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JLEPING BEAUTY.

I. Tar IstANp.~—ARIEL,

%?QEES, it is even as thou sayest, Aviel: we lis all awry, twisted, conforps
@ crushing one another; and our eldest brother, Adler, with those,

brethren, next to him, who have heeome his baser factors, flatterers ai
Tollowers, tread on us—but with a double hurt—to us first, but also o the
selyes. They bruise our head : we biuise their heel. O Mother, Mother ! wh
rear us up so numerous, and ther dis P

“Hush, Haiarno ! our mother is not dead, butb sleepatls.”

*Yea, Ariel, suoh sleep as may wot awakes agein, Ahno! She will awake n
more! O never more! For ever shall wo writhe, as now, under and over o1
another, stinging and being stung, crushing and being crushed, weltering
miserable fn a chaos of sieck hife 1 ‘

# Never, Halarno, never will I belleve it] Never will T hoBave such pain,
misery, and sin cternal, Thore comes a resurreotion of the Beeutiful. Oup
mother @i ewake, She must-—she will, I know if, and T ses it.” g

“0 Ariel! would it wers so! O thai my mother might awake and see
this wretchedness! Could she bub see me as T stand—worn, wasted, haggard,
my thin, blue cheek engrained with the small black veins that break theves
channcled by the sweat of toil, mor less, perchance, by the charmed Fynor ¢h
our brother Comug brewe for us—my ekin in eracks and crusts—ny bhones ben
bowed, disforted—my exhausied sinews drawn into visible cords! Nor yeb s,
thoroly exhausted, mor yet so wholly draiped, O sinews! Diuwn—lraine
Aye iadeed, well drawn, well drained! Yes,—with o bitter smile I see if and
sey it—thess cars and chaviots of pride that thunder mid our cots and cottages,
when Adler, with his pavasites, hath deigned to teke the ale--those huge clouds-
those mighty pageants of pleasuve—that float upen cur lakes with fire and flam
to deive them—have fhey not been dragged and drawn even fiom the very pitlh
of these lean sinews? The garment that enwrappeth him, is i not woven of oy
brother’s flesh #  These cushions of his luxury, purple and exhuberant, arve th
not moulded of our brother’s blood? These balls and palaces—these piles of
masonry that touch the clouds—their supporting columns—are they nob these:
very bones? Ay,—and more bitter is my smile—are they not cemented with
owr sin—sy sin—7#hy sin, Adler—the sin that thou hast cansed in me by thing|
And is there not o curse upon them? Ave they not permeaied by a spell that
maokes them agony—despair—arime ? Thou hast trampled on me—trod me und
foot—chained me in mountain-bowels-—shut me up with toads, and ravening raf,
and dropping waters, and exploding fire—forced mé to ransack all fountgin
lakes, and xivers, bo heap the wherewithal to glub thy phantasy,  Thou has!
drained my vitals to the dregs, till I stand even thus-—naked, and thin, and dwal!
and ignovant, and criminal, But with what to thee, with what to thee, has all &
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5 done-—with what to thee?  The draught, bag it not heen poison?

and ehariots—these pageants on ihe lakes—tbese blood-moulded

' les of masonry that touch the clonds—weigh they not upon

] adl, y 3 woight stooping thee to hell? Ay, flee, flea! Tlee

1o the drugged cup of thy brother Comus! Fles to broil aud batile with the

. ‘bonsts of the field or the {owls of heaven! Or hetter—flercer far—~lee to broil

and baltle with thy own kind and kindred! Cat—stab—hack—hew thy brother!

“Bathe in his glowing blood! Ciothe in his steaming entrails I—Ah! o I—still
is there. no. resi—0., pease:—no cool _

% Unhappy! Oh unbappy! Haiarno, ihy words are as agonizing fre! Me,

Me! woe is mo? that truth is in them! T past the workshop—the ehill, damp

; s sits weaving. I saw bim theve—diseased,

d and listened, the very voice and actual utter-

] vengs ut, 'O Halarne | Tift not thou thy hand

_ y hrother Adlel 1o there ot pain and sin’ énough? 'Wilt thow

‘add to them P . Wit thon become tho thing thou hatest ? ‘Wouldst thon be

Adler, and make him Hojarno P—Thisk |- Patience] Hast thon not revenge

even now?. Saidst. thou nof, the very work ihou dost is as a weight stooping

_ him to hell? ‘Thativery work, is it not swiftly, surely, bringing thee delivernuee £

# Avial, mistake me not!:. Hand of mine sha]l never fall on Adler, Ilis own

sin consume hin ! My own virtue right me! Nov am I yet so shom of pleasure.

~ Theve is still some soothment for me—still some solace in my lot, hard tho it be.

