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Cisnst and donrest of Hi=neavest frisnd s,
Wik Jawnn, culled the Naznrens, doth pray
Bieech of the Lady Mirtsm, He comes,

By olght hard movns, from [ndns to thiv ven
10 quest of i1, Inst quest of waning lifs.

Seeing thy servant nimberoth follr score Yaars,
i1 apt fopjourtorings. A siave lays thoss
Before thy fest; himuelf, thy slave swalts,
Alaking the Eighs Prostrations®

Hearlng thit—
Tpon Lthe morrow, for his errand’s sake,
Aud for u years, and for faie courtoss,
Bhie gave good answer, writing how hor patns
Btoud wifle for sich 4L oue, and khe bersalt
His bandmaiden.

Thereat, with goodly train
Of rarving men and beasts caparinoned,
Camais pod riding neses—to har dour
Came this far travelied eldor; entered in
With silvered hrows bowed Jow, snd thin worn
hanida

A thopsand pearls up from thy Arab Sea

(ue wonld gleam brishtast, best! The gaconiiest
gem,

Tha choicest Lloow, would bappen suddeniy:

Unlooked for. What hath mude them perfect, none

Wotteth, o wore than whera the fonnt will rise

Amid a bundred hollows of the grass

WEenoe the stroar
shall be—

Or cadar-apples aked by wyrinds

{ When sea-winds shalke the groves of Lebandn—

The chosen one 1o thoot, and grow, an(l spresad
A roof of dark green glory o'er the bill,

1o such wise, ps I dare to deom, He came

Of purest Xother, Perfocl Chilll, begot
Divinglier, surely, than we know; arrived

In this world—of His many worlds—by path

! Leadiog to birth as new, as sweet, &2 siranze

Aa what His dear feol opened pazt the Tomb,

If wo sbould strive to say lu mortal spoech

Where He wis Man, and why much more than Man,
The earthly words would mar the Heavenly truth.

Clasjind meakly, palm to palm, before his breast—
The lvdian way, Upown thoe pavement thera
Ho pluced his furehend, sud, In soft wise, spake:—

*Art thou that Mivism of Magdala
Whosé nams {8 born to us with name of Him
‘Pt was the temcher here, snd wronght great
worka;
And died a8 Iaxt the death upon the crosy
Three springtimes back, thyself beholding thin?”
Atid Mary sald :—*My name with His great Nome |
Was no mors worthy to keep company
‘Than the pile frefly with the risen Sun!
Yet am I she who in His glorious light
Through two years dwelled snd breathed the
biessed air
Bweat with His breath, ana in these buppy ears
Took the great music of His wisdom.  Bir!
How ehall this stead you! and what purphses
Brought thy most honorable feet so rar?”
Hs mude veply:—*L alone live, of Ihree
Who, many winters past, came lo thy land
Tied by a etrange white Star, burst suddenly
New from thoe spangled purple of the Night:
And, while we read the sky, oar ¥nowledge grew
Thah this bestmed token of a Teacher born
Jilnmining the World, as that great Htar
Bhot its fair splendors far. But, loving Light,
And alwiys sseking Light—ns taught of Buddh-—.
We journeyed hither from our Indian hills
‘Wunding to Bsthiehom; and found that Eabe
Whom thou hast known ns Man, divinsly signed
By praiso and portent to be Whom we sought,
Bo, at thoxe littls Lot wore lsid our gifts,
Worshipping, aud we looked upon the fuce—
Wendor aud pore—of Hor that bore the Babe;
Mhen, warned betimes of Herod's dark dealgn,
Bomeward returited. There, while the years went
by,
‘Came presently, horns by the osravans,
Word of this wonder grown; and, to our minds,
Tha gold wnd ailk and myrrh of all their bales
Connted but dross to whit was watted us
Of loftiest wisdom and large dootrinpes given
To mend the old. But those who came with ma
‘Boforatimes dled; desiring to know this;
Aud | myself dis soon—which 18 not feared
By such us follow great Lord Buddba's Law;
Yot bad 1 will unguenchable to learn
The sstting of the Stay of men, whose rise
My youngar-eyss beholl. Therofors, once more,
Dvar this woary way my steps have passod,
Fo hear befure I die. And, when men said
In Magdal, by the Lake of Galileo,
EBhe dwelleth, wlo did love and sérve Him most,
My faeo 1 turned, swect Lady! to thy gate
And, vy thy graciousness emboldenad now,
1 muke my prayer.”
“What prayer?’ soft shie raplisd,
Lifting, and leading hiny with tender hand,
As dangliter doth her sire, to that ralsed sent
Vron e leawan.
Then he sal] :—*Aine sare
Hunger to know, what thou canst best impart,
The deeds thy Jesus did, the words He spoke,
The waya He waiked, the manner of His days,
And of their close, and what it is they toll,
Strange and unbeard before, how, after dosth,
He was seen living. 'Talk of snch new things
Came to us by the merchants, making trade
From ours (o yours. Ono sats upon o Mount
‘Which hangs above thy town; and lheard Him
speak
Words to a multitade, whose eclices, fuint—
All ei fur off —were houwvonly, lke the musk
‘Which xeeps his fragrance through a thousand
lengues,
One, selling upices in Jerusalew,
Canglt, as ba luy ot Bethany, some wafl
Of some wight, fetohed to preath again, being
dead,
Aun ‘Eleazar,” towneman of the placo:—
And yet another, winding (rom the Bes,
Met bim fu Trre, and bad it from the mouth
Of a bidonian woman, how He hoaled
Hec child —being distant far—with one sirong
word.
Yol, mura than any murvels, would I learn
What trutha He taught beyond those trutha wo
know
Of vur Lord Buddhi, Bueh my hauble prayer,
And Lither have 1 journeyed, hoping this.'

