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ly, when his M,her
, desived him to attend,
, dear lady, old Maurice Muhony,
that has given him power over all
adow ; 80 no wonder that his son listen-

: ugh his hurt was rebelling at every word.
The Mhlr’mlon to say that he never knew any good come of
marrying a girl that could bring nothing but herself, unless she
met with one as badly off, and then they might pull on together ;

but as long as the hushand had any income, the wife that never
knew the value of money of her own would think there wns no

end to his, and would soon grow discontented when her wishes |

were refused.  Then would come extravagance, then anger, then
bitterness, then want ; and no knowing how many more evils he

would have added, only Garret's fiery countenance showed ho |

could bear no further. He changed then so far as to say that |
this was not out of covetousness, for the day Garret married to |
please him, he would give him up his share in the hooker, and |
that was well worth twenty guineas; but that he expected his
wife would bring at least as much again; and unless she did,
they never should have his consent or blessing,

Garret was cut to the heart. There was a show of reason in
his father's words; but it was calculating, heartless reason ; so,
without pretending to answer it, he tried to touch his feelings ;
but allin vain. The old man was not to be shaken ;
Ppoor Garret, as he himself confessed, lost paticnoe,
no parent could forgive, reproached his father with crnelty and
covetousness, withdrew his promise of never leaving him, vowed

to go to sea agnin. and, sink or swim, never to return till he |

could bring home an independence for himself and Mary. Oh,
lady. those words are few and cold to eonvey the foelings that
were poured like a torrent from his heart!

80 opposing, my very heart bled for him, for her—for all. But |

before I could well picture the consequences, in came Mary Lo r-|

self, her sweet face glowing from her walk, and from plu-ruro

at being home with me again. One glance, and Garret buried |
his face in his folded arms on the table ; the smile and the color |
fled from Mary’'s cheek, and without even a look at me, she |‘
eprang forward, and grasping his shoulder, asked wildly what |

‘was the matter. Ihad thought to break this reverse to her my- |
self, to spare him the telling, and her the hearing it from him; |
but, as I said, she came back before a plan was formed, and now
there could be no disguise ; his look had prepared her for the
worst, and T saw by her terrified countenance that even the |
truth would be a relief.

And so he told it all again ; but this time, oh, how different !
The presence of her he loved came like sweet dew upon his
heart, and melted away all the fierce and stormy feelings which |
had made me doubly grieved. With tonching, yet manly sor- |
row and repentance, he related his disappointment and his fault, '
and he told it to one whose generous nature fully felt his confi- |
dence, and lost the first sharp sting of grief in symprthy for the |
estrangement between thejfather and the son.  She wept, with-
out doubt, long and sadly ; but her face was turned away, and
she listened, without interrupting, from beginning to end.
Then, when all was over, she raised her head ; her face wos very
pale; and her lip trembled ; but there was o light in her cyes,
and a stedfast look, that made me remember the high, proud

#pirit of her childish days, and tremble for the words she was
about to speak. I wronged her in that passing fear, even I that
8 : Tt was no pride, but a holy reso-
earnest look. She laid her hand
in a very calm, low tone,
hing ngainst me, Garret—
oflurpr!u, almost of re-
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and at last |
temper, |
respect itself; and, in words which no child should have spoken,

All were mixed |
and struggling together—anger, dissppointment, self-reproach, |
love for Mary, duty to his father ; each feeling o true, and yet |
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thought impossible | and, after a momont's pause, she continued,
“Then, Garret, our first thought must be of him,  Go to him at
onee, and gain his pardon for that disrespect, and comfort his
heart, oven ax you did mine, by the goodness of your sorrow
You will foel nothing but misery til you have his forgivenoss
and think how he must be grieving now ! Then, for the futurs,
woare hoth very young, and may well wait, with trust in God
and in each other, for the changes time way bring.  Your father
made no objection to me except for poverty, and as that is no
| real fault, who knows but he may chunge his mind.”
“Garret shook his head despondingly as ho answered, “Ah,
| Mary, you little know him ; but I'll go at once and ask his for-
| giveness, for, as you truly say, eannot have rest or pesce until
1 doso. But as to remaining idle any longer at home, when
goltl is to be made, and happiness depends on it, it is out of the
quealiun Mary ! You must not ask me to do that,
‘But indeed T do, Garret ; that is what I ask you. You gave

a promise to your old father, and you must not leave him. God
' always grants his blessing to the dutiful son; and would 1 be
the one to tempt you to disobedience, and so provoke his curse!
No, Garret; it surely Is not we that wish for money : all we
| want is your father's consent ; and that would be farther off than
ever if you were to desert him, and make him look on me as the
cause.’

