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@nd, we must admit, is attested by fact and 
experience. The grea: mass of! mankind, 
Samson-like, grind in the pricon house of 
labour, with shorn locks and blinded eyes, 
and it is but at rare intervals that the spirit of 
the Lord comes mightily upon them, or they 
obtain a glimpse of the open secret of the uni- 
verse. Nor are the lords of the Philistines, 
who look on, mere to be envied. Examine 
their epiritual meehanism, the same great need, 
nd little faculty are there nay, ten to ene but 
the toiling Samson, who has actually put forth 
his hand and operated on nature, is the more 
cunningly gifted of the two.” Examine the 
Tograme of amusements for the London ¢ sea- 

] u,’ and if you are skilled in the higher laws 
of interpretation, you will find it summoned 
Wp in this sentence—There are mo perennial 
2prings of poetry in the lives of idle lords. 
Their « great need, great greed, and little facul- 
1y* are exhibited in the fact, that they have 

en known togive a stranger girl five hun- 
dred pounds to sing » song to them, one word 
of which they did not understand. To eum 
Up all : the popular faith, the works of genius, 
and the frivolitiess of the London season, 
Point to this issue—that if the elements znd 
“ppliances for building up the loftiee: and pur- 
¢st life of humanity arc lying sround every 
man in the richest profusion, but smali use is 
Made of them ; there is but little harmony be 
tween the inser 20d the outer world, and but 
few have found out the key which unlocks the 
nvisble gates of the open secret. 
We would be understood as having struck 
lowest note of our gamut, and will now 

endeavour to ascend ; as having exhibited the 
dark side of the picture, and will new proceed 
to unfold its brighter aspects. We have epo- 
en of the actualities, we will now speak of 
the possibilities of humanity. We have spo- 
en of facts, we will pow epeak of truths. 
e would illustrate the difference between 

& fact and & truth by an incident with which 
every child is acquainted, and from which 
every man might learn wisdom, Once upon 
% time two pilgrims were imprisoned in the 
ungeons of Doubting Castle. We will sup- 

Pose that this incident in Bunyan’s beautiful 
allegory is a reality. It is a fact tat the pile 
€tims were imprisoned, but not a truth, Ia 
teality they were not imprisoned at all. They 
had the means of escape in their own hands 
only they were not conscious for a time of the 
\reasure they possessed in * the key called 
knowledge. Thick stone walls and strong 

Its aad bars were around them, snd Giant 
air kept watch and ‘ward over them: 

Beyond them at alittle distance lay the fair 
world and freedom, and the king’s highwsy, 

ding direct to the celestial city, It was 
but a few steps from the dungeon to the 
Nighway, but that little distance was equal to 
limegsurable leagues or an impassable. gull 
% long gs the prisoners were unconscious of 
the possession of their key. Bat how bolts 
9d bars give way, how dungeon gates fly 
Pen, when the key is applied to them | How 
Ybeedily the pilgrims pass from darkness to 
light, from bondege to liberty! How near the 
Yarkness and the ight, the bondage and the li- 

fly, are to each other! Hence we say that 
thig allegorical incident illustrates the differ- 
Ace between a fact and a truth. The pilgrims 
Were prisoners, but they needed not to be so 
Unbounded liberty was in their power while 

€y lay in their dungeon ; but, unconscious of 
18 truth, they began to give way to despair, 

in that mood they would have told you, 
doubt, that there was more sorrow and 

"Pdage than joy and liberty in the life of « 
Pilgrim, 
0 can never meditate sufficiently on the 

®p import of the truth which is here sha« 
<O%ed forth by the genius of John Bunyan. 
1. Upefies the condicion and capebilities of 
the life of every man. It presents ve with ite 
etualities avd possibilities, and teaches us 
that Il the ome is dull and prosaic, the other 

: Tadiant with the light and beauty of the 
bieheay spirituality, Two warlds are sketched 

fore vs. One of them is a region of dark- 
k: and bondage, the other of light ana lie 

