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Small thought those slothfu! damseis had their
rout, ‘4’

Hither and thither hnrrying, gowhs ungirt,

Lamps swinging lghtiess, and th' unoared-tor ory,

*Ol11 Sisters! lend us olll’ should thests give

For table of the Wise nnd Foolisb Ones;

The souls that wait and watoh; the souls that
drowsa

Latting Life's wiok burn down; #ill midnight
comes,

And here's the Bridegroom, with his feastful
friends,

But, look! no light! and entrance guite forbidl
"Watoh, therafore,” spake He, ‘for ye koow nor day
Nor hour.

Yot most He lovod to teach of Love.
Whersfors the tala was of a cortain man
Dwolling—(we know him)—by Tiborias,
That had two sons,  And one, the Prodigal,
Had asked his portion, gathered it, and went
To soms {ar country where ho wastad all
In riotous living; till the ill times fall,
And he had nought, and herded awine and fillad
His belly with tue husks. Sitting aft meat *
In 8imon's hopse, our Master topk this tale,
And festly decked it forth with Wisdom's wealth,
Relating how that son ‘came to himsolf’
And eried: Twil arisa nnd go unto
My Fatber, snd will say that I have sinned,
Binned againet Hosven, and, Father! before thee,
And am not worthy to be oulled thy Son,
Only thy hireling sérvaut! Mike me that!'
Then he arose and came, And, ohl what heurt
Throbbed not among ve, while the Master told
Tanderly,—meanlng all the world to hear,—
How—yet & long way off—hia Father anw,
FSaw litm, aud bhad compussion; nay—and ran,
And fell npon his neck, anl kissed the Loy
Mouth to mouth, Father's lips on Boun's lips

pressad,

Staying his words of sorrowful self-blams
With dear impatience; leaaing us to leaza
That God's love runneth faster than our feot
To mpet us stealing back to Him and peacs,
And kisses dumb onr shamne, nay, sad pats on
I'ha beat robs, bidding Angels bring it forth,
‘While Heaven makes festival; for Angol's ment
Is bappinoss of man.

“In such wise, He—
Pluocking his themas, as Hyrian girls pull fowars
To spell dear nsnss, and spoak the gentlsat words,
¥rom common wayside things In Calilee—
Tanght us by Farable.”

The Indisn eried:—

“Thou Wise One! who didst aojourn in the Wild;

And fosd the swine from fuirest hunds; and aghe

With bupger for thine own fine food of Truth,

With wasto of Love and Lils; and didst arise,

And find forgiving srws, aod take that kiss

Bilencing ehame! Now doth thy bright soul woar

A better beauty than dead Pappus saw,

Or love-siok Preetors! Whenece are words to thank

These words which teach me whore thy Jesus filled

Tha leaf of wisdom in, and wrote for men

The Nama Lord Buddha wonld npt say nor spell?

Bwoet stories, nathless, might thy servant alto

From Buddha's lips; teaching, ns these do tongh,—

By speech of Ganges, not of Galiles,— A

How good sesd grows to good, i1l gead to ill,

Eeorotly; and the Treasure of tho Law

How wall it is to buy it at World's cost,

1f nll this World wers chrysolite, and ours;

And how Death i= not—being new life masked,

Lest we long over-much to die, snd losa

Furpose of Earth:—but Change, forever Changa!

From seed, by darkness, to the biade again;

¥rom life, by rest and recompanse, to 1ife,

From forms, by Earmu, to some other form;

‘Which wheel shall whirl, till the awakened soul

Like a caged callow eagle, passion caught,

Enows itself; and, indignant, sprends its wings

For that nnbounded quiet whers is Home.

Thus did Baddh teach; and high Abinsa's rule

To do no wrong, but bear wrongs patiantly;

Yat this to conguer Iguorance; to break

From sensa; to find that farther, trusr World

Which ahines—thou sayest {t—boeyond the seen.

Yoa!l This to serve the golf, and save the soul,

Reachlog Nirvina; where what seemed 50 dear,—

Love—listh dumb as Huate; Life desd as Doath;

And the vast voles of andloss eostaey

Is silance, nnd its Day sternnl dream.

Who reigneth at that centra of tho efrque,

Him named he nof, nor wonld he lift to Him

Prayers whizh were vain, if th* All-rnowing loves

1f th* All-Loving knows. Denying not,

Aftirming not; but Anding no Werd fit

Eaving the Wordless, the ‘lmmoasurable.’

But thou, reporting from thy Muster's mouth,

On that Yoid stretchlog from thought's farthest
flight,

As far into the purpls deeps of Night

As the last star—and farther—dost inferiba

This mighty neme of ‘Love,’ and biddest believa

Kot law, not fate, not fore-ordaintd courss

Hath mounlded what we ave, and bullt the worlds;

But living, regnant Love; dimly disosrned

In glories of this housa of Eerth we own,

Paved wilh green meads and sous, and roofed with
Heaven;

Plmly discerned in lovely shows that Tive

To whirper lovelior wonders; youth and strength,

The light of lustrous lmbs, snd langhlog eyes,

Man's might and woman's bouuty; clonds snd
flowars;

Jawels and birds; and ali falr things to use.

or will thy mutohless Master Liave this Love

Marred any way by evil: any whil

Hindered by hating. Hate sud avil hsog—

Bo must I gather—but as darkness hangs,

When dawn, which broadens; s not rosy yet.

1t shall not falt to glepm, dispelliug glooms.

And, for thelingering of that Sun of Love

Which is to brighten all, "tis Night! wo deanm!

Anda Timeand Doubt portions of that false dream !

