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OLD HULDAH.
A Ballad of Marblehead.
BY X, NORNAN GUNNIROX.

“The fisho tood all day by the teach—

S1o0d -'h-ﬁ:: l.lw buuhx thundered 1o,

and beard the sound of the sea bizd's screech,
‘And dash of waves on the rooks of Lynu.

. . wasd the fisher o'd,
TR T
- haben .n:ony'un n':.n- out from Marblehead;

inte on tae lee,
e red™ 8o the Fatcs sade

pilot ventured otit—
’el'h:o:l:m 'n:rl;;:m ndntho :ru:: v:u wild,
arin t, swart ard stou
‘g‘uﬂ?hsn‘h:n:lum and wife and child—

both, as the wind made moan,
1?%?3::: nndm‘: moan to the breakers' shock ;
For the world is bard to the left alone,

Harder than sny Kew Eugland rock.

tisher waited by the shore, .
S.H?:iulu the vuw:’ny:d the bicakers’ din,
4nd just st dusk, 'mid the tempast's

The good ship Eiuacanmse sailiag io.

Stavasils set aud her courses furied,
so0se-winged topsail upon lier maio,
‘.'.'o and fro wae the good oh‘:p_hm..l
@ver the ocean’s watery plain.

& Jonger, for MOULTAN WATEs

; Jl“r:::m:ﬁn'mto TUITOWS vASsl;

“The white-CAPS Tosc OVET COUNTIESS ZTATER
As the tempest thundered paat.

L % ko Hulda, the fisher's wifs,
R ehwn old dame of the Sshing coast:
jot! Everylfe

*Where's the
© eeDds his post.

Is saved if

“There is no pilot at sea 1o-n 4
Said Abner Jackaon, tie & 1’2 801,
While over the waters came the lizht
4nd booming crash of & sigual gun.

“ Heavens! They are fetching Eut the land,
Past the p'iut —they will strike the rock
Said Jothan Davis. Close at kaad
Came s crash svd a rendiog shock.

~¥an ths lifeboat!* No man stirved;
Over the din of wind aud wave,
Over the tempest’s strife was heard
“Save!” but no human hand could save.

Clinging to the wave-wasked deck,
Men and women in wild despatr

Rent their pleading from off the wreck,
Shu on the startled aix.

“Then spoke Huldah, the fSsher's wife:
Does not & man 1o save them dare

Will ye stand for a worthless iife .
While they cry in their wiid despaiz!

* Shame on ye, mec! A woman's band
Shall do the deed yeo dave not try!
Who'll go with me from off the land™
“ I will! and 1! and 1! and I!"

There they stood in the dying iight,
Down by the boat, with oars n haad—

¥ive brave women! A braver sight
Never before was seen on iand.

Up spoke grufiy old Fisker Bex,
,;un'dm 141:0- of the sea
* Man that boat! Such asight, my men,
Never on earth was seen by me.

* All we can do at worat is die:
Better die,” the old Triton said,
“Than live as cowards 'neath the eye
©Of the women of Marbiehead

Abner Jackson then steoped out,
Jotham Davis snd Skipper Ben,
Bijah Noreross and Ireson, stout—
, they felt, was the place for men.

Qut past the point whers mountain high
rmmun::- in foam were tost,

times plain on the stormy aky,
so:;t.ieu-n hidden and Almzt lost.

Round the point, on the atormy wave,
They reach the rock and gain the wreck ;
Every life they soek to save
hz is taken trom off the deck.

And pow strain hard, the is near
- nbenx?:l[o-r-

Each 3
Stoat, O fishermen ! cheer on cheer—
&hout, for they have reached the shore.

That was many & year agous—
Many a flaberman iv dead

Who saw tbe skip come sa‘ling oa
The cruel rocks of Marblehead.

3fany o msn who saw her sail,
'onm on her prow, aad rocks a-lee,
With mo breath of an earthiy gale,
£aiils the waves of a shoreless sea.

The fisher old, with aching jsiat,
Tells bow the ahip came salling in,

Wrecked on rocks beyond the point,
Left hor bones by the coast of Lyoan.

This is true; for, cne stormy day,
While 1 watched a passing sai.,
‘Thie elouds hung over dim aad gray,

A fisher told to me the tale.

Close to the point tbe rocks st:ll lie
And any fisher were better dead
Than s coward beneath the eve
7 the women of Marbieheud.

|For the New Orleans Republican.]
GERMAN LOVE.

BY MAX MULLER:
TRANSLATED DY
ARNOLD PROSEN AND A. E. FELIX.

Fourth Remembrance.

Every life bas its years, during which
one goes on as if upon a dusty poplar ave-
nue, without knowing where one is, and
of which nothing remains in the memory
except the mournful feeling that one has
gone further and grown older. So long as
the river of life flows on quietly, it is the
same river, and it is the landscape only on
oth sides that seems to change. But then
come the waterfalls of life. They remain
in the memory, and even when we are far
past them, and move nearer and nearer to-
ward the still sea of eternity, it seems as
if we yet heard from afar their rushing
and roaring, and we feel that the strength
of life remaining with us and driving us
forward still continues to draw its spring
and nourishment from those waterfalls.

