—-

T T T T

__A_.-,__
TR

e
e I i ¢ st

Yhy l’ll' "0

BY FATHER PROUT.
—
lhl:': :ulenu that told of & Gypsy who
In tbe land where the Pyramids be ;
‘mgor 10be was emb) Ma \:ufa'-um.
© and her belt
Wllg devioes, right wondrous to see

she lived 1n the da, ;
i b 115 ys whan our Lord

Op his Moth:r's Immaculate breast :
‘When he fed from his fue—wh n to Ezypt

exiled
He went fown with 8L, Joseph the bleat.
This Ezyp'ian hel
mo‘tﬂ-n eld converse with magle,

And Lhe futate was given to her geze,
For an oblisk marked her abode, und a

sphinx
On her threshold kept vigll always,
wunpenll". and ever alone, nor was

oo
In the hauats of the disso'ute crowd ;
But communed with the ghosts of the Phar-
onhs, | ween,
Or with visitors wrapped in a shroud,

Aud there came an old man from the desert
ne day. .

O ’
‘With & muid on a mule by that road ;
And u obild o her bosom recilued—aud the

we
Led hl’m straight to the Gypay’s abode ;
And they seemed 10 have truveled & weari-
M::Tlx.e'l,f.::‘tlrhe 1
MANY, many & league—
From a tyrant’s pnuun.' !rmnyna ::emy'l

wrath,
lpo::.wub toll and overcome with fati-

Aud the U?vy camse forth from her dwell-
' ing and pray'd

That the piigrims would rest them awhile;
And -ho'mrcrud her couch 1o that delicate

mal
Who had come many, many a mile:
And she fondled the baba w’;m uffection’s

caress,
- And shie heggad the old man wou'd rep 8
‘Here the stranger,” she sald, “cver flads
free access,
And the wanderer balm for his woes,"

Then her guests from the glare of the noon-
day she led
To a seat 1u her grotto so cool
Where 8he spread them abauquet of iruits—
and a shed
Wita 8 manger, she found for the mule ;
With the wine of the Palm tiee, with the
dates uewly called
All the toli of the road she beguiled ;
Aud with so gin a language mysterious,
shelwlled
On her bosum the way faring chlid,

When the Gypsy anon in her Ethion hand,
Piaced the infant's dimivutive palin,
Ah, 'twas fearful to see, how the features she
rcanved
Of \Lie bab: in hieslumbers 8o calm !
While she noticed and marked every fur-
row that crossad
O'er the tracings of Destiny’s line ;
“Whenes eome ye ?' she eried, in astonlish-
ment lost,
“For this caild 18 of lineags diviae |

“l"rom' ll‘nn villagae of Nuzreth,” Joseph re-
eda,

P
" Whoere wa dwelt in the land of the Jaw,
Wehnve flad from & Lyra it whose garmeuts
are dyed |
Ia the gore of the chiidren he slow ;
We are lold to remalu, tlll ab angel’s com-
mand
Bhall appciat us the hour to return ;
But 1!l thea weé inhabit the foreigner's

lan¢
And in E;ypt we made our 80j urn,”
‘-Theln' ;e tarry with me !” cried the Gypsy
Y,

)
“And ye make of my dwellirg A home ;
Many years huve I prayed that Lhedsraelite

0y,
(Blessed hope of the Gentiles!) wonld
eome”’
And she kissod both the feet of the Infint
and knelt

And adored him at once ;—then a smile
thlgu Ia“:e of Lis mother who cheerfully

well
With ber host oa the banks of the Nils.

BEN HUR;

OR,
THE DAYS OF THE MESSIAH |

BOOK SECOND,

CHAPTERIV.
JUDAH'S MOTHER

The motker resumed her essy position
against the cushion, while the son took
place on the divan, his head ia her lap.
Both of them, looking cut of the opening,
could see a stretek of luwer house tops in
the vicinity, a bauk of bine blackness
over in the west which they kuew to be
mountaive, aud the eky, its shadowy
depths briliace with stars.  The city was
still, O.ly the winds stirred,

“Amrah tells me something has hap- !
pened to ycu,” ehe said, caressing his |
cheek. “When my Judah was a chald, I/
aliowed awall things to troutls him, but
he lanow a man., He must not forget” |
—her voice became very soft—“hat one |
day he is to be my hero.” !

She gpoke in the langnage almost lost '
In the land, but which a few—eni they
were always a3 rich in blood as in posses-
slons—cherished in its purity, that they
might be more certainly distingnished
from Gentile peoples—the lavgaape in
which the loved Rebeksh and Rachel
sang. L4

The words appeared to set him thinkivg
anew; after a while, however, he caught |
the hand with which she ‘a-ned him, and
wid, “To duy, O my mother, I have been
made to think of many things that never
had plece in my mind before. Tell me
firet, what am 1 to be ??

“Have I not told you? You are to be '
my hero

He could not sce her facy, yet he knew
the was in play, He became more seri-
ous.

“You are very good, very kind, O my
;nu't,her. No one will ever love me ai you

0.