Nor would thy Master havo one littls litoe

Forgotten of this Love divine, IHa soos

His Futher's uniyerses olusiering close

Tound the poor bird which dies—to minleter

With winds thut fan it, and with dews that bathe;

Those viewless forces, holding worlds at work,

Bubservisot to the meanest thing in jifs

And fenth, and after dying. Therefora mors,

Much more to Man, Earth's Lord, and King of
things.

Also, who enters—IE T gathiar well—

Into this kingdom, in thy Mastar's train,

Huth, for iis seeret, not to lovs hlmsels;

Nor gack to aave hlmesll; nor—lonely —wend

Overdead duties and pffectlons slnin,

Toward suoh Nirvina; bub to cherish still

Iiis pelghbor ae himeelf; and save his soul

By loslng hiead of it, in heedful care

That all his doings prodt men, ana help

The sorrowful to bope, the weak to stand;

With beart, soul, miad and strength loving this
God,

Whom yet I reach mof, tho' the foot of thought

Troads step for step with Ohrist in Galilee.

How fits with suoh a God the loveless strifs

Of all things living? In the jungie, look!

What slanghter] and without it nov a maal

For the young vultures, or the tiger otiba,

Wy, over all thy Realm of Love this roles:—

Each slays o sluyer, knd in turn is slain,

How fits with Love, this, and the wrongs of man

Too desperate for any right to store;

The woes too hard ever to recoinpsnsa;

A'he dried, but dreadfal, unforgutten toars;

The agonies Intolerable, yet seon,

Yot suffeved (thou dllst say) 80 by that Powar

Who tends the Listle bird, but gives It o'sr

Helploss avd piping to toe Palgon's heake

If thess things need not be, doth He not pay

‘With His poor Earth? Shall it not fling Him back

Eis after hliss, indigoant? 1f anght lots,

Apd Ho that made them eannot holp his Worlds

Or, only by siow schemes, and painful paths—

Blinll we nol soorn to eall Him powerful;

Or aik to see Him neaver, and know mors?"

*“Wise Friend!"” Bhe righed, “that which thou say-
est now

Was—over-engor—eail. One of our Twelve—

One golden morning when the Earth seemed His—

By reason of those glovious works—and Heaven

A Garden parted by the Blue, whoss key

Hung &t Hia girdlo—pressad Him close, and spuke;

‘Bhbow us the YFuther, Lord!" Dut ho roplied,

With grave eyes looking greatly past our lght,

“No man, atany time, hath veen Him! Noue!

Norghall ye see Him nearer thau by Ma

Woo am His Son!' And, on another day,

Brake He, *So long hast thou besn with me here,
And not yet known Me, Pater? Who hath sesn
Him that was sent, hath ssen the Bender? 8ir,
We did suppose—what thy large learning holds—
The Unnamed thoreby shewn the Infinite,
Incomprehensibls, Unspeakable,

Forever nnd forever unapproscned,

And yet foraver and forever nesr

In loving immanenos; raveslad on Earth
Doubtfully, as the minds of parents arn

To ungrown children; maost of all revealed

In days snd desds, in holy lifaand death,

And new Iifa after death, of Christ Our Lord.
But manifest—so did we resg Him—hers,

In whatso mirrors Love, the nursing Dova
Fusting to' faed her couplets; the lone ews
Battling aguinst the engle for her lamb;

The eagle's salf, feros to find meat to bear

Daelk to hernestiings; and the psasant-aires
Toiling that Hitle ones fars well at home;

Anda mothors with the suckling sat their hreasta;
And children fending joyously the old;

And he who helps the poor, and he that shares
Lust mensure of dates in the mid wilderness

“ With one that starves;—each tender deed and trues,

Each word, thought, saorifics, which helps the
world,

By loving kindness, uge, and chavity;

Nay, ‘oven one cup of water!’ thus He sald,

Given in My nume’ bring glimpsa of God, and lead

Nearer and nearer to the Heart of Love.