The school days were over, and the
first years of university life were past,
and many besutiful life-dreams were also
past, but one had remained—belief in
God and man. Life was quite different
from what it had seemed to the thoughts
of childhood; everything had received a
higher consecration, and it was precisely
the incomprehensible and painfal which
bad become a proof of the all-presence
of the divine in humsn life. Nothing
opposes you, unless God wills it. That
was the summary of life's wisdom that I
bad collected.

During the summer holidays, I returned
to my little birthplace. What a joy is
this meeting again. That no one has ex-
plained; but this meeting, this meeting
sgain—remembering that is the secret of
almost all delights and of all enjoyment.
What one for the first time sces, or hears,
ar tastes, that may be beautiful, and
great, and pleasant, but it is too new, it
surprises us; you have as yet no rest in it,
and the exertion of the enjoyment is
greater than the enjoyment itself. But
after many years to hear again an old
picce of musie, every note of which we

think forgotten, and still when it comes to
greet it as an old acquaintance, or,
after years to stand before the Madonna
of San Sisto, in Dresden, and feel again
all the emotions which the infinite look of
the child bad year after year awakened in
us, or even to smell a flower again, or
taste a dish of which we had not thought
sgince our school days—these give us such
inward delight that we know not whether

rejoios more over the present impres-
::n or the remembrance of the past,
And when we return after long years to our
native place, thea the soul swims uncon-
sciously in s sea of memories, and the
dancing waves dreamily rock it past the
banks of times long gone by. The steeple
clock strikes, and we feel as if we were
too late for school, and we recover from
the fright, and are glad that the snxiety
is past. A dog runs across the street; it
is the same dog out of whose way we
formerly went so far. There sits the old
huckster-woman, whose apples heretofore
led us into temptation, and even yet we
think that in spite of all the dust upon
them, they must be better than any qther
spples in the world. There, a bouse
has been torn down and a mnew one
built; it was the house where our old
musio teacher lived. He is dead; and
yet how pleasant it was, when we stood
there of a summer evening under the
window and listened, as the good soul
when the lessons of the day were over,
indulged himself in extemporizing, and
like a steam engine, letting off with rush-
ing and snorting all the superfluous steam
which had accumulated during the day.
And here, in this little avenue (it seemed
then 8o much larger), here it was that one
evening as I came home late I met our
neighbor's pretty daughter. Yes, at that
time I had never dared to look at her or
to speak to her; but we lads in the school
spoke very often about her, and called
her “‘the pretty girl,” and if I saw her
‘rom afar ceming along the street I was
80 happy that I would not think of going
near her. Yes, and here in this little
avenue, that leads to the churchyard,
here [ met her one evening, and she took
me by the arm, although we had mnever
spoken together before, and said she
wanted to go home with me. I believe I
did not speak a single word the whole
way, nor she neither; but I was so happy
that even now, after many years, when I
think of it, I wish that time wers come
again, and I could once more go home
silent and blissful with ‘‘the pretty girl."
And thus comes one remembrance after
the other, until the waves close over our
heads and a long sigh bursts from our
breast, reminding us that from pure
thought we have almost forgotien to
breathe. Then vanishes at once the whole
dream world, like ghosts at the crowing of
the cock.

As I passed by the old palace, and by
the linden trees, and saw the sentinels on
their horses, and the high steps, what
memories arose in my soul, and how ev-
erything had changed! It was many
years since I bhad been at the palace.
The princess was dead, the prince had re-
signed the government and retired to
Italy. The eldest prince, with whom I
had grown up, was regent. His court
consisted of young nobles and officers
whose conversation he liked, and whose
company had estranged him from his
earlier associates. Other circumstances
helped to dissolve the ties of youthful
friendship. Like every young man that
knows the defects in the German national
life, and the shortcomings of the German
governments, I had soon appropriated a
few phrasea of the liberal party, and at
court these sounded about the same as
unseemly expressions would in the family
of a respectable clergyman. In short, it
was mahy years since I had ascended the
steps. And yet there lived in the palace a
being whose name I almost daily uttered,
and the thought of whom was almost al-
ways present to me. Ibad already long
accustomed myself to the thought that I
should never again see her in this life.
Yes, she had become to me an ideal being
such as did not exist in reality, and could
not. She was my guardian angel, my
other self, to whom I spoke iustead of to
myself. How she had become this I
could not explain even to myself, for I
hardly knew her, and as the eye at times
changes the clouds into forms, so I felt
bad my imagination summoned forth this
misty apparition on the sky of my child-
bood, and out of the dim outlines of
reality had made a complete, though un-
real picture. All my thoughts had un-
consciously become a dialogue with her,
and all that was good in me, all after
which I aspired, all that I believed in my
better self —that belonged to her, that I
gave to her, that came out of her mouth —
the mouth of my guardian angel.