“fPhere s joy in the eup of Comus--joy fu the robust laugh, the unmistakedble

.- jest, the uproarious hilarity of my fellow dindges in that shorb evening hour that

- - gives us privilege to meet, not for vain repinings and condolings—uot for insane

* and sinful conelave of rebellion—but to support, and cheer, and gladden oue
another! Ay, Ariel, drudge—slave—helot as T am—laughter can come to me.

wy very misery I cen make a buth; T can mock my grief; I can wring mirth
m agony; T canshake my fellers luto joyful noises, What gushing fountaina

- bl:pmusemeont are Bot these jean museles o me | Lean, thin, shrunk they are:
~ but fruitful are tholr - wombs,: toeming - their bellies, - Aviel! Canst thou not

soe-—alimiost will thine hetusl eye—rising, like a birth, out of their fibres, those

-orowns, and- covonets, aud stevs, and éups, and ehalices of price, that fling lightly

e jocund sparkle of the pesping sun what time ke lightens

Tiear. museles! Canst thou nof, see them teeming—

¢ 0 Nilus—depositing their multitudinous {reight, theiy

“inmumerable as herbs that spring and

_ “thie potnte, tags, tassels,"and adom-

and gaparisons of the steed of Adler! See his

the sfiectacles of Dohl, Pol’s reed-trump, and the-

d of ‘Gotips, Mochyn's toothpick, and fhe look-

and the manacles of Milan,~-nor less, the.

ab.xospeptable, olesn-handed, clean-shivted,:

gl L ] , Volpt In profuse luzury, spawning from.
“ them, 1 oods of gountless erocodiles Tising and living from the desert sonds,: -

; +Avagno’s shuttles and the pans of - B
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. hook the casket, gems, “and | pleczous sLonca of G]nysomg! Nov?,-‘sh'

from thein, see the rain that feil on Tanad—those enchanting eounters—
as By ths signet of w God, Adler and e vosé Rave powar do tale unto thensol
Jlowers, plants, frees that suok the bosom of the eurth on plain or mounigiy,
animals that crop the blade, or lok i jungles,—all handiworks of men:
e Rimself—tlolr brother! Lican sinows? Hal rather, are they not exhay
lnughing-stocks, ¢ fallows of infinite jest,” repertories of endless merriment
am I then? Whe shall say soP I, with thews which ave Aladdin-lamps to
a Universe—I, who thus rain upon the ground ¢ Barbavic pearls and gold
without whom the pomp of Adler vauishes in aiv, leaving him lone, naked,
fenceless—who aguin will strike—{rample—tread me under foob?  The slay
Adler! His drodge—his helot! No, by the gods! I am his Lord, his Mast
"The Island is not his, *Tis mine—mine and Fuplosus™s] Twook to thy slit
Euplocus! See it oavrying round and round thy brethren those marvelous thiea
wrapping them in warmth or luxury ! Ses this: and reverence thyself! Con
leb ua sit and joke together. Let us mufile up our gricfs—ohoke them in flow
of frolic—bury them in fin! Come! we will prabtle of curselves! Comal
will hakble and believe the island curs, and we the kings of it I

*Halarne | bitter are thy jests; thy smiles Sardounie. O, wax not into wxath
Lot not indiguation and revenge kindle thes to late and wickedness,
malice salt, nor blood defile, the sweet, clear waters of thy long-suffering wisdom
Fuel for the flame is scatterad all avound.  Beware the spark | Pewaral ove
as thou valuest that which thou seekest! As tha cak springeth from the aco
the hazel from the hazel-uut; go does good rise out of good, evil ouf of e
Tach seed feeds his own Kind. Maize grows not on the Upastree, Teaveso
the Sumach fall not from the ear of corn.  The Plantain forishes on the tie
of Good: Apples of Discord on the tree of Evil. Hold s/ Hold ﬁom ! Our
shall the day be: thefvs {s but the night. T wilf helieve it.  Beawty is nof doadf
But sleepath,  Our mother will awake, grise, and give, as heretofore, hor sty
into keeping of the spongy air, till man shall be fransfiguved, and shall bloom
heauty of the angels; our bare mountaing shall resume their antigue robes o
filmy glory; and above our lakes, white clouds, upcurdled in the invisible air, sha
brood in brighter loveliness, As of old, when angels were our guests and th
hosts of heaven mingled with ws, ¢ pipas in the libersl aiv™ shall soothe our flocks
Again shall the isle be full of noises, sounds and sweet airs that give delight an
hurt wot.”  Again, a united brotherhood, we shall sit down in peace together—
all at work, yet all ai leisurs—~peopling the waste with voices—making the wil
derness rejoice in fiowers-—exiracting the nobler from the baser-—transmutin
the surplug and excess of food we lay up for the bedy into the more precion
food divine that feods our spirits—franemuting food of earth to food of heaven
corn and wine to neotar and ambrosia—piercing the mysteries of this enchonte
island—doing the hests of owr great mother—weaving songs of praise and rearid
altars crowned with flowers or odorous flames, in incense to our far-Father—
living on carth only to live in heaven, Shall not this be, Haiarno? Speak:
fhall it not be? JF¥ shail” o

“No, no, no ! dream no mars, Ariel!  Thou art a thing compact of dreams
And yet how balmy gve these dreams which Adler may not bar a chance, strs
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Al wn; even:to__'thi_s PoOT, dlouded brain of mine| A no!