Which shall be justified, when sll is known

And the Eteroal Wisdom whispers, glad,

Its gscret to the Soul, Inngning to learn

Desth wes go friendly, and the tofls of life

Bo fruitful for all Jiving things; and pain

Seed of long pleasurs; und onr worst of woes

Bo like the foolish unguisa of the Baba

Whereat the Mother, loving most, smiles moss

“Moreover, not by narrow Reason's ray
Bhall this be ever colnpassed, but by lght
Larger and brightar, shining from the heart,
Ang in the house, 6nce at Capernaum—
His Twalve disputlng who was firet and ohlef—
He took a hittle chilld; knit holy srma
Hoaud the brown, fower-soft boy; snd smiled and
anidi—
‘Hern i8 tho firet and chiofest! Ifa man
Will be tho greatess, ses he makes himsolf
Lowest siil least; o shrvant unto all;
Meek as my small disciple hars, who ssks
No place, no praiss; but takes ungusstionlng
Love, a5 the river 1llles take the sun,
And pays it back with rosy folded palms
Clnaped round my veck, sod simpls head reclined
On his Friend's broast.'
“And st another time,
When the pleassd Mothers of the Lake would bring
Thefr infants to his kneow, to touch that hand
Which tonched the hands of angels, and to take
Elesaings from lips which spokes for Heaven—those
Twelve
Hebuked them, knowing not, But Jeaus safd:—
‘Buffer the Hitle ones to come to Mo!
Forbid them notl Heaven's Kingdom is of suoh,”
And then went on:—*Whoso shall not reesive
The Eingdom as & little child, that Man
In nowise entercth in? Friend! should we err
Deewming Ha meant the simplest souls see most?
In thero not wisdom in the witless Babe?
Now coming to this life so wondorful,
Finding, without his palns;, without his will,
The tender Mother waiting, the sweet stream
Of breast milk lowlng and his soft place mada,
With sunlight for hiz duya snd sturs and moon
To gem the curtasins of his slesp; and flowers
To tempt his feat to walk; and birds to toach
Carols of country joy, when we would sing;
The ohild doth question nsughi, but takss this
wealth
Lavished upon him in ths dawn of life
With qulet, opening heart, glad to be glad.
Bo doth he grow und leurn; yat sbhall not learn
Ever g higher wisdom than to cling
Close o the lovingz bosom kept for him,
Qonlent to trust, careless to nnderstand."
The gray sage spdd, with wrinkled brow bant low,
“Grealls thy grace, oh, Lady Mirism!
Right suraly bast thou won for thoss trua lips
Lenruing's last word! 'Tis writton fn our books
Of Parnbrabm, to shame all pride of mind,
‘He s unknown to thoss who think they know;
And known to whoso know they know him not.'
Yoi, 88 thy fair epesoh ran, much wondered [
That, tesohing now this Hoavenly Love hath head
Of all flesh living: how wo sons of msn
Lie in 1c4 lup, all ochildren, dear alike,
Eldar and younger; near and far; white, black;
The Jow, the Greck, Byrvian, Bidonjan,
Arab, Egyptian; nay, and Indian;
Thy Jesus 4id not quit, some little while,
His alender world shut hers, those peasant hearts
Poorly perosiving Him; those narrow brows
Kuitted ngatust Him in false Nazareth;
And that proud, bitter murderass on the hill,
Blayer of Prophets, rad Jerusulem—
Which, as we heard. did apill His blameless blood,
Why wended not His holy feat to them?
To us? toany? who had listened well;
And, glnd with lght of such bright missioning,
Crowned Him & King iodeed, nod given Him Earth
To i1l and foisen with His Father's will?"

Sha answorad :—""0Onee, from gresn Gannssaret
Pussod He, with certain, to the nolghboring econsta
Of Tyra, nnd woild not bave thit any knaw,

But conld uov vell Hiy prontness. Thou hnst geen

Ferchance—or from far travelled merchant heard—

Houw stately sitd, how strong, how beautiful,

That city on ber Island of the Bea,

Tyre of the temnles; girt with mighty walis,

Which glass themselves like rocks, msjestioal,

In the green wave laving their feat; Allsd tall

Witk ahips that come and go—while birds of
the sea,

Flown from the farthest verges of the sarth,

Spreading or folding wing; and noise of oars

And roves, and singing of tha merchantmen.

Thoro atood He, on the stelr of Melicerth—

o4 of the eity—whilse there camp and want

Folk, as 1 think, from all the East and Weat;

Another world of men and women; loud

Wit tradlie, and strange tomults,
Tongues;

Aud gay with many colored garbs. We saw

The thronged strests paved with coral; booths and
Bhops

sinrsting with store; long strings of camals: slaven

Hearlng red jucs of byasus, sealed for Romo;

Iiewn cedar logs £0r Gresce; Lonsy aud oil,

Dariey and balm and calamus: great bulos

Of guin and cassls; with blue brojaered work.

And I'yrisn girly danced by, boelorn His eves,

Clanid in the parple peplums, bedting sking

Of drum and oymbal, wireatbsd with myrile
flowars;

Singing thelr wild way down to Ashtoreth,

The Lundrad brossted Goddass of the Moon,

Warshipped with blood. Mild stood the Master
thera

Watehing the busy bright husd heathen lite,

With ayes Hke thoas sfa waters, ghowing half,

Halt hiding the dnep Wonders nunderusath,

Whom, as e gazed, with who shail tell what
thoupglits?

A womun ln tha Gresk dress did aocoost,

Fiueking His roba and crying:—'David's Son!

1 know thas magterfnl and mereiful,

Have pity on ty child] A devil reuds

Hur tender flseh; but Thou, {f Thon would'st coms,

tould st hm“" and bring thy servants peace and

and new

Then He, grieved for the gilded wiokedness

Of that foir city, fsin for Galilea,

Anawnre;di ‘Firat must the childron's mounths be

Nled!

It is nof maeet to take the ohiliren's bread,

Aud ecast 1t tp the dnra!' Al thnat, har eyes
Flusned with quick wit of anguish; nnd she oriad:
“Truth, Lord! but erumbs fall, and the dugs may

aat
The children’'s leavings!" Then besmed forth
niow
That nigh look on His face, which comforted:
‘For this thy saying go in peucel’
Ihy littie Maid is heslad!®

“And she was healad!"

He spake,

THE LevEorCOD
AND MAN.

Next day, within 1he House at Magdals,

Sitiing in fair discsurse, the Todian said:

“f kunow that thou must pass to bid ma ses

Thy Moster done to desth by evil men,

Blind to the light, in hard Jerosalem,

I think that thou wilt tall how—'sr's He disd—
(Who could not die—thou sayest—and did not dle,

! If thou hast seen Him Uving, belng slaln)

He took back, twice and thrice, thoss keys from
Denth

Whish Iock the gates of darkness on menkind,

Till, when His own hour eame, Death ministered

Meak servitor, leading that holy soul

Thither where it must go, and willed to go,

Bo He might finish what He was to be;

In all things Man (thou sayest) yet, in all things

Divinely touching Heaven, tulfilling lfe,

And conquering ('twas thy word) the Unconguer-
abla.

Now, graclous Lady ! sinee those things be strange,

And "tie & new dsy which my dim syes sea

Brosder and brighter than otould shine, I desmead,

Till Buadh came baock; humbly I prav of thee,—

Who dwalled'st near this Hznt, snd hast this light

Largoe in thy bhappy eyes, and purs and clear

In thine assuréd spirit—make mora plain

What wus thy Master's teaching; with what Law

Bot He the old Laws by? Whence take ye all—

Whosa faces met His face, —ihes calm, the joy

Of such strong comfort as [ mark, sand praise,

And marvel at, and fain would nnderstsnd.”