I had been but few days at home,
when one morning I received a letter. It
was written in English, and was from the
Countess Mary:

Dear Friexp—I hear you are with us
for a short ﬁm;."“xe‘ have ng;. nt::et for
man, an is .
I 4 d like to see nnmcsdng:i:.
You will find me alone this afternoon in
the Swiss
Yours sincerely, MARY.

I immediately wrote to her, likewise in
English, that I would wait upon her in
the afternoon. The Bwiss cottage formed
a wing of the.palace that lay toward the
garden, and which could be reached
without going through the courtyard. It
was five o'clock as I went through the gar-
den and drew near the house. I forced
down all feeling, and Jprepared for a for-
mal meeting. Itried to quiet my guardian
angel, and to convince her that this lady
had nothing whatever to do with her.
And yet I felt very uncomfortable; but my
guardian angel would not encourage me.
At last I took heart, murmured something
to myself about the masqueiade of life,
and knocked at the door that stood half
open. Nobody was in the room hut a
lady whom I did not know, and who ad-
dressed me in English, and told me that
the Countess would be there in & moment,
Then she left me alone, and I had time to
look about me. The walls of the room
were of oak, and all around was a trellis
work, upon which twined a broad-leafed
ivy. The tables and chairs were all of
oak and carved. The floor was of tessel-
lated woodwork. It made a singular im-
pression to see 80 many familiar objects
in this room. I recognized various arti-
cles from our old playroom at the palace,
but others, particularly the pictures, were
new, and yet they were the same subjects

as the pictures that I had myself in my

room at the university. Over the piano
hung the portraits of Beethoven, Handel
and Mendelasobn, exactly those I had
chosen for myself. In one corner I mw
the Venus of Milo, which I had always
considered the most beautifal stataue of
antiquity. Here upon the table lay vol-
umes of Dante and of Shakespeare, Tau-
ler's Sermons, Theologia Germsnica,
Ruckert's poems, Tennyson and Burms,
Carlyle's ‘“Past and Present”—just the
books that were in my room, and all of
which I had had in my bands but a short
while before. I began to be thoughtful,
yet I cast off my thoughts again, and was
just standing before the picture of the late
Princess when the door opened, and two
bearers, the same I had seen 80 often as &
child, brought the Countess upon her
couch into the room. What a vision! She
said nothing, and her face was as placid
s a lake, until the bearers had left the
room. Then she turned her eyes on me—
the old, deep, unfathomable eyes. Her
face became more animated every moment,
and at last her whole countenance smiled,
and she said:

“We are old friends; I think we have
not changed. I can not say ‘sie,”* and
if I may not say ‘du’ we must speak in
English. Do you understand me ?"

I was not prepared for this reception,
yet this, I saw, was no masquerade. Here
was & soul that longed fora soul; here
was a greghing as when two friends recog-
nize each other in spite of their disguise,
in spite of their black masques, by a sim-
ple glance of the eye. I grasped her
hand, whick she extended to me, and
said:

“When one speaks to the angels one
can not say ‘sie.’ "

And yet bow strange is the power of the
forms and customs of life; how hard it is,
even with kindred souls, to speak the
language of nature? The conversation
flagged, and we both felt the embarrass-
ment of the moment. I broke the
silence, and said what was just passing
through my mind:

“Men are accustowed from youth up-
ward to live in a cage, and even when
they are in the free air they do not ven-
ture to move their wings, and fear that
they will strike themselves against every-
thing if they were to fly."

““Yes," said she, “‘and that is well, and
can not be otherwise. We wish some-
times that we could live like the birds
that fly in the woods, and meet upon the
branches, and sing together without be-
ing introduced. Dut, my friend, there
are among the birds, owls and sparrows,
and it is well that in life we can
pass fby them as if we did not know
them. Yes, it is in life, perhaps, as in
poetry: and as the true poet knows how
to say the truest and most beautifal
things in verse, so also should we know
how to guard freedom of thought and
feeling, in spite of the fetters of society."

I could not help reminding her of
Platen:

“ Whatever :n all places
Itseif etarnal proves,
That, though in fettersd plhrases,
A boundles spirt movea.'

“Yes," said she, with a friendly and al-
most roguish smile, “but I have a privi-
lege, that is my suffering and my solitude;
and I often pity young girls and young
men, that they can have no friendship and
no intimacy with each other without their
thinking or their relatives thinking for
them, of love, or what they call love. By
this means much is lost to them. The
girls know not what slumbers in their
soul, and what might be awakened therein
Ly the encouragement of a noble friend,
and the young men would regain 50 many
knightly virtues if women could be the
distant spectators of the inward battles of
their souls. But that would not do, for
love always comes in, or what is called love;
the fast beating of the heart, the stormy
waves of hope, pleasure in a pretty face,
sweet susceptibility, perhaps, also clever
calculation, in short everything that dis-
turbs that calmmness, as of a placid sea,
which is the true picture of pure human
love.”