4o y ) sengeis from God to man.~Angels have deserbed -
" Our Tather has gdne'far, far. Our mother, she is dead, We ave abandoned
orphiaus, wicked and miserable.”
"~ hon ark blind, Taiarno | Thy very wickedness has blinded thee. Tlse, not
rarely; mightst thou see smiles of our mother, Beauty, gleaning from her seeret
sleeping-place, like mooulight, on cur bewildered doings. She is not dead! She
is riot dead | Fef ave her footsteps glowing on the earth| By fountain and by
sver, in dell and wildorness, the splendor is yet alive that from her garment
Adler and his. s have nob yet wholly blurred the glory of her in-
i : ; “skalkis the dust of idleness from my feet. T will
gird my loins wp to 6. - T will go forth, and seek our mother where
" Tiaply:she hath lain dewn apart frem us o sleep, T will awake her, Ilaiamno!
T will awalo her, I have n tongue of fire, a brain of images, and a heart of dew.
Twill awake her. St will reburn,  All shall be well.  This instant will I
Cfopth e e A
"% Alas| poor diedmy Aricl! My little fountain of the gentlest lymph of lovel
_ how little knowest thou the task thy brain is" all a-flame about! Is it so easy
then to Teave tho liearth where hithierto thou hast been fod, and warmed, and
fostered P Ave voofs and fires, cupboards and garments, then so plentiful P Will
rianng, a8 of old; yai froin heaven on thee P-—the dry rock gape and gusk to fill
thy watercruise ! Will of himself the Sable bring to thee his coat of fur?  Or
- will the Silkworm weave thee ona?  Are then the hills and plains all open to
- thet P—thine as much as Adlers? . 'Whers are his gnards?  How shall you pass
‘them? Where is thy sorip? Hast thou store of counters in thy givdle where-
with thou wmayest glut his insatiate, million myrmidons, that, vigilant as the
*~ hounds of Tiell, do wateh each avenue—outlet or inlet—claiming, under a thou-
- paud different mamss, by a thousand diffevent devices, tax and toll of theeP
. ‘Without a coumter, how canst thou even live ”

“Hajano | food and raiment will be denied ué ‘nowheére.  Few arve the wants

"o of health’ disease cam find no larder large énough. Small is the scrip fhat yirtue
zieeds ;i iee that cannof; geb sufficient store of counters to be safe withal,”
. “'Thou art a strange being, Ariel! - Trom thy youngest years, thou hast been
all unlike thy fellows. . Placed amid ke factors—ihal superfluous and corrupted
- mediium hetwixt Adler, with his retinue, and ug, the helots—fed on their ghriton-

us sliment—imesed in all their sleepy indolence—how anlike them art thon! )

.o thee, the sirong-hox and the eugreasing hoard—-the swiftly swelling counter-
]1:_3&;;—-011’51‘(’;;]7110- charms. = What to thee wero all their petty spites and envies,
; 'k jealousies, pitiful rivaliies—their shriving, each to outshine the other
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of usi 'With us, tlic Wweeds, the abjects of the, island, thou hast I o
playmate. Thy kindly ways, spontansous, unaffected courtoonsn
frankneas, and thy laughing words, f2ll like sunshine o us; cheeriii
Thou host never had the least glimpse of thought that thou wert g
ug;  We were ihy equal brothers. Thou Last sat, at home and. ] ap
greasy stools, amid the dusk and ashes of cur hearths.  Thou “hag:
laught, ard quaft the cup of Comus with us, With thy menning |
strangely penetrating words, and sunny pleassateies, thow hinst heen 4
and & delight, an uid, a help, a love. Nay, oven dumb beasts do folloy
love. No dog but fawns on thee. The steed trembles with delight s
proachest,  Puss liath no dearer perch than knes of thine.
speakest to him, seoms mitigsted and intelligent.  The linnet shivers
plumes, pesps his little head oblique, and carcls lastier in thy press
none but Adler and his purasites, has the snser of seorn descendsd ; -hy
eye heen turned, or a proud lip cwrled.  None but the Drones—the fy,

“umneoessary meun—hast thou stretcht upon the rack of sarcasm, Y.
ag thou art, and all accesaible to the meanest, we fuel, we know, thon
us.  Thou hast indeed o tongue of five, & brain of images, and a lioq
Thouhast the eye to see withal: for ave not all of us, from Adler and thes
fo the poor Iniarno and the poorer Tnplocus, but as machines in crysta
Thou hast the power to make thy dresms realities,  'The treasures of.ih
could bribe thee to no Hie; the powers of darkness eould not bLend thaa's
tioe; carth and hell oould not foree thes from thy purpese. Tl
subilety to plan. Thins is the soul to dave, the heart to lead thyf
so differant from all—so immensurenbly superior {0 afl—canst thou
thy atrong belief, that Beauty liveth ? Shall I, a mean and despicabls wor
hold debate against thee? Tsee—TLsoa! Thmust be se! Thow misst h
Lhou host said it T will believe.” -

“Haiarmo! may thy faith aveil thes! Trust in ik Beauty is not¥
will awake her.  8he will refurn.” o

“0 Aviel! stving thysslf to this great daring! Think of the howels
earth—see me there, far from the volce of day, the breath of heaven,
ing, evermere tolling! Think of thy brother Buplocus ! Think—0 thi
not into temptation: sleep not by the way,  Thou knowest the kee
senses: avold | Bewnre of Adler sud his mates.  What fascination wo
thy swest presence be to them! What delight thy pleasant quips, and )
merriment, and wild, wild waggeries! Tave thou a-care, O Aviel!l *Thi
cate food, their enchanted ligmer, and their downy luxuriss, have PO
out heaven—have pewer to crush the lamp and bury the treasmre’ tha
bear’st within, Think what a task thou hast | Think 1O thinle” .