“Bwift Is the heart to seize" —Mary replied—
“Blow i the tongue to uttar things so hight
Had'st thou walked once with Him in Galiles,
Seen His face once, ones, from Hig lip divine
Hgard thoss commanding, eertaln, kiod,
words

Which nnswered ere we dared to nsk, and spaka

Straight to the thought, as if our souls went
stripped,

Or wora for raiment orystal;—thou had'st known,

As we did know, who lovad and followesd Him,

Hb was in all things such as we were—Man;

Yot, being Man, In nowise like to us;

Onh! no mora like than yonder pina blnssom—

Dropping its sudden plumelst from the erown

To sprend and feather into golder rain—

[z like the root, the stem, the branch, tha laaf

Whence, all at onoce, it burgeoned. Thou had'at
known

How speech must fall, neeking to circumseribs

The parport of His mighty messsgze hers

With unavailing words; as if one dipped

A hand to empty desp gresn Galilea

Only, it yet again that Voies could sound,

Ttself would bo its own interpratoer,

Lifting thée to thoss Leights of Love unsesn

olear

A wrong road in the maze—spake gracionsly

Even to one who, araving merey, crisd:—

‘Lord! I balieve! halp thou mine unbellef!’

Whast Falth He asked of those sntered in

The slave may hnve in hondage, if he s

Eyes of sad hope; th' unlettored hind may have,

Who, at his toll, hungers for better bread

Than what toll buys; the little child may havs,

Content to tove and truat; all souls may have,

Which, when the light shines, turn thomsslves to
Hght

As feld-flowers do; and, lke the flowers of the
field,

Are glad of the great sun for the sun's sake;

And, being evil, are for good; being wesk,

Will give what thews they own for Righteousness,

Will Iay what gifts they may &t Love's fair feet,

And follow, with gquick step or slow,—through
faults,

Through failures, through discomfitures, through
sin,—

The march of that majestic King whose flag,

Distant and dlm, they hall, and with trus hoarte—

Though will be wiltul and though flesh b weak—

Burn to pbey. Those are Heaven's mon-st-arins

In van or rear; luformed or ignorasnt

Of whither battle rolls, and what shali prove

Its issue; and, for them, whether high spoils

Ot victory at last—the Lender's eye

*Wars of their wounds—or some forgotten grave,

Where they that gained Him glory sleep unnamed:

Always to orders loyal, stauding fast

In what post be pssigned; in lifo and death

Raght-mindad, but not blameless; loviog God

With lowly heart; snd earnest, striving soul

Which trusted, seeing darkly; loving man

For brotherhood, and God thst lives in man;

Suoh have the faith, to'such is much forgiven.

It may be there shall come in after days—
Whea this Good Spell s spread—somo later sortbes,
Some far-off Phariseas, wiil take His Iaw,—
Written with Loye's light fingers on the hoart,

Not stamped on stone ‘mid glares of lightning-
fork—

‘Wil take, and make it code ineorporats;

Aud from its gruos writs grim phylacteriss

To dock the head of dressed Anthority;

And from ite golden mysteries forge kays

To jingle in the belt of pious pride;

=
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‘Where dwell our spirits, safa ahove tha clouds;

Would light thy gladdencd oyes with what lights
ours

Through life, through death, into tha bliss be-
yond.

*“Yat, for thy sake, and for His sweet Name's
praise, I will essay:—

“Onee, ot Jerusalam,
While eager multitudes drank in His words, -

“The Snddusees: had quostivnsd Him, snd asked

Touohing s Jewish wife, whose husband died
Leaving no children; and, by Mossa® Inw,
The sacond brother took her; and, again
Dying, the third; and s¢ the fourth, and fifth,
Down to theseventh. Last, tho wowan dies
Childless of all—of all the equal spousa.
“Whose wife, at resiirrection, shall she be,
All seven liaving ber, and issue naughe?
Eo posed they, mooking at the Life to come,
But Jeans shamed them; showed them Holy
Writ—
Foraver in thair falde months—prioviog God
Lora not of dead but iiving; bals them know
Batter His power, and plan, and mystery,
And multitudinois mansions of Love's Honss;
And thia world Httle, and high Hesven so large
Whera neither marriage 15, nor mortal wish,
Nor selfish, Iring tongues, speaking folse speech
Of love; nor eyes that loae theiv lustrons light
With tesrs snd vigils; nor the droad to pavt
Which, under warm gold ol Love's folded wing,
Mukes lovers shudder; nor trues love mistool,
Nor il lova entertzined ; nor evar dounbt,
Whaera dastined spirits meat; nor ever death
Of love new born, heart folds abandoning;
Butlove undying, undivided, purs,
Ferfect; in finer bonds, and nlgher, bound;
Denrer delights and deoper joys; {ree souls
Linked ss the Angels are, whosa breath {s Love;
And, for thelr sex another wondar,

“One
Which was s Fharigse, ssid, —tempting him;
Or, bappily, learning Mosss shrunk too small
To fill the vast new splendors opensd so—
‘Toll us the chief commandinents of the Law!
Then, as & jewel merchaut spreads forth grms,
And takes, from all is treasures of the Deap,
The iwo great gleaming pearls of nll the panris
To set them, matohisss, in the encircline gold
Shining apart;—from all the Law Ha pluckasd
These two ebief precopts, sternly answering:—

Thou shalt love tha Lord thy God with
all thy baart, and with all thy soul, and
with all thy mind.

“‘This {s the First and Great Command,” Ha sald:
‘And like unto it that which followsth it

Thowu sbalt love thy neighbor ns thysalf,

*“All the Law bangs, and all the Prophsts bang

On thess Commandments,” spske Heo, ‘on these
two !’

