,
or without any form at all. They may kneel at the
mass, or repeat from the prayer book.  They may call
themselves Presbyterians or Universalists, Baptists or
Quakers, or nothing. But inwardly, by actual condi-
tion of soul, they have affinity with that worshipper
who counted up Kis good deeds, or with him who cried,
++God, be merciful to me, & sinner.’’ -

_ In the first place, observe the fact that these men d
scribed in the narrative connected with the text, were
both in one place ; they both ¢ went up into the tem-
ple to pray.’ It appears that they had very different

‘{ notions of the needs and objects of prayer; but after

all, they both started from the ground of a common
spiritunl consciousness. We know that this conscious-
ness was deep and vital in the case of the publican.
And, however defective and unworthy his motives, it
could not have been wholly wanting even in the case
of the Pharisee. And so it is with men everywhere ;
8o it is with men here to-day. In the depths of their
hearts there is some feeling that they cannot entirely
get rid of ; rsume conviction of duty ; some sense of
their retations to infinite realitics and to God. Imust
believe that they ave very few, who enter the doors of
the Church, saying—this is all mere ceremony, and I
know it is. Look at the crowds on a Sunday morning
gussing through the streets on their way to church.

omething has moved them ; it may be the poorest of
motives ; it may be dead custom ; but something bhas
moved them, and turned their feet in that direction.
Ostensibly they go up there to pray ; and though with
80 many it may. be merely ostensibly, few would own
that it is so. And in this very reluctance to own that
it is 8o, there i3 a confession of spiritual consciqusness.
And few, by any conscious purpose of their™heart,
mean it to beso. In that act, then, -there i8 some
vague stirring of spiritual life, some movement of that
which is profoundest in our common human nature.
At least, I will believe this of that crowd of men and
women streaming toward our churches, that but few
are entirely insensible and indifferent to the rolations
which they bear to great spiritual realities. From
their various planes ot life ; from their study and their
toil, from their pride and their humbleness, they come,
drawn not wholly by custom, but in some little degree,
at least, by that which has made it custom, by a sen-
timent common to humanity, a sentiment older than
the days of the Pharisee or the Publican. *

And permit me, my friends, to say here, that a very
sad thing indeed it would be if, in some extravagant
notion of spiritual freedom, or anti-puritanism, we
should succeed in obliterating all distinctive tokens of
this sentiment. I have but- little sympathy for that
type of religion that would make Sunday a day of grim
‘bondage and soar observance. Whatever other sanc-
tion ¢ claims or Jacks in its connection with Christ’s
1ife and resprrection, it ja a day of peace and of true
spiritual freedom—of sercne joy, as it cclebrates the
emancipation of the human soul from the fetters of
death and the darkness of sense, asit lifts the burdened
and weary spirit above the doors of worldliness and
the conflicts of mortal carcs, as it opens these earthly
gates, and to the poorest and most guilty of God’s child-
ren.lots the King of Glory comein. Therefore, while
Lwould have the very character of the- day itself, its
spiritual features all dis-associated from everything like
asour, glum observance, just as strenuonsly must I
oppose that other extreme which would obliterate all
traces of Bunday as a distinctive day, which would
disturb this true joy and peace with the holiday tramp
of nolsy reveiry, and, professing to deliver men from
ceremonial bondage, would bring them into bondage
to unrestrained appetite and reckless sensuvality, 1
have no sympathy, I eay again, with the Pharisceism
that on Sunday would lock up every patural and glad
emotion of the human heart, and forbid the tired work-
man that needed rest and frecdom which they them.-
sclves may enjoy on any day of the week. And 1 have
quite as little symli)athy with the mis-called liberation
which, in its assertion -of liberty, would infringe upon.
the privileges of those to whom Bunday is sacred for its
opportunity for peacefal worship—which, while other
labor rests its wearied arms, would call into special