The light of larger love than shines for Earih
Made beautiful ber eyes, while at Lis knee
$he bowed and hissed his bands and veverently
Bpako:—"Suvely thou art oune He would have

vraised,

Pesirlag truth, nud Ho hatl bidden us
DVeclare what trivth we hnow. Swmsll wit I have
Mo tell & tonth part of tho awestnoss ponred
From toss dear lipa, yot what [ saw and heard
Gadiy sball | recite. Sojourn, 1 pray,
Here with thy sorventu for » space scd tako
Rest from (et foo long vowd !

Thus did 18 fall
Nhat, day by dax for six falr friendiy dnye,
The Judy ai'd the Inding Magus sute
In gentle converse, Mary nowise loath
With Memory's suell to fateh the good hours bavk
Whott He was near, and that grave Yastery sige
Listening move close, 1o catéh the lenst of it,
Than fover for the last words uf the luved.
And where they anto the plice was puitable
Tor lofly taik. A coul, white, paven ecourt,
Shut by bigh walls {rom polse of the bhazaar,
With founntasins sinkiing on the veiny stones,
A triekllog basin:, where the alivery flus
OF fishies fanuned, and erimson lotos cups
Lolled on the water; anid papyTus spredl
H:r iy fngers; and in painted jary
Curen and olennder spread around
Dalicious odors; wud with fearless winy
The friendly silken swellow, nost buliding,
Camo auyd wenk lightsome, through ihe latiioced
nlono,
Where tounded arelies ot the blus sky in
Auth onb might see u topmost paitn braveh waye.
Theve, oo e soft plled carpots, sudly glad,
Told she tho Master's story as I tall

“iial wan, in the beginning of these things,
Scantly T kuow by hsaring, and such word
As, sowatlngs, from the brothers of my Lord,
O from Mix Mother, fell. But those not apt
Greutly tu speak; since, well nigh to the end
Seant bouor tound He in His father's Hounse:
JAngh 8hio who bore Uim—blessed boyoud ait
O¢ mortul mothers—bore a lond busides
©Of love and fear, wonder and reversucey,
8 boavy oo Ler heart thas ner still Hps
Ware locked ns if ao Angel held them olosas:
Ouly vousaw, if Heavon should seek oo Exrth
£i0 Mother for ite Musssuger of grace,
It wonib to lock suon procicus trasstive safe,
Those Were the ayes=commiting with the skiss—
Trat wos the face,—Londor aad trite aud pure:—
Yhero was the breast, —beautiful, vinless, swoul—
This was the [rame,—majustic, maidonly—
And these the soft, strong honds, and thoss the
Arms,
And thuse the kneps,—bont dally in meek prayor—
Whoeraty the Etornal Love would needs commis
Lhe Muwer of Humankind to bud sud blow.
“1, who bave beon that whijch He found me, hide
¥ stained cliveks in my hands, speaking of hor
(e ghewed so noble, humble, heavenly,
Bo virginal and motherly; so falr,
Khe Hove of Women, Sir! If thon shouldst pluck
A Whonsand lilles Lere iu Galilee
me wonld shew whitest silver; one would have
Elon galdl at heart, And, His! i thon shonldst

Love tells it best fn bey slmplleity;

| And worsbip in nis deopeat silences.'

(Mary then teils of Jesus' birth and meny tradi
fions of His ebildhood, the story eloasly followiig
the Gospel narratives,)

“Ayel" —she wention—
“Thither ench year, at time of Passover,
Ho wended with his parents; snd would ses

| Ganpnim and Sichem—where the lowlaud crosps,

Under the uplands, into narrewed grean

Like laka wade viver, with those crests for copsts

Ebal, Gerizim; and by Gibeal

And Bethel and the Valley of the Thorns,

"I'o Beopus—to the brow where, white and gald,

Under sloped Uliver, the Temple rears

Her stately glory. And the child wonld pass

Into the oity's mider, aud mingle there

With Jew and Gentile, in the thronged bazaar;

Would mark, above the Sanotuary gate,

Herod's graat eagle, and the keon stoel spears

Of Roman Annius, or Coponius,

Gltter round the blsok Protorinm.

Would know His time come nigh with Zion's
shame,

And note the Pharises and Sadducoce;

