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“Jt is dreary, this decp snow, and the wind
whirling it so mercilessly about—this bitter,
stinging cold, and I alone with my sick boy,”
thought Mrs. Addison, as she turned with an

- jovoluntary shudder away from the window,

where she stood contemplating the gloom
without. Silently her tears fell as she ap-
proached the cot where the pale boy lay as if
asleep. DBut he opened his eyes as she came
to his side, and he understood the cause of
her emotion, for he hastily brushed away the
bright drops that dimmed his own eyes, as he

" responded to her unexpressed anxiety.

“ Don’t cry mother! don’t cry ! said he,
as the tears fell over his white forehead. It
is beautiful to die; and you know I have no
fear, only the sorrow of leaving you. But,
mother, I shall not die. The angels have told
me beautiful things in my dreams, and I am
sure I shall get well again.  Only this after-

- noon, I saw a beautiful girl, and she held in

her hand a basket of fine fruit, most tempt-
ingly arranged in the green leaves. She wore
snowy blossoms in hier hair, and .all around
the basket hung the same fair white flowers,
She floated towards me, and held the basket
in ber fair white hands. ‘I ate of the rare,
juicy fruit, and sprang upon my fect, my

- cheeks rosy with the flush of health-—rosy as
" they mever were before.

Then the fairy
smiled upon me, and floated away. Don’t
cry, mother, I know the angels will take care

~of me;” and his fine eyes gleamed with the

prophetic thought.” But- the poor mother
turned away sudly, as she sighed :

“My sweet boy, you were hungry, that
made you dream of the tempting fruit. But

. I am sometimes forced to believe that the an-

gels do talk to him in his sleep, so beautiful is
his speech.” She did not open her lips, but her
upturned eyes seemed to say,

“Father, thou canst not take my last
earthly good ! '

No sound broke the stillness, but from her
full heart flonted up the pleading prayer.—
The angels comprchcnded the expressive si-
lence.

“ Now, mother, hold my hand, and I will
sleep. I am happier when my hand is clasped
in yours.” /

The mother seated -herself by tho bedsxde
and took the wasted hand in hers, and she al-
most shuddered as she marked the blue veins
thrending the clear white skin. She did not
comprehend that the life-giving current was,
even then, flowing through her own hands in-
to the suffering form of her heart’s last idol.
One by one the children God had given her
had dropped into the grave—last of all, her
husband. Then, in addition to sorrow and
loneliness, came sickness to herself, and, in
its rear, gaunt poverty looked weirdly and
remorselessly upon her.

“ Mother, the scholars said to-day that
Philip Addison is very sick. They don’t
think he will live. Isn’t it too bad for him to
die up there, in that old, cold house? I lwur-
ried home as fast as I cou1d to see if I

. shouldn’t send him my new blunkets my

room is s0 snug and warm I am sure I don’t
nced them. And, mother, won’t you send
him a basket of good things, such as you fix
up for aunt Milly? You know Philip saved
my bird, when the cat caught it, and he has
hauled me to school most all winter, on his
sled, too ;” and Bessie Lynn, the rosy-cheeked
pleader, lifted her ecyes, in which the tears

shone like rain drops in the hearts of violets,

to her mother’s face:

« Tt is too cold, and too far, for either of us
to go, Bessie; but we will send John. You
may get the\)lnnl\ets ”

Away flew Bessie, to fold up the blankets,
while her mother proceeded to fill the basket
with a cup of jelly, a bottle of cordial, togeth-
er with other dainties which she fhought
might tempt the appetite of the sick boy ;
rightly judging that exposure and privation
had reduced him tp his present weak state.—
John soon sped away on his errand of mercy,
followed by theaffectionate interest of Mrs,
Lynn and blue-eyed Bessie.

« There! there! mother,”. Philip Jjoyously
exclaimed, I told you the angels would send
them,” as Mrs. Addison held the nicely filled
basket up to his view. ¢I knew the angels
would send them ! Ob, the holy faith of
childhood !

John did not leave until he had obeyed the

to prepare an adequate supply of wood, and
see Philip fast asleep in the warm blankets,

As the winter wore away, and the spring
kissed the earth into emerald beauty, Philip
regained his health, and was once more in the
fields wigh the wild flowers which he said
¢ sprang up in the footsteps of angels.”

One day he sat beneath the bower of al-
ders that he had twined and interlaced of the
lithe branches, listening to the music of the
little stream that ran softly and clearly al-
most at his feet ; as he sank down upon the
soft mass, a drowsy, lulling sensation passed
over him, excluding every outward object
from his view, and thero floated before lLis in-
ner vision landscapes of the most glorious
beauty. Lakes of silvery brightness were
gleaming in the sun, bordered with snowy
lilies that seemed waking in the breeze only
.to emit the sweetest, life-giving fragrance.—
Upon the buoyant waters floated beautiful
barks, filled with beings more radiant and
beautiful than any earthly conception, Their
arms were folded around each other, lovingly
and gracefully. Each leart scemed filled
with. the fulness of life. There seemed no
strife other than to render to each other the
kindest deeds, and the most perfect happiness.

There were mountains blue and beantiful,
whose gleaming crests seemed composed of
precious stones.  All around them floated
heavenly aromas, which seemed to surround
him and bear him aloft into their sweet, ex-
hilarating midst.
clothed with lofty verdure, and from the trec
tops there issued the most soul-inspiring
strains of music, as the bright plumaged birds
sprang gaily from branch to branch. Iis soul
was filled with joy at the sight of such happi-
ness every where manifest. Every thing was
praising God for the joy of living. The spir-
its of the flowers floated around in life and
beauty. Even those he had been wont to
consider insignificant became important, as
each spirit experienced its own signiflcance
and principle of life.

Then the desire seized him to paint—to re-
produce upon canvas this divine life—to puri-
fy the hearts of the world with glimpses of
the immortal. His mother’s voice recalled
him, and as he rubbed his still unclosed eyes,
a voice whispered in his ear:

#IIced thy father’s instructions!”

“T did not know I was going to slecp,” said
he, as he rose from his mossy seat and an-
swered his mother’s call,

“ But whence come these new desires?”
he eagerly questioned, as the thought of be-
coming o great artist for the first tlme filled
his soul.

«Q, glorious Art!” he cried aloud, in his
enthusmsm, “T consccrate myself to thee ; in
thy name I baptize myself;” and he scooped
from the sparkling stream a handful of water,
and lifting his hat he reverently sprinkled it
over his higl, white forehead and brown
curls, while his eyes glistened with the light
of high resolve and lofty enthusiasm.

This became the controlling desire of his
life. He thought of many about him who
were servile and degraded, and he longed to
pour into their sin-stained souls the purelight
that was flooding his own. It scemed to his
boyish liopefulness that one little touch of the
potent wand of purity would reinstate them
in their lost likeness of God. He had yet to
learn the discouragement,and then the lofty
patience of trying until seventy times-seven,

In his imagination there rose home and hap-
piness for his foil-worn months. “But from
this high pinnacle of anticipation he dropped
down to his present condition, and his heart
almost sunk at the vision of the unmasked,
weary length of way that-stretched between
him and his goal. He thought until his brain
- grew weary, and then ho slept, and sweet
voices whispered in his ear,

wear the laurel. Thine is a glorious mission !
So he took heart, and although he had many
trials, every struggle only served to strength-
en and expand his spirit, as different exer-
cises in a gymnasium bring out and into play
all the muscles of the body.

Phlllp’s love of books and his remarkable
_precocity, together with his perfect artless-
ness, won the friendship of all who knew him
and he was always ready to repay them by
 acts of kindness, with which his heart was al-
ways filled. He rememberéd little Bessie’s
kindness to him with the liveliest gratitude,
and Kb often carried her little bouquets of
flowers, arranged with such dehcacy of per-

oft-repeated injunction of his little mistress,"

N . -
Other mountains were

“Press on! thou shalt win the day and |

ception, all the shades blending so perfectly,
that they formed most harmonious pictures.
It was a like act of gratefulness that opened
his way to Rome. e came one day with his
offering of wild flowers, arranged with such
exuberance of fancy that.they attracted the
attention of an artist who was sketching some
of the fine views in the neighborhood. IHe in-
quired whose work it wu, ‘and Mrs, Lynn re-
plied

¢ Philip Addxson brought ,them to Bessie.
And here is just the help you need ; I wonder
L did not think of Philip wlien you mqulred for
n guide. e knows the must accessible patlis
toall the good views for miles around, Phil-
ip is just the one for you.”