B activity that labor which deals out poison .and death by

the glass full, and would- hardly allow the poor publi-
can an undistarbed chance to go up to the temple and
pray. Let every man be free to act from bis own con.
science—that {8 my motto. But let him rcmember
that other people have consciences, too ; and let not
his liberty be so expanslve that in its iudulgence it
Jjars and crashes against the liberty of others. Ido not
believe in. chains, or in despotic interference of any
kind ; bat T do .believe in liberty with some kind of
fenco to it. A great many people—a large majority, I
belfove—want liberty to worship on Sunday, and to
worship in peace. And: T repeat, I should be sorry

now do I say this, that I should be sorry to lose the
distinctive signs of a sentiment which, however vague

‘| and imperfect, does exist.. It existed in the Pharisce
_|as well as in the publican. - It exists to-day in the souls

of those who fall into the same rank with the Pharisee,
a8 well as.those who fall into tho same rank with the
% And now, starting from this'common ground of a
relation to, and at least some kind of .acknowledge-
ment of, these Frcut Bpiritual realities, men who come
up to the temple to pray, do there and elsewhere very
generally fall into the class of Pharisces, or the class of

"t publicans, Now whom should we be likely to sct off

in the first named class, among the Pharisces? For, I
suppose, nobody now looks to sce the Pharisce in form
and in name like the Pharisees of old. Nobody looks
round, ‘expecting to sec him coming in long robes,
with phylacteries bound around his forchead, fasting
twice -n week, and giving tithes of all he' possesses.
There i8 & typical Pharisecism of the present day pres-
ent to the minds of a great many people. They sum.
mon him with their imnagination, the moment the term
is mentioned. Why, they say, Phariseeism is typical
of all ostentations of formal worshiping ; it includes
those who confound names with things.” We take up,
for instance, those who, perhaps, are especially called
the religious classes, and we distribute the term «*Phar-
iscefsm’* pretty Hberally among them. We say, that
man i3 & Pharisee who thinks the number of his cere-
monies.will atone for his want of practical daily religi-
ous life ; that man isa Pharisce who is very scrupulous
in believing about things, but does not give as much
evidence of his belief in things; who, inside of the
church, amid the sanctities of the altar, exhibits rome-
times o practical atheism more ghastly than anything
that appears in the world without. ~We say that is
Pharisceism in a church, where rites and ceremonies,

“|in altar cloths,1n albsand cassocks, and the antiquated

diecussions about those things, take the places of jus-
tice, mercy, and the love of God ; that is Pharisecism
where men tithe mint, anise and cummin, and neglect
the weightier matters of the law ; that is Pharisceism
which has God’s name upon he lips, and cares so lit-
tle for God’s image in humanity ; that is Pharisecism
which professes to adore the ghrist which has risen,
and cares so little for those for whom Christ died—
which leaves the. traveler, wounded and bleeding, by
the wayside—which . leaves humanity to lift up its cry
of despair and of need, and is only anxious about shn'rp
points of creed, and particular forms and customs, in-
side of the church, and on Bunday. We say that is
Phariseeism—it is so, no donbt. The term is ve
well applied here in the text ; it isa pity it is vot dead
tg—duy—thnt it is so expansive and exubcrant even at
this day.

But.ymy fricnds, I do not suppose that all the Pharj.
sces are inside the churches formally, or, at least, are
included among those who are especially called the re-
ligious classes. 1 suppose, for instance, that that man
is a Pharisce whoso morality is simply a legal morality,

a formal morality ; that'is, the man who is content

to hiave that liberty abridged. However, especially.

with belng na pood na bin nelghhora, and Ia good, to a

1 cortain extent, because bla nvightors are good § whoso

virtue s respectabibity, whoso ruclal reputation 1s but
the cominot varnlsh of the suctety 1 which ho moves,
hut who never had o deep spting §n ha spliltual no.
ture broken up: who ncta from no futense senve of
God and of spititual reallties ; who ling never Leen
rotized to o divine communion ; who hast never looked
futo bis own heart, and felt his own eln, but Is simply
content to bo good, as tho comuion run of men aro
good, The vague, dim fnfluences of rcll{;lous 1(fe, L
way, are in him, a8 n ail men. But vital rellgion in
hiin has been pretty much scrubbed out by attrition
with tho world, and there is no renl meaning to him in
the name of God ; there Is no real meaning to bim in
the namo of Christ; the words of religion are drowsy
and formal words to him; they patter ‘with hollow
dullness upon his soul, and, I repeat, although he can-
not bo fmpeached in his outward morality, though his
respectability may stand clear, after all it Is simply n
morality of form,” He Is moral, according to American
or New York morality, as ho would be moral according
to Chinese morality, If he lived fn China. He recog-
nizes no absolufe ‘sense of spiritual realities; ho de-
sgends Into no depths of moral life, and«makes no
xa)peql or reference to God as g real presence, o living