Y. They liealong side each other, they 
ang P or run into each other, or rather the 

Words are one. Caet a thick covering 
Eman. Bind up his eyes and stop his 

'® Lead him in that condition into the 
arm landscape when nature isin his vernal 
“ ®Ummer prime, place him io the loveliest 
whip paradise ; lead him into the voeal 
Whey OT take him into a gallery of paintings, 
ioT¢ the genius of the artist shines forth in 
oy interpretations of nature, or into music 
of o where melodies intermix, and the soul 
Very PONY stirs the atmosphere as with the 
A TY #pirit of life, or into lecture-rooms, where 
of 1; ¢ heard the greatest and wisest discourse 
Yieg death, and immortality, of the myste- 

b of being, and the solemnities of duty 
No Would all avail t The poor man saw 
“org &uty, heard no melodiy, listened to no 
Ty of wisdom, mot that he lacked capaeity 
. Was not unfolded: He had eyes but saw 

top for they were blinded, ears, but heard 
Melody they weje closed. But beauty, and 
fortag » and words of wisdom, epread and 
Pag, &round him. Others saw and heard, 
Mage their evesand ears were open. That 
Ou &ll the difference, 

tT theme is boundless in illustrations, 
7 Hoy, 18 the physical and spiritual worlds 

fro, Different ‘all the world’ of these days 
tng al) the world’ of ths anciens! Ages 
Poe Te Tose and passed away, dynasties, 
8d pop: © Morals, goverament, phylosophy, 
Wore 2°0 flourished aod faded ia the old 

a he the new world in the west, and Ware Australian continent at the Antipodes. 
Soggy KGOwn to the inhebitants of these 
berg, o . The properties of matter were in- 
Lolgeq i it from the beginning, but were vn 

Yowly and sfier the lapee of ages to 

, the human mind. The polarity of the mag- 
net, the genius of the moderah navigation and 
discovery, the expansive property of waiter, 
the elemental epirit of the modern mechanism, 
were truths from the beginning, but they be- 
came troths in the mind only as it were yee- 
terday. The light of heaven was seen by 
Adam, but Franklin was the first man who 
handled this thunderbolt of the Eternal, and 
only in our own days has it been made the 
medium of human thought between minds at 
the exiremitiesof our island. This knowledge 
was hidden (rom the ancients, They lived in 
the mids: of powers of which they kaew noth» 
ing, They were subjected to physical laws 
whose nature they could not comprehend, but 
of whose presence they were made painfully 
aware by the recoil which always fellows the 
breach of them: The stroke came from an 
unseen and unknown hend: In physics, as 
in morals, they felt themselves passive and 
helpless in the haads of an inexorable destiny 
or of capricious gods, and as regards the laws 
of matter, as well as of mind, they might have 
exclaimed, Wherewithal shall we come 
before the Lord?” It is so also ia the spiritual 
werld. The divinest truths are found in cons 
tact with the biackest nigh's of igperance. 
"The land of promise lies alongside the great 
and terrible wilderness. One other illustras 
tion will suffice, end we shall take it from 
saered wit, 

Ounce upon atime the hosts of the King of 
Syria surrounded the city of Dothan, with a 
view lo capture a prophet of the Lord: The 
servant of the prophet was greatly afraid when 
he saw the horses and chariots of the enemy, 
but his master possessed his soul in patience, 
‘WhY ‘he difference? Because of the difference 
of thelr vision. The seer said unto his eer- 
vant, * Fear not, for they that be with us are 
more than they that be with them. And Elie 
sa prayed and said, Lord, I pray thee open 
his eyes that he may see. And the Lord open- 
ed the eyes of the young man, and he saw, 
and behold the mountain was full of horses 
and chariots of fire round about Elisha. 
We shall do well to mark the process 

by which this young man was transform« 
ed from a state of fear and danger, to one 
of confidence and security. It was mere« 
ly by opening his eyes. It 18 not, how- 
ever, as a miracle, that we press this incident 
into our service, but rather as} a compasion 
picture to the pilgrime in Doubting Castle, and 
both of them for the sound philosophy of life, 
and the more of its developement, which we 
find in them. Inuow proceeding to speak 
briefly upon this higher department of our 
subject, it may be proper to state, that we de- 
signedly pass over, with a reverential ackuow- 
ledgement, that standing miracle of our own 
times, which constitutes the turmigspoint of 
the true spiritual life of every good man, The 
question to the threshold of which all that we 
have written n this series of papers has now 
brought us, is, * How does & mind grow'—in 
strength, in goodnes, in purity, in blessed- 
pes: We have spoken of a knowledge 
* which does not suppose a high degree of 
mental cuiture;’ then what sort of knowledge 
do we want, and how shall we attain it? We 
have spoken of poetry as the secular religion 
off the soul, and of the poetic and religious 
capacity as one; 2lso of poetry as a condition 
of the mind, rather then a thiog of the outer 
world, but we have just been speaking of 
an ‘ open secret’ 10 the outer world, which, all 
open though it be, most mea cannot perceive, 
In this we might, at first sight, seem to be 
chargeable with a little confusion, if not con- 
tradiction. Bur to careful readers we shall 
ecoily blow away the mist which misleads 
them to see confusion where there is merely 
complicated order, and show them that all the 
parts of our little system are in derfect har- 
mony. 