“Tear not, Halarno! I will be firm, Fope on! work on 1 -

_ “All flesh has corrupted its way upon the island. Tn Adler there

_ In Goups:none'; in Volp none, Dohl, Pol, Fel, Peod, and Mochy

+_ter only. = In Tacris there is no hope, in Simulante none. - Hope. th

" mone—uono for thy aggrioved hrethren, bub in thes, O Axiel! ]

ug!  Be thou but true unto thyself: thou wilt not fail thy brothers
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Jonds ihat matclied 50 grimly, slowly on us, flinging their heavy bh'tdows
11 il e i wine’ & with despair, have p:msed loosening into rain ;

Itke love npon the oirse, the qu1e1. rainbow glides.

and Ariel has fourid his mission.

i1 thie’ c:fy that - Ariel was going forth to seek

hren awol\e 'chmnrl himt

1ifo of having, and others in the

leri asleeps and they muftered

Mothar! " Mother! what Mother? We

cund; felt as if some unknown talis-

Aexingly, as now heard in wakeful-

af Ve in dream . and pha.u{;'ts*{

ed: s eadily upon them ; smnuttcn volees
ilin dy atcd from afar, taskmﬂ' thelr

ard they henyed.
Doht, opeued mder

1e

lookmg b'tekwmd to lns

{7 Volp leughed, “Ha,

cy; bt we'll elip s wings,

01bo and Mllan chuckded,

A st The youtliful foolishness, the raving mad-
oy cxp]amerl ‘to him the heauty of divided
only holdel.s in the markef; disclosed

{he bye, s0 many worms

hipt, grudging: ot the - -

1 less. Aucl howover,

m tlwn: doomvavs or 1eaued neross thelr
_u,l '[)'I.SSLCI o,

‘Tor Slmulante, ho he had forgot all
. tlil‘mnde pretcnoe of l\nowmo them :

ftﬂlmg fwit! The"
, ave dend, “Why
Wlly fo]low ye the set-
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ting sun, now when with oymbal’s clash and duleimer, and joyons acolaim of
ye should walk over the dewy blades in beauty of the morning fo meet i
rises in the east with fresher health and more ahounding vigor?. Dayy
down info the west and from the east night cometh, yeb in the east iz ¢
Up! Hail ys the Orient! Onwards! A sun sbronger and more glord
even now burst forth, like a bridegroom, glowing from the hath1®

So spake Ariel : bul they derided him the mere; mnd still the more b mdj
before his eyes the lightless lamp. So Ariel twrned and went forth by th
upon the desert. . .

Absorbed in. the chafo of whet had passed, Aviel walked on, unconseh
taking the path that led to the mountaing, “In spite of them, I will do
good,” lie mubtered, ““in spite of their own selves, I will do them good 1’

The free air played upon Dhis cheek, liks health. His foof, elastic fioh
springy healh, grew evor lighter, Iis chest expanded ; every sinew shrung Ths
Boundless overhead stretehed the blue heaven. The mountains rose befors ki
like an ecstasy. The joy of solitude bubbled up within him.  Exultati
spiration—ihrilled him like a prosence. His check fiushed; is eyo lighten,
He trode upon the winds—he gestioulated—he cried aloud in transport. Us
terable thought found vent in rhapsody, e volled wpon the ETASEY e
malee it his. ‘The pebbles in his path, that looked so clene in the keen ai
threw with wild strength on and on befora him, still following eagerly with s
to see what mystery they might chanee to light on. ‘

By degrees, emotion, quicting itself, foll placidly into Hquid dream; an
pressed forward, forwerd, heedless of all outer cirenmstance, Buddenly,
gried *Ariel!” Mo stopt, he looked, he listened. Only the hare hezii;]
round him. ‘Was it but fancy then? Tt must have been: so forward chéor
Again,.p voice cried  Aviel!” he palpitated, but pressed on. A thivd time i
the name of “ Ariel™; but ouly the more eagerly pressed Ariel onwards, In
instant, however, a whole host of voices swooped around him, like an e:-:ulf;h;
overtaldng multitude, The youth steod still in panio; but on this side and.
that, they hemmed him in and pressed and swayed him diverse~—“Ho, ho, hol §
man to bring cor mother "—*T vow *tis little Ariel ’—T6 be surel who't
you think it was #’—Well: in that delicate proportion, gracoful symmetr
has the thew to seizo and erush. *~-The thew | ho, hio| the thew 7S
always had great woight among n8.”—Ves; his iron will-his sleuth-Tound o
pose, have ever awed and guided us.”"—* Boor boy! not the meanest of us hut-
slinks behind him, into his skadow.”—Yes, nud thencs holds over our shonld
to owr eyes the palliated reflection of ourselves alome.”—% A strong man}
mighty loader A daring sovl, Sirs! lock at him ¥~ But he wnts K
Maother ”  *“Hea has a brain of images ™ Ay, ay; stuceo ones!” “Had
talle and laugh and qualf the oup of Comus, bless you”  “ There’s an ay
youl” “Aclear eyel” “A penetrating eye!”  “A blue omel” “Noj
green I"—A fine lad but. hardly hig enongh!” . L ;