He kiseed the hand over ard over again,

“I thivk I understand why you would
have me put «fl the question,” he con- |
tinued, “Thus far my life has belonged
to you, How gentle, how sweet your
control has hzen | I wishit could last for |
ever. Bat that may not be, It is the
Loxrd’s will that I shall one day become
owner of myself—a day ¢ f separation, and
therefore a dreadful day to you. Let us
be brave and serious, I will be your hero,
but you must put mein the way. You
kuow the law—every son of Israel must
bave sume occupation. I amnot exempt, |
and ask now, shull [ tend the herds? or
till the soil 7 or drive the saw? or be a |
dlerk or lawyer 1 What thall I be ? Dear, '
good mother, help e to an answer.”

“Gamaliel has been lecturing to day,”
shesaid thoughtfally, !

“If 0, I did not hear him.” ’

“Iben you bave been walking with
Simeon, who, they tell me, inherits the |
genius of his family.”

“No, I bave not seen him. I havebeen
up on the market-place not to the Temple,
1 vicited the young Meseala,”

A certain change in his voice attracted
the mother's attention, A presentiment
quickened the beating of her heart; the
fan became motionle:s again,

“The Metsrla !" she eaid* “What could
he 82y to eo trcuble you 1"

“Yes.”

“Roman 1" she continued, haif to her-
sell, “To all the world the word meaus
master, How long bas be been away 1"

‘‘Five years.”

Sbhe raised her head, and looked off into
the night,

“Tbe airs of the Via Sacra are well
enough in the streets of the Egyptian and
in Babylou; bat in Jerusalem—our Jeru
salem—the ¢ ) venant abides,”

And, fuli of the thought, she settled back
into heresy place. s w:s first to speak,

“What Messals eaid, my mother, was
sharp enough in Iuelf'; but, takes wih
the mADLET, IO of the eayings were
intolerable,”

“I thivk I understand you. Rome, her
poets, orators, tenators, couitiers, are mad
with ¢ flection of what they cail eatire.”

“[ suppose all great peoples are proud,”
he went on, scarcely noticing the inter-
ruption; “but the pride of that people is
uulike all others, in these latter days it is
80 grown the gods barely escape it.”

“The gods escape!” said the mother
qnickly, ¢More ttan one Roman has
accapted worship as his divina right.”

“Weli, Messala always had his share of
the disagreeable quality, When he was
a child, I bave scen bim mock strangers
whom even Herod condescended to re-
ceive with honours; yet he ¢1wayssjared
Judea, For the first time, in conversa-
tion with me to-day, he tiifl:d with our
customs and our God, Asyou would
have bad me do, [ parted with him
finally, And now, O my dear mother, I
would kuow with more certainty if there
be jast ground for the Roman's contewpt.
In what am I bis inferior? Is ours a
lower order ¢f people? Why should T,
even in Cwsar’s presence, feel the shrick-
ing of aslave? Tell ma2 especially why,
it I have the sou), and o choose, I may
not hunt the honors of the world in all its
fields? Why may not I take eword aud
indu'ge the passion of war? As a poet,
why may not I sing of all themes? 1 can
be a worker in mctals, a keeper of fl icks,
a merchant, why not an artist like the
Greck?  Tell me, O my mother—aund
this is the sum of my trouble—why msy
not a son of lsrael do sll & Roman may §”

The reader will refer these questions
back to the converea'ion in the markei-
place; the mother, listening with &il her
faculties awake, from something which
would bave been lost upon one less inter-
ested in him—{from the connections of the
subject, the poiniing of the questiovs,
pussibly hie accent and tone—was not less
swilt in msking the same reference. She
sat up, aud in a voice quick and eharp as
Lis own, replied, “I ece, I sce! From
assoc'ation, Messala, in boyhood, was
almost & Jew; bad he remained here, he
might have become a proselyte, so much
do we all borrow from the i1 fluences that
ripen our lives; but the years in Rome
have been too much for him, I do mnot
wonder at the change; yet”—her voice
fell —‘he might have dealt tenderly at
least with you. It is & hard, cruel nature,
which in youth can forget its firet love,”

Her haud dropped lightly upon his
forchead, and the fingsrs caught in his
hair and liogered there loviogly, while
her eyes sought tre hihest stats in view.
Her pride responded to Lis, not merely in
echo, bat in the unison of perfect sym-
pathy. She would answer hiw; at the
same time, not for the world would she
bave Lad the answer uncatisfactory; an
admission of inferiority might weaken his
spitit for life, She faltered with mis-
givigs of her own powere,

“What you propose, O my Judab, is
not a su'j:ct for treatment by a woman.

| Lot me put its consideraticn off till to-

1M0ITOW, and I will have the wise Sim
eon”—

‘Do not send me to the Rector,” he
said ahroptly.

“I will bave him come to us.”

“No, I seck more than informatior;

; while he might give me that better than

you, O my mother, you can do better by
giving me what he cannot—the resolution
which is the soul of & man’s soul.”