Here she interrupted Lerself suddenly,
and an expression of pain passed over her
face. :

“I must not speak any more to-day,"”
said she, “my physician does not wish it.
I should like to hear a song by Mendels-
sohn—the duet. My young friend could
play that many years ago, could he not 7"

I bad nothing to say, for just as she
ceased speaking and folded her hands as
of old, I saw on Ler hand a ring—she
wore it on the little finger—it was the
ring she had given me, and that I had
given her. By thoughts were too many
for words, and I seated myself at the
piano and played.

As soon as I had finished I turned
around and looked at her, and said :

‘“If one could only speak in tones and
without words."

* One can,” said she, ‘‘I understood it
all. But to-day I can hear no more, for
with every day I grow weaker. Now we
must become accustomed to each other,
and a poor, sick hermit may well expect
indulgence. We shall meet to-morrow
evening at the same time, shall we not?”

I grasped her band, and would have
kissed it, but she held my hand fast and
pressed it, and said, * This is right.
Good-by."

Fifth Remembraace.

Vith what thoughts and feelings I went
home it were hard to tell. The soul, in-
deed, will not permit itself to be wholly
translated into words, and there are
“Thoughts Without Words"” which every
man plays for himself in moments of the
greatest joy and the greatest sorrow. I
folt only unspeakable surprise. The
thoughts within me flew like shooting
stars that long to descend from Heaven to
earth, but all expire before they reach
their goal. As we sometimes in dreams
say to ourselves, “You dream,” so I said
to myself, “You live—it is she.” And
then I tried to control myself, and to be
‘l}ﬁ_“' und said to myself, “‘She is a lovely
Vvision, &1 UDCOmMmon nature.” I also be-

‘In German, “du” (thou) is & term of t fa-
miliarity, o: ed. among mmnho uds cr
toward inferiors, “sie” (you) being the nsusl ex-
Pression among ordinary acquain’anges,
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gsn to pity her; and then I pistured to
myself the pleasant evenings that T was
to spend. there during the holidays. But
00, no, it was not to be; she was indeed
all that I had sought, had thought, hoped
and believed; here at last was a soul as
clear and fresh as a spring morning. At
the first glance I had seen what she was
and all that lay in her. We had greeted
each other, and comprehended each other.
And my guardian angel within me? It
answered me no more—it was gona, and I
felt that there was but one spot upon the
earth where I could find it again.

Now began a beautifal life; for every
evening I was with her, and we soon felt
that we really were old friends, and that
we could not at all call each other any-
thing but “Du.” It was as if we had
always lived with one another, for there
was no feeling which she touched upon
that had not already sounded in my soul,
and no thought that I expressed at which
she did not nod, as if to say: *So I think,
too.” Ihad once heard the greatest mas-
ter of our time, with his sister, extem-
porize upon the piano, and could bardly
comprehend how two people could so un-
derstand each other, and so sympathize
that they could give free course to their
thoughts, and yet never, even by a single
note, disturb the harmony of the musiec.
Now I comprehended it. Yes, now only
I found that my soal was not s0 poor and
empty as it had always seemed to me, and
it was as if the sun alone were wanting to
call to light all the buds and Llossoms
therein. And yet what a sorrowful spring
time it was that passed through my soul
and hers. We forget in May that the
roses so soon fade; but here, every eve-
ning gave warning that one leaf after the
other was falling to the earth. She felt it
before I did, and spoke of it seemingly
without pain, and our conversations be-
came with every day more earnest and
solemn.

“I did not think™ she said one evening
just as I was going out, “‘that I should eve,
live to be soold. As I gave you the ring
on the day of my confirmation, I thought
I should soon have to part from you, and
yet I bave lived 50 many years, and en-
joyed so much that is beautiful, and suf-
fered much too—but that one forgets—
and npow that I feel the parting near,
every hour, every minute, becomes to me
8o precious. Good night. You must not
come too late to-morrow.”

One day as I entered ber room I found
an Italian painter with her. She spoke
Italian to him, and, although he was evi-
dently more of an artisan than an artist,
yet she addressed him with an amiability
and delicacy, yes with a respect that rec-
ognized the nobility of the soul. As
soon as the painter had left, she said to
me:

“Now I wiil show you a picture that
will give you pleasure. The original is in
the gallery in Paris. I had read a deserip-
tion of itand got tho Italian to copy it
for me." He showed me the picture, and
awaited what I should say. It was the
picture of a man of middle age, in the
old German costume. Theexpression was
pensive and resigned, and at the same
time, so true that onme could not doubt
that the man had once lived. The whole
tone of the picture in the foreground was
dark and brownish, but in the background
was a landscape, and in the horizon ap-
peared the first beam of the approaching
morning. I conld see nothing uncommon
in the picture, and yet it made a soothing
impression, and I could bave lingered,
gazing upon it for hours.

*Nothing surpasses a real human face,”
said I, “and even a Raphael could not
bave conceived it.”

“No," she replied, “‘but now I will tell
you why I wanted the picture. I bad
read that no one knew the painter, nor
whom the picture represented. It is,
probably, a philosopher of the middle.
ages. I needed just such a picture for
my gallers. For you are aware that no
one knows the author of the Theologia
Germanica, and therefore we have no
picture of him. So I wanted to try if the
picture of an unknown, by an unknown,
would suit for our German theologian,
and if you do not objact, we shall hang it
up here, between the Albigenses and the
‘Diet of Worms,' and call it the ‘German
Theologian.'"