Bo did onr Lord, out of their own mouths, judge

Tuoss hypocrites, telling how thiis Life makes

Vail and dim vestibule of 1arger lite,

Eternal, boundless; snd whit statutes twaln

Sway tho commingling Healms so manifest,

Wheroln who loves his brother, seen and known,

Loves God Unseen, Unknown; and who, by falth

Finds the far Father in the close, sweet Son,

Is one with both, Yet Faith, ofttimes he taught,

Was nowise bare beliaving; since belisf

Comes hard or easy, ke winds go; and He—

Not cnce ungentle to bewildersd minds

Seelifng for truth and fearful lest they take

And changs §ts hoavenly charishing tenderness
To warrant for the gword, the chain, the fame,
Lending hard Hate the sacred saals of Love,
And erying: “Who believes not, perlshes!’

It may be soms that heard Him dsy by day,
Lacking thoears to Lear, or losing hold

Of Inrger thought—perplexad Intarpretars—
Bhall, in the timas to ba, do Him much wrong
With right intent; saying our swest Lord taught
Dark tancled schemea of sad salvation; God
Malung Earth i11; which went awry; was lost
Yor win; was forfait to the wrath of Henven;
Which—for it must axact & victim;—slow

Ths 8on of Heaven Himsel!, willing and free;
And, by Hi= blood, self shed and innocent,
Washos Earth’s sine away, propitiates

That hungrs avgar of the offendsd Law,

fo [ have known someé tench—nay, faithfnl ones—
Heelting soloimn sentences, and words

Of dorrowinl forateiling, when he know

How Lovs, for love of Love, must die, to nrove
Liove never dles; no more than Heaven extorta

Hin's satisfaection from glad pangs of Love.
- - L] - - - -

The Buddhist said:—

“1 hear thee tell me plain how Jesug tnught
Life beyond this life, timeloss, Infinite;
Aslittle parted from the world we see
A day-tius is from dream-time, when we drowsas,
And think "tis night, with sanrise on onr lide.
Faught that our sorrows ars but children's frats
Becauss thers bonda, o'er seen things snd unsesn,—
Hwaying that Kingdom which hath Love for law,—
A Father's hand, bountiful, pitiful,—
Enown by the Son's hand, which we reach and

toueh,—
His true Mamo being namelass; conguering
Elowly—for reqsone—all things to himself,
Also that whoso will wiay entear {in—
Now und forsvar—to full freadmanship
Of Love's fair Eingdom, kaving Falth, which is
Not wisdom, unde:ulm‘:diug. ecread, balief,
Mot ainlossneas—by Yogis valnly sought
In deedlesanass—but earnsat will to stand
On Loye's side; ongor heart to ses the Good
And sorva the Good, and hail the Light, and help
The spreading of the Light; atming to grow
‘Perfoct as Ho is porfect.' So the daw
Globes on n grass-blade; shuped as 13 the Siar,
Bhooting star's rays, obeying star-like lawal
Kow do these lucent words kindle s lamp
Erighter than whut wa took from Buddhs’s Jorsl
Ho bada us spurn Salf, set the solf aside—
Ahnnkarn—sesk always to sinl back
gafa to the Infinite; und, for snch end,
Breal: from the seuse, with all its sorceries:
Forego delights, dikdain what most men prize,
Life's light allurements, tender things of Time,
Soft lips of love, sweet lisp of litide anes
Making heart’s musle ln the house: pralss, fams,
Wealtl, domination. But thou showest us

The subtle spirit, making good tis way

From world of sense and self to salfless world,
Not by bared siress of lono philosophies,

Nor seorn of joys, nor énd disparagemont

Of life and living things as ebadows valn;
But—nearer road and nowl—by heart to ses
Hsaven closest in this Earth we walk upon,

God plainest in the brother whom we pass,

Beat solitudes 'mid busy multitndes,

Pasaions o'ercome, whon master-passion springs
To serve and love and sucoor, Ah! the dresm!
Full fair, could it bat Inst in waking houral
Could men but hear the Angel's song answ

And learn to sing it, making 'Pesce on Earth!" "™

“Sir! but it laste!” ehe spid—*"with whoso sees

As we have seen and heard. No dream at all,

But simple, glad, and easy Verity!

Buouls, ere they svar, sak help,—to apread n wing—
From firm ground heroe: th' ideal real, tha drasm
True o the daylight. But with Christ to love,—
With Him o show us what Isy lost in us—

Man by His Birth, God by His deathlessnessy—

For His eake all the raos of man grows grant;

Old laws are spent! What need command ns mora,
‘Tﬂ‘h erash of Binai’s thunder, uot to rob,

To murder, covef, bear falss witnoss? Those
Wera chains for Hatred;—Love 15 done with them!
Love, standing with the ohildran, at His kuee,
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'1'. 8 poor left pomfortiess, the foeman slain,
Were kinsmien used unkindly, lovers lost:
Belng ons household; with ons Father, GGod,

One eldest brother, Christ, ‘How often, Lord!
Bhnil one offond ma, end shall I forgive?

Apked Poter: ‘until seven times? And He sald,
‘Seventy times soyon pardon!' Not thoesin!

He made no pesce with that! The purs in heurt
Alone sea God; and very tarrible

Blazad his bright wrath 'galnst all the wrong-doers,
?ﬂpprusorn of His poor, sell-lovers, soribes

10 darkens kEnowledge, sinners loving sio,
Imgonitunt. But, when he turns, tarn thou!