Priest, soribe and Inwyer, feeding hungry souls

With husks of luw, Nay, end wonld oft repair

Within the Temploe; and was vne day fonnd

Astrayed, sitting amid the Rubbim there—

Hillel, and Shaminel, and Gumallel,

Ben Zacchai, Ben Uzziel, wise Nakdimon,

Arimathman Josoph—all our best—

Hearing and asking queations, Yat none koew,

For all thelr wisdom snd their winiry halrs,

That tafz Boy in the S8yrisn Conntry-froek,

With beavenly eyes and mouth of musle, sent

'To put eside the anclent scrolls, the Law,

The Hagathdth and Hulaodth—1o braak

Their chains, nod iuto living spirlt melt

Their dead cold latter,

“Lver back he came
(Hnd—s0 | desm—to sunlit Galiles;
Now bowing, not consenting, nowiss bound
To that hard God served in Jerusaleo,
Jobovah of the Law, the jealous Loril
Who ‘eye for eye nnd tooth for tooth' deoread,
And lovad the bloody szerifios, and wrought
Good to his Tribes, but (Il to ennmies.
Day by day, wandering in those folded hills
Alstateller Templo in His hoart He bullt;
A lapplor altar redred; » truer God
Enshrined; That ¥r o6 and That Pawer Who filis
All hearts with what s Life and what is Love,
And what endures when soon things pass sway;
Nameeas; or If, for human needs, we uamo
1hen—from the nurrow tressury of gur tongues—
The highest, hollest, deursst, closeat, host
Of Earth's weak words. Ofttimes, in Inter honrs
Whon lack was of some nams, He called that Spirit
Which 18 the All, aud makos the wido seas roli,
The blue sky bend, the clustared planets shine,
The dend things come to life, the live things live; §
That Being, Which,—ever with Him, was asHe,
And, Invgest, fullest in Hig own surg soul
Diwelt immunent—*0ur Father.""

Holtly brake
The Magus in: *"Om tmitaye! O,
Tho Immeasurable ! —What word but dosth wrong
Clothilng the Etornal in the fhirms of Now!)
Our high Lord Buddhs would not nrme Him once,
As much—as Uitle,—'Mother,” ‘Lover,* ‘Friond,’
As ‘Father!" betng not He nor She, nor aught
Which may be compessed by an earthly word:
But Thinker, Thought, Maker snd Made, in One!"

“My Friend Is wise with many yoars, and
luze
Of the large East,” she fald; “if no nume be
Will not the weak souls gay 'noughbt is to name? "

‘“They say so! they will say so!'" answered he,
‘Yot is the Paralirahm unspeakable!™

*“Tell me & littla how thy Seriptures call
This Parabrabm—"' shoe ssid.
The indisn mused,
And thon repiied :—""Wa hnve & soroll which saith
*Worship, but name no namal blind sro those eyes
Which deem th' Unmanifested manifest,
Not gompreébending de in my True Salf.
luperishable, Viewless, nndeolar.d,
Midden bebind My mogie voll of shows
1 um not ssen at all. Namo not My Nanis!'
Also a Verss runs lu our Holy Wrt:
*Jichers thon beavenly frult on Vedas growing:
Greater thnn gilts; bester thun prayer or faat,
Snch sacred sdence is!  Muan, this way snowing,
Uomes to the utmost, perfact Pesce ut lnst!'

*Yet pause not, gracions Duughtar! for mine ears
Driok with an unsisked thirst thy procions fals.’

“sGod is & splrit! they who worshi p Him

In spirit and in truth most worsbhip Him!*

He spalie Luak, to0!"—Bury worl on,—and then:

«Thus ligged ie—as we gaiherad—all those years

In Sazareth: and Jossph dled; and nesd

Cams thint Ha take with sll bumility, :

The toad of common ilves, Hoin thal towa

Hard by the fountein, in the house | koow,—

(Oh Me! 1 pessed with Pappus by its porch;

We in the gulden Hiters, tie at toill)

His trade be piied, a varpenter.
* - ¥

o *

“One eve, they say,
The shadow of his outstrotched nrme—cast slrong
By sun-down's low-shot light,—painted a Cross
Back on the wall; ana Mary, trombling, drew
Her garmont o’er the Iattice. But He spake:
“Near unto mo is near to loks snd dedsl,
And far from me is far from Life and gain.
Theve fs o Maid of thoss that Jove Him hore
Singd on the winnim a poor song of this
1f thou wilt hear; whils thoses about us bring
Ollyes and grapes, and we a littls conse:"

Thereat a Hebrow girl tled baek her sleeva,
Tuning the strings, sud, to their melanscholy,
Sangsoltly ol *The Bhadow sud the Light:"

Mook and gweet in tha sun He stonds,
Drinking the cool of His Syrian skiss;

Lifting to Heaven toil-weartod hands,
semng His Father with thuse pure eyes.

Guging from trestie and bench and aaw
To the Ringdom kept for His rule above;
O, Jesus, Loyd! we sso with awa!
Oh, Mary's Bon, we leok with love!

“We know what message that even-tide
Bore, when it painted the Roman oross,

And the purple of nightiall propbesied
The hyssop to Him, and to us cha loss,

“The Crown which the Magi brought to Ler
1t made a Visfon of brows that bleed;
And the censer, with splksnard, snd balm and
myreh,
1t lay on the wall like the S8ponge and Read.

<fnt now Thou art in the Shadowlcss Land,
Sohiad the light of the setting Sun;
And the worat 18 forgotten which Evil planned,
And tha best that Love's glory could win,
won )"

+¥ut, on His eskiom saddenad Countenanos’ —
Rlary went on—"no shadow Iny! He saw
By sunlight and by starlight, steadfastly,
That radiance ¢f the Eingdom, that high Noon
Ot Life and Love, which, shining inwardly,
Iiath never uny night Thereln He dwealt
Trince, of the Heavenly Parple; Heir and Son
Of spherod eteroal snd Invisible,

foteh

Where ineck souls wit the highedt and the poor
| Ars richest, dnd the pors 10 heart ars Lords.