She swept the heavens with a rapid
glance, trying to compass all the meauirg
of his questions,

“While craving jastice for oursclves, it
is never wise to be urjast to others, To
deny valour in the enemy we have con-
quered is to underrate our victory; and if
tte enemy be strong enough to hold ua at
bay, much more to covquer us"—she
hesitated—*“self respect bids us seek some
other ¢xplanstion of our misfortunes than
acensing him of qualities inferior to cur
own,”

Thus, speaking to herself rather than to
him, she began :

“Take heart, O my son, The Messala
is nobly descended; his family bas been
illustrious through many generations, In
the days of Rupublican Rome—how far
back 1 cannot tell—they wecre famous,
some as soldiers, some es civiliane. I can
recall but one consul of the vame; their
ravk was senatorial, and their patronage
always sought because they were always
rich, Yetif to day your friend boastsd of
his ancestry, you might have shamed him
by recountiog yours. If he referred t»
the sges through which the line is trace-
able, or to deeds, rank, or wealth—such
allusions, except when great occasion
demands them, are tokens of small minds
if he mentioned them in proof of his
superiority, then without dread, and

| standirg on each particular, you might

bavecta'lenged bim to a comparicon of
records ”

Taking & moment'’s thought, the mother
procecded :

“Oue ot the ideas of fast hold now ia

| that time has much to do with the nobi'ity

of races aud families, A Roman boasting
his superiority on that account over a son
of Israel will alwaye fail when put to the
roof. The founding of Rome was his
eginning; the very best of them cannot
trace their descent beyond that period ;
few of them pretend to do #0; and of such
as do, I say not one could make good his
claim except by resort to tradition.
Meseala certainly could not. Let us look
now to ourselves, Could we better ¢

.A little more light would have enabled
bim tc see the pride that diffused itself
over her face.

“Let ue imagine the Roman putting us
to the challenge, 1 would anawer bim,
neither doubting nor boastful.”

Her voice faltered; a tender thought
changed the form of the argument,

‘Your father, O my Judab, is at rest
with his fathets; yet I remember, as
though it were this evening; the day he

“He s v much id
“You -:n' he bas come l:uk s Roman.”

up into the Temple to present you to the
. We saaiificed the dov ’nd to the
he wrote

r:hn I gave your name, wh
my presence—‘Judah, son of Ithamer,
of the House of Hur' The name was
then carried away, aud writien in a book
of the division of rce,rds devoted to the
saintly family,

“I cannot tell you when the custom of
registration in this mode began, We
kcow it prevailed before the flight from
Egypt. 1have heard Hillel say Abraham
caused the record to be first opcred with
his own name, and the names of his sone,
moved by the promisis of the Lord which
eeparated bim end them from all other
raccs, and made them the highest and
roblest, the very chosen of the earth. The
covenant with Jacob was of like effect.
‘In thy seed ehall all the natious of the
earth ba blesced’—s0 said the angel to
Abiabam in the place Jehoval jireh, *‘And
the land whereon thou liest, to thee will I
glve it, and to thy eeed’—:o the Lord
Him eif said to Jacob asleep at Bethel on
the way to Haran, Afteiwards the wise
men looked forward to & just division of
the Jand of promise ; and, that it might
bs known in the day of partition who
were entitled to portions, the book of
Geuerations wae begun, Bat not for that
alone. The promiss of a blessing toall
the earth through the patriarch reached
far into the future, One name was men-
tioned in cunnection with the blesing—
the benefactor might be the humblest of
the chosen family, for the Loxd our God
knows no distinctions of ravk or riches,
8o, to make the performance clear to men
of the generation who were to witnessit,
aud that they might give the glory (0
whom it belonged, the record was rcgnired
to be kept with ahsolute certainty, Has
it been su kept 1’

The fau pluyed to and fro, until, be-
coming impatient, he repeated the ques
tion, “Is the record absolutely true 1

“Hillel eaid it was, and of all who have
lived no one was 80 well informed upon
the subj:ct. Ouar peoyle have at times
been heedless of some parts of the law,
but never of this part. Tke good rector
Limself has followed the booke of Geuera-
tious through three periods—from the
promises to the opening of the Temple;
thence to the Captivity ; theuce again to
the present, Ouce only were the records
disturbed, and that was at the epd of the
second period; but when the nation re-
tarned from the long ex'le, a8 a first duty
to G d, Zxubb.bel res'ored the books,
enabling us ouce more to carry the l'nes
of Jewish deccent back unbioken fally
two thousand years, And now'’—

She paused as if Lo ailow the hearer to
measure the time comprehended in the
statement,

“And now,” she continued, ‘‘what
becomes of the Ryman boast of blocd
enriched by sges ? By that test, the sons
of Israel wgtching the herds on old Re-
phaim yonder are nobler than the roblest
of the Marcii:”

“And I, mother—by the books, who
am [?”