Ang, If he shall mos turn, hate him no more
As though Christ had not come, a second time
To brask those stonos of Mosas, and to write
On every shard of his enlargsd Law
Tho naw, great, golden Btatute :—What yo wonld
That men should do to'you, do y& to thom "

““So taught Lord Buddh,” the Iadian satd—'""butl
Hall larger tsaching hors. It shull not be,
Hanoeforward, that the wise man reins his wrath
For qoiatness of mind, self-mastery,

Cr igh dikdain of who offends —being hald
Only some shadow In the phantom-nautok
Of Muya, some illusionary show

OF nense-life;—but, because Love's tolarance
Fulfild the Inw, and self would wrong itself
Hurtlng the wronger, who is kin to self.”

CONSUMMATION

“If Death' —the Indian said—"'be dead, indeed,”
(That sixth day in the House at Mugdals)

“Be dead in knowing that one humsn soul

Onee laid this Hssh wside, snd went, sud came,
Taking it up agaio;—us she avers

Whoes desp oyes stayed my spaaking yestorday,
Themam T auswered! Then thy Master wrought
Bettor than Buddh, showing the world beyond
Whors men shall find their tressnres of good works
Laid up on trust swaiting; loss made gain;

The Kingidom come. Unloss, in traih, "twere drenm
Thy mald had of the marvels and the Voios,

And thy Lord—of his Enowlsdge—spsks, ‘Sha

Sloeps,”
Buch sleap, belike, not lifs nor death, but swoon—
In some dim region where the dying halt—
As loekad the seftses of thy widow's son
In Nain;—unto this wisesys Mastor know
At eye-plance; nod he did but break a trance.”

(Mary, who has told him of the raising of Jairus'
daughtor from the dend, now tells how Jesus
brought her own brother Lazarus to life.)

Kext, she reoitod how, that jast dread night—

Eve of the Uross—He passed, as all mon pass,

Into His anguish—to Gothsemnnes,

“For it were not to be a man,” sald she,

"It onoe, and briefly, and with trailing wings,

Soul did not bid the body fond farewell

Athour when soul comas to the throat, and flits

Glad of past days, and greatly moved to part.

Ohe tims muse be, in all the lives which live,

When strength sinks into weaknsss, faith desponds,

And fair hope awoons, and—lor s 1ittls while—

No stur shows where the path windy; not one
gleam

From all those promised Angals who have gone,

And know the way, and should be there to makes

The Valloy of the Shadow safe with hands

Familiar, at first touch, in thickest dark.

He, Sir!"—shs said:—"ev'n He: for whom rayesd
worlds

Watched, with unwinking silver aysisshes,

That sad night of their littls nister-world;

He, who had twenty myrind Shining Onds

With golden plumes at poise, fluttering to fiy

Swift—if it might have been—to wipe His brow

Cléar of the bloody sweat, and comfort Him,

And eatoh Him to His Kingdom—prayed full gore—

The God consenting while the Mortal shrank—

“‘Abbal all'things are posaible with Thea!

Borrowful is my epirit, unto denth!

If it may be, let this Cup pass from Me;

1f this Cup may not pass away from Mo

Exeept I drink it, lat Thy will be donel” "

And, afterward, the Treason :—the foul kiss—
“Hail, Master!'""—and the tendor answor, “Friend!
Batrayest thou Me with missing¥'—torches’ glare;
Swords, staves; asif to lake a thicf by night—
The hour, nud power, of Darkness. “El'nzar
Baw all,"”" sbe said; *‘he wns the ‘young man' there
Following for love, wearing that ‘linen ¢loth’
Whom tkey did strip and seize.” On that, the

Friests
Tho Sanhedrin, the Judgment—(what she told
Heretofors nnto Pilute)—Pilate's wrath;
The scourge; the mooking purple oloak; the orown
Jewelled with blood; the path to Golgotha;
The cruel Cro-s {oh, Tree, which mads ita wood,
Who planted thee? Did birds nestin thy bonghs
And sunshine lght thr leaves #); tha eruel Cross;
The savage rending nalls; the aroll; the sponge;
The ory **Eloi, lama sabacthani*' then
Hin desth-word *'it is imshed!" —and the death,
And spear-blade deep into His dead side plunged,
And the Centurion, erying: **Verily,
This wes s Son of God|"]

“Oh! we wera faln

For sorrow and for shame''—saild Mirfam—
“Who stood to see Him die! Novarsoiow
Bowed the bright Sun, stooping to bathe his gold
In whelming waves; never so mesk, and lost,
Tadsad the splandor of the Morning Star
Hefors that Morning which it heraldad,
As He did humbls aud sbiure Himself—
In moment of arriving majesty—
Conaenting on the Cross to hang and die,
Hpd we not ssen—did we not know Heaven's might
Servant sod succor to Him? plumad bands
f Presences invisible, intent,
Upon His lightest sighing, loyally,
To go und come, bearing Him embassgge?
Ob, measure what a love, if thou canst metes,
The immortal pity of that soul sarsns,
Pitllexs only toits bady, firm
To hold it uneomplaining, patient, still,
Close to the Cross; of ons mind with the nalls,
With ths dull, seugsless wood—for saks of men,
And great salvation of all flash to be,
Not summoning once, with ons swift thinking

thonght,
The resous that had rushed on wings of fire
From North and South and East and West, to aid,
Not suffering onoe—nov when the fever raged
Worst in His veins, and thirst blackensd His lips,
And those whom He had como to teaon nnd sava
Gave Him no batter thanks than bittar gibeos—
Not suffering Dasth—who waited wespingly
For leave to strike—to hasten ons small step
Quicker for Himn than for the thisves who hung
On oither hand! All this to wring no word
From His most innocant and pardoning brosst
Exespt the tender mandats, sadly sighad
To Mary Mother, walling st His feet;
And the slck gasp, 'L thirst!' and spirit's spasm
‘Fathor! dost Thou forsdke Me? and the ery
Of Victory's auguish: ‘It is fnished!" "