od. He says, “Lord,” in a hollow, formal way, as
the Pharisec of old eaid, «+Lord, I thank thee that I
am not as other men are.”” That {s Phariscelsm, and
there is a great deal of it out of the church, as well as
init. There is & great deal of it manifested in those
who profess to be very liberal and broad in their re-
liglous views, ns well as among those who are more
literal and more narrow.

Then I should say that man was a Pharisec in spirit,
and it is related, in fact, to what I have just said, who

is satisfled with himeelf ; who in his own heart com- -

mends his own moral pesition. Now I do not suppose
that a maon is te be continually picking himself in
pieces, and finding fault with himself. Bome of the
most feeble and wretched attempts at nn{thing like
moral and religious living come from this habit of in-
trospection and self-dissection, so to speak, where
people are continually probing their own hearts, dis-
secling their own motives, looking at their own weak-
nesses. It is just as fatal ag it is to be only adding up
the sum of our own virtues ; just as fatal as it is where
men look exclusively, as it were, upon one side of the
case.
I do as much as they do; I have been honest; I have
never defrauded any man ; I have been industrious; I
have pursued the even tenor of my way ; I have never
harmed - any man to my knowledge.”’ They bring up,
sometimes, the whole sum of their moral vitality in
this one expression : I never did any man gny harm ;

ad though God Almighty placed & man here justtodo .

nobody any harm, and with no other thing for him to
do. -And {repcut. when o man s in this self-satisfied
position, feels complacént, feels on the whole that he
is about as good as the common run of men, he is just
in the position of the Pharisee. It is no matter whether

he is a professor of religion or not, in the church, or

A man eays, +*Why, I live as well as others do'; .

whether he is out of it; if this is his feeling, it is the

feeling to thank God +sthat I fast twice in the week,

and give tithes of all I possess.’” Self-satisfaction i8 -

one of the most dangerous positions in which a human

crenture can get—to be perfectly self-satisfied. For - '
the moment we become real in what we do, become

earnest, and hold up our hearts and our lives before

the eye of God an

tice, this never doing anyboedy any harm, :

As I said a few Sabbaths ago, if youn are going to

compute and weigh the moral substance.and value

of your acts, you have got to go below the mere overt -

act, you have got to probe down to the motive, you
have got to sound the great deeps of your hearts, and

the ideal of Jesus Christ, whata -
little shriveled-up business it becomes, this living-
about as well as other people do, this doing no injus- - -

find with what principle and desire of life yon have -

acted.  You have been honest ; and why? Because it
was the beat policy for you to. be honest, You have
been industrious; and why? Because you were obliged
to be so. Yon have not harmed any oné; and why?
Because, perhaps, God gave you an amiable dispo-
sition, with which to do harm would hurt you more
than it would others; or there may have béen [pollcy
even in that. Have youever done anything-froma
self-sacrificing spirit and motive ? - Have you ever done
any good deed when it cost you something to do it?
Have you ever, for instance, in holding to a particular
principle, sacrificed something for &nt principle?
That is a grand thing that you find in one part of the
New Testament, descriptive of the carly disciples of
Christ. It is said of them that they were ¢ men that
have hazarded their lives for tho name of our Lord
Jesus Christ.”*" That is something to do.” They were
not the moral men who of to-day have a comfortable
fafth in Christ, and sit in their pews a couple of hours
on Sunday, and them go about their business for the
rest of the weeks. But they were men who -hazarded
their lives for Christ. Now what principlé bave. you
hazarded
our case for? Probe down into your motives, and ree
ow your having done as well as others stands from
the view of that plane; and then take up the positive
ideal of Jesus Christ. That transcendent beauty, that
perfect holiness, that ideal standard, as fhe mark and
the Euide to which at-least we should aspire, and to-
ward which we should struggle ; and do you not think
that your being ko very satistied with yourself puts
you very much in the position of the Pharisee of old ?:
Again, that man-is in spirit a Phayisee,’ who, start-

ing from this ground of scif-satisfaction, -is censorious:
You see, the. .