‘“What I have said thus far, my son,
had reference to your question, I will
answer you. Meesala were here, he
might say, a3 others have eaid, that the
exact trace of your lineage stopped when
the Babylonian took Jerusalem, and razed
the Temple, with all its precious stores;
bat you might plead the pious action of
Z-rubbabel, and retort that all verity in
Roman gencalogy ended when the bar-
barians fiom the West took Rome, and
camped six mouths upon her deeolated
site. Dil the government keep family
bistories? If 8o, what became of
them in those dreadful days? No,
ne; thera is  verity in our bocks
of Gererations; and, following them
back to the Captivity, back to the founda-
tien of the fiest Temple, back to the march
fiom Egzypt, we have absolute assurance
that y ou are lineally sprung from Hur, the
associate of Joehua. In the matier of
descent sanctificd by time, is uwot the
hounour perfeci! Do you care to pursue
farther? If so,take the Torah, and search
the Look of Numbers, and of the seventy-
two generations after Adam, you canfiad
the very progenitor of your Louse.”

There was eilence for a tims in the
chamber on the roof,

“l thavk you, O my mother,” Judah
next said, clasping bth her hands ia his;
“I thavk you with ali my heait I was
right in not having the good rector called
i; he could not have satisficd me more
than you have. Yet, to mske a family
truly noble, is time alone sufficient?"”

“Ak, you igget,-you fuigei; our claim
rests not matﬁy upon time; the Lord’s
preference i3 our especial glory,”

“You are epeaking of the race, and I,
mother, of the family—our family, In
the years since Father Abraham, what
have they achieved? What bave they
done? What great things to lift them
abuve the level of their fellow:}"

She hesitated, thinking she might all
this time have mistaken bis object. The
information be sought wight bave beea
for more than satisaction of wounded
vanity, Youth is but the painted shell
within which, continually growiag, lives
that wondrous thing the spirit of a man,
biding its moment of apparition, eatlier in
some than in others, She trembled under
a perception that this might be the
supreme moment come to him; that as
children at birth reach out their untried
hands grasping for thadows, and crying
the while, so his spirit might, in tempor-
ary blindness, be struggling to take hold
of its impalpable future. They to whom
a boy comes asking, Who am I, and what
am I to bLe? have need of ever so much
care. Each word in answer may prove to
the aftexr-life what each finger-touch of the
artist is to the clay he is modeling.

“I bave a feeling, O my Judah,” she
said, patting his cheek with the hand he
had been caressing—"I have the feelin
that-all 1 have said has been in strife wit
an antagonist more real than imaginary.
If Messala is the enemy, do not leave me
to fight bim in the dark, Tell me all he

said.”
CHAPTER V,

A WOMAN OF ISRAEL,

The young Israclity proceeded then,
and reheamsed his conversation with
Messala, dwelling with particularity upon
the latter’s speeches in contempt of the
Jews, their customs, and much pent round
of life.

Aftaid to speak the while, the mother
listened, discernirg the matter plainly.
Judah had gone to the pa'ace on the

and I, with many rej iicing friends, went
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market.place, allured by love of a play-
mate whom he thovgh’ to find exsctly es
he bad been at the Euﬂmi years before; a
man met him, anc, in place of laughter
and references to the eports of the past,

the wan been full of the
futare, and talked of glory to
be won, ard of 1iches aud power

Uncourelous of the effect the visitor had
come away hurt iu pride, ye: touch-d wiih
natural ambition; but sbe, the joalous
mother, saw it, and, not knowing the turu
the aspiration might.take, became at ouce
Jewish in her fear. What if it lured bim
away from the patriarcbal faith? In her
view, 1hat consequence was more dresd(ul
than any or ell oihers. She could discuver
but one way to avert it, and she set about
the task, her native power reinforced b
love to such degree that her epecch too
a masculine streugth and at times a poet’s
fervour,

“There never has been a people,” she
began, “who did not think themeelves at
least equal to any other; never a great
nation, my son, that did not believe 1tself
the very tuperior. When the Ruman looks
down upon Lirael and lsughs, he merely
repeats the folly of the Egyptian, the
Assyrian, and the Macedonian; and as the
laugh is agaisst Gud, the result will be the
same,” .
Her voice became firmer.

“There is no law by which to determine
the superiority of natipe; hence the
vanity of the claim, and the idleness of
disputes about it. A people risen, run
their race, and die either of themselves or
at the hands of another, who, succeeding
to their power, tike posse:sion of their
plece, and upon their mouuments write
new names; such is history, 1f I were
called upcn to symbolize G.d and man in
the simp'est form, I wou'd draw a straight
line and circ'e; ard of ths live I would
say, ‘T'nis is God, for He alone moves for
ever straight forward,’ and of vbe circle,
“This is man—such is his progress.” Ido
not mean that there is no difference be
tween the careers of nations; uo two are
alike, The difference, however, is not, as
some 83y, in the extent of the cizcle they
describe or the gpace of eaith they cover,
but in the sphere of their movement, the
bighest being nearest God.