“Garret still remonstrated ; but Mary's simple faith and
sense of duty finnlly conquered so far a8 to gain his promise to
wait one year; and then he declared impetuously that if his
| father by that time had not changed his mind, he would no
longer yield to his unreasonable whims.
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THE HUMA.

“ A bird peculiar to the east. It is supposed to fly constantly
in the air, and never touch the ground.”

Fry on! nor touch thy wing, bright bird,
Too near our ghaded earth,

Or the warbling, now so sweetly heard,
May lose its note of mirth.

Fly on-—nor seek a place of rest,
In the home of “ care-worn things.”

"Twould dim the light of thy shining crest
And thy brightly burnished wings,

To dip them where the waters glide

That flow from a troubled carthly tide.

The fields of upper air are thine,
Thy place where stars shine froe,

1 would thy home, bright one, were mine,
Above Life's stormy sea.

I would nover wander—hird, like thee,
So near this place again.

With wing and spirit once light and free—-
They should wear no more the chain

With which they are bound and fettered here,

Forever struggling for skies more olear.

There are many things like thee, hright bird,
Hopes s thy plumage gay,
Our air is with them forever stirr'd,
But gtill in air they stay.
And happiness, like thee, fair one!
Is ever hovering o'er,
But rests in o land of brighter sun,
On n waveless, peaceful shore,
And stoops to lave her weary wings,
Where the fonnt of “living waters” springs.
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“THE SEVEN CHORDS OF THE LYRE.”

Wi translate the following passagoes from a little French work,
“ The Seven Chords of the Lyre, written with much beauty ;
and evidently the production of n highly imaginative mind ; and
one over which a wild storm of passion has possed, without
leaving desolation and despair in its track ; but rather hopo and

love-—not for the individual ulone, but hope and love broad as |
humanity. i
TRANSLATIONS,
In all men there is a thirst for the beautiful, and their souls |
must drink at this source of life or they perish. Human organ- |
izations differ ; some aspire to the ideal by the spirit, others by
the heart, others again by the senses, 1f you would have these |
organizations perfeot and in beautiful equilibrium, let them
conceive the ideal equally by the heart, the spirit and the sen- |
ses. Extinguish none of these faculties—for all men cannot be
led to truth by the same means, Give to those who perceive |
ideal beauty only by the senses, the saered nudity of the Venus |
of Milo, as a preservative against sensuality. Ifyou comprehend |
art you will know that the beautiful is chaste—for it is divine.
The imagination recedes from earth and mounts heaven-ward
in contemplating the production of a celestinl inspiration, for
this is the ideal. ‘
God has placed us in this life as in a crucible, where after a ‘
preceding existence of which we retain no remembrance, we are |
condemned to be tempered and refined by suffering, by struggle, |
by labar, doubt, passions, sickness and death. We submit to |
these evils for our advantage, that we may be purified and made |
perfect.  From age to age, from race to race, we accomplish a
slow but certain progress, of which. in spite of the denial of the
sceptic, there are brilliant proofs.
The soul is a lyre whose chords must all be made to vibrate, now

grandeur of true goodness,

TRUE VIRTUE. ‘
Wuen 1 set before me true virtue, all the distinetions on
which men value themselves fude away.  Wealth is poor;
worldly honor is mean; ountward forms are beggerly ele-
ments,  Condition, country, church, all siuk into unimportance,
Before this simple greatness 1 bow, 1 revere,  The robed priest,
the gorgeous altur, the great ussembly, the pealing organ, ull the
exteriors of religion, vanish from my sight as I look at the good
and grest man, the holy, disintercsted soul.  Even I, with vision
so dim, with heart so cold, cun see and feel the divinity, the
How, then, must God regord it?