starts: wo more than which |

s

And ever in the spirlt. ssge snd calm,

That whick wa name nist habitod, the gense

Of an aYiding Presence, Patherly, ’
Motoerly, I'rlendlike, Lovertiko; more dear

Than dearest ones on eartl, more near than blpod
T'o ths beating heart or noek vein to the neek;
More boundiess than the immessorahis Blue,
More mighty than a thousand bolted Jove
Throned on gome naw Olympus, whose vast hend
Bmiteth the stars; more swent to love anid serve
Than duleat-speaking Mistross; mors to truat
Than vrnest Friend; mora tender than ths arms
Of nuraing Mother; more forgiving, fond,
Kindred, and kind, than Father;—yeal Great God
Making ue-Gods and taking us to Him,

K ==
TREALABASTER Box

Next morn, upon the marble leewine met—

Soft salntationa paid, and pratse, aud thanks—
“Whnt bast thou in thy hand? the Indian asked,
“Which th 1 dost gaze upon so fixedly?”

For, sitting with hor long hair loosed, and aves
Bent downward, Mery in her clasped palms held
A broken box of alabuster, sharda.

Of aoma raro ediliet, eut from satin stone,

Where the wragked benuty of the pracions work
Yorshone with lovely Iustre; milk-whits rock
¥eined ross and gold, and thinned, diaphanous,
Eo thut lHeht filtered through its fragments pale,
And, past them, the close ¢linging fingers shewed.

“Good Friend!"—the Lody Miriam bogan—'thy

Hina

Which hath thoss rivers with the sands of gold,

And hills of lazullte, wnd i heries

Whenee the groat pearlsare gotten,—could not buy

With all its precious store of Orlent wealth

The trensure of thin broken box from me!

Sweater than gpikenard cdora, Hugering ali!

On each white remnant of the wondrons toll,

Hangs the dear memory of a day more sad,

More glad, mors proud, more shameful—more to
mourn,

Morse to rejoice in—than all other days

| Ana fonus my wreiss the blood or Panpus clung:
And that old life seema like a feather droppat!

Frow fras bird’s wing—niine, yét no longer wiine;
And in the air of swoat new life 1 soar
Singing snd sosring with the joy He tanght

“Wharefore, I followed to Capernauu.
One in His lengthening train—the lust and leasi—
Unuoticed: for I cast aside my webs
Of Coan, und my torgues of Homan gold
At Esuna—and put on the mitpacialh
Reelid and tseaph, dressed ns our peasants uss
Along the Lake. 5o did I ses Him teach
Day after day; aud in the synagogue
Behind the womeau's Inttice, beard the Law
Beoad to the congregution by such Hps
As Lt Its mighty line with meanings new,
Like when the Moon swims, full, fnto the Night,
And what was dark grows clear, snd what was
volid

| Peopled, snd, while and straight, the road, re-

gained
Winds plain and easy through the Hinmined land.
Also I suw them brink the siok to Hins,
The maimed and misarable, and wratclhas torn
With plagning devils—loss to drend than mins!—
Whom all He healed, comforting them with words
Of sovoreign power, ealming their eries and griels:
As whon the Mother's bosom oharms to smiles,
Betore ita tears are try, au infant's wall
A womzn Iny in Simon's house, alight
With fever's fire, ! saw Him toke her hand,
Quiet the lenping blood, siill the bhot hoart,
And 1ift her, cool and whole. 1 board Him teach,—
Sitiing ln S8imon's Loat, moorad by those sands
Which fringe Bethnsida—making plsin and known
Thiat tarther Kingdom, nigh unto vis all,
Yau, ‘at ooy very gates.” And whon He passed
At nightfail to the Mountain, sommuning
With Heaven, which loved Him, sod His owa high
soul,
Tndor the slars—loss touched by taint than they!—
It was 88 thongh anothier goldan Sun
Set, from our eyes: till darinass fled again
And brought hack Dawt, andl that diviner lght

| Shed frow: Fim.

AN, the Kingilom!-—We of old,
Helng tho people of this lund, bad served—
1l servics worc—that God of Abrabam
Mild to his own, but #miling snemics,
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HEALING THE SITE.

Of all thy handmald’s years. Nay, but my lifs
Rather began when this fa:r thing found end!
‘Twas an Fgyptian lahor, cut with pains
ITrom the streaked stome, sod wrought, as thon

shult see,
Dy mntehless mastercyatt to make o gift
For Omanrj—ainde the Emperor owned it fivar,
And pext it fell to Rufus, but he gave
‘I'he beputeous marval st his banguat board
To oue that sold It Yor a hundroed slaves:
S0 oame it 10 Pandera, Did tbey tell—
Sending thee thither—theo 8o gray and grave—
What Mirian onoe had Hesnt”

The Indian sage

Gave gentlo answer:—if mine ears have haurd
Evil of thee, my heart would quite forget,
Which hath no room to-day for any thought
Mot gool or grateful of my lady's grace,"
“Aye! but”—she sighod—"'evil was good for ma!
1 lived, in all this land, the boldest, worst,
Who bruzded up ber hair the hurlol's way,
That beauty Nature gave me [ abased,
Setiing it with a lovelass hoart to win
Weslth sud rick raiment und the knees of wen,

L " i W
Raverant and grave thou shewest; if thy will bs
Now to depart, heaving these stained lips speak,
Thou shalt huve pralee, not blamwe, Hrom Miriem,"

* L i

SCh1a" goft e sald: I hall the stately ship
Safe from all stoimas, anchored In quistness!
I hatl the faly white bind, Nower of these wools,
¥led trom the wolves of sense, wnich tore hey

flesh!