“To gtop here, my son, wo1ld be to
leave ibe sut-ject where we began, Lot
us go on,  'Uhere are sigus by which to
measure the circle each vaiion runs while
in its course, By them let us compare
the Hebrew and the Roman,

“Tre eimplest of all the signs is the
daily life of the people. Of this I wil
only say, L.rael has at times forgotten
God, while the Roman vever knew Him;
consequently comparison is not possible,

“Your friend—or your former friend—
charged, if I understood you rightly, that
we have had no poets, artists, or warriore;
by which he meant, I suppose, to deny
that we have had great men, the next
most certain of the signs. A just consid
erati'n of this charge requires a definition
at the commencement. A great man, O
my boy, is one whose life proves him to
have been recognized, if not called, by
God, A Babylinian was used to purish
our recreant fathers, and he cirried them
into captivity; a Persian was seected to
restore their children to the Holy Land;
greater than either of them, however,
was the Macedonian through whom
the desolation of Judea and the
temple was avenged. The special distinc-
tion of the men was that they were chosen
by the Lord, each fora divine purpose;
and that they were Gentiles does not lessen
their glory. Do not l.wee sight of this
defivit:on while I proceed.

“Toere Is an idea that war is the most
noble occupation of men, and that the
most exalted greatness is the growth of
battlefields, Bicause the world bhas
adopted the ides, be not you decelved.
That we must worehip something is a law
which will continue as long as there is
anythiog we caanot understand. The
prayer of the barbarian is a wail of fear
addressed to strength, the omly divine
quality he can clearly conceive ; hence his
faith in heroes. What is Jove but &
Roman hero? The Greeks have their
great glory because they were first to set
Miod above Strength, In Athens the
orator and philosopher were more revered
than the warrior. The charioteer and the
ewiftest runner arestill idols of the arena;
yet the immortelles are 1e:exved for the
sweetest singer. The birthplaca of one
pcet was contested by seven cities, But
was the Hellene the first to deny the old
barbaric faith? No, My son, that glory
s curs; agaivst brutalism our fathers
exected God ; in our worshlp, the wail of
fear gave place to the Hossnna and the
P-alm. So the Hebrew and the Greek
would have carried all humanity forward
and upward, But, alas! the government
of the world presames war ss an
eternal coudition ; wherefore, over Mind
and ahove God, the R )man has entbroned
his Cze ar, the absorbent of all attainable
power, the prohibition of sny other great-
ness,

“The sway of the Greek was a flowering
time for genius. In retarn for the liberty
it then e joyed, what a compauy of
thinkers the Mind led forth? There was
a glory for every excellence, and a per-
fection 8o absolute that ineverything but
war even the Roman has stooped to imi-
tation. A Greek is now the model of the
oratore in the Forum; listen, and in every
Roman song you will hear the rhythm of
the Greek; if a Roman opens his mouth
speaking wisely of moralities, or abstrac-
tions or of the mysterles of nature, he is
either a plagiarist or the dicciple of some
school which had & Greek for ita founder.
In nothing but war, I say again, has Rome
a claim to originality, Her games and
spectacles are Greek inventions, dashed
with blood to gratify the ferocity of her
rabble ; her religion, if such it may be
called, is made up of contributions from
the faiths of all other peoples; her most
venerated gods are from Olympus—even
her Mars, aud, for that matter, the Jove
she much magnifies. So it happens, O
my sop, that of the whole world our Israel
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alone can dispute
Greek, and with bim contest the palm of
original genius.

"To the excellences of other peoples the
egotism of & Roman is a blinifuld, im
penetiable as his breast.plate, Oh, the
ruthless rcbbers !  Uader their trampling
the earth trembles hkc a fl or beaten with
flails. Aloog with the rest we are fallen
—alas that | should say it to you, my son !
They have our highest place and the hol-
iest, aud the end no man can tell ; but
this I know—they may reduce Jadea as
en almond broken with hammers and
devour Jerusslem, which is the oil and
sweetness thereof yet the glory of the
men of Israel will remain a light in the
heavens overhead out of reach : for their
history is ths history of God, who wrote
with their hande, spoke with their tongues
and was Himself in all the good they did,
even the least; who Jwelt with them, a
Lawgiver on Sinai, a Guide in the wilder-
nes, in war a Captain, iu government a
King ; who once aud again pushed tack
the curtains of the pavilion which is His
resting place, intolerably bright, end, as a
man ¢peaking to men, showed them the
right, and the way to happiness, and bow
they should live, and made them promises
biuding the strength of His Almightiness
with covenants sworn to everlastingly, O
my son could it be that they with whom
Jehovah thus dwelt, an awful familiar,
derived nothing from Him 7—that in their
lives and deeds the common human qual-
ities should not in some degree bave baen
mixed and coloured with the divine ! that
their genius should not have in it, even
after the lapse of ages, some little of hea-
ven? 5

For a time the rustling of tha fin was
ell the round heard io the chsmber.

“1a the serss which limits art to sculp-
ture snd paiutivg, it is true,” she next
said, “[sracl has had no artists,”

The admission was made regretfully,
for it must be remembered she was a Sad-
dacee, whose faith, unlike that of the
Pharisees, permiited a love of ths hesuti-
fal in every form, and without refsrence
to its ouigin,

¢Still he who would do jastice,” she
proceeded, “will not forget that the cun-
uing of our hauds was bound by the pro-
hibiticn, “Thon shalt not make unto thee
any graven image, or any likeness of any-
thing;’ which the Sopherim wickedly
extended beyond its purpose and time.
Nor should it be forgotten that long
before D lalus appeared in Atitica, and
with his wooden statues so transformed
ccnlpture as to make possible the schools
of Corinth and /E jina, and their nltimate
triumphe the Peecile and Capitolinm—
loug before the age of Dwelalus, I say, two
Israclities, Bezaleel ard Aholiab, the
master builders of the first tabernacle, said
to have been skilled ‘in all manner of
workmarship,” wrouvght the cherubim of
the mercy-seat above the ark. Of gold
beaten, not chizelled, were they ; and they
were statues in form both human and
divine, ‘Aud they shall stretch forth their
wings on high, . . . and their faces
shall look one to another,” Who will eay
they were not beautiful? or that they
were not the first statues 1"

“Oh, I see now why the Greek out-
stripped ue,” said Judab, inteneely inter-
ested. “And the aik; accureed be the
Babylonians who destroyed it !”