' To his pure eye how lovely must it be!  And ean any of us turn

from it, because some water has not been dropped on its fore-
head, or some bread put into its lips by a minister or priest ? or
because it has not lenrned to repest some mysterious creed,
which o church or human conneil has ordained 7

[Cnanxina,
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C. €. Buneeien, the well known leeturer on geveral reforms,

| will preach in the Universalist Church, 4th Street, between Av-

enues B, and €, next Bundny at 10 1-2 A. M, and 3 1-2 P. M.
and lecture on Temperance in the evening,
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Dr. Kimnank, Magnetic Physician, hus recently removed to

484 Broome St., where he will be happy to attend to the calls of
those who desire his professional services.

e e

THE UNIVERCCELUM
AND SPIRITUAL PHILOSOPHER.

Tuis Weekly Journal differs in character, in some important
respects, from any periodical published in the United States, or
even in the world. An interior or spiritual philosophy, compre-
hensively explaining the character and operations of natural

together, and now one by one, according to the rules of harmony | Jaws, accounting for their exterior phenomena and results, and
and melody ; but if these chords, at once so delicate and so | showing the tendences of all things to higher spheres of exist-
strong, be left to slacken or to rust, it is in vain we preserve the ‘ ence, is the basis on which it rests. It isa bold inquirer into
external beauty of the instrument, in vain the gold and the | all truths pertaining to the relations of mankind to each other,
ivory remain pure and brilliant. the heavenly voice inhabits it | {5 the external world, and to the Deity; a fearless advocate of

no longer, and this body without goul is but a useless chattel.

Humanity is a vast instrument, whose chords all vibrate un-
der the breath of Providence, and notwithstanding the differ-
_ence of tone, she produces the sublimest harmony. Many chords
“are broken, many are falge, but the law of harmony is such that
the eternal hymn of civilization rises unceasingly, and that all
tends to re-establish the accord often destroyed by the passing
storm.

Every artist who does not propose to himself a noble and a
social end. fails in his work. What imports it to me that he
passes his lifein the contemplation of a butterfly’s wing or the |
petal of a rose ? Give me rather the smallest discovery useful to |
man, or the simplest aspiration for the good of humanity.

Celestial Spirits to Mephistophiles,

God permits thee to excite to evil but thon canst not accom-
plish it thyself. Thou canst not move a straw in the Universe;; |
thou throwest thy poison into the heart, but thou canst not
cause an insect to perish. Thy seed is sterile if man does not |
fertilize it by his own malignity : man is free to cherish in his |
bozom a demon or an angel. L.

—e e - - |
Fircur says, there is a Divine Idea pervading the Universe-— :
the Universe itself is but its symbol g having in itself no mean- |

ing or ¢ven existence independent d ft.. To the mass of men
this Divine Idea is hidden ; yet to discover it—Ilive wholly in it |
—ig the condition of all virtue, knowledge, and freedom. |
—— et ————

Goerne calls Architecture * frozpg@dusic;? definés the clas-
sic by the word deautys—the romant

| the theology of Nature, irrespective of the sectarian dogmas of

men ; and its Editors design that it shall, ina charitable and
philosophic, yet firm and unflinching spirit, expose and denounce
wrong and oppression wherever found, and inculeate a thorough
Reform and reorganization of society onthe basis of NaturaL
Law.

In it rinvosornicar departments, among many other themes
which are treated, particular attention will be bestowed upon
the general subject of Psvenovoey, or the science of the human
Soul; and interesting phepomena that may come under the
heads of dreaming, somnambulism, trances, prophesy, clairvoy-
ance, &e., will from time to time he detailed, and their relations
and bearings exhibited. -

In the MisceLLaneovs DepanTyesT, an original and highly
interesting Historican Rosance of the city of New York, is now
| being published, written by alady.

In llu.}hzmu\l ErARTMENT, & Wide range of subjects will
be discussed, the vﬁmlnmm of a universal System of Truth,
| tending to the Reform and reorganization of society, being the

|gmnrl ohject contemplated.

Tue Usivercanum axn Srinirvan Pumosorner is edited by
8. B. Brrrraxs, assisted by several associates ; and is published
every Saturday at 235 Broadway, New York; being neatly
printed on a super-royal sheet folded into sixteen pages. Price
of subseription $2, payable in all cases in ndvance. For a remit-
| tance of 10, six copies will be forwarded. Address, post paid,
|8 B. llml"rw No. 235, Broadway, New York.

Humaxtry is the sum of all men taken together: and each is

only #o far worthy of esteem, ns he knows how to appreciate all -
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