i hall the gantle river, stayed and yexad
By crag and Jedge, smooth-gliding at the lust,
‘Mid froitful fields and dropping blooms, to fiod
Calm consummntion in tho aceepting Seal
I hail thy henvenly beauty, purged to prova
Orace and not plague to men! Oh, thou that art
uine vwa high Congueror, and hiast set toot
On the Eight Noble Pathe, an old man’s lips
Low at thy hem, praiso thee and honor thes!
Yot tell me, Lady ! how tne new dsys come,'’

*‘He would bava spoken xo; o did Ha spoak,
S0 gpeaking He did heal mal" murmured elio;
)

ks & "

(Mary thon wella of the day when, rmlnf with »
lover, and un hor wrista spiash of blood frow the
thrust of pmsn stabbed in o drunken fenst, sho
first saw Jesus, 1t was the day when the son of the
widow of Nuin was raised to life. Mary s descrip-
tion of Jasus is a parapbrase of the alleged lettor
of Lentulus, often printed,)

“Friend, shall you think one remnoant of myself,
One shred of that wild will wes Mirlam's,
One pulse of the quick blopd wont to be stirred
By passion and the goodly shapes of man
Moved wme, when, on the sight of Him, I 1eft
My Mtter, und my lover, and my life,
And followed in His footsteps? FPray theo, know
Mortal desire as well might reach at stars
As woman's eye and woman’'s wish climb up
To sach far height of starry majesty;—
By that impassable blue of Holiness
Indlessly separate! Butlovel—oh, aye!
Bwift, strong, supreme; consuming, final love!
With sueh s worshio filied, suoh reversncs,
The beart had koees, snd bowed; the soul had eyes
Which veiled thomselves at gaze; the mind haa

mind

To dle for Him; ihe bedy burned to grow
His temple. Hsart, soul, body, mind, all His
Forever and forever,—at firat sight,—
In ®omo falr newer World, shown possible
Atthat first sight., And in suoh world [live
From thut time, on the road of (inliles,
When In my bresat the saven dark devils dwelt

3 " "

Hewiog them hip and thigh, for Terael;

That Lord of Moses, awful on the Mount

With thunders and red Hghtnings, and the Law;

Hean in the Burning Bosh; riding the storm;

A jonlous, droadful, distant God. We lived

Obeying—if wa did obey—for frutt

OF enrthly goeds; or, if in after time,

Then for our children’s chiliren. But He taught;

And, lIo! ourselves to sharo! Another world

Hidden within, without, beyond! He toolk

Terrors awiy, nod shewed ua Life for Deeth,

Merey | or Sacrifige, nnd Love for Law.

For that dread JAH, raling r [acaol,

A Father Universal, markin¥ not

Gentile frown Jew, or falr from swart, or graat

From small; but holding all alike; and hoard—

An wver-present Loved, Lord and Guide—

In vohsviénce and tho silence of the breasl,

Ferfect and pure, and loving love of such;

Aund willing all raen sueb; but waitiag long,

Far-suffaring, large, Compassionate, aware;

Making suus rige on ovil and on good,

Rains full on jnst and uajust. Look! one word!

At lke the walls of Jerioha wlhich fell

T'o muale, or & sunshine-partad cloud,

He burat the bars; he lightiy lifted up

Earth's paioted Vell, sod sbewed us,—clois be-
yond,

Infinite, clear,—eternal life, decrasi

Not for te-morrow, or Lereafter—no!—

Already round, and [n, und ovar uy,

Alrendy oiirs to anier and possass;

Always oxisting, always nigh; shut off

Some little while by satiso, which having eyes,

Hees not, and hearing, hears not; for some while

By body darkssed. But He said: Feur nob

Those who can kil the body, and, on that,

Have nothing they can dol' 8o did we lesrn,

Walking in those depr footsteps, rootn of Death

Which could not kesp its Dead, if He bade yield,

Butis Life's gata porter, holding the Keys

To Iarger worlds aod larger: ‘many manslons

Are in My Fathet's House)' this would He say

Wit great eyes on the stars.

“Thus did He briug

Our glad souls daily, by His glorious worls,
Into the Kingdom of the S8pirit, There
The sorrowful sod shamed nré comforted;
The huwble ars exdlted; and the mepk
Inberit good, The pure in heart vee God;
The merciful find Morey. Those that wepl
Dry thelr glad 6¥es; the peace-makers have prajae;
And they who hungerad after rightecusness
With rightecousness sre flllpa. No dream!

dranght
O Faney's frenzied wine cup; ecstacy
Of musing drogged with Faith's ine mandragores!
Hut tho words true as daylight; plaio and straight
The ways ns paths in meadows; clear the Voivo
Calling to alrs celestial, as of Morn
Bidding his breezy lips the World awakes,
Surer than any joy the heart can know
Bliss of that sudden hour when ssoh for esoh
Enows Heaven 8o nigh! Only to let go Earih,
To let go, listen, love, and have:—for them
The Kingdom came! Came! and wo did not nesd
To merit, or to saek, or strive, or walt:
Wo neoded but to know Him oune with God,
And we with Him, and thon His pasce was ours !
We hesrd Hiw utter, ‘Fear not, Lttle flook!
It is your Father's joy to give to you
The Eingdom."