TRIFLES 

How is it, that o’r the strongest mind, 
That trifles hold such sway 1 

A word—nay ¢’en a look unkind 
May darken all life’s dey. 

Oh, in this world of daily care, 
The thousands that have erred 

Can any hardship better bear 
Than they can bear a wonp. 

The men who with heroic heart 
Con stern misfortune meet, 

Uaflioehingly perform his part 
And struggle ’gainst defeat, 

With faith vnaltered—yet can loose 
Hie temper, e’en for ought 

Which falls not as #18 wizL would choose, 
Or proves not what he songht! 

Alas, the human mould’s at fault; 
And still by turns 1t claims 

A nobleness that can exalt, 

A littlegess that shames! 
Of strength and weakness still combined, 
Compounded of the mean and grasd 4 

And trifles thus will shake the mind 
That would a tempest stand 

Give me the seul.superior power, 
That conquest over fate, 

Which sways the weakness of the hour, 
Rules little things as great ; 

That lulls the human waves of strife 
With words and feelings kind, 

And makes the trials of our life 
The triumphs of oor mind! 

From Chambers’s Edinburgh Journal. 

‘THE DARK HOUR. 
BY BERTHAULD AUERBACH. —TRANSLA® 

TED BY META TAYLOR. 

Most mes, who live in the home circle of 
their families, enjoy spending the dark hour 
ia quiet. Children grow restless about this 

time, but the elder folks draw over the fire 
and sit musing silently, or now and then ex- 
changing a gentle word of affection. These 
are moments when the mind receives and 
imparts the most refreshing and purest thoughts. 
There seems to be a general reluctance to 
break the approaching darkness by lighting a 
eondle; for all, unconsciously, have a certain 
feeling of the holy power of mature, which 
spreads ovt before us, so oft unheeded the 
wonderful phenomena of light and darkness. 
Oh the cozy, comfortable chat, in that derk 
hour! Ope sits looking at another by the 
flickering light cf the fire, and the few words 
spoken are cavght attentively; the eye, too, 
has repose, for the mind is undisturbed by 
the object on which it rests. A eingle word 
will often fall upon the ear like an ime 
pressive note of music, and conveys a feeling 
which long after finde an echo in the soul. 
Farmer Hugenmair was one evening sitting 

thus in the parlour with his wife, his son and 
his son’s wife. The wedding of the young 
couple had taken place the day before, and 
the joy occasioned by the event was fresh in 
the minds. For some no one spoke a word, 
and yet one feeling perhaps one thought—fils 
led their minds. 

Young Hagenmair had hold of the hand of 
his wife, who eat beside him; perhaps the old 
men guessed they joy there was in his child’s 
heart; he was ensconced in a dark corner un~ 
seen, and thus at length broke the silence, — 
* Ah children, 'tis an easy matter to talk of 
loving one onother with your whole heart, 
and to promise to hold fast your love through 
life; but when it comes to the point and yon 
have to yield to each other, to control the 
will for mutual improvement, ’tis often a dif 
ficult task, and words are not then enough. 
There are times when a man is ready to go 
through the fire to serve his wife; but with~ 
out a murmur, to drink a cup of coffee which 
she may have heedlessly let erop cold—be- 
lieve me, that’s a less easy ter. The 
words of Scripture are full of meaning, which 
tells us jof the Joolish virgins whose lamps 
were extinguished when the bridegroom came: 
for many a heart is hardened by self will, 
whereas every ome ought to be prompt to 
catch and enjoy the highest happiness. You 
see, children, in what love and harmony your 
mother and I live; but do not imagine that 
this came without a struggle; ¥ was especially 
obstinate and sell willed, for in my young 
days I led a careless independant life, Hark 
ye, Pll tell you two stories of the time soon 
alter our marriage, and you may learn a less 
eon from them, —1 warrant me you will, 