¢Nay, Judah, be of faith. It was not
destroyed, ovly loet, hidden away tco
safely in some cavern of the mountains,
One day—Hillel and Shammai both say so
—one day, in the Lord's good time, it will
be found avd brought forth, and Israel

dance before it, singing es of old,
And they who lock upon the faces
of the cherubim then, though

they have not scen the face of the
ivory «f Minerva, will be ready to kiss
the haud of the Jew from love of his
geniug, asleep through all the thousands
of years.”

The mother, in her esgerness, had risen
into something hke the rapidity and
vehemence of a speech maker ; but now,
to recover herself, or to pick up the
thread of her thought, she rested awhile,

“You are o goed, my mother,” he said
in a grateful way. “Aud I will never be
done saying so, Stammai could not have
talked better, nor Hillel. Iawm a true son
of Israel again,”

“Flatterer !” she eaid. “You do not
know that I am but repeating what I
heard Hillel say in an argumeat he had
one day in my presence with & sophist
from Rome,”

“Well, tke hearty words are yours,”

Directly all her earnestness returned.

“Where was 1? O, yes, 1 was claim-
ing for our Hebrew fathers the first sta-
tunee.  The tr'ck of the sculptor, Judab,
is not all there is of art, any more than
art is all thereis of greatness, I alwaye
think of great men marching down the
centuries io groups and gocdly companies
separable according to nationalities ; here
the Indian, there the Egyptian, yonder
the Assjiian ; above them the music of
trumpets and the beauty of banners ; and
on their right hand and lefr, as revereut
spectators, the generations from the begin-
ning numberless, As they go, I think of
the Greek, saying, ‘Lo | the Hellene leads
the way.’ Then the Roman replies, ‘Sil-
ence ! what was your place, is curs now ;
we have left you behind as dusi trodden
on.’ And all the time, from the far front
back over the line of march, as well as
forward into the farthest future, streams
a light of which the wranglers know noth.
Ing, except that it is for ever leading them
on—the Light of Revelation! Who are
they that carry it ?  Ah, the old Judean
blood ! How it leaps at the thought ! B:
the light we know them, Thrice blessed,
O our fathers, servants of God, keepers of
the covenants ! Yearethe leaders of men,
the living) and the dead, The front is
thine; arnd though every Ruman were a
Ceesar, ye shall not loee it !”

Juduh was deeply stirred.

“Do not stop, 1 pray you,” he cried,
“You give me to hear the sound of tim-
brels. I wait for Miriam and the women
who went after her dancing aud singing.”

She caught his feeling, and, with ready
wit, drove it into herspeech,

“Very well, my son. If you can hear
the timbrel of the prophetess, you can do

“Words fail to express my gratitude,”
says Mr, Selby Carter, of Nashville, Tenn.,,
“for the benefi:a derived from Ayer’s
Sarsaparilla, My system was filled with
scrofula; blotches, ulcers, and mattery
sores, all over my body.” Mr, Carter was
entirely cured by Ayer's Sarsaparills,
eight months ago, and bas had no return

the superiority of the

what I was about to ask; yod can use

our fancy, and stand with me, as i
{Iu -.','3., while the chosen of -ml‘ 2
us at the head of the procemsion, Now
tho{ come—the patriarchs first ; next the
futhers of the tribes, I almost hear the
bells of their camels snd the lowing of
their berds. Who is he that walks alone
hetween the cowpanies ? An old man, yet
his eye is not dim, nor his natural force
ahated, Hn koew the Lord face to face !
Warrier, poet, orator, law-giver, prophet,
his greatness is a3 the run at morning, jig
flood of splendor quenching all other
lights, even that of the first and noblest
of the Cw ars, After him the judges,
And then the kings—the sou of Jesse, a
hero in war, and a singer of song-eternal
as that of the sea; and his son, wh, pags-
ing a'l other kings iu 1ishes and wisdom
and while making the Desert hnhita‘)le:
and in its waste ‘placea lantiog citi
forgot not Jerusalem which the ln:l
had chosen for His seat on earth,
Bend lower, my scn! Theee that come
uext are the first of their kind, and the
last, ‘I'beir faces are raised, as if they
heard a vuice in the sky and were listen-
ing. Their lives were full of sorrows,
Their garments emell of tombs and
caverns. Hearken to a woman among
them—'Sing ye to the Lord, for He hath
triumphed gloriously !’ Nay, put your
forehead in the dust before them! They
were tongues of God, His rervauts, who
locked through heaven, and, seeing all
the future, wrote what they saw, and left
the writinr to be proven by time. Kings
turned pale a3 they approached them, and
vations trembled at the sound of their
voices, The elements waited upon them,
In their hands they carricd every bounty
and every pisgue, See the Tishbite and
his servaut Elisha! Sce the sad son of
Hilkiah, and him, the eeer «f visions, by
the river of Chebar! The three children
of Jadah who refused to worship the
image of the Babylonian, and that one
who, in the feast to the thousaud loxds, so
confounded the astrologers.
—O my son, kiss the dust again ! —yonder
the geutle ton of Amoz, from whom the
world has its promise of the Messiah to
¢ me!"”