No

“A multitude,
Heeadless of all things save His gracious words,
Followed Him to the mountain, gattering

! Men, women, children—mads s sunlit throng

Br troops and companies, on bank and mead,
Till all the grass was blotied with great bands
07 gledsome people, oiad for cliday,

Like divers-colored Sowers; and, all around,
Dark, eager lilees of ten thousand folk—

Ho thiek, su talk-full, on the asphodel,

The frightened eagles find thelr crags; the snake

SHd to bix hole; the wolf and panthor hid

Ashamed of blood. Dut gentle things of Earth, —

The erowned lars, and the dove, and mountain
Lare,—

'Ware of some naw good ward thro' mao (0 them—

Listoned through thickets. And the morning
donned

Amice of summar gold—ler lovelisst—

To meet His holy tootstend on the Hill,

Anpd there, from that falr Sinaf, with Volee |

Sweater than Morniug's bruaetl, He gave to us

The New Commusndmapts,

“Eight are blest—Ha tanshi—
Of that dim Ringdopm,—whleh won thought would
march
In worldly pomp, bringing Messinh girt
With the Lowd's sword, iriumpbnnt:
handd
Tenching bim terribla things: all Earth to hail
Iurael, re-throned withscurlet aud with gold:
The Sea to pour her pearls and corals ferth
At foot of David’'s Heirl Amd, ol the truthi—
The Kingdom cames on that soft monntain-slope,
Not with the battiestirumpats, not with nalab
Of war-horse, fleoked with parpls-fonm, and nock
Clothed with the thunder; but by this mild Yoice
Telling how lowly sonla shall be the Lords
Of the New Kingdom, snd the Sorrowfal,
The meok, the saokers artor righteoisness,
Tha merciful, the just, the peace-makars,
Aud thoy who for theit brothers’ sakes, and Dight,
Have suffered persecat.on. O, sir! think;
In that one mountiin morning—at one word—
All our world changed! Poverty richi sivk hearts
Comforted! thoss who wesp t0 laugh and sing,
This earth the Ante-room to najghboring Heaven;
Wise sonls te galt; puras souls its lamps; net high
Like citles upon kills, 1ike candlesticks
Lighting the honso!

=

his right

" " w " W >
Thon I kasw

My Master and my Lord; and, all my hoart

Buroed so with worship that the blessed flame

Purged it of sin, nnd shame, sn:i sorrow—left,

Only the gold babind of prateful ache

To praise and thank and love snd honor Him:

To follow Him with humblest servico still

Through life and death. That night e lay st meat

In Bimon's house, in my own oity Lhare,—

1L stands there yonder with the three whitse domes—

And, ‘midst the othors, I, too, enterad in,

Baaring my box, the costiiest thing I owned,

Haolding much preciobia spikenard, subtly prossed

From flower and root of dellicatest growth

By soine far river in thy distant Hind,'"

“1 kpow'—the Buddhist said—"that sumbual-
treo,
The 'jatamanat.’ And eur Indian Beo
Stavs in her flight, full-laden, hot Lo plunge—
Honey-drunk—in the perfumed wealth of iL"

It is swoot as were all worids from Him;
When

i)

The pity of Heaven made fragranos!
gtood

Tinnoticed at Hir foet, dropping hot tears
Which ran on them, wiplng my tears away
With these unbraided hairs;, ashamed to molst
Buch saored palms with water from such source;
1 would ngt meraly lift the seal of silk
That shut the oasket's Lid, and spill the spics:
Liest somewhore, afterward, some others naa
My box,—His box,—for omething ill sgain.
Bluton the stones T broke the deinty work,
And from thess ruined fragmonts poured forth all
Over His feet, with many u fervent kiss
Adoring, and anointing. Then, thete spraad
The long-imprisoned spirit of thet balm
To every quickened nostril at the feant;
And he that was it5 master, spako—half hoard—
"My guest, the proohst, belog such, should wist
Who and what manuoer of & weneh it is
Which toucheth Him, for she {8 Mirjam!"
And T,—who in my pride and sin of old
Had eursed toe Phariges; grown wisor now,
Humbler, and ool of my sh and
¥r.m myseven devils—gathered meek thewe sharde
And prayed him pardon, and was turned to go."*

0) A

»Mora grace thou badst, fair Daughter! than thy
Jow,"

Broke in the Indlan.
3 : 3

"

Upaon ms bant
Those eyos that mastered Death at Naln; thoss eyes
Tlhat melted At the chiliran on the Mount;
Thods eyes, like stars, with love for raliaut beam.
And—ah!—beyond all musie ever bantrd—
Fell dulcet on mine sars: ‘Go thoun In peace!
Thy faith Lath gaved thee! Goin peace! Thy sins
Are all forgiven!'

“Ilhey who sate at moal
Mutterad theroat: ‘Who is this Nazarone
Aleo forgivoth sins? Whot'

“Eut Ha turned
Tenderly once ugsin: and spaks ngain,
“Thy (aith Motk saved thee! Go in pease! Thy sins
Are all forgiven!'

“And, from tbhat glad hour,
Tollowed I Him, und minlstered to Him;
Anit found mysalf alive who had been dead,
Ana saved by Love, who dwelt so lovolessly."”