“Very well,” said I, *‘only it is too
strong and manly for the Frankforter.”

“That may be," she replied, *‘but fora
suffering and waning life like mine, much
comfort and strength may be obtained
from his book. I owe him much, for he
first gave me the true secret of the Christ-
ian doctrine in its full simplicity. I felt
myself free to believe the old teacher or
not, whoever he may have been, for his
teaching had for me no outward author-
ity, and yet it seized me with such power
that I seemed to know for the first time
what revelation was, and that is exactly
what closes to so many the entrance to
true Christisnity, That has often caused
me much trouble. Not that I bave ever
doubted the truth and divinity of our
religion, but I felt that I had no right to
a faith that others had given me, and as if
what I had learned and received as a
child, without understanding it, did mot
belong to me. Another can no more be-
lieve for us, than he can live or die for us.

“Certainly,” said I, “and therein lies
the cause of many hot and hard battles;
that the teachings of Curist, instead of
winning our hearts slowly and irresistibly,
as they won the hearts of the Apostles
and the first Christians, come before us
from our earliest childhood as the law of
a migh{y church, requiring that implicit
submission which is called faith."”

“The other day I read," said she, *‘in
an English book, that truth makes revela-
tion, not revelation truth. And this ex-

light, illuminating my inward vision, and
bringing the dimly guessed-st into full
clearness before my soul. And when I
once experienced how the human soul can
believe, I undertook to read the gospelsas
if they also had been written by an un-
known man. I banished «as well as I
could the thought that they had beem
miraculously dictated to the Apostles by
the Holy Ghost, confirmed by the coun-
cils, and recogrized by the Church as the
highest authority of the only saving faith,
and then I first learned to understand the
meaning of Christian faith and Christian
revelation.”

“It is surprising,” said I, “that theo-
logians have not destroyed for us all re-
ligion, and they will do it, if believers do
not earnestly confront them and say:
‘Thus far shalt thou go but no further.’
Every Church must have its ministers,
but there has never been a religion in the
world which the priests, whether Brah-
mind, Lamas, Shamans, Bonzes, Phari-
sees or Scribes, did not spoil. They
quarrel in a language that to nine-tenths
of the community is incomprehensible,
and instead of allowing themselves to be
inspired by the gospels and thereby in-
spiring others, they accumulate long evi-
d that the gospels must be true be-
cause they were written by inspired men.
But this is a mere mgke-shift for their
own unbelief. And how do they kmow,
then, that these men were miraculously
inspired, without ascribing to themselves
a still more miraculous inspiration? They
therefore extend the giit of inspiration to
the Fathers of the Church also—yes,
they even ascribe it to the decisions of
the majority of the councils; and then
the question arises, how do we know that
of fifty bishops, twenty-six were inspired
and twenty-four not, so that finally they
make the last desperate step and say that
through the laying on of hands inspria-
tion and infal’’bility dwell in the Fathers
of the Church until the present time; so
that infallibility, majority and inspira-
tion make all inward conviction, all de-
votion, all reverent examination super-
flous. Yet, in spite of all these interme-
diate links, the first question returns in
all its simplicity, How can B know that
A was inspired, if B is not just as mauch
inspired as A or still more s0? It is
more difficult to know that A was in-
spired than to be inspired oneself."”

“I have never comprehended it so clearly
before,” said she, “but I often felt how
hard it must be to know if any one loves,
as there is no sign that may not be coun-
terfeited. And then I thought that no one
could know it, except one who himself
loves; and that he will believe in the love
of others only as far he believes in his
own. And as with the gift of love so it is
with the gift of the Holy Ghost. Those
apon whom it descends—they hear a
sound from Heaven as of a mighty wind,
and see the cloven tongues as of fire.
But others are amazed and confused, or
they mock and say; ‘these men are full of
new wine." Yes, as I told you it is to the
Theologia Germanica I owe it, that I
learned to have faith in my belief, and
what would appear to many as a defi-
ciency, that strengthened me most;
namely that the old master never thinks
about strictly proving his sayings, but
scatters them as a sower, in the hope that
some seed will fall on good ground, and
bear fruit a thousand-told, so also our
Divine Master never tried to prove his
teachings; for the full conseciousness of
truth scorns the form of argument.”