- Tumultuously poor Ariel struggled and bassionately he strove: bubwith
intangible, fnvisible, all was vain.© Thb teardrops burned wpon his ey ds;
staggered, grasped af the air, and fell. For long upon the ground, he lay sty
ned, torpid, motionless. At lemgth, ns from o dveam, he raised his head
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lookt. Tle wiis alon tpon the batren eath: only the vaeant afr stood vound
him, lovking on in silence, Then Aviel’s voice wenh up in agony. *“Andis i
50, my mother? am I thits weak?~ Ahyes! ah yes! Tfeclitis so: When
spoke I a8 & man, befors the facs of manP I am strengthless, purposeless;
powerless. T shrink—not slink, T do not slink, sweet mother—TI shrink behind
my meancst brother. I yield my individuality to every shranger, I cannot lead—
Ohnol I canmet load, The task was nevey mise. I am the vine upon the
elm—in my bosom there are gmpas T ani bk the adorning wreath thet, loosened
from the piltex, tangles the ring.”

8o mourned poor Arfel over his own shattered self. « I will refurn,” he ciled;
«7 will return.  Bub to what O Mother? "To what, O Father, shall T retumn ¥
One like me T knew that lived a parasite of Adler. And what did Adler make
of hitei #* Th gorpeons carpebs sank 1id feet. Thiy rode, they drove, théy seiled s alk
was joy! e s to tlism § he found for them the words they wanted. Theg
clapt their hands in praise of him s they ocrowned his head with flowers. Hé dame
to know them all; ke grew f’umhal with them ; axd he spoke his thoughts. He
saricatnred . Dohl and Fol and Peod 5 he Taughoed at Pol; he saw tud Volp:
Wailing to Adler nad to Goups, he yst whispered of them, Te grew white with
revelry and tremulous. Tle sterted often and alarmed them with the ery of Mother’t
Al hoted him: and, at Jength, they turned him to the street—a drunkard and &
driveler!  Avert the omen, Father! O, let me not be as he was, Tather?

Po what shall T vetwn? Shall I hecome as Tuenie—my face, a blotch§ iy
frame, o dropsy? Late in the morming shall I get up witherad ¥ Duly, over the
shoulders of pale young men who all day long are sdding and subtracting, shalf
my important chin arise with supercilious eye then dully puckered to the knowing
fooms®  The gratefu) lunch shall it be swallowed greedily ¥ Shall T gossip sten<
toxicusly on *echange, or trifle with a paper pompousiy? Ahl ahl—shalk dinney
come and then, at long end last, in generous vintage melted, shell eyes, sholk
brain be loosened?  Bhall my wife grow gross aud tipple brandy ¥ Bhall my
daughicrs—mero ya-ya things of satin and apotheoary’s odors—he very graceful
. overhead with musie, envy, ancl frivolity 7 Shall my sons ruin themselves with
debauchery P~ Shall—Pah! why waste more words? As Toenia T can never b,
As easy may the hind become a beaver as I o Taenis, What then? O what, -
my Father, what is there for me? O ye acoursed threa that meke thiy pamd:sd
a hell—food, fire, raiment—Dow shall T find ye?  The huge machine goes spin
ning on in air; for every one is there'place; for every one activity but me. Are
they happy, Father? -No ono may lenve Iis station for a moment but *ts Alled
and oteupied : round goes the huge machine befow his eyes, leaving him hebind,
wailing and unearad- for -0 dread” machme, frampling the sweefness ot of us,

' ight 8113 but wolves have

. } : say the lemp is lit, {he house

- inhobited, . And why shonld I iot?  Tood, fire, yaiment, &
r_sta’r,lon in exnelsIs y rwowld he minel . Could ‘T not mindster to ny sick
' far father—make them kind to one snother ? M]E,h’r