* Well do I recollect my delight the Sun. 
day when I was to go to church with my 
wife for the first time, We had been chat 
ting away the time unawares that morning, 
till starting up, I exclaimed, * Come, quick, 
we shall be too late for church.” My wife 
ran to her chamber to dress. I was ready 
long before she was, and waung for her: she 
had constantly some little matter still to er- 
range. At first I begged her in a gentle tone 
and jokeingly, to be quick; but presently I 
called louder, intreating and urging her to 
make haste. Three times did I fill and light 
my pipe, each time it went out, as I stood 
kicking my heels impatiently, calling to her at 
the chamber door. At each moments one 
[eels as if standing upon hot coals, or, in other 
words, in the fidgeis. My face wes as red 
as scarlet when she at length made her aps 
glomae I could not speak, and we left the 
ouse. 
¢ We had not gone many steps, when my 

wife recollected something she had left be- 
hind. All the keys had now to be got out— 
all the closets to be opened. 1 staid waiting 
ing ia the street, and itseemed to me an age 
till she returned, X thought of going to 
church alone, but I was ashamed; and when 
at last she appeared with a smiling face, and 
began to pall my shirt collar playfully, I turn- 
ed angrily on my heel, and said in a gruff 
voice, ‘ Go aud dress yourself—you are 
long enough about it forsooth!’ and we walked 
to church 1a this manner, without exchanging 
a word more. 

* My cheeks glowed with vexation and an- 
ger, both with my wife and myself, as I en- 
tered the chureh, Wy wife weat 10 her geat. 
Had she once turned round to look for me? 
I know not. Ileaned against a pillar, and 
was 8 stiff as the stone itself. From time to 
time Ieaught a word the clergyman said, but 
instantly forgot him, and stood staring at the 
roof and walls, and thinking what a lofty and 
cold building it was. This had never come 
ioto my head before; and I was angry with 
myself that my thoughts were so distracted, 
and that Teould pay no attention to the ser- 
mon. BK now ociw red to me that this wae 
owing 10 the misunderstanding with my wife; 
how indend could 1 take to my heart what 
) heard at such a moment? Tlonged to make 
it all wp, and looked round at her: she did 
not however raise her eyes, and this vexed 
me sgein. Was not she in the wrong? 
thought 1; and ought not she threfore beg my 
pardon for dwacling and wasting my time 1m 
a way to arive one mad? Look ye, children, 
thus it is with a man when he gets out of 
temper, and deceives himself about his own 
heart ané conduct. | wae angry with my 
wife, even lor being able to say her prayers 
so calmly, ance she had offended me; and 
in this manner | behaved like & good for no= 
thing fellow, both before and during church 
time, and imbittezed that hour which might 
have been one of the brightest and happiest 
in my life. Our misunderstanding might very 
likely #oon have been at an end, if I could 
have taken my wife’s hand, and spoken a 
kiod word with her; but we were separated 
in the Church, and it seemed to be as if oar 
quarrel had estranged our hearts for ever. 

rupt her husband, but he ssid, * nay my io- 
vie, let me tell my story out: I have anothar 
to follow, and them you may have all the af« 
terpiece to yourself. So you may imagine, 
children, that we goon made matters up again; 
for your mother, in her young days, was a 
merry soul; and whenever. I put .on a sour 
look, and was ont of temper, she would 
laugh at me so good-humouredly, that 1 was 
forced to laugh too. And then I could not une 
derstand how it was that I had been so pet 
tish-~and all for the merest trifle, not worth 
speaking of; but the fact is, when a man’s an- 
geris up, he'does not understand thie, 