So Philip was engaged for one day, and then
another, as his quick intelligence and ready,
though unobtrusive sympathy rendered him
necessary to his master, until his constant at-
tendance becameo a matter of course.

The summer passed, and the sutumn winds
rendered further out-of-door sketching uncom-
fortable. The pninter was preparing to re-
turn to his winter quarters in the city, and
Philip’s heart was swelling at the thought of
soparation, when his friend proposed that he
should go with him to be his errand boy, and
in his leisure hours he wol.lld.‘ give him instruc-
tion in his favorite art. For a moment Phil-
ip’s cyes glistened with surprise and pleasure
and then, as suddenly, filled with tears, as he
turned away, to hide his emotion.

“T cannot go,” he faltered, ¢ I cannot leave
mother all alone. She has no one in the
world but me. I cannot go!”

“ Mother! Mother " exclaimed Bessie

-Lynn, clapping her hands, “ can’t Mrs. Addi-

son stay here 77 And Mrs. Lynn bethought
her that she had long desired to visit relatives
ina distant city, and Mrs. Addison would be
a suitable person to oversce the household
during her absence. So it was decided that
Phulip should accompany hiz friend, and his
mother become an inmate of Mrs. Lynn's
home.p Philip’s eyes danced again, in the
midst of tears, as they called down silent ben-

" edictions upon sweet Bessie for her sugges-

tions. She scemed to be his good genius.

, Philip went to the city, and he made-rapid
progress in his chosen profession, for the har:
mony of coloring was in his soul, and" he had
only to acquire a knowledge of its mechanical
application. No less rapid was his advance-
ment in tho love of bis patron, for when the
spring came round again, Philip was on his
way to Rome with him.

It is not our especial province to trace him
in all his trials and heart aches ; we are more
interested in his sunshino than in his shad-
ows. One great grief we will mention, the
death of his mother, because it had a great
bearing upon.the formation.of his spiritual as
well as moral character. Philip could not
grieve that mother, whoso spirit eyes, he felt,
were always upon his soul. “So he strove to
put every thought of evil far away from him,

Years passed away, and the boy-painter,
the poet-artist, had won a proud name, not
only as a painter, but as a high-souled human
being. The proudest dreams of his boyhood
were realized ; (and here we wonder if a
fixed belief in destiny does not assist in at-
tracting to one the elements wherewith to at-
tain it), for he painted not only external na-

“ture, but the voicetul life-principles scemed

delineated there. It was common for his fel-
low laborers to say that the hardest.subjects
were easy to Philip; for he had only to close
his eyes and the most intricate designs would
float before him in all the accuracy of detail—
that no matter how much in oblivion he re-
tired to rest, he was sure,to invoko order
from chaos, in his dreams, b

True it was, that assistance came to Philip
in this way, that when he retired at fault as
to the development of his subject, it would be-
come clear to him in his sleep, and he often
arose and labored under this inspiration with
a felicity and rapidity of execution that was n
marvel to his friends.

It was interesting to witness his influence
upon his associates. It was not from any as-
sumption of superiority, that, whenever he ap-
proached them, their conversation took, as if
instinctively, a lcss boisterous' turn. This
was not from any mock sentiment of defer-
ence, nor from a feeling of restraint. It was
real respect—such an influence a8 we some-
times feel in the presence of a pure and beau-
tiful object—an influence at once elevating
and subduing. Philip’s was a great life be-
cause it was a true life, and this power over
his friends was Lappily exerted by his own
words, ¢ Wo have sll an aroma of influence

which, lkowev/er insensibly to ourselves, is ever
operatwezfor good or evil, as the case may be.
Because it is silent and unseen, it is none the
less subtle and effective.”

But of late he had been silent and restive ;
his brushes were- lying idle, his canvas un-
touched. What could be the matter with the
indefatigable wk}rker'l What could have
happened to so weigh down the buoyant spir-
its of sunny-hearted Philip Addison? These
were questions which his companions unavail-
ingly asked of each other. None knew, and
with-rare delicacy they forbore to question
ki, although he.was aware of their observ-
ance of his changed course.

It was in & mood like this, apparently list-
less and unthinking, that he seatel himself at
his easel and a picture grew beneath his
hands—the picture of a face of the most ex-
quisite loveliness, but it was a benuty akin to
death, except that a soul looked out of the
beautiful, dreamy blue eyes.

“What a strange” faney ! said his friend,
who steppe(i into his studio just as he had put
the finishing touches to the spectral face.—

“ What a strange fancy ! You have only to’

commence as & portrait painter to win another
name, and fame equalled only by the first.”

“Truth to tell, Malvern,” answered Philip,
it is not a fancy. A sémblanco of that face
has been flitting before mo, constantly, for the
last three or four days. It has turned those
imploring eyes :Jpon me from every corner, as
if soliciting life at my hands. Let me turn
my attention to what I will, those same sup-
plicating eyes meet my gaze. I have tried in
vain to escape it. It will not leave me, but
only looks more mournfully at me. And with
it comes a memory, which I cannot define, of
some one whom I have secen before. So you
have the secret of my depression, upon which
you have speculated so much for the past few
days.?

“You are in love, Addison; you lave all
the symptoms ; this seeing faces in the dark
and at all corners is a never failingsign. You
are not very dangerously affected yet, howev-
er, not s0 much 0 but a trip to the hills would
be efficacioiis as o remedy, and would be alto-
gether & delightful antidote. What say to
the trip, and ridding yourself of this languish-
ing beauty 7 :

“] would not have given you my confidence
if T lind supposed you would make it a sub-
ject of badinage. I am not so given to vaga-
ries that I need to be ridiculed becayse a phe-
nomenon hangs about me, which neither you
nor I can explain,”

% Forgive me, Addison,” exclaimed Malvern
earnestly, “1 did not intend "to wound your
feelings ; T had not supposed you were so se-
riousupon the subject.”

“For days before my mother died, I was
conscious of & like class of impressions. T
knew sho was suffering, and ‘to be possessed
of that knowledge and not have the puwer of
reaching her, was equivalent to dying myself.
It was natural that I should be thus affected
by my mother; for it seemed that ‘weliad but
one soul between us. But now I have no rel-
atives and no particular friends in the world,
and I cannot conceive what soul is hovering
about and clinging to me in its hour of dissb-
lution. Then, this resemblance to some one I
have seen before, haunts me,
that it saddens me, it is all so strange! I sce
no way in which to solve the mystery. All
these vague presentiments which run question-
ing and echoing through my mind must have
an origin somewhere in truth. Iam like one
lost, with lights gleaming in every direction,
yet not one pointing tp a safe method of exit
from the entanglements. I feel sure some-
thing will occur to change the quiet of my
life ; whether for good or evil I know not. I
shall not long remain at Rome, Malvern; I
am convinced that something will call me
away from here,”

“ A night’s rest will restore you to your
wonted happiness, Addison. You are over-
worked, and sleep and rest will relieve. your
wearied brain.  Good bye, my dear fellow, till
morping, when I hope to find you as Jovml as
the merriest afhonigst us.’* \

«Your last assertion’is mo more truthful

than your first. Malvern, I am not over-work-
ed. On the contrary I have not labored at all
for some days. And do you suppose my mind

is 8o weak that it cannot bear a little extra

physical oxertion without becoming frenzied?
Must one always have the evidence of sight
or touch before they can believe? Were I to

tell you anything else you would believe me.

Nay, more, you would be the enemy of any

man who should tell youl had spoken an un-

-

Yy
by

.with me ?”

What wonder,

truth, But because I have revealed abmo-
thing different from the every day line of life,

'you have recourse to the most trivial argu-

ments to annul the veracity of what I assert.”

Malvern left him, but not to sleep as he
supposed, for his mind was too much disturb-
ed to allow him to avail himself of the gentle
god’s ministrations. He sat down at his window
absorbed in thought; but the outer beauty
gradually attracted his attention. With an
artistic love of nature, he could not refrain
from rendering homage to the stilly grandeur
of the night ; so he wove quairt fancies of the
moonlight, that lay. like a mist of Bilver over -
all the earth, and launched them in imagina-
ry barks, and watched to see them float out
in life and beauty upon the perennial waves,
He was startled from his reverie by a noise
close by his-side calling,

“ Philip! Philip! stop for me!