“And messurse—if the mind can ever mote—
That sorrow of us standing by, who saw
Our Master,—Mastser over Death and Paln,
Lord of all Angels, and all devila—droop
Unhelpsd; we who #o loved Him, helplessly
Gazing far-off—held from His bloeding fead
By Pilate's spears, and gunrds of Cataphas,
And Roman soldlers, casting lots to share
Hiu saored vestmenlis! Measure what a pang
Tare its, and moeked our falih, and made our

hop=s

Full, leaf by loaf; like Inst leaves, when the blast
Of winter strips the vineyard gray and bars!
Nay, but mot mina! Truly, I tell you, Sirl
I loved Him sol—I worshippsd so! I kusw
So well In inmost mind He conld not dis,
And would not die, and was not less than God,
And should make good to all, in His good tims,
The mesning, and the means, and mystery ;
And be that King they wrots Him on the soroll;
That. while mine eyes ran tears too thick to ses
His dear face, and my fingers eclanched themselves
Into my palms, as if thoy were the nails

galls the now losson that the neivhbor wrongsd, |
Lest Galllman countrs-tongues bowray.,

| Piareing His hands; T want not otherwiss
¢ Than full-assured It would be well at last.

"“Yeot, meanure—if thy mind can measnra this—
How lost we atood, dareatad, abjuct, shamad,

| Those Twelve—with Judas one; and all the rest
Fied st Gethsemane—and [; and sha

Who bore Him; and the woman ministering;

And soma poor, fow, sad, fearful friands sloof
Afrsid to grieve, becanss of thosa stern spears;
Shut from the ahaking Cross, whispering their woa

And they be known—like Peter—for His shoap.
Only this Inftof those high-noarished droams
About the times to follow Gallles

When He should alt npon His Eingilom’s throne,
And rale the lund, aud give to Israsl—

The Roman eagles driven sorenming off—
Daysof King David's majesty azaln,

Solomon’a splendors—maors than Solomon’s!
Only this left of larger phantasias

When we Inoked higher—saw tim judging Earth
At God's right bend; ays! by those piessant fislds
Of Dalmanuths, and the green wea shires—
Prunk, like the children of tho #ride chamber,

With his now wine of love—begged for the sasts

This side and that slde of His Royaity.

Cver the handn of Angela, And, now thia!

For our King's drink the hyssop on the sponge!

Yor onr Eing'n purple the slow trickling hiooal

For our King's gourtlars the writhiong thieves

This side and that! for our Eiogs mnisters

Those leglonaries with the savie sposrs!

For our King's piralses gibes of jinssers byl

For onr King's throne the cruel torturing Tree!

We—who in thoss plad deys of Galilos

Laft all and followed Him; certain and sire

Tha Angels' sung was troe, Heaven's joy wius come

Visible, luvable, approachable,

In this sweer, well baloved Son of Man;

That wa bad soen and heard the Fowar of God

Made Merey, made Forgivingness, made Peave;

And elemental enemines, and Deatn,

Dropping thelr old il pesks to wanifost

All things in all the spheres sarvacts to Him, :

Tovers of May, and seceat Minlsters:—

Wa. to stund weeping thore—His sad, shamed
Uhureh—

The last soorned rolns of the large scheme plantied

Tu take the whols World by the hana of Love,

And make all flesh One Fathor's tamily,

Ah, never ginca tears rolled—since hnman hearts

Feat quick with hopoe, t0 bresk in blask deapatr,

Ly Love so wingiess, Fiith so quits forlorn

As that dresd day, on guilty Golgotha!"

Bhe pausad—the groest drope welllng from her
ey nE—

But Ut Lehind by such a ray as brosks

Across tha April rain, and paints the Bow,

‘“¥et thou''—she gald—"who knowest stars in
Henven,

Which ara not gons beeanss we seo thom not,

Bhall learn in that dark hour was eloarest shown

The oterual lustre of my Lord's swasl Star,
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“*Then, while the firat day of the week was dark,
Alono Iwended to His gepulelira,
Beuring falr water, and the frankincensa,
And linen, that my Lord’s sweei body slsap
Well in tue rock. And, while my wostul fest
Fasged through the gate, and up the paved ascent
Along ths Second Wall, over the Hill,
Into that Garden, hard by Golgoths,—
The Morning brightened over Mosb's penks,
Touuh;d wné greal Temple's dome Wwith crimson

Tes,

Lit Oph+l and Morish rosy rod,
Made Oliyet all gold, and, io ths roo'l!
In Hinnom laid n sndden lasce of fame.
Aud, from the thorn traes, brake the wiking gongs
Of little birds; and every palm treo’'s top
Was full of doves that cooed, as knowing not
How Love was dead, and Lifo’s dear glory gone,
And the World's hope lay in tho tomb with Him;
Which now I spled.—that hollow in the rook
Unier the cnmphire leaves. Yet, D0 8“““1 there
To halp me roll the stone! nay, and no stons
It lay apart, loaving the door agape,
Audthrough the door, #s I mighl dimly ses,
The souttered wrappings of tho Burisl night,
Pale gloams amidst the gloom. Not waiting, then—
Desming our treasurs tulen wickedly—
Taped; nnd eame to Poter, and Lo Joho:
Anil oried :—*Our Lord is stolen from His
And none to tell wherq He is borne sway !
Tharaat, they ran togsther, came, a0l S4w;
And enterod in; and found the Huen ploths
Boattered; the rock-hed empty; snd, smnzed,
Back to thalr house they wont. Bui I drew nigh
A second time, alons; Heart-broken now
The brighi day seeming blackest night to moe,
The small blrds moglkers, and the Cily’s nolse—
Waking within the walls—hatefnl and vain.
Why ahmlldti:.arth wgikn‘ the Bmi ?‘KYM.I.II naleap?
Or that grest gullty City rise an 8,
With this dear Lord, deéad, in her stony skirta?
Flod, too, my st fond hops. to Iay Him fair,
And kiss His wounded faet, and wash the blood
From the plareed Xu.[r.ul, and eomb hia l.llngla{l hair
T'o oomeliness, and lesve Him—like & Eing—
To His forgetful Angels, Weeping hard I
With those thoughts, Hie to snako-fangs, atinging