“Yes," I interrupted her, for I could
not help thinking of the wonderful chain
of evidence of Spinoza’s Ethics, “and so
the anxiety of Spinoza's arguments give
me the impression that this acute thinker
did not believe with his whole heart in
his own teachings, and for that very
reason felt the need of carefully strength-
ening every mesh of thenet. Yet,” I con-
tinued, “I must confess that I do not
share your great admiration for “Theolo-
gia Germanica,” although I owe to it many
an impulse forward; but I find in him a
lack of kumanity and poetry, and, on the
whole, of zeal and reverence for the real.
All the mysticism of the fourteenth cen-
tury is wholesome as a preparation, but it
first reaches its solution in the God-
blessed and God-encouraged return into
real life, as we find it with Luther. Man
must recognize his own impotence; he
must feel that of himself he is nothing;
that his existence, his beginning, and his
eternal lifo are rooted in the supernatural
and incomprehensible. This is the return
to God, that never, it is true, reaches its
aim while on earth, but leaves in the soul
a heavenly longing tbat never ceases. But
man can not wholly set aside the creation,
as the mystics would. Although created
out of mothing: that is to say, onmly
through and out of God, man can not by
his own power return to this nothing,
and the self-annihilation of which Tauler
8o often speaks is hardly better than the
‘nervana,’ or extinction of the human
soul of the Buddhists. Tauler says that
if he, out of intense reverence and love
for the Supreme Being, should become a
nullity, he would wish to sink before His
omnipotence into the deepest abyss. But
this annihilation of the creature was not
the will of the Creator, for He created it.

God transforms Himself into man,
says Angustine, not man into God.
And so mysticism should be only a fire-
ordeal which steels the human soul, but
does not cause it to evaporate like boiling
water in a cauldron. Whoever has rec-
ognized the uothingness of self, should
also recognize this self as a reflection of
the real Divine. The “Theologia Ger-
manica" says:

That which hath flowed forth from it
is no true substance, aud hath mno
substance except in the perfect; but is an

accident, a brightness, or a visible ap-
which is no substance, and bath

pressed perfectly what I experi d in
reading the *‘Theologia Germanica.” I
read the book, and felt the force of its
truth so overpowering that I had to yield
to it The truth became clear to me, no,
I became clear to myself, and felt for the
first time what it is to believe, The truth
belonged to me, it had long lain dormant
in my soul, but it was the word of the un-
known teacher, that penetrated me like a

Do substance except in the fire whence
the brightness flows forth, such as the
sun or a candle. But what flows from
the Divine, even if it be only the light of
the fire, has still divine reality in it, and
one would almost say what were the fire
without the light, or the sun without light,
or the Creator without the creature? Bat
these are questions of which it is very

t.ml‘ said:
“\What ever man or creature desireth

the
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would fain know wherefore God doeth
this or doeth that and the like, desirsth
the same as Adam and the devil.”

Therefore, it should be enough for us to
feel ourselves and to seem to be the reflec-
tion of the divine until we actually be-
come such. The divine light that shines
through us no one should put under &
bushel, nor extinguish, but should let it
stream forth to illuminate and warm all
around. Then one feels a living fire in
the veins and & higher dedication to the
battle of life. Even the smallest duties re-
mind us of God; the earthly becomes
divine and the temporal eternal, and our
entire life, a life in God. God is not eter-
nal rest; God is eternal life, and this
Angelus Silesius forgets when he says:
God is without will.

We pray, my Lord and God, Thy will be dote,

Behold, He wills not; stilluess is His throze.

She listened to me patiently, and after
a little reflection, said :

“To your faith belong health and
strength ; but thers are souls tired of life
that long for rest and sleep, that feel
themselves so much alone, that when they
fall asleep in God, miss the world as little
as the world misses them. To them it is
a foretaste of the divine rest if they can
even now sink into the godlike, and they
can, for there is no bond that binds them
to this world, and there is no other wish
to disturb their heart than the wish for

rest.

* Rest is the highest good ; were God oot rest,
1'd close iy eyes belore Him, and be blest.

But you do the German theologian
injustice. It is true he teaches the emp-
tiness of the outer life, but he would
pot see it destroyed. But, read the
twenty-eighth chapter to me.”

I took the book and read, while she
closed her eyes and listened.

Now when this union really cometh to
| pass, and becometh established, the in-
ward man standing benceforward immov-
able in thisunion. God suffereth the oat-
ward man to be moved hither and thithe-,
from this to that of such things as are nec-
essary and right. I Lave no willto be or
not to be, to Tivo or die, to know or not
to know, to do or to leave undone, and
the like; but I am ready for all that is to
be, or ought to be, and obedient there-
unto, whether I have to do or to suffer.
?.nd thas the ou;wu;dnl man hdnth :o where-

fore or purpose but to do his part to
fmherl:he eternal nl'l. For it is per-
ceived of a truth that the in-
ward man shall stand immovabls,
and that it is mneedful for the
outward man to be moved. And if the
inward man have any wherefore in the ac-
tions of the outward man, he saith only
that such | must be and ought to be
as are by the eternal will. And
where God Himself dwelleth in the man
it is thus, as we plainly see in Christ.
Moreover, where there is this union which
is the oﬂ?nng of a divine light and
dwelleth in its beams, there is no spiritual
ride or irreverent spirit but boundless
umility and a lowly, broken heart, also
an honest, ess Justice,
peace, content and all thatis of virtue
must needs be there, Where theyare not,
there is no right union, as we have said;
for just as neither this thing nor that can
bring about or further this union, so there
15 nothing which hath power to frustrate
or hinder it save the man himself, with his
self-will, that doeth this great wrong. Of
this be well assured.