¢ Bessie 1 he exclaimed almost breathlessly,
a8 he sprung to his feet, * How came you in
Rome 27

There was no one there—nothmg but that
dim vision of a face, looking so pale and spec-
tral in the moonlight. But the ¢ haunting re-

‘semblance ” was explained. It was not sweet

Bessie Lynn’s child-face, but Bessie, a woman,
sick, perhaps dying, that had floated before
him for so long a time. He did not recognize
the face, but there was no mistaking the soft
voice calling, just as it did when they were
children going up the hill to sc.hool “ Philip !
Philip ! stop for me!” ,
While-one mystery was so]ved another
greater awaited solution. Could Bessie, his
kind little schoolmate, be dead? There was

a clearing away of the obscurations of years,

and he was conscious of a tenderness, of a boy-
love for his little playmate; he was a boy
again hauling Bessie on his sled to school.
Thero was a vast difference between then and
now.—Philip Addison if'a man now, honored
and beloved. But what chance and change
had made of Bessie Lynn, he could only con-
jecture. Perhaps the angels had clainied her, .
and she came, guided by his mother, to visit her

-old schoolmate.

He made a resolve, that night, to visit his
carly home; he had long been desirous of do-
ing 80; there was a mystery to unravel now,
and he would go, were it only to stand by the
graves of his loved omes. So-we will meet
him next in-the land of his birth, passing over
the tedium of voyaging.

“I will walk to the village, you may leave

‘my baggage at the hotel,” said Philip to the

driver as he took his way across tho fields to
the bower of alder bushes, where he lad
recoived his first impulse to become a paint-
er. “Iow little change these long years have
made,” he mused as he entered the path, .“I
wonder what lover of the beautiful frequents
my old haunts and keeps my bower so clean
and free from undergrowth.” His curiosity
became surprise when he stood by his moth-
er’s grave and marked the carefully pruned
rose bushesand pretty ahnuals growing there.
Soms one had cared very kindly for his moth-
er’s resting place. 'Who could it be?

“ Bessie, will you walk down the stream
Bessie tied on her white sun-bon
net, and the two took their wny silently _to
ward the little brook.

“It is a long way—down this stream, Bes-
sie,” said Philip, “Does your heart falter
and your feot grow weary at tle prospect 7"

Bessie had loved him from a child, and now
that the treasure was within her grasp, she
was too simple to pretend surprise or misun-
derstanding of the true significance of his
words, so she laid her pretty white hnnd on
his arm, and replied, '

“ My heart falters only with gﬁiness, Philip-
and my feot halt only to receive this now life, '
impetus,”

So they walked qmetly down the little '
brook, and the two currents of life ﬂowed A
and blended into one. Bessie Lynn was riore
than beautiful then, for she walked the bless-
ed land of fruition, and " its radiant sunuhinO -
enveloped her in its folds. Subdued and '
ble in the/midst of this great joy, :
became a prayer uyon wlnch she’ bore’ tlxip
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of Belnig with yoly houeatb diﬂ'ex\
ent skiéa than these, and in the studio of a
" painter. ' Mother uid!I talked "constantly in
my delirium of being with you. .Once when
I fiinted, and they thought‘hm dying," she
uid I called aloud,, “Philip!- thlipl sq»p for
" When ¥ sevised § es oanscioys, end
the thought that T had seen you, hung about
mé for-days. . It was-so-real that I could hard-
ly persusde myself ‘'that it was only seeming..
. ¢ Pertiapa'it was noy all fancy,” said Philip.
“But come, Bessie, the sun is setting, let us
go to the house, I have some drawings that I
want to show you! A few moments later,
and they weérsseated in the parlors at Lynn
housé;’the family ‘gathered round Philip to

- examine ‘the drawings as he pnssed them from

his portfolio.

“Why, Philip " exclaimed Mrs. Lynn,“here’s
o picture of our Bessie. It lcoks precisely as
sho ‘did ‘when she was sick. For dayd her
eyes liad just that imploring expression. I
should think she sat to you for her portrait,
it/is so much like her.?

"4 8he did,” quietly responded Philip,

They were married, Philip and Bessie, and
where could an artist go, but to Rome, ona

_ bridal tour?

 Bessie,” said Philip, not long after they

had arrived at their destined place, I have
“promised to call on my old friend Malvern, at
his rooms to-night; accompany me ‘and you
will have an opportunity of seeing the studio
of & painter; besides I have t great curiosity
to have you go.”' So they strolled out into
the beattiful moonlight. At first Bessie wan-
dered on carelesaly, but as they neared their
friend’s habitation, she gazed around with sur-
prise, as if #ome familiar scene had dawned
upon her view in that far, strange land.

Philip watched her looks of amazement
closely as they entered the studio. He did
not attempt to assist her out of her dilemma;
he was busy tracing coincidences.

Tt is like a dream, along forgotten dream,”
said hessie, % where can I have seen this bit
of earth and eky, and this sweet glimmer of
waves in the distance, and over all the full
.moon hanging its silvery world, where can I
‘have-seen it? She placed her - hand over her
eyes.as if to'aid memory by an inward retro-
spect. She sat. for a moment, then, whilo a
visible tremor run through her form she ex-
claimed:

“ Philip ! Philip! stop for me. I haveit! I
have. it!” she added, springing to her feet.
 Philip, why didn’t you tell me? In that
long delirium I was- in Rome But these
rooms—"

% Wero mine,” sald Phihp anticipating her,
# Malvern took them when I left. Rome.”

¢ Ab,” eaid Malvern, who was a spectatorof |

-the eclaircissement, * this, then, is the lady of

. Vyour waking dreams—the original of tho paint-

ing? I remember asserting that you were in
love at the time, Addison, but you depied it.”

« Coming events cast. their shadows before,
and your assertion was only another form fox;
prediction, which has since been very happily

‘verified,” said Addison-as he carried Bess:e 8
white hand tenderly to his lips.’

“There are some very strange coincidences
in lifo—very strange coincidences in life!
mused Malvern as he wnlked thoughtfully
away. -

Venus and Vulcan.

The classic myth which makes Venus the
wife of Vulcan, is not without a subtle signifi-
cance, She was the goddess of Love, he the
god of Fire. She was the most beautiful and
charming of ‘celestial- intelligences ; he wasa
grimy blacksmith, workingat his forges in
caverns beneath the occan. Her form was the
perfection of symmetry ; he was hideous and
lathe. At first'sight, one is shocked by this
seemingly unnatural union. But o deeper
glance reveals a beautiful truth hidden in the
hieart of the ancient fable.

Fire is to the world what lovo is to human-

'ity. Vulean is the. god of natural fire; Ve-

g

nus is' the deity of that fire which burns in
natural hearts and lives. \

Vulean was said to be lame; thatis, he
could not go without a stick. So fire must
have & stick, or something ‘else to support it,
or it is the lamest of the elements.

Vulcan was a mighty artisan; and burning
mountains were the chimneys of his forges.
The god himself has perished with the my-
thology that gave him being; but those mys-
terious furnaces 4nd smoke funnels still re-
min, shaking the earth with their heat, blow-
ing off ashes undshg in terrible blasts, and

© reminding us of the ancient myth by their

volcanic or Vuléanio appellation.

Fire also remains the friendliest and yet the
most fatal of elements. Yt is itself a god;
the great artisan, forger of iron, builder and
propeller of engines.—It falls in tnild benig-
nant, showers of aunlight, or drops in light-
nipg from the clonds - It warms our hearts,
-our hurt.hq, illumines ‘our dwellings, and cooks
oqmo& ithe thost, useful of servants. or,
en_too much liberty, ! it breaks ita
,t.arrible in its power, de-

y q.a hom in which it has.s0 long faith-

SN A

—

citigs with ity flaming tongues.