Ofttimes, dear Lady! while I lintencd cloge™
(Next moen ths Indiun said) “loth, by ons stop,
To mat such nobls music—I had will

To toll thee how the great Tathigata

Spake many things In one mind with thy Lord.
Mathought I heard our holy Books unroll,

Line after ling, as thou didat fastfully

lieoite those sayings on the Mount, He, too,
Bade us not hats, but love; aod conquer Hate
With Love; nod lat light earces of Life go by
Carolass, besanse it is a show, whioh ohieats;
And enrthly treasures fade; and ha is rich

Who lays np riches, in the Realm bayonid,

Of deods done well and gentls service wronght,
And deys without injuriousness, Mark, too,
Our Buddha wonld not kuow of snemics

More than thy Master, He commanded us

*If one upon the lalt sliall wounl thy hand,

And ene upon the right sball bathe thy hand
With sandal oil, and Eiss 11, bear to each

The same mild heart! So shall the smiter love,
Or—if not—valnly hate thee!l' Chavity,

AMarcy, and meakness, tanght He:—for Love's sake
Utmmost renuncistion. Onee {1 Tell

Buddh to astarving tigress gave his Gesh;

Not fearing loss, for never can Lovo loss,

Yob, truly, nowise have we known before
Wisidam so paoked and perfoct ps thy Lord's,
Giviog that Golden REulo that ench shall do

Tuto his follow s be would bave done

Unte himself; for, then, this earth were Heaven,
And oquity in overs breast throned King,

Also right joyous goes His doctrine; glai

"Mid Lifo's sad charms, and swifé viclssitudes,
And Death's uoshinoned and hard perploxitias
Which make mon besy to Uve. But Buddhs held
Life was long sorrow, ignorantly prised,
Grievously reassnmed from chaoge to changs;
Whirliug sad soals upon the Whsal, unsaved
Until they stay it, staying lust of days;

Uensing to drink the false salt wave which breeds
Worse thirst—and wilder Trishna:—quit of quests,
And gliding, passioniess and purged and sane,
Back to thas lnfinite whera Silence lives.

OM MANL PADME!—‘from the lotus leaf

The Dewdrop gliding to the shining Ses,

Wheun Suurise comeu!' "

But Mary's great eyes gleamed,
Crying, *“Oh, bir! in those good opening dass
Wo ware a4 glad as mards at marriage time:
As jucund a4 the bird that haugs his beart—
Bursting with song—midway 'twizt Earth and
Heaven.

Aud hath toravish it, the sky all his

Op ta the utmost Blus =nd, green below,

Tle Earth Wid, down ¢« aut one dearest nop,
The ilttie happy holls.w u the grass

Woets his maate Hsiens on bar waroi gray eyes
In wiven nest. 80 owned wea two wilde Worlds,
Following behlod Him, over Galiles.

Noy, ani thoss nevor knaw my Master's mind,
Nor touobed tho golden hem of what Ha tanghs,
Nor tasted honied lesson of His iips,

Who drew not from tho troaanra of thess lns
Joyancs to maks him giad to live or die!
Wistfuland wofnl may well go, I know,

'The days of those who, driven by the winds

Ot strife, and avarico, snd lust of eys,

those, what shall nevar be sttalned on Earii
Contentment with the joys whioh ire of Hsoth,
Who knows, but Miriam of Msg laia,

How the rod bubbles, burstiug on bhe wito,
Foratell, at tha cup's bobttom, bitterness?
Truly, such aoitls nre like our ‘gaigal’ hers—

It tho hast seon it,—the will artichoke,
Which putleth forth brave branches iu the Spring,
Dyibg at Aulnmn into dusky globes

That brealk, and {all, and roil, all belplessly,
Ten ncore togeiber in a leaping crowd,

O'er bill and vale, bouniing lke things possassedy
Tl the thorns take them, or fhe weathfnl pea,
Tho Dekert iUdor reins bis frightensd beast

As *tha uceursed” whiris, and cries in seorn:—
‘Ob! Galgall whither goest thou to lodge?

And the dry, migerabla bail replias: —

*Whore the wind lodaoth fur the wight, I lie "’

“But we, who learned of Him the happy way,

Whot usver onoe agatu Harth's wind cut drive,

What is 14 i we dia? whuss eyes bave ssen

There ia no desil! What s {t it wo live

A little woehogone, when He hath passed

Patiently all onr path, changing its atones

0 rubled, and to vose bluoms all its suorys,

With br.ght blood of Hig vainly wounde § fe1?

What lover of Him shall be sad egain

Boriog the Father through Him, tonebing bands

Of thak largo love which reaches oat from Henven,

In Iis pisrcod palms? Hae told na net one bird

Fulds failing wan s, and shuts bright eyes to dis,

But Thal which gave their siations 1o the aiury,

And marked the sSeas thaler Umits, and ths aun

His shining rosd, signed soft decrse tor Lois,

And digd i pity plan kind gouseduence.