In this passage the fan had been kept
in rapid play; 1t stopped wow, aud her
voice frank low,

“You are tired,” she said,

“No,” he replied, “1 was listening to a
new song of Lireal,”

‘I'be mother was still intent upon her
purpose, and passed the plessant epeech.

“In such light aa I could, my Jadah, I
have set our great men before y ou—patrl-
archs, legi:lators, warriors, singers,
prophets, Turn we to the best of Rome.
Against Moses place Casar, and Tarquin
against David; Sylla against either ot the
Maccabees; the best of the consuls against
the jadges; Augustus against Solumon,
and you are done : comparison ends there,
But thiuk then of the prophets—greatest
of the great.”

She laughed ecornfrlly,

“Pardon me, I was thirking of the
eootheayer who wained Cuiae Julius
against the Ides of March, and fancied him
looking for the omene of evil which his
master derpised in the entrails of a
chicken. From that picture turn to
Elijah sittig on the hill-top on the way
to Samaria, amid the gmoking bodies lt])f
the i their fifties, warning the
8)0 m& the wutl:.'of our &)d.
Finally, O my Judah—if such epeech be
reverent—how thall we judge Jehovah
and Jupiter unless it be by what their
servants have done in their names? And
as for what you shall do”--

Ste spoke the latter words slowly, and
with a tremulouas utterance,

“As for what you shall do, my boy--
serve the Lord, the Lord Gud of Israel,
not Rome. Fora child of Abraham there
is no glory except in the Lord’s ways,
and in them there is much glory.”

“l may be a soldier then?’ Judah
asked

“Why not {
man of war ?”

There was then a long silence in the
summer chamber,

“You have my permiecion,” che said
finslly; “if only you serve the Lord in-
stead of Cwar.”

He wes content with the condition, and
by ard bg fell asleep. She arose then,
snd put the cuehion under bis bead, and,
throwing a shawl over him and kissing
him tenderly, went away,

TO BE CONTINUED,

Did not Moses call God a

How To Save Money.

Wherever you live, you should write to
Hallett & Co., Portland, Maine, and learn
about work that you can do while living at
yuvur own home at a profit of at least from §5
lo $25 and upwards dun1y. Some have made
over §60 in & day. Allis new. Kither sex.
All ages. Hallett & Co. will stary you. Cap-
ital not needed. Al particulars free. Send
along your address at oncs and ail of the
above will be proved Lo you. Nothing like
it ever known to workingmen,

C. A, Livingstone, Plattaville, eays : “I
have much pleasure in recommending Dr,
Thomas’ Eclectric Oil, from having used
it myself, and, having sold it for some
time, Inmyown casv I will say for it
that it is the best preparation I have ever
tried for rheumatism,”

The superiority of Mother Graves’
Worm Exterminator is snown by its good
effects on the children, Parchase a bottle
and give it a trial.

Trose Twin Foms to bodily comfort,
Dyspepsia and Biliousness, yield when
war is waged against them with Northrop
& Lyman’s Ve%etqble Discovery and Dya-
peptic Cure. Its use alsc insures the re-
moval of Kidney and Uterine maladies,
and promotes unobstructed action of the
bowels. The purity of its ingredients s
another point in its favor, - Asa blood
purifier it has no equal. It is als) a great
tavorite with the ladies,

A Seasonable Hint,

During the breaking up of winter, when
the air is chilly and the weather damp,
such complaints as rheumatism, neura
lumbago, sore throat, croup and other
painful effects of sudden cold, are preval-
ent, It is then that Hagyard’s Yellow
Oil is found truly valuable as & household
remedy.

To lessen mortality and stop the lnroads
of disease, use Northrop & Lyman's Vege-
table Discovery and Dyspeptic Care, for
all diseases arising from Impure Blood,
such as Pimples, Blotches, Biliousness, In.
digestion, etc., etc , it has no equal. Mra,
Thomas Smith, Elm, writes : “I am nsin
this medicine for Dyspepsia; I have tri
many remedies, bat this is the only one

of the scrofulous symptoms.

that has done me any good.”