'S0 gov; the ﬁ}o of life, is the artificer of }
all h grates ; in deep cayes beneath the
seq of josslon, bldwigg the furnaces of the
[‘wouls cnergy ; brging the weapons of truth,
the armor of- virtue, the scales of justice, the
cup of happiness; also, alas, turning its hand
to many harmful things,-'-—t‘hgv chalice of jeal-
‘ousy, the dagger of revenge ;=—tor this fire, too,
is an evil firo, when perverted from its divipe
uses. It showers down. upon us in sunshine
of beneficence from some great and wise soul ;
or it drops like lightning from the clouds of a
stormy and ‘dark passion. It is the glowing
essence of religion, or the hot, baleful smoke
of superstition ; now.the flame of the sacrifi-
cial altar ascending in incense to heaven, and
now the fire that fires the heretic at the stake,
It warms the domestic hearth, it lights the
chamber of bliss, it makes comfort in this
bouse of the body; and algo, perverted to
vice, it consumes the house, leaving behind it
nothing but ruins and moral blackness.

How muich it behooves us then to keep this
strange pair—the Vulcan and Venus of the
world—in subjectlon using them for happi-
ness and virtue; and beware ever how we
pervert these central sources of power, these
filery fountains of energy, from their sacred
uses, or guffer them to burst forth with devas-
tating conflagrations in our houses #nd our
hearts.

[Written for the Spliritual Eclectic.]
29060,

The following lines are feigned by the spirit to be
written more than o thousand years henco. They
seem to refor to the decline of urt and literature
on the Atlantic side’ of the continent. Ioffer it to
you as o spiritual production. It is supposed
that rhyme will then be nbarly out of date. I hope
reason will not also have become obsolete.

Mepium.

‘Why tempt the muse on Ardy's shore?
Forall are gone from gray and dim,
And moss-grown memories of the past,
They linger by the rills that rlse

From Artskill's summit, following up
The lightning's summons to tho skies,
For flashing from the air of night

The aurora says: a little longer

We will be with you. With the wind,
Our courser, champing clouds like foam,
We fly to the west. The Orogon
.Clrcled with light, invites us there.
Whaere the sea is bending to us,

"Wo raise an altar to the light

That flashes from the western sky,

. For sunset s perpetual thero;

It is permanent; it is cast

In light and fleccy statuary

That flashes from the quarry like

The anclont glory of the great

And Phidian worshippers of the west,
Whocame from Italy in soul,

And bodied with us. Longer yet

The light shall flash from Parnim’s wave;
For great and round the world is lying—
Glory will not always be the grave.

THE BRIDE OF THE WRECK.
A SPIRITUAL STORY.

I was a lonely . sort of a bpchelor, and had
never yet known what young men style « the
passion.” I had enough, as my old mate yon-
der can tell you. I broke his head twice, and
his arm once, in fits of it; but he has always
seemod to Jove meall the better, and he clings
to me now very much as two pieces of the
same chip cling together, when drifting at sea.
‘Weare the sole survivors of a thousand wrecks,
and of the company that sailed with us two
years ago, no other oneis left afloat. I had
been a sailor from my boyhood, ahd when I
was twenty-five, I may safely say no man was
more fit to command & vessel among the ma-
rines of England. , And at this time my uncle
died and left me his fortune. Ilhad never
seen him, and bardly knew of his existence ;
but I had now speaking evidence of the fact
that he had existed, and equally good proof

.that he existed no longer.

I was very young and strong in limb, and I
think stout in heart, and I was possessed of
the rental of some thousands per annum.—
‘What bar was there to my enjoyment of the
goods of life? No bar iddeed, but I felt sore-
ly the lack of menns of enjoyment. I wasa
sailor in every sense. My education was tol-
“erable, and I hid some books, but my tastes
were nautical, and I pined on shore. You
will easily understand, then, why I built a
yacht and spent much of my time on her.—
She was a fine” craft, suited to my taste in
every respect, und I remember with a sigh,
now, the happy days I have spent in the
- Foam.” I used to read considerablo in my
cabin, and occasionally, indeed, weekly, invited
parties of gontlemen to cruise with me. But
the foot of a lady had never been on the deck
of my boat, and I began to havé an old bache-
lor’s pride in the fact. Yet, I confess to you
a secrot longing for some sort of affection dif-
ferent from any I had herctofére known, and
a restlessness when men talked of beautiful
women in my presence.

One summer I was at the old hall in which
my uncle died, and was entircly alone. To-
wards sunset I was surprised, while. looking
oyer my books, by the entrance of a gentle-
-man hastily announced, and giving indications
of no little excitement.

“Your pardon, sir, for my unceremonious
entrance. My horses have run away with my
carriage, and dashed it.to, pieces near your

pack gate, My father, wes.badly injured, and

5 \ ' .
—

hfully served,—at \lm@u even lickjng up whole !

my sister QWatchMg over him, I have taken

him to your residemce.”
Of course my copgent was instantly given,

-and my own carriage dmpuwhad to the park

gate . '

Mr. Sinclair was a gentleman of fortune,
residing about forty miles from me ; and his
father, an invalid, fifty years or more of age,
was on his way, in.company with his son, to
bhis son’s house, there to die and be buried.—
They were strangers to me, but I made them
welcome to my house as if it were their own,

" and insisted on their.using it,

Miss Sinclair was the first woman who had
crossed my door stone since I had been pos-
sessor of the hall. And well might she bave
been loved by a better man than I.  She was
very small and very beautiful,—of the size of
Venus, which all men worship as the perfec-
tion of womanly beauty, but having a soft
blue eye, strangely shaded by jet black brows,
her face presented the contrast of pyrity of
whiteness in the complexion set off' by raven
hair ; and yet that.hair hanging in clustering
curls, unbound hy. comb or fillets, and the
whole face lit up with an expression of gentlo
trust and completo confidence either in all
around her, or else in her own indomitable
determination, TFor Mary Sinclair had a mind
of her own, and a far seeing one, too. She
was nineteen then.

Her father died in my house, and I attend-
ed the solemn procession that bore his remains
over hill and valley to the old church in which
his ancestors were laid. Once ofter that I
called on the family, and then avoided them.
I cannot tell you what was the causc of the
aversion I had to entering that house, or ap-
proaching the influence of that matechless girl.
I believe that I feared the magic of her beau-
ty, and was impressed with my own unworth-
iness to love orbe beloved by her. TIknew
her associates were of the noble, the educated,
the refined, and that I was none of those.—
What, then, could I expect but misery, if T
yielded to the charms of that exquisito beau-
ty, or graces which I knew were in her soul?

A yeaT passed, and I was a very boy in my
continued thoughts.of her; I persuaded my-
gelf a thousand times that I did not love her,
and a thousand times determined to prove it
by entering her presence. At length I threw
myself into the vortex of London society, and
was lost in the whirlpool.

Ono evening, at a crowded assembly, I was
standing near a window in a recess, talking
with a lady, when I felt astrange thrill. ¥
cannot describe it to you, but its effect was
visible to my companion, who instantly said,
“ You are unwell, Mr, Stewart, are you not?
Your face became suddenly flushed, and your
hand trembled so as to shake the curtain.”

It was inexplicable to myself; but I was
startled at the announcement of Mr. and Miss
Sinclair. I turned, and saw she was entering
on her brother’s arm, more beautiful than
ever, Ilow I escaped I did not know, butl
did so,

Thrice afterwards I was warned of her pres-
encoe in this mysterious way, till I believed

‘that there was some mysterious link between

us two, of unknown, but powerful character.
I have since learned to believe the communion
of spirit with spirit,’sometimnes without mate-
rial ihteryention.

I heard of hier frequently as engaged toa
Mr. Waller, s man whom I knew well, and
was ready to do honor as worthy of her love.
When at length I saw, as I supposed, very
satisfactory evidence'of the that rumor follow-
ed mo in letters, and yet I wns mad enough to
dream of Mary Sinclair, yntil months after I
awoke to the sense of vﬁmt a fool I had been.
Convinced of this, I went aboard my yacht
about midsummer, and for four weeks never
set my foot on shore. ‘

One sultry day, when pitch was frying on
the deck, in the hot sun, we rolled heavily in
the Bay of Biscay, and I passed the afternoon
under a sail on the larboard quarter deck.—
Toward cvening, I fancied a storm was brew-
ing, and having madé all ready for it, smoked
on the taffrail till midnight, and then turned
in. Will you believe me, I felt that strange
thrill through my veins, as I lay in my ham-
mock, and awoke with it fifteen seconds be-
fore the watch on deck called suddenly to the
man at the whéel «Port—port your ielm! a
sail on the lee bow' stendy so!?