* Well, now for the other story : it js abont 
just such another half-hour’s trial oi temper. 
The wedding of our cousin at Lichtenan was 
fixed to take place; we were invited to it, and 
were 10 be there punctually at a certain hour. 
The day came. and it was high time to start— 
there wae not a moment to loose. 1 had put 
to the old grey mare (which we had at that 
time), and stood cracking my whip at the 
door, Your mother seemed 2s if she would 
never come. I sent up every woman that 
passed to help her to get ready. 1 knew she 
would not like this, and I did it on purpose 
to tease her. ‘What business had she to keep 
me waiting there? When at length she did 
come, I rated her soundly. Your mother bit 
her lips as she got into the chaise, and she 
held “her handkerchief up to her eyes the 
whole while we drove through the village, 
whilst I kept on whipping the old mere, till 
he kicked fore and aft. But when we got 
outside the village, your mother began to weep 
and said, ¢ For Heaven’s sake, husband, how 
can you act thus, and put yowselt and me both 
to shame before all the folks? ’ 

¢ These words cut me to the heart : I recol- 
lected our first walk to church—mwy wite wes 
now by myside. I threw the reins on the 
old mare’s neck, and stuck the whip behind 
me: it was time to put the reine upon myeelf, 
and I may say with truth that I have tho~ 
roughly repented my hastiness of temper. But 
you see how one can tell, from such trifies ae 
these, whether the true light still burns in the 
heart, The few minutes that I had thos twice 
to fwait proved to me houis of trial, and 
thenceforth 1 learned to study the temper and 
enter into the wishes of others, Think of this 
pt, if ever you meet with a similar trix 
al.’ 

‘Now comes the afterpiece’ cried the 
good woman. * And you have forgotten to 
say, husband, that from that time I never 
again made you wait, but was always ready 
before you. Come, now let us light the can« 
dles: we have had enough of the dark hour.’ 
They did eo : bright faces lighted up with 

reg resolutions, gazed joyously ome at ano= 
ther, 

TALKERS, 
The Duchess of Gordon said of Burns that 

be could talk her off her legs. This was a 
a graphic, but rather coarse expression for a 
lady, but it was scarcely strong enough to 
describe the fluent tide of the Poet’s discourse. 
—Few of the world’s great masters, celebrated 
for depth or originality of thought, have been 
great colloquialiste; and one of them has said, 
by way of apology, that reason why men were 
supplied with two ears and one tongue, was 
to hear more than they express. This was 
probably one of Mr. Carlyle’s ¢ great silent 
men.” Swift says, that volubility in any one 
is a sign of vacancy of mind, as people always 
came out of the church faster when it is near- 
ly empty. Lamartine says, (00, that almost 
all men who have performed great things, are 
eparing of words.—Their conmunion is with 
themselves, rather than with the world—they 
feed upon their own thoughts, the develop- 
ment of which constitutes the great character. 

POPPING THE QUESTION. 
A wuter who takes the soubriquet of 

“Jenny Short,’ thus gives his experience 
on thig subject. He had undoubtedly, seen 
the elephant ’— 

¢ It will pop itself. It’s nonsense thus len. 
ding youug folks a helping hand—take my 
word for it, all they wish is to be left alone—— 
If lovers hav’nt no tongues, hav’nt they eyes? 
and where is the simpleton that can’t tell 
whether a girl loves him, Without a word on 
her part? No one edores modesty more than 
1 do—but the most delicate angel of them all 
won’t disguiee her little heart when you are 
alone with her. A blush, a sigh, a studied 
avoidence of you in company, and a low, 
thrilling, trembling of the voice at times, 
when no one else is by, tell more than the 
smiles of a thousaud coquetter, Ah! you 
needn’t, Amy, shake your head—yon’ll no 
doubt be voen enough—but, if you fall in love, 
88 you will, my word on it—the very ecto of 
one footsep will make your heart futter like 
a frightened bird. 

A SERMON FOR YOUNG LADIES, 
Dow, jr. in one oithis fate sermons, gives 

the following advice to young Ladies. — 
¢ My youag Maidens—I know you all want 

to get married assoon as you enter your teens; 
but it is better to remain single and five upon 
the co!d soap of solitude than to marry misery 
and wed woe, [I have buta povertysstrick~ 
en opinion of the majority of my sex. They 
are corrupted by the miscalled refinement of 
the age, so inflated with pride, so fooled by 
fashion, whiskers and mounstaches, while 
their morals are in the most wretched state 
for want of weeding, und so overgrown with 
hair, vauity and laziness, that scarcely ose in 
tweaty is worth being intrusted with a wife. 

LIQUID LEATHER. 
A Dr, Berland, of Larna, iu Germany, is 

said to have discovered a method of making The good woman was here going to inter« i leather out of certain refuse and waste anime! 