not my foob b ‘maountain’ o by the sea? " Could I not wander; ensy in

- miyself, secure o ildi glord nghts within me P - Mine would

1 not be, ipon’ _ blow ::]ha ulmion over my ‘unhappy biothers




a v
i a-huild the imdges of o
-the Hes P Ahme ! like in

No gloriong thoughis: eonld buil alye:
Nor il tho still recurring,” dead, appointed di conld my being always fly
T should begorne even 23 Simulante. - me was, when in the freshness -
morning, on the springy heath, “wandering with me, the foot of Bimudaatsy
freo, elastic ag my owa, Tiis voies had 1 glad spontaneous ring in it; an
sparkling eyes were honest. His heart: beat true and warm, His soul wag op
as the firmament: and being leap ed with him fn feank exuberance, e
But now the Tieavy chauge! Sce him on the strect with motion stiff, meehy
cal, and face of steveotyped propriety, as if the very air had eyes wpon. him, 1
lovely thoughts that erewhils came 4o him, no move will visth him, Bargh y
become a blank, the ooean leaden-liks and dull. The hilis are smoky ; and
heavens have lost their blue. Tis sick brethren—oan. he speak to them P
he know to put the gentle finger on the wound ¢ Can o appease the pains, §
doubts, the racking agonicsF = TTel he fears infection as o plague-—their bei
steads are abomination to his clothes—bhe gabbles this the form, and exif.
frompot *tis his part to blow upon the seventh, e camnot lift, The seventh1
Ties ever before him like n aloud that will not leb the sun to shine.  *Iis an
cesgant bitker in his oup : he has no joy for thoughts of it. O the deudgery, ¢
drudgery ! his many windings to evade, elude, escape! '
The solemn emptiness that takes the man from ouf his face ; what a coar
moekery it locks, grown gross with decorous, self-denying gluttony ! Seeming
* Iimself, what fleree zoal he has for seeming ! what hatred and vindotive w
for all that is or wowdd be/ How, ostriol-like, he thrusta his head into the brak
stamps his fieros feef, and cries, <Tis so, *tis so—T sny it is, Leay it is¥ -
Is jt then him that T would follow? s it beside this man £ would
Would I make Lis 1ot mine? In nawew, i ing
lessness of self.conferred apostleship—is there o place for me? Or shall mine b
the puffed hands folded P Ts there aught in mo that suits this grave hypoorisy
. this olear-starched mockery——this whited wall thet which the coarseness of i
wine-press and the shambles Jooms like blasphemy f Would I be Simulan
Never! T will praserve my truth or die! Ouo! T will not ‘
‘The world shall crash, but I will on!| If T cannot live—if T cannot lve—wil
then— can go hiome-~home to my Father—home to God 1 T
Aziel bowed his head upon his bands and weph,  Then to the cope of heaven
he raised his streasming eyes and cried : Am T not thine, my Father ? am X ug
thine P :
Coldly stretcht the firmament above his head in blank monotony, nor showed
one sign of sympathy, Ha heard a lifeless rivalot pulon.  Ho saw the wide
bare heath and the unmeaning sun, Then Ariel stood upon his feet and sheiek (
into the aiv: “Tather! Father! am Ithy sont,...,. vevens v Silonce, like an;
starfled lound, skulked suikily to her Place again.  Thave was the spme eol
sky—the rivalei—the wide bare heath—gnd the unmeaning sun....,.,.< And i
this all,” he eried, aud is this all? A dead cold, earth heavily to lift my weary feet
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ote Ts there no more? I have heen Taving oll this while | T hava
1 havé ng Mother | ‘Father - Mother ? What Father P what Mothex £
are t] TFather P What is Mother? Mother! Father |
- ;earth; :and there are men, and it is hard, hard o

veelod wpon the sward and fell.
§ sh! he had but dreamed. There was his
the sin ‘wnd all her children rovnd her. Adross the flelds,
ill, snd by the sen, yang their glad voices, And
ich things in their hands to lay them ab the feot
m; and took their offerings, and still knit.
ook, and substences. And Axiel, ab her feet,
is Wiothers brought him shells, and eggs of birds,
. 5 ying;’ ahd bits of rocks, and
brother), and: heautifal

_  bare heath he

n he Tose enkindled, “¥n my own

ies the earnest of the future. My

‘her footsteps—I will awaks her1”