'T was on the deck in’ an instant, and saw
that a stiff breeze was blowing, nnd a small
schooner, showing no lights, had erossed our
forefoot within pistol shot, and was now bear-
ing up to the northwest. The sky was cloudy
and dark, but the breeze was very steady, and
I went below again, and after endeavoring
vainly to account for the emotion I had felt,
in any reasonable way, 1 at length fell n.s]eep,
and the rocking of my vessel, as sho flew be-
fore the wind, gave Just moh?n enough to my
hammock to lull me into a sound slumber.—

But I dreamed all night of Mary Sinclair. 1
dreamed of her, but it was in unpleasant
dreams, Isaw her standing on the deck of
the “ Foam,” and as T would advance towards
her the form of Waller would interpose,—I
would fancy, at tlmes, that my arins were
around her, and her form was rostmg ogainst
my eide, and her head lay on mjy shoulder;
and then by the strange mutations of dreams,
it was not I, but Waller, that was holding

ko]

the liberty to ask .your permigsion to bring,

-vessel, unseen in the black night.

her, and I was chained to a post, looking at
them ; and she would kiss him, and again the
kiss would be burning on my lips. The morn-
ing found me wide awake, reasoning myself
out of my fancies. By noon I had enough to
do. The ocean was roused. A tempest was
out on the sea, and the Foam went before it.
Night came down gloomily. The very
blackness of darkness was on the water as we
flew before the terrible blast. I was on deck,
lashed to the wheel, by which I stood, with a
knife within reach to cut the lashing'if neces-
sary. We had but a rag of sail on her, and
yet sho moved more like a bird than a boat,
from wave to wave, Again and again a blue
wave went over us, but she came up like a
duck, and shook off the water and dashed on,
Now sho staggered as a blow was on her bow,
that might have staved a man-of-war, but she

kept gallantly on ; and now she rolled heavily

and slowly, but never abated the swift flight
towards shore. It was midnight when the
wind was highest. The howling of the cord-
age was demoniacal. Now a scream ; now a
shrick ; now a wail, and a laugh of mocking
madness. On, on we flew.

I looked up, and turned quite aroufd the
horizon, but could see no sky, no cloud,—all
was blackness. At that moment I felt again
that strange thrill, and at the instant fancied
a blackness ahead ; and the next, with a crash

-and plunge, the “ Foam” was gone! Down

went my gallant boat, and with her, another
The wheel
to which T had been lashed, had broken loose,
and gone over with me before she sank. It
was- heavy, and I cut it away, and it went
down in the deep sea above my boat. And
seeing & spar I seized. it, and a thrill of agony
shot through me as I recognized the delicate
figure of & woman. Idrew her to me, and
laslied her to the spar by my side, and so, in
the black night, we two floated away over the
stormy-vcean, -

My companion was senseless,—for aught I
knew, dead. A thousand emotions passed
through my mind in the next five minutes.—
Who was my companion on the slight spar?
What was the vessel I had sunk? Was I
with the body of only a human being, or was
there a spark of life left ? and. how could I
fin it to a flame? Would it not be better to
let her sink than to float off with me, thus
alone to starve or to dio of thirst and agony?

I chafed her hands, her forehead, her should-
ers. In the dense darkness I could not see
a feature of her face, nor tell if 'she were old
or young, —scarcely white or black. The
silence on the sea was fearful. So long as I
had been on the deck of my boat, the wind
whistling through the ropes and around the
spars, had made a continual sound; but now
I heard nothing but the occasional sparkling
of the spray, tho dash of a foam cap or the
heavy sound of the wind pressing on my ears,

At length she moved her hand feebly in
mine. How my heart leaped at that slight
evidenco that I was not alone in the wild
ocean, I redoubled my exertions. I passed
one of her arms over my neck to keep it out
of the water, while I chafed the other hand
with both of mine. T felt the clasp of that
arm tightened, I bowed my head towards hers.
She drew me close to her, laid her cheek
against mine, I let it rest there,—it might
warm hers, and so help to give her life. Then
she nestled close to my bosom and answered;
“Thank you” Why did my brain so wildly
throb in my head at the whispered sentence ?
She knew not where she was—that was clear.
Her mind was wandering. At that instant.
the end of the spar struck scme heavy object
and we were dashed by a huge wave over it,
and to my joy were left on a floating deck. I
cut the lashing from the spar, and fastened
my companion and myself to the part of the
new raft or wreck, I knew not which, and all
that time that arm was round my neck and
rigid as if in denth :

Now came the low wild wail that precedes
the breaking up of the storm. The air seem-
ed filled with viewless spirits, mournful sing-
ing and sighing., I never thought of her as
anything else than a human being. It was
that humanity, that dear likeness of life, that
endeared her to me. I wound my arms around
her, and drew her close to my heart, and bow-
ed my head over, and in the wildness of the
moment I pressed my lips to hers in a long
passionate kiss of intense love and agony.—
She gave it back, murmuring some name of
endearment, wound both arms round my neck,
and laying her head on my shoulder with her
forechead pressed agninst my cheek, fell into a
calm slumber. That kiss burns on iy lips
this hour. Half a century of the edld Kisses
of the world have not sufficed to chill its in-
fluence. It thrills me now as then! It was
madness with idle worship of the form God
gave in’ the image of himself which in that
hour T adored as ever God! I feel the un-
earthly joy again to day, as I remember the
clasp of those unknown arms, and the soft
pressuro of that forehead. I knew not, I ¢ared
not, if she were old and haggard, or young
and fair,

1 only knew and rejoiced with joy untold,
that she was humnn, mortal, of my own kin,
by the Qrent Father of our race.

It was a night of thought, and’ emotlons,
and phantasms, that never can be described.
Morning dawned gravely, the first faint gleam

]

‘hated Tighs.

of light showed me o driving eloud above my
head,—it was welcomed with o shudder. I
I wanted to float Over that
heavenly ocean with that form clinging to me,
and my arms around it, and my lips ever and
anon” pressed to the passionless lips of the
heavy sleeper. T'asked no light. It wasan
intruder om.my domain, and would drive her
from my embrace. I was mad.

But as I saw the face of my companion
gradually revealed in the dawning light ; as
my eyes began to make out, one by one, the
features, and at length the terrible truth came
slowly burning into my brain, I moaned
aloud in my agony, ©God of heavens, she is
dead!” And it was Mary Sinclair.. '

But she 'was not dead.

We flonted all day long on the sea, and at
midnight of the next night I hailed a ship and
they took us off. Every man from the Foam
and the other vessel was saved with one ex-
ception. The other vessel was the Fairy, o
schooner yacht, belonging to a friend of Miss
Sinclair, with whom she and her brother, and
a party of ladies and gentlemen, bad started
but thiree days previously for a week’s cruise.
Ineed mot tell you how I explained that
strange thrill, as the schooner crossed our
bow the night before the collision, and which
I felt again at the fhoment of the crash, nor,
what interpretation I gave to the wild tumult
of emotions all that long dreary night.

I married Mary Sinclair, and I burled her
thirty years afterward ; and I sometimes have
the same evidence of her presence now, that
T used to have when she lived on the same
earth with me.—IHerald of Progress.

How 710 Keer Men ar Home.~—Thero
would be fewer wretched marringes, fewer
dissipated, degranded men, if women were
taught to feel the angel duty which devolves
on them, to keep the wandering steps of those
who are tempted so much more than they, in
the paths of virtue and peace—to make them
feel that in the busy world is noise and con-
fusion—that at home there is order and re-
pose—that their “eyes look brighter® when
they come—that the smile of welcome is ever
ready to receive them, the books are ever
ready to be laid aside to minister to the hus-
band’s pleasure ; they would find amusement
then at home, nor strive to seck it elsewhere.
And not alone to the higher classes of society
should this be taught—it should be a lesson
instilled into the minds of all—-high and low,
rich and poor. Fewer heart-broken wives,
weeping and scolding, would stand waiting at
the doors of public hLouses, to lead the un-
steady steps of their drunken husbands home,
if that home lad offered a room as cheerful, a
fire as bright, 2 welcome as ready and cordml
88 at the tap-room they frequent Duty has
seldom so strong o hold on & man as woman s 3
they cannot and will not for duty’s sake, re-
main in a dull, tedious, or ill-managed, quar-
relsome, home, but lcuve it to find elsewhere
the comfort and amusement which fails them
there ; and when riot and revelry have done
their work, the wives and sisters, who have
done o little to make them otherwisc, are pit-
ied for their bad husbands and brothers.