mo .
My laft hand on the stone I laid, and alint
Thn eager sunshine off with my right hsnd,
Kuealing, snd looking in the Bapulchere.
It was not dark within! | desmed at firss
A tamp burnsd there, such radiance mild I saw
Lighting the hewn wallg, and the linen-bands;
And, {n ono corner, folded by itself,
The face-cloth. Coming claser, I an%ied
Two men who sats thare—very watchfully—
One at the head, the other at the foot
Of that stones table whorse my Lord had lain.
On! I say ‘men'—I should haye known no men
Had eyes like thejrs, shapes so majestioal,
Tonguses tuned to sioh o musio aes the tone
Whurnw-ith? thay gquesticned me, 'Why weepsst

ou?

‘A, Sirs,” I anid, ‘my Lord is ta’en away,

Nor wot wo wither!' and thersat my tears
Blotted all seslug. Ho I turned to wipa

The hot drops off; and look! Ancther one
sStanding behind mo, and my foolish cyes

Hord gazing on Him and not knowing Him!
Indesd, 1 deemeil this was the Gardensr
Heoping the Troes and Tomb, so was Ha flesh;
Bo living, natural, and mads like man,

Albeit, 1F I had marked—if any ray

Of watchful hope had Belped me—such & look.
Suph Presence, beantiful and pure; such lighs
Of love!lest compassion in His face,

Had told my beating Lhourt snd blinded syes
Whoo thiz must be, But I—my brow {" tha dust—
Henrd Him say softly :—"Wherefore wu?qat thou?
Whom seckest thon? A little mervelled I—
Stlll at His foot, too sorrowful to rise—

Hao should ask this—the vold grave geping near
And He |tz watohman; yet His acoents glad;
Nuy, sach ward swest with scorat resonsnes

Of joy shut in it; and a tender nots

Of lightnese, like the gontle reillecy

Which loverd nse, disgtembiling happineas.
Nathless, notlifting up my fooltsh head,

“Bir," said T, ‘Tf 'tis thou hast borne Him henee,
Tell me where thou Dast Inid Him, Then will £
Boar Him awayl"”
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“What answer oame to that?*

Fatohing deep breath, the Indian asked—

' And she—
Heor white arms wide out-raught—as it ahe saw
Hia foat agnin to clnsp; her true knee bont
As He ware there to worship; her grent ayes
Bhinlng with glow of fearless faithful love,
As if, onos more, they looked Him in the fave,
And drank divinest pesos—replisd, slate;—
*Ah, Friend! such nnswer that my aadness turned
Gladneas, as suddenly as gray 18 gold
Whaen the Bun springs in glory! such a word
As mads my mourning laugh tself to nought
Like w clond melting to the Blua! Bueh word
Ag, with more musie than Earth sver heard,
Bot my swift-danging veins full well aware
Why so the Duy dawned, and the City stirred,
And sha vaat idle world want busy on,
And the birds carrolled, and, in palm tree tops,
The wise doves pooad ofslove! Ob, s dear word
Bpoke first to me, and, after me, to all,
That all mny always know lue is the Lord,
And Death s desd, and new timea come for men;
And Hanven's waye justifisl, and Christ slive,
Whom we saw dis, nallad on the crusl Cross!
Far, whila I lay there, sobbing at His fest
Tho word He spake—My Lord! my King! my Ghrist!
‘Was my name:—
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*If I say the Dead

Clateh tone of soms such molting tenderness

When first their lovers in the new Lifes flook

And groet and Kiss thom, telling them swoet things

(Of blisa beyond, and Léve crownad Conqlisror;

1f 1 shonld speak of children, dreaming i1},

And then grown "ware it Is the dear safé breast

Of thair food Mothrr which they frat upon!

If [ shonld Hken hopelsss marinars

Snatched sudden from bleck gulfs; or men con-
demned,

B.n.r.m:m:lm;‘nl from chains, and lsd to marrings
feauts;—

With the swift somfort of that Instent ehangs,

All et fall short! No lauguage lad I then,

No language have Inow! only I turned

My quick glunce upward; saw Him; knew Him!

Bprang
Crying: ‘Babbonil—Lord! my Lord! dear Lordl™ "
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“When I was fain d
To fling my arms around His knoeas, and pour
My Halr upon His feef, and eat, sat, ent
His garment’s hom with kissing; measuradiy
He ptayed me, saying: ‘Touch mea not! not yes
Am I asconded to my Father! Go!
Spenk to myfbrethran; say that I aseond
Unto my Father and to yours—My God
And your God.'"

““Was ho goon sgain of men¥*
The Buddhiat prayed.

“Mnany whiles|" auswersd she:
Threo times on that Firet Day, and, afterwards
In his old paths by silver Galiles:
And in the Mountain; where He met His own,
And made thelr cheer celustinl. 'Last of al)
He shewed in fuil midat of Jerusalem,
Amou;:nt: the eleven,—nall-marks on handa ana

Be

Roso-red, and spear-gash scarring the w! :
And ate of fish und honey from &uir boﬁﬁ?;nm.'
Then blessed, and led them forth to Glivet;
Ani passed—us If, they said, n wilting eloud
Hecelved Him out of l{ghl."

“Canturion!"
The Tndian eried:—*'snt there to see bim dig:—

Truly the Bon of Ged!'"—