nd drew his thoughts tight round

lve ag with a buckle: ~Aarosa the

ing, as he went: “TYes, in my own

~fhd sky may know no$, nor the

‘ wi hearb—daep in my hesrt of
Thetnor

i {hey visit me; these dreams and images that inspire and

that T'shell find her .~

: forward fapidly ¢ the moor was

gt “his ‘steps grew shorter, and his

he raised his eyes, and, with a start of pleased sur-

on tha monntain, . Nevertheless, halting not, up-

t threw himself; for eagerly he longed to

: £ his mother—aught tell-

.U_pon the peak of vantage ho -
ple” silentness, - *The wilders
sky and mighty

ength and re-

1. strongor, mightier,
reath mystevionsly

s the
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fuddenty; n voles, musigal, of serious; ecatatic tome, risig on n'swell
yob somewhat stately melody, struck upon his ear, trancing the aiv. - J;
amazoment, casting his eyes sround, Ariel presently descried, upon a
rack, an old man sitting, vapt. . ‘Wondering who hé"was, and whab he did
youth made towards hit, As hie came neay, something there was abouf the
that drow the wirm soul of the youth up to his lips; and, ronning hastily to
kness, hoe cried in passion, “ell me, tell me, for thon Tnow’st, where §
mother!” The old men, locking on him, smiled snd poinfed to a grotto §
rock. Ariel flew to it, and entered. One glance sufficed——it held no Hving bej
but himsel?, The cell was naked and severs of aspech, Ona small stonedabl
lay & book, on which the hermit (who had followed and now passed him) reves
ently laid his band. Even as he toucht the book, light burst from all its edgas.
and Aviol exclatmed, * My Mother! what is there, there, of hers P’ The old m;
1ifting the book, went out wpon the grassy slope, and Ariel followed. Presén{-,ly
the Hermit scated himself and motioned Ariel to his side. Then looked he lon
into the stripling’s fair young eyes, till, satisfied, he zodded his head and said
«Thon art worthy [ to thee the Bool is open!” With stately, self-complacer
pride of aspect, he unclosed the wondrous volume, ~ Strange joy awoke In Arie
~ ashe gazed: on these mystericus pages. Token after token of his mother glows
on his curaptured vision. Gems they were snd jewels fallen from her hadr ; tear
drops from her own dear eyes; amiles from her lips; glonees, naivetés, espi
gleries—a thousand charms : all wonderfully presexverd and fixed in a pure exysta
that yet enhanced their loveliness! The air pressed on and burned srowund th
book. The world without grew luminous, Axiel lookt up: and loi across th
hill, afar, and down into a hollow, he saw the fringes of her mantle vanishing
Agicl turned eagerly to the old man, who, shutting the book with much compl
ceney, nodded his head, and cried : #"Tis she indeed—'tis she herself—sh
asleep no more! With me, smong these hills, she dwells? Tollow 1 Thy
having said, he rose, gelf-satisfied, puf the book henoath his arm, and, stately-sti
walked to his grotto.
Pub Ariel saw him not: ho was alveady gone, 'With specd of light, (!
mountain-ank was overpassed—the margin of the hollow geined. And from th
brink, he pecred with eager-zeiling eyes into the lnrking placos of the guif belo
Ah! no: she was not there! The very fringes of her robe had vanisht utter]
But thers was a whispering in the trecs-—a nodding of the slumbrons forehen
of the opposing rocks, a bubbling of the waters—a wafting of the air—a mun
muring of the very ground as affer visit of the summer-rain—that spoke. by
prosence.  Down the taugled precipice sprang Axiel-—down to the lavel of
slated floor. Thero stood he: tress and topling crags hung round, or lay
fragments by him; and up-—up—rthrd midst of them—up, up—Far over jub
shelf on shelf, & monstrons waterfall, in ihe eiv, blew white and silent. 'The
stood he in thet depth of depths and called ont «Mother 1
and deep-recesséd angles round about hoarsely woke np with ¢ Mother!”-
jutting erags ahove, opening their half-awakened eyes, hastily oried * Moth
A lmsh: then from nfar,,like o withdrawing weil, afar from tho white,
cataract; oame fantly, * Mothex P2 Silence, like an avoused, offended, overligy
“ing deify, drow muttering back on Ax{e}, #ill he van; +- Over tho -sharp

1




itid inko ‘every cave—and leaph the gushing
shilves, und thrd the spray into the torrent-
L 'of rdok from ledge to ledge, hither,
ling, ¢ Mother, Mother,” in Tis panie,
siinacle; wero wild with hubbub and the

! forthi misgivingly ; mor voieo
orse bl Axriel,-Axiel, hero am I And
o him: 0O whioxe is she, my mother,

plago of death. Ghosts
g.dak.  TIn haste, he
tnovinted.  Behind him,
to the ‘sleepy air, ke
ig, and, afer, the sea.
i unntterable avoso.

i, i

a gty

10’ my Mother ! axt thou

‘athwart the plein, and

16 steep, rocipitate ran Ariel,

stopt, $ll, issiied on the pebbly

pleg took up the name, aud fung athwarf

awful panse: but Beauty . . .