It being one of the chief delights of the

. Hon. Danicl Webster to annually visit the

granite hills of his native State to rusticate a
few days, he usually favored Conway with his
presence, where resided the famous Billy Ab-
bot, both small of his stature and old of Lis
age. From his humorous wit and wonderful
knowledge of every little incident that made
this or that place particularly charming snd
interesting to the historian and the antiquari-
an, which he was fond of imparting, Le so in-
grafted himself into the good favors of the
great expounder of the constitution, that he
always gave Lim & seat in bis carriage- when
he rode out to view the beauties of nature.
Billy’s associates feeling envious on account of
the honor conferred upon him by this distin-
guished man, one day, after Webster's depart-
ure, sarcastically asked Billy, in the crowded
bar-room, what he and his friend Webster
found fq talk about in the country ? Billy re-
vlied, * We usually talk about horticulture and
agriculture, and the different breeds of cattle
and horses, and upon these subjects I derive
from him agreat deal of information ; and
upon such topics I find him a little more tlmn
wy match—but the moment ®—said he enthu-
sinstically, with a gbsture, and & tone becom-
ing the orator himsclf—“but the moment he
alludes to the constitution, I can floor him in
& minute!” which was received with great ap-
plause, and the Banquo of Envy never again
affronted Daniel’s rustic fayorite.—Ossipee
Register.

Mr. Baron Bramwell, one of the English
Judges, is an eccentric. His lordship was at
the opera in London one evening with his
daughter. A gentleman sitting Lehind him
annoyed him by loud talking, whereupon the
judge turned about and exclaimed ¢ Be quiet,
sir,” shortly repeating, “Iold your tongue,
your ruffian!”  When the learned Judge

3|"went into the lobby, later in the evening, the

“rufian” followed: him "and demanded an
apology. His lordship had never heard the
word ; upon this, the other struck him on the
face with a glove, to which the Judge retort-
ed with a blow from-the shoulder, an¢ there
the incident rested.
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Gnrvvesyoudeuce,

[Written for the Spiritual Eclectic.]
“ A Want Felt.,”

Epitor or thE EcLEcTic,~—Dear Sir:—In
your issue of this week I noted an article with
the above caption, whicl, from the initials at
foot, I judge comes from the pen of Mr. Newton,
I do not delay to number myself among thoso
whose response you will receive, and I trust
their number may be legion.

There are, certainly, some minds scattered
over the country, who have travelled the jour-
ney of Spiritualism beyond and past the
“whacking Moses” point, and are able to rec-
ognize that Moses was, inall probdbility, quite
as good and self-sacrificing a Spiritualist as
‘themselves ; and are therefore willing to rec-
ognize that he, in his day, may have done at
least as great a good as any of us shall be
able to do in ours. ' '

I trust that I belong to the ¢ growing class,
who are not content to feced on the husks of
phenomena and barren theory,—who begin to
hunger for a more imperishable bread, and to
thirat for living waters,—and who yearn for
an atmosphere of kindly affection.”

It is & matter of surprise among my Dod-
worth’s Iall acquaintances here, that from
Sunday to Sunday, I persist in attending,
more or less, at the different denominational
churches, instead of being constant at ¢ Dod-
worth’s.” But my reply is to the cffect, that
I seck a spiritual food that is truly spiritual,
and am oftentimes better able to supply it in
‘the church than out, although the demand is
not fully met, anywhere.

But to return to the subject of your article.
One who undertakes the editing of a journal,
and especially of a “Spiritual Ecleetic,” stands
before the world in the character of a caterer
in spiritual food, if such term may be used.—
The article referred to is an admirable dish,
and I come to testify of its artistic qualities,
and “ ask for more.”

It has been written by an advanced intel-
lect, on the subject of “'The Science of His-
tory,” that “the progressof any event in
which men are actors, takes pluce in three
stages. The first is the great epoch of Desire;;
the sccond is the great epoch of Reasoning ;
wherein are discovered the ways and means
by which the object necessary, in order to the
gratification of desire, may be obtained ; dnd
the last is the great epoch of Execution, or
Realization.”

In ¢ a want felt,” we have the manifestation
of Desire, and now we have appetite for the
¢ gecond course,” or epoch. - You say, truth-
fully, ¢ Sincere and devout -minds, ‘who are
}/eummg for a worthier and diviner life, will
feel its desirablencss, and will not rest until
something of the kind is realized, in a manner
corresponding with the broad and catholic
genius of the awakening.”

I am one of the “any number of persons,
Tiowever small, who really feel the want” of
this worthier, diviner life. What are the
stops to be taken'to bring it about ?

- AMan.
- New York, May 18, 1860.
[Written for the Spiritual Eclectic.)

Ma. Epiror :—Reading in your paper, May
19th, a picce written by Dr. Robbins, to
Judge Edmonds, I must say, I was surprised.
I almost believe he is in the condition he rep-
resents some others to be in: his head where
Lis feet ought to be: for, after condemning
mediums ad libitum, he goes on to tell what
superior manifestations ke has received through
himself ; implying, at least, that he is refined,
cultivated, and virtuous, and, of course, one of
heaven’s especial favorites. I mistake: he is
so exalted lie does not require any assistance
from superior beings, but can do all these
things ascribed to a superior intelligence him-
self.

He seems to aim his weapons, particularly,
towards healing mediums.
Dr.,is he not? That accounts for his viru-
lence.

1le does not believe the. refined and culti-
vated would influence the low and unculti-
vated. e would have us believe, that they
were so nice, they would leave all the dirty
work for God, Jesus, and the hLoly angels to
do. He says, “ Would any benefit accrue to
the untaught, if highly cultivated ones did ap-
pear 7! Pray, tell us, Doctor, how the  low
and uncultivated ¥ are to be raised from that
condition, unless the ¢ refined and cultivated ”
stoop down, and raise them up, or are permit-
ted to come in contact with each other, so the
strong can impart strength to the weak. Do
you not remember the record in that volume
of ancient Spiritualism, that God has chosen
the base, foolish, and weak, to bring to naught
the ¢ cultivated,” wise, and strong! Ilave not
the greatest spirit manifestations, in all ages,
been given through *low and uncultivated
instrumments? And how very seldom by the
cultivated and refined!

If we would be like God, we must Iet our
sun of charity shine on the evil, as well as
the good. Wliat if there be impostors and

deceivers? Let us not chafe, ourselves, for
| they are needful for the development of truth;
as needful, perhaps, a8 the leaven for the
meal.

But, again, why did not J esus oondemn the

I believe he is a-

woman brought to him? Did he approve of
the sin? No. But he saw that those “re-
fined and cultivated ¥ people that condemned
her were equally guilty, although they were
80 respectable that they looked upon her with
abhorrence.

If there is any time that clairvoyance i3 a
blessing, it is: when we caxt see through all the
dross, and see the real good in others, and, by
this faculty, judge correctly in regard to all—
however fair their exterior. '

Some of the finest gold i3 mixed with the
grossest dirt, and it is the angels’ work to
separate the gold from the dross, although e
may be afraid to soil our aristocratic fingers
by helping them. We may choose, rather, to
attend to our own refinement and cultiva-
tion, and to the pluming of our own feathers,
while the angels are laboring for us and them.

I have faith in one thing: that is; the more
holy and really exalted we become, the more
charity we shall have for others. Objects be-
come distorted by the lens through which we
look.

I think the reason Dr. Childs is not better

understood, is because it is difficult to rise to '

that plane of charity on which he stands.

Dr. Robbins may take offence, because I
have been so impertinent as to speak, when
he put his question to Judge Edmonds. All
the apology that I ¢an offer, is that ¢ the fire
burned, and I spake.”

Yours for truth and Iove,
. L. W.S.

[ Written for the Spiritual Eclectle.]
Clouds.
BY LEAH LEE.