and critical concerning other men.
Pharisce had a superabundance of self-satisfaction, so
to speak. He was 5o well contented with himself, so
gonvineed that.all was well policed and right in his own

bosom, that he could peer around at his neighbors,:He

found the poor publican off yonder; he knew he was a
publican, & poor, despised sort of infidel or heretlo, &
man who was false to the Jewish nationality, in that

he collected tribute for Cesar; and he thanked God -
that he was not as bad as that man yonder, that he was .

better than him, He was not cxtortionate, he said.
Perhaps he was not. He was not an adulterer, he eaid.
Perhaps he was not, in aet, though he niny have been
in thought. He said he was not unjust; but he tried
himself by his own atandard. At any rate, he had suf-
ficlent pride, being satisfied with himself, to thank God
that he was not as other men are, that he was not even

a3 that poor publican, Now I ask, if this kind of )

Phariseeism is not pretty thick among us even nows;
this kind of Phariseeism which gives usgso much liberty

from the examination of our own motives, the searche .

our )ives, reputations, fortunes, or-evem

ing of our own lives, the application of God’s claims .~ °

and truths to our own consciences and our own hearts, -

that we may be more free to look at our neighbors and
judge them, criticise their acts, fathom their motives,
oand estimate the title of their claims to the Christian
name? Are there not too many, even now among us,
of fhose who peek into the motives, and judge the moral
charaeter of those, for instance, who difler very much
from them in forms of belief? : : :
You will bear me witness, my hearers, that T do not

very often trouble you with anything like sectarian ex-

pressions—not so much as some people think I ought,
but still as much as I mean to do. But still I cannot
help noticing something that came beforé my eye the
other day, contained in areligious paper—a paper more
liberal than many others in some respects, more broad
and more practical. Ispeak now, not asa sectarian,
bat 3 & man, of this matter. It was a reference to the
dechtlog from the standard faith of the country of a
distinguished man_ of this State. It was lamenting

that defection, and as an instance of the evils growing "

out of - it, it was mentioned ns a fact that his defection
liad already Leen a subject of exultation with Univer.
salists; that they +'now count him a convert to thefr
views, and echo his praise in bar-rooms, and the par.
lieus of vice,”” classing the two things together. Now
I call that Phariseeism; first, because Phavisceism fg
that sort of zeal which is o anxious for an opinion that
it brands not only with intellectual error, but with
moral odium, those who differ from them in opinion.
The two things are entirely separate.
I differ from & man intellectually; let me meet him

like o man; let me confront him like a man; let me ar-
gue with him like a8 man. Bat it does not follow, be-

canse he understands differently from me any intellec- .

tual proposition, that, therefore he js to be confounded
with those who have fallen into moral obliquity. And
if the person penning such an article as this hnd been
aware of the fact, he would have known that, upon
the whole, the denomination to which he has referred
are remarkably clear from bar-rooms; I menn those who
have gone into the core and heart of the matier; not
those who merely ‘stand on the outer skirts. I sup-
pose that no religious ship or sect would like to be
reaponsible for all the barnacles and seaweed onits hull,*
Bat it ix, nevertheless, true that the denomination re.
fetred to is remarkably free from any such association,
Therefore it was eimply s malignant zeal of party, so
into]grnnt'of the opinions of those who differ from tgem.
thn_t it strikes at their character; and that I call Phari.
geeism. Sling a lexicon and the Bible at the head of-

1y | every Universalist and Unitarian you find, ifyouchoose,

But how dare you break open the sanctity of his heart ?
How dare you judge his soul, and say that, because you
think there is a veil between his reason and his right
Jjudgment, therefore God Almighty has no access to his
heart, and he has never heen baptized with the spiritof
Jesus Christ? Is not this eaying, +Because I am rigit
in opinion, oh, Universalist and Unitarian, 1am befter
than you; you are a poor, miserable, and morall de-

praved being, because you are intellectually wrong 9





