‘Yot you'—lightly He epake—'are of mors worth

Than many sparcows!' Oh, good Frisnd! taat soul

Huth dose wilh sadnoss which kuows Clirist
aright;

Not as Fear' reads, bat as quiek Love reveals

Also | think the worst shnll scarcaly miss

At end of avil, when Despsiv wili Tead

Henls to His fees, which would not como for Lovi

Hardly, [ bops, shall bloody Herod fil,

Nar Judns, who betrayed Him with tha Liss,

Nor Pilate, who, for Omsir, saw Hin sltin;

Norany. st the last; since Grace sad power

Mesaureless, whiol forbid men's heavty to Late,

Themsaivis can never hate, nor fually,

Hiw thelr s eot parpose folled,

% But, in thoso dnys,
Wo wers the Children of the Bride Chambar.
That eonlid nyt fast, nor weap! Joy walied with us!
Mark witn thino eyes what Land this ls in Soring!
The meadows cluth of gold, dawpsked and deokad
With slik leaved gountry blossoms, and tho hilis
Girt with yresn forasts, and with budding vines,
Thedr feot #ob deep in bariey fields, and groves
Of fig snd olive; whero another world
Of sunsning loving peoples live; tha Doves,
The painted finches. aud the crested larks,
Brook tortolves, and storks, with busy swarimn
Of hauded bees, crickets, and ersening thiigy,
Nowlse forgutien, taking sharve of Earth,
= led us—Lord of lovely pastorals—
Through thiese tils paths, grown to ssem Davadiss,
Heaven bHelng a0 near. Women aad children

drew—
Eright with the lght of Love's new Kinglom

ocome—
Into His train; sod gave Him laughing guarils
Of little ones, who olnstered ronnd His knsvi—
Wiser and bolder thun we sthers wera—
Of dark eyed, wistful Syrisn wives and maids
Giad to Bie poor, becsuse Ho loved the poor
And made tham wealthy with His word. The Lake,
The lonaly peaks, tha valleya, 1Hly-lit,
Weroeynegogues. The=slmplest sighta wo met—- -
Tho Sower Binging ¥eeds on loam and rook;
The gdarnel fn the wheat; the mustard tnse
Thut Lath Its sead so little, and its booghs
Wide spreading: aod the whndoring sheej; and

ners 4

Shot in the wimpled wators—drawing forth
Groat ah and small—thase, and & hundroed ensh,
Hetu by us dally, yat never sesn avight, '
Waoro pletnres for Him from the pige of life,
Toaching by parable.

“For uowise clss
Toavght He the people; since a lght §s sat
Falest in lanterns; and the things of Esrtn
Arp coples of tho things in Heaven, mors aloss,
More clear, mure near, more intricataly linkal,
Mora subtly, than men guoess, Mysterious,—
Finger cn lip—whispering to wistfulears, —
Natorg doth ehadow Spirit.  Subjevts, Kings,
Divarsities, degroos, prophets and poaty;
Lovers, tugsther drawn invisibly
Like orbs that cloave seross the Voidy tha bahe
Who, coming helpleas, finds its mother's breail
Safe nursery and sweot food; the ssedwhiol diss
That it may live, Inughing with lightsome biada
Doath's dresd away; the dariness which would
dsunt
Save Lhat it shows—what Day conoealed-—ibe stars;
The sleap which gives us back the body's kirengih,
But leaves the dreaming soul sloapless and ware,
Comforting nightly with grave's counterfueil:
Death withous dylng—living, but ot Lifs
Tha s-oadiast, onwird moving march of Chanze
in use und beaiity; yeal and what abstrnols
Of hoarm and evil—for our World must grow
By Love's slow conguest of the stubbora will,
Tres to will wrongly ;—these bo parables
Forever murmuring wider wonilers, hiots
Of what bides inner, deeper, What is like
Is likely; and tho Lite to come wili bs
Of sneh w fashion ne this Lifo to-day
Writes in still eymbols, Did wo deam our Helds *
T{led tor no crop save what the slokle reaps?
Ho msde them show how Heav'n's wide Husbdudey
Hets good seed growing; parts the taras and wosat;
Winnows the chaff away, Did some mun gud * °
His shekels in a fiald—old buried gold
Torgot of mouldering owner in the tomb— ‘s
Aud buy the field, selling, tor joy thereof,
All that oe had? He made us therofrom soe
How sweet it {5 to want all swestnesees,
Winning she Swoetest, and how cneap to owo
What's priceless at a prlos; how lizlt to part
With all wa elove to onee, gaining theroby
The treagurs of the Kingdow. Did thers come
Pearl merenants out of Persin, traficking
All their white findings for ono moonlight gem,
Tished fortunate in Ormuz, or by reef,
Deadly and ragged, of the Ses of Suph,
it for the nack of Cméar's Empress?
He made them tonch us how to fling aside
Small pearls for greal. Thatcorn, sown secretly,
Unsecn st ave, buk, whan we passoed st Mora,
Greening the headlands, "twas His text to tall
How still and sure the good deed grows 1° the dark,
And shall not fall of frait in bis foll stuse,
The shepberd whom we met 1o Gadara
Joyously striding as he brought to fold
That one lost amb vut of the hundred sheep
On his own shounlders, leaving lons, mesanwhils,
The ninety snd nine, safe kn fas pasturage,
Pansaa piping on, not knowiag he was grown
Ty pe for us of the Evernal Love which scess
Strays of the flock; and will Dot have them fost’
For all iis Saints; and will not spare its toil,
“Migst thorus and thickets, 1l ic ind and save;
Then makes mors joy in Heaven for one losk alioep
Hrought homs than all the rolded ewoa and rams
Kues deep in grass of Paradise, And once—
New from Perma, o'ar ths atarlit soa
Sulling with Bimon to Lhis olty’s gatesa—
We aplod a murriage pirty—toreh und lamp
And cresset—flaring with great cedar inots,
Duneing like fireflles shrough Capernaum
To joeund musis of much pipe and dram,
But—for the Bridegroom tarried—oerialn maids
Had slumbered; let thelr lamps die; and theit
wall—
‘Alalalsil No light! and, lo, he comas!'—
Was loud, because the wedding doors stood clozed,