A cloud eame up the horizon,
And told of living light:

But the astonished world drew back,
In terror and affright.

1t crept through forest, glade, and glen,
In shadows gaunt and grim,

And darkened nature's smiling fuce,
Like filaments of sin.

Men asked why should an impious cloud,
Pretend to talk of light,

When it but served to shut it out,
From thejr expectant sight.

Yet wisdom wrought that sombre pall,
That darkened all the air:

Nor yet in malice or revenge,
Was it suspended there.

Fashioned of earth, like all of earth,
It soon dissolved and fell;

But light remains, its presence oft,
In darkling clouds to tell.

Bless'd those who still in clouds discern,
The light of life divine,

For though they sit it darkness, yet
True light in them doth shine.

[Written for tho Spiritual Eclectic.]
Marrlnge——Dlvbrce.
To the Editor of the Eclectic:

Drar Sin:—As the pages of the Eclectic
geem ever open to give all sides of a question
a fair hearing, I will give expression to a few
thoughts on marriage and divorce. This stb-
ject has been lately discussed in the columns
of the N. Y. Tribune by the able pens of Mr.
Greely and Mr. Owen, and I feel that I have
nought to add to their reasonings and argu-
ments, Ishall only try togive you the intui-
tive judgment with which a woman’s heart
views the sybject.

Leaving religious precepts entirely out of
the question, and viewing the subject qimply
from a purely moral and philosophical stand-
point, it strikes me forcibly that the proposed
remedy of breaking asunder the relation be-
tween husband and wife, even after a fair trial
ghould have been made, and the solemn con-
viction established that an entire uncongeni-
ality of temperament exists, even then I think
that the remedy is worse than the disease.

Suppose the moral right was established and
legitimately carried out, that the wrongly ma-
ted could try again with other parties whom
they believe as firmly to be strongly affinitized
to, as they thought themselves to be to their
first partners before marringe was consummat-
ed, would it tend to make marriage & more se-
rious, important consideration to the young of
both sexes, whose inmost nature teaches them
to regard marriage as the consummation of all
carthly happiness? Would not rather still
more thoughtless and giddy marringes take
place than at the present day 2 Would the
fruit of marriage, love’s sacred offspring, be
more welcome to the discontented parents,
who, perhaps, before its birth even, are contem-
plating to break up the old and perpetmte a
new unien? Far from it.

Being & woman myself, my sympnt_hxes are
deep and true for the sufferings of the unhap-

- pily married of my own sex, who, I am fully

convinced,are generally the most suffering par-
ty. At the same time Iconstantly know that
those among them who most deserve to be
happy, and who are naturally organized and
gifted to enjoy the highest, purest happiness
on éarth, are those whose inherent, divine na-
ture does not permit them to break the mar-
riage vow of their heart, whose sense of duty
is 80 keen as to fill their hearts with the most
exquisite and consuming pain and anguish
should they in a hasty moment forsake the
field of their self-assumed duties to seek their
own happiness, whilst a heavenly pence and
spiritual power.pervades their being when ful-
filling their sacred duties, even under the most-
heart-rending circumstances. To live; to suf-

fer, yes, to die for others is the highest glory
of the true and noblo womhan !

Suppose her husband’s heart refused or was
incapable to give her the tenderness which she
craves, suppose on him the wealth of her affec-’
tions found no vent, what course would it be
of the highest importance to her children that
she should pursue, what would be the com-
mand of a parent’s duty 7 That she should
turnaway from the heartless father, and accept
the love of another man, a stranger to her
children ? Would she not rather look on high,
and become the bride of Jesus, tenderly nurs-
ing within Ler bosom his holy precepts, firmly
assimilating his heavenly resignation, changing
the decp fountain of her love into a living stream
of love to her Father 7 Ifenceforth her highest
happiness would be, not to love and live only
for one, but to do the will of the Father, and
abound in love and kind works to all His child-
rem.

* And what shall we say of her who consents
to marry the man whose first wife and children
are still among the living? I fear that I have
not much' patience, nor enough charity for her
weakness. I think that she degrades the name
of woman, the symbolic name for purity and
love, and that as her nature is void of the
heavenly, intuitive law, which shows to the
true woman her path of duty, she needs our
ezternal law which shall call her infumous and
guilty in the eyes of all classes of civilized so-
ciety, when she consents by marrying anoth-
cr’s husband, to Iacerate and wring in deadly
pain the heurt of the forsaken wife and moth-
er.

But if there should be no children to form
the clasp which unites the volume of the pa-
rents’ lives, and either party should suffer from
the tyranny and selfishness of the other, our
laws should be so constructed that woman
should be master of her own property ; her
estate should be at her own disposal, leaving
her as independent of her husband as he is of
her, thus'giving them freedom to separate if
they choose, and turn their love's channel after
suffering humanity, though they should not be
free to marry again. It is not all of life to
live and be happy while it lasts; in all our re-
lations we must own and acknowledge the du-
ties which we owe to the future generations.—
Wo must break up this icy crust of egotism
which desires to hover over and cherish
most the consideration of its own immediate
happiness. Once freed from its cold fetters,
and we are open to holy influences from above
and to the inflow of the highest love.

I feel that I have by no means done justice
to this, to all our hearts the dearest subject,
but these few thoughts may serve to call out
the thoughts of others, and prove that those
are much mistaken who suspect all Christian
Spiritualists are Free-lovers.

Yours for truth and purity,
L. P.

{Written for the Spiritual Ecloctlc.|
- The Lord’s Prayer.

In all poems, essays, or other written com-
position, was there ever anything so concisely
comprehensive as that which is usually term-
ed tho Lord's Prayer? Each sentenco seems
a volume in itself, and almost every word a
homily.

“Qur Father.” What a unity of interest
and bond of brotherhood i3 expressed in these
words. Not your father, nor my father,—mnot
the friend of the noble and- the rich, nor the
patron of the lowly and poor,—not some regal
potentate, to whom his subjects bow in servile
homage, and worship afar off, but ¢ our Fath-
er,” our gracious protector and sustainer, and
the loving and revered head of the whole fam-
ily of man.

“« Who art in heaven.” Not a wanderer in.

| foreign realms, not only that ¢ wast, and is to

come,” but now, and forever at home in his
kingdom of happiness, ever ready to listen to
‘the petitions of his children, to soothe and al-
leviato their woes, and willing to explain, if
we will but listen to the * still, small voice,”
how that “ our light afflictions, which are but
for a moment, shall work out for us a fur more
exceeding and eternal weight of glory.”

ITallowed be thy name.” Yes, ever holy
and consecrate be that precious name, “which
is above all other names.” ¢ Our Father,”
which from unhallowed lips conveys no true
sense of his character and attributes, but, like
the fair and beautiful apples of Sodom, when
taken into the mouth of the blasphemer, be-
comes ashes upon his tongue.

« May thy kingdom come,” and puttmg to
rout all carnal powers, “turning and over-
turning” all earthly forms of government,  till
it shall come, whose right it is to reign,”
when ¢ there shall be no more wars, nor ru.

.mors of wars,” for all God’s people shall be

of one heart and one mind.”

“ Thy will be done,” which is good towards.
all the children of his creation. Not merely
to every one that saith, « Lord, Lord,” but to
every one whose “meat it is to do his will,”
on the earth, as it is alwuys done “ in heav-
en. n —

« lee us dn.y by dny our daily bread.”—
How very few, even of devout Christians, re-
peat this portion of the sacred document in
good faith. From whom come the cronkmgS/
and complaints, the repmmgs at poverty and’
foars of coming want, that make earth almost
a pandemomum? Not from those who humbly
ask and receive, “day by day their daily

bread,” cheerfully” gathering up every morn-
ing fresh manne as it falls from heaven, but
from those who are continually enlarging their
borders by adding acre to acre, ¢ pulling down
barns and building greater,” for place where-
withal to bestow the treasures that ¢ take to
themselves wings and fly away.”