“That is enmough,” said she, “and I
think we understand each other now. In
another place our unknown friend says
still plainer, that no man is unmoved in
the presence of death, and that the godly
man is like the hand of God—it does
nothing of itself, but what God wills; or
like a house in which God dwells, and a
God possessed man feels this fully. He
does not speak of it, but gnards his life in
God as a secret of love. I often feel like
the silver poplar before my window. In
the evening it is perfectly still, and not a
leaf trembles or stirs; but when the morn-
ing wind rocks and tosses every leaf, the
trunk with its branches still stands firm
and immovable; and when autumn comes
all its once dancing foliage falls to the
earth, but the trunk awaits a new spring.”

She had sc completely taken up her
abode in this ideal world, that I did-not
wish to disturb her. It was with difficulty
that I had torn myself from the magic
circle of these thoughts, and I doubted
whether she had not chosen that better
part which should not be taken from her,
while we have much care and trouble.

Thus every evening brought its mew
conversation, and with every evening I
obtained a new view into that infinite soul.
She had no secret from me; her speech
was simply thinking and feeling aloud,
and what she said must have been in her
heart for years, for she poured out her
thoughts as carelessly as a child that has
picked its lap full of flowers and then
throws them all upon the lawn. I could
not open my soul to her as she aid hers to
me, and that oppressed and pained me.
And yet how few, amid the continual de-
ceit which society forces upun us, which
it calls manners, politeness, regard, pru-
dence, knowledge of life, and with which
it turns our whole life into a masquerade—
how few, even if they wish to do so, can
regain the truth of their nature! Even
love may not speak its own language, nor
maintain its own silence, but must learn
the coined words of the poet, and sighand
trifle, instead of freely greeting and gazing
upon its objects, freely yielding itself up.
I would rather have confessed it and said,
“You do not understand me,” but I could
not find the words to express myself traly.
Yet, before I took my leave, I left her a
volume of Arnold's poems, which I had
shortly Lefore received, and begged her to
read one. It was called “The Buried
Life." This was my confession, and then
I knelt beside her couch and said ‘good
night.” ‘‘Good night" said she, and laid
one band upon my head, and again my
whole frame thrilled, and the dreams of
childhood fluttered over my soul, and I
could not go, and locked into the deep,
unfathomable eyes, until the peace of her
soul overshadowed mine. Then I arose
and silently went home—and that night I
dreamed of a silver poplar around which
the wind waved but not a leaf upon its
bnnc_hes moved.

5 THE BURIED LIFE.
‘ghit flows oar war of moeking words, and
h yet,
Behoid, with tears my oycs are wet;
I foel & namelose sadness o'er me roll.

Tos, yos. we kuow that we can jeat,

We know, we kuow, that wo can sml'e;
Bat there’s » something in this breast
To which thy light words bring no rest,
And thy gay smiles 2o snodyne.
Give me thy hand, and bush awbile,
And turn those Uimpid eyes on mine,
And let me read these, love, thy icmost soul.
Alas, {8 oven Love too weak
To unlock the heart and let it speak !
Are even lovers powerleas to revea:
To one another what indeed tney fee! !
1 knew the mass of men conceal’d
Their thoughts, for fear that if reveal'd
They wou'd by other men be met
With baok indifference, or with biame reprov'd.
I knew they lived and mov'd
Trick'd in disguises, alien to ths rest
Of men, aod alien to themseives; and yet
The same beart beats in every human breast.
But we, my love, does a like spell benumb
Our hearte—our voices! Mdst we, 100, be dumbl!
Ah, well for us, if even we
Rven for & moment, can yot free
Our heart, and have our lips unchained;
For that which seals them hath been deep or-
dained.
Fate, which forcasaw
How frivolous & baby-man would bs,
By wlat distractions he would be possess’d,
How he would pour himself in overy strife,
And well-nigh change his own identity;
That it might keep from his capricious play
His geauine self, and foros him toober,
Even in bis own despite, his being's law.
Bade through the deep recesses of our breast
The unregarded River of our Life
Pursue with Indiscernible tow its war;
And that we should not see
The buried stream, and seem to b
Bddying about in blind uncertainty.
Though drivicg on with it eternaliy.
But often inthe world's most crowded streets.
But often in the din of strife,
There rises an unspeakable desire
After the knowledge of our buried Ii/e
A thirst to spend our fire and restless force
Ia tracking out our trus origiasl coarse;
A longing to {nquire
Iato the mystery of this heart that beata
S5 wild. e0 deep in us, to know
Whence our thoughts come, and where thay go.
And many & maa in his own breast then delves,
But deep enough, alas, none over mines
And we have been on many thousand iines,
And we have ashown on each talent and power,
But Lardly liave we for one little Lour
EBeen on our own line, have we been ourseives:
Hardly had skill to utter one of all
The nameloss foelings that course through our
Lieast
But they couirse on forever unexprzas’d
Azd long we try in vain te speak anad act
Our iiidden self, and what we say uad 4>
Is eloquent, is well—but 'tis not trus:
And thien we will no more be rack'd
With inward striving. and demand
Of all the thousand nothingas of tha Lour
Their stupefying power;
Al, yes, and they benumb us at our call:
Yet atill, from tims to time, vague and foriora,
From the soul's depth upt
As from an infinitely distant land,
Come airs and floating echoes, and coavey
A melancholy into all our day.
Only—but this is rare—
When a beloved hand is laid in oure,
When jaded with the rush and glare
Of the iuterminable hours,
Our eyes can in snother’'s eyes read clear,
When our world desffen’d ear
Ia by the tones of s lov'd voice carsas '« —
A bolt is shot back somewhere in our breast,
And a lost pulse of feeling stirs agsin;
The eye sinks inward, and the beart Lies plain
And what ws maan we say, and what we would we
know
A man becomes aware of his life's dow,
And Lears ita winding murmar, and he sees
The meadows where it glides, the sun, the breeze
And there arrives s lull in the hot race
Wherein he doth forever chase
That dying and elusive shadow—Rest
An air of cooluess plays upon his face.
And an unwonted calm pervades his brea::
And then he thinks he knows
The Hil's where his life rose,
And the Sea where it goes.