. I-khow : for all avound

son—thy dmling 1
' said Ariel, at
Iy I ha’}rq' mig-; *
he retraced his siops,

a silver rivulet it was and prefiily it

' grass descert him.
n; ou ho ran

1 fi_lg cheek with
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to the wood, where was & gleaming in if. ¢ Surely it is sho—imy motha
tlod the wood he ran; swiong the teees he. rtan, still following on;
very truth he saw her rushiug robes before him?. Ox, on, with eagor spééd
glowing cheel and flashing eye-—on, on, py fountain and by bank, by £0p
wildering dingle—om, on, 4ill, bursting from the braka, ou the fres hill..
In vain! No queenly form paced there that might besearm his mothe
With wild longing at his heart and wild despair wreathed like two snakey ;
threw his eager eyes on all sides. Af length, a lambent flame that liquidly
flowsd a chasm in the hill grew plain and plainer fo him, The serp
unwrenthed itself; with a cry of joy forward he sprang anew, With swiff
soon he drew near the radiance. e turned a rock: the chasm stood
beforo him. A quarry of the purest marble—tenanted by the most wondy
forms. Tnormous bulks of heroos lay around—vast blocks, the fmages of
and heast, of man and mighty God.  And, three parts loossned from the &
wall, great, glant forms, like legends of forgotten time, stood forth aipte
- like & liguid weve, the rigid oliff ecemed fowing, ylelding up to sight a doxik
fist of infangy, a rounded arm, an ankle dslicate, shoulders of ample S,
nervy knees. And ons old king with haggard eyes and lips convulsed to's
camg forward in the midsi, stretohing o seeptreless right hand—emnipoten
years, And other forms there were, colossal, bulking from the stone into.th
Instre that o'erflowed the whole. o
‘What are they P—whence P—amezed stood Ariel, when a low moan near I
slartled him to look wheve, on s hunch of green herbs, sat a falr boy with diog
ing head and idle ohisel in Dis listless hand, Fre Avicl had time to question h
he raised o sudden glancs, and evind ; *“ Decensed Majesty I soughé to make
onge more to sway us into pesce—but see!”—Ile pointed to #he prosir
mightinesses and sobbed—Buf thou—thy mien is gentle and thine eyes’an
like mine own—what woulds't thou? whonce com’st thou? what dost tho
seek 1 E
#*Fair Youth,” sald Ariel, *thou doubtless art my brother, our mother hat
gone forth and wandered from us, and I, for that contention and confusion U
us, da follow on all paths to find her; and dins of Lex footing often have I foynd
but her great presence never.” et
#To that end, I tov camo forth—at loast to hring logt rule among vws==hi
yet of father or of mother heard I never—for me this fallen majesty alone]
hope—hut art thou sure *tis not a dveam #? C
oreat thare ross into the aiv o wail so sweet that one youih stoph-and bkl
stored breathless,  “*Tis sweetness not of earth,” at length gasped Axiel, *
aceents were my mother’s—Adieu fair brother | longer T may not tarvy 17
apeaking, he had sprang forward in the divection of the voios, nor heard (o
heeded not if heard) the stranger ary, “ Coms hack! T kunow the voice! Cona
bagk ! and I will tell--—» . RN
Lrelong the sudden youth had gained the borders of a lake from whid
wail proceeded. - Ths liguid pity of the soundenriched the very ai that fo
balm upon the wandover, Haiting, be gosed avound. At lemgth, up
piddle of the lake, he spied a finil form droeping from a Little skilf. A slen
youth it was, emaciated and grey, and O! with such a face of sorro
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Jiearh of Ariel wag tom within him, as he lookt on litn. Trawing to the wafer’s
edggo, be stood and listened while this new vision sang such meaning, melfing
things of Adler and Majarno and the rest, and of their misery and sin, that all
around pgrew dewy-luminous, and Ariel, moved to the very cove, exclaimed : “ My
Mother! Strange youth that hast hex voios, My Mother! give me my mother1”
" Budden, at the word, the steanger in the skiff arose as if eonvulsed, and tore
his bair and shricked: “We have no mother | Father or Mother had we nover!
Spawn: of the earth are e, fnd playthings of the fiend 1  Thus shrieking, the
form collapsed into the Doat, dead; bub from its breast awole 2 dove that rese
jnto the air and hovered ofer the lake and flew away, ab length, swiftly, yenrningly,
to the city. Aud Aviel wotched it as it flow; and saw it stoop apon the city,
"t o an fustant vise again, And as it roso Tts glossy wings geemed flocked with
“hlood.:-~ Natheloss: 16 stooph again, bub rose again and bloodier than hefore.
And Aviel's own heart bled within him as he saw this gentle loveliness still stoop
and rise, aud riee dnd stoop, and find no resting-place, and flag as if exhansted,

* il & gost fook it and hore it away, winging, flickering, into the west.
vigl - 7 the ground, ¢ What could it all mean "
b thong ‘ : Was his search delusion P Twilight was
“coming on and dowbb clung » ! “Ovér the low mist that crept along the
Iske, like breath upon a mitrer; he lookt—over the plain he lookt afar to where
the mountains dreamily withdrew themselves, Hll 2 form avose from them, advan-
cing, gliding towards him, Up, from the mountains and the plains, the figure
grew and gathered, shaping itself, A womaon of unutberable loveliness, it seemed,
méjestio and serens. Unablo to contain himself, throbbing with hope, the youth
sprang forward,  Stopt then the lovelincss, and back—and back-—withdrew.
. Ponting, he ran, he shricked, n vain! tho swifter he pursued, the swifter she
drew back, till, like the jugels of a éhifted plass; she vanisht—and the hills were
there. "hen Ariel re-traced his steps, vexed, galled, desperate; Jo! still haole-

T wned Bs e went, ags;in’ he hills shot suddenly away, melting into each other and

the form, Again ran Ariel to yaeet—again the lovaliness withdrew. Then fell
; corandthuse L L .
weeh yout! ‘The more thou followest, the more shall T,
aw. . Beautiful T ara of mould, but fifeless, WWith me is no warm hearl
" 40 lay thine own -upon, ;- I am thy ghadow. .- Dwell not thou with me—Medusa-
like, T will transform thee=look I” . Like glare of optie lens, a round of
£ foll sudden on {hé mountain, hringing out alone, the old man on his

- of silver hajr--no pebble in the rock--~bif, in the Hght,

nged: L was—that aged solitary. + Frigid' ag stone he

ated i a veiy portion of the vock, he seemed, barren

iy ﬁgu_ré of a man,
P pon his lip, pacing
: “Pshaw! there is not even.

A our-after hour past by, but :sﬂill
when only the stars were out, he turned -