“ Forgive us our debts a3 we forgive those
who trespass aganst us.”” Here, again, where
is the mortal that can understandingly and
concientiously stand, or even kneel before
his Maker, and ask this .at his liands? I
have sometimes thought if it were possible for
the truthful and dignified ¢ Son of God, and
Savior of the world,” to indulge in irony,
that this clause was indited in sareasm. Who,
that was not the most consummate egotist,
would dare to ask this of him to whom all
acts that clothe our sccret motives, are trans-
parent as the crystal that admits the sunlight
to our dwellings ? ‘

“ Lead us not into temptation, but deliver
us from evil.” Ile who had such sharp expe-
rience on this point, who had been so sorely
tried and tempted, who had fought against
such mighty odds that nothing but his holy
life and purity of heart, backed by the al-
mighty power that upheld him, lest even he,
“in whom was no guile,” should chance at
at any time to “ dash his foot against a stone,”
he who knew lhow - weak and frail was man,
and bow hard it was for him to withstand
temptation, dictated this sentence in loving
wisdom, for almighty power alone can ¢ de-
liver us from evil? when we are enthralled in
its meshes.

¢ Thine is the kingdom, the power, and the
glory.” “The earth is the Lord’s and the
fullness thereof,”” and “ wo are the workman-
ship of his bands,” “ made in his image,” and
endowed with the one gift that raises man
above all his other productions, the God-like
attribute of reason, in which is set up that es-
pecial kingdom which  cometh not by obser-
vation,” not bounded by geographical lines, or
designated by legal landmarks, for if we have
any lot or share in the matter, “the kingdom
of God is within us.” He hLas all power in
heaven and earth, ¢ in him we live, and move,
and have our being,” and “ without him was
nothing made that is made.” IHis should be
the “ glory,” indeed, it is, for all thmgs con-
spire to glorify his-name, “even the wrath of
man is made to prais¢ Him.”

“Forever.” *The high and holy One that
inhabiteth etornity,” ¢ who was, and is, and
is to come,” “who is the same, yesterday, to-
day, and forever,” ever mindful of his children,
ever caring for their wants and ministering to
their necessities, ever ready with his precious
words of encouragement in adversity, caution
in prosperity, and warning in times of tempt-
ation, who “loveth us as a tender mother
loveth her child,” who will never forsake his
offspring, but is, and will he, forever and
ever,” ¢ Qur Father.”

Lean Lek.

’

[Written for tho Spiritual Eclectic.]

The Mountain T:)p and the Coming Man.

Spiritualism has produced much that is in-
teresting, in the manner in which its subjects
lia%e been led to develop and acquire that
strength which is so much needed to sustain
them through the various and oft-times severe
trials which theyare occasionally called upon
to undergo.

Such as have beenled to the ¢ mountzin top,”
and have been invested with the idea that the
coming Man was incarnated within themselves,
will be interested in reviewing with us some
of the shapes and forms in whicb the idea of a
new incarnation comes, or is brought to the
surface of the mind. It may serve to carry
some close thinkers into n series of investiga-

-tions, which will result in the elucidation of

scientific truths not before reiched by the hu-
man race.

At the present time there are a lurgo number

of “ Christs” scattered over the country, and

one of whom holds the position of a shepherd,.

waiting for his flock to call for his services ;
an jnverse order from what existed in past
time, when the shepherd called his scattered
flock. Among this number are some medium-
istic persons who have reached the conclusion
that they are the God-human, selected and
prepared by Jesus of Nazareth, for his spirit
to speak and labor through on the occasion of
this, his second advent upon the earth.

Others have been led to consider, that, as
we have had a Christ who was male, so must
we have a second Christ who shall be female.
Some of thesd regard themselves as the gifted,
Divine Light of the new era, through whom
their long dowa-trodden sex is to reach their
ultimate position, in fulfillment of the prophe-
cy “The last shall become first.” —

There are also queen bees who wait & swarm-
ing season, when they shall be called upon to
exertise the motherly functions for which they
have been so mystically and mysterjously qual-
ified. Another believes that it is hers or his
to be and to creato the bridge which civiliza~
tion shall pass over, in oxder to reach a higher
or “ combined ” order. Again, there are me-
dia through whom “ Peter” is to become once

“more embodied ; and here we have the “ rock

upon which the new, Church is to be built,
Matt. xvi: 18, « last shall become first.”

Even the Wandermg Jow himself is not un- |’

‘welcome to some, who regard this as the peri- |-

od when his wanderings are ended, and that it
is his to gather together the scattered ones of
Israel. Again, wo find among the daughters
of this generation those who regard them-
selves as “ the Bride, the Lamb’s wife.”

Others ignore that the *Logos” or Word
has ever yet been fully incarnated ; they affect
to consider that the'Jesus who is a foundation
in history, was & very accomplished reformer,
but that in this 19th century comes the Man
who fulfllls in himself the prophecy of Redeem-
er and Savior—King of Kings and Lord of
Lords. ‘ o

Another one regards the founder of Christi-
anity as o simple messenger sent before to pro-
claim the coming of the Man-child who only
now appears; but such encountersthe difficul-
ty that he cannot even find for followers
enough to make up a triune of apostles,

Some find in themselves the eighth angel,
and in Jesus the seventh., With others a
formal eonsecration takes place, wherein as-
surance is given that the consecrated one con-
tains within himpself the glory and power which
is to lead the nations to the light of the now
lite.

A person of easy creduhty comes to tho con-
clusion that lLe is'the material and only God;
and that his will is to turn the swigrd into tho
ploughshare, and to establish peace on carth,
good will towards man,

Symbols are presented to many, the study
of which results in placing its subject “ on the
mountain top.”’

The parents of epirit babes come to regard
themselves as futher and mother to every liv-
ing potentate, whether spiritual or material.

A valuable work might be wrought out from *

a collection of all the different addresses, signs,
wonders, and symbols, which have been pre-
sented to the several travelers who have pass-
ed over this alchemic road to knowledge.—
Some of these we should liketo present here,

if our limits for space permitted, but we doubt

not that more or less of them are within reach
of all our readers, if they will exert them-
sclves a little to seek them out.

That so large and diverse an assemblage aro A

being carried to the mountain top, is a phe-
nomenon which indicates an interesting and
not unimportant constitution of the human
mind, the science of which is well worthy the
investigations of the ¢ savans” of the present
age; for while this result has becn developing
in an outward and tangible manner among the
Spiritualists, there has, at the same time, been
progressing and developing a parallell work {n-
teriorly among the theologic sects; so that,
within the visible church of to-day, are to be
found many “heads” whoe cannot divine
whence they bave drawn the inspiration which
is teaching them their own greatness. We
say, ¢ their own greatness,” for in these words
lie a partial explanation of the whole matter.

Every intellectually constituted or human
mind contains within itself germs ofithe In-
finite. It is the general awakening of the
present period which is beginning to convince
man that holds within himself undeveloped
powers, whose character and nature far tran-
scend anything which past generations have
been able to consider within the range of pos-
sibilities.

The grandest argument of this day in favor
of revealed religion and of the Divine Hu-

| manity of Jesus the Christ,is to be found in the

fact that as fast as the light of the new morn-
ing dawns upon the universal human mind,
just so,rapidly do we awake to these truths,
through our own inner relations ; and the day
star of Anowledge sheds its iluminating rays
upon the hitherto dark night of faith.

The ladder of Spiritualism—itslowest round,
the spirit-band of John King ; its highest, the
Christ of ages—has assisted the progress of a
large concourse of pilgrim travellers, who may
now become the first fruits of the living tree.

In ourselves, each and all may oxperience and
find “the coming man;” the humility, pa-
tience, endurance; good will, charity and love
of Him, who, fifty-six gencrations since, paid
the penalty of that mysterious symbol whose
banner has led forward and onward the march
of civilization.

The first fruits of Christianity are accom-
plished, and the ultimate of civilization is
reached. Through it, the divine attribute of
individualized affection has been developed in
the human soul. :

The music of the spheres again vibrates o’er
tho harp-strings of humanity. The angel host
speaks with the voice and power of the Spirit,
and proclaims to earth the period of universal
incarnation,

The morning of the second era of Christians
ity sheds upon us the rays of its early light,
and brightens the path of the new dxapenav
tion of UNIVERSAL AFFECTION.

ANECDOTE OF METHUSELAH's DISREGARD OF,

Lire~It is written in agq u?in 6ld Jewish
manuscript, now in the  British M by, tlnt
the oldest of mankind,-Me X
live as long as he might

er says that God
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