[TO BE CONTINUED.]

Golden Trout Im the Sierra Nevada.

A oorrespondent of the San Franocisco
Post thus describes & new species of trout
of & gold color which have been discovered
in taahsul:m Nevada mountains:

**While on a receat exploring and photo-
S‘im trip among the sublime ocengh}y of

e high Sierrs, in some laughing stream-
lats of the Whitney Meadows, at the head-
quarters of the Kern river, and at an alti-
tude of 9700 feet above the ses, we discoy-
ered these beautiful fish. Their bright
sides were flashing and titting through the
water like jets of fire; then, coilected in
lhonll; hlan::th a ‘grojeo:l:&mk or bank,
wou ight up those recesses with
their glitteriog sheen. Dr. A.
botanist and naturalist of the expedition.
made a drawing and the following notes.
The golden and orange banded trout of
Kont *_ud wxglg':mr:ml.” Description:
Trout, four es long; pro i
thick amd otion quiet. G . Po::l::

olden, lighter or darker as they inhabit

per, shadier, or shallower and sunnier
streamlets. Back dark, with large black

spots; a broad longitudinal band of oran
red aloug the internal line of mucous g 8.
to tail muds

from vanishing near
the posterior third or fin, trnugemly
olouded by tem large blotches. Belly,
bright orange from under the throat and
opercular fin or respiratory gills, to the
vent back or dorsal fin, and tail beautifully
black spotted; also, a black bar ronning
fore and aft through the eye, All of the
fins (excepting the opercular) golden mar-
with white. Flesh, ligut salmon.
ound in shallow streams of the higher
meadows and ravines of Kern river, 9000 to
10,500 feet above the sea level, where they
disappear.

*To this [ mey add that as each member
of our party of nine sat around the camp-
fire, feasting on the snmptuous moun
repast thus provided, the semtiment was

animously exp d that they were as
delicious in flavor as they were boymtiful in
form and color. We were anxions to bring
some of them to civilization, but in less than
half a mile of seven of them

roving th )
e il oo e o

Let ue, however, hope that the ogg:of th:.
elegant and delicate trout may be sscured
for our brooks and squariums. Dr.

preserved a few im brine, which, when
huﬂedh,.wan sent to the Academy of Sciences

s ) .
r(_vnl bat, alas! on their ar-

all their bright ool
t colors had become
hhthnhnlu.h%rhof.vhion.‘g

The Congressman Whe Casts Stoues at
Belksap.

A correspondent of the Chicago Times

furnishes the following:
Hon. W. M. Robbins, of N
Dﬂlo&ruw member of Cu:: ?;,':u::',
.B.Ca' -" of that
g::l';:‘c.n;l{na State Semate. in 1968
of bri and i
m corruption were

neeses, they reported to the Senate
butone member of the Senate was m'c::;

have received a bribe of an kind,
and he was one W. M. bbins.
After the reading of the rt of
the Senate, Mr. Robbins rose to his seat

acd confessed that he had taken the

of $20 as compensation for ndvoonlng.?):
claim of a peraon who contested the seat of
» Senator from Csswell ocounty. He stated
that ke bad at first concluded to deny the
oharge and put his veracity and charae-
ter against Stephens, the man from
whom he had received the money. But
that, after deliberation, consultation with
his wife, and some time spent in prayer, he
concluded to make a clean breaat of it to
bis brother Senators, and throws himael¥
upon their clemency. He shed tears, and
begged so piteovsly that he was not ex.
pelled or prosecuted for the offense, but was
censured. He tas been known n North
Carolina ever since as Twenty Dollar or
XX. Bobbino.' His name constantly ap-
.'f;('{' l;o gﬂgng‘ hgnroliu pum ﬂm‘:;
the Committee on E Rd:( m.igw::

Department, and the champion speech
agaizst Bolknap the other qor