And yonder
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LY MAUKICE F, EGAN.
: 1
1his 1hy day of giovy ;
og‘x?;:ﬁ'lsn';.l:::xlh Lm; tuntbli €; gore s

¥ And l'llfxcun:mr raptured 1ps purst the sweet

'lot ;‘t:'v'y tLou, Rose Cf TOLES,
blocm.

com’'st to

A tud tbhcu wert when Gabriel out of Hea-

(_‘a:r:nbﬂ-dh:z 1ow before thee, Humblest

e i ce Ged glven—
e of the Gift o thee dg
‘Hﬂfﬂ':}ﬂu wonen, Mary, plested art!’

sgh tbespriz g oftbe Apvunciation,
‘i‘{;?‘rgltgbpuh 1Le tLILILET, BTEW tby Hope

God ’.'.“3«""2& peace for will's 1enuncia-
Hh‘ o'l;—“' sWeet yeece, pure yold withcut
ll‘luy.

JLervirmer prseed ; like swift-wipged doves
W,
Flt:k: dn.gt“dt:.md gtne, filled was each

) spring,
And l?nps]:lgt I;IEBI. bed lcng drled vp the
)

dew
Tke Ll’te-wm:ln thize grew—0 wondious
tuing !

1
1¢ Rore ! O Rose of Joy a1d Sorrow |
o\‘\!i‘n:'tc;?sce. uL;t love sbide with thee

snd thine!
Biretched bappy
ow 2
lfornll:,‘rle. God's hendmaid with his Son
RIS, - Catholic World,

elly 0'Connar's (hiismas.

MAURICE F, EGAN. o
cm was ewall ard ecautily furn-
ish'fST rhom in ell ite mrapgements there
were tizces of womenly teste aud thrift,
fhe wirdow was low axd parrow, and
locked into an uninvitix gcuu]:t', but it was
covered with a. curtain of dainiy vll?w,
tbrcugh which a stray gltvum of rupshine
fell vpon Nelly O Cornor s plants. lbesln;
were & living eprig of green ebamuc
from the old suil, end a pet gerarium, the
gorgeous CriIneon blcssems of which shove
cut like rubics smid the emerald eettivg
of its folizge, 1 rpite of “winter a1 d cold
weatber.” It secmed os if the i1fluence
of Nelly OCinuor’s loving heart h;d
power to protect her silent pets fiom L e
blight of the lierceet fiost, for while ;r.
neigkbors’ plents witbered acd died at the
first touch of cold weatker, hers th{:}iv‘{
well, ard frcm lhti:‘lhltle window nodd«d
g sleet and enow. e
d‘g:: fge‘zsutly papered walls of this lit-
tleroom hung ibree picturee—the ]ﬁlﬂia?--
ulate Conception, 1ight sbove el );
head; St. Patiick and the Serpents, au

deys 1C-mMOr1OwW ard to-

iel O'Connell, whose “counterfeit pre:
2:?:1‘15&»1‘" Uwu ,placed dlllxgc'.ly opposite
d Mr. O’Connor’s arm-cheir.
i l:h:ing told all 1 remember about the
room, 1 shall try to descrite Nelly ber-

lockin
check:

"]é'he eat in her ueunal place by the win-
dow engrged in Ler ueual occupation—
sewing—for Nelly (VConucr kad to work
for ber own livirg aud for that of her
‘."‘i";l;;tm:;le gleem of winter s?xmhu‘:e
lightly tovched her smooth brewn b;u-,
ard formed a balo arcurd tke bead that
" bent over the work o intenty. lma;-mle‘:
a graceful little woman c'ed in adapv.
dress with smowy ccllas and cuffe;
imagine an oval face with lees colorin it
than it joseeeed thiee months 8go, wb.ln
it looked its last ¢na certain gieen lele
acrcss the eca; o pair Of datk blue eyes,
screne, ca m, yet bpgbt,_mlh at times &
sparkle of laughter in their deptbs, and at
others a thedow cf radnes, Imsgine—
but what’s the use of imagining at ftll j—
anybody that uever saw Neily O'Connor
’§ can not imagice whatlu t‘ch_anmr g, modest
ish girl ehe was at that tume.
ImAh(t‘S: a while it became too dark to
sew. Nelly 1ose and stirred the fireuntil | ©' p
it cast a red glow on the wall opposite.
Then she flitted Eitl\m“y ﬂ:.ibout. the room
vght out the tea things.

y ‘n‘d'l:’:\(;:et’s late this evening,”’ she mur-
mured, when the tatle was fully arranged.
«If I hadn’t so much corfidence in Tip,

1'd feel ax xious.”
Axd Nelly went to the door ard locked
into the gloomy court. There was nobedy | To
3 coming, to she lighted her lamp, and | gey
again the eeldom idle necdle began its | ¢o
1 mv
ﬂl%l':o minutes later patterirg eteps be- he
_came audible without, aud tlere wm]a‘a ris
' sound of ecratching at the dour. Nelly | T
opened it, and 8 ¢emall, curly biack dog | ve
bounded in and ttood on kis hind legs to ?P
ive the girl's caress. 4l
ngll::t‘r -Ed heavier footsteps followed, | 4
snd a tall, strongly built man entered the 8y
soom. Bi: hair wae whits a8 sLow, his | m
face was ruddy and unwrinkled; thoogh | ¢h
old, be would bave seemcd perfectly hale | ()
and beexty, were it not for lhe_n‘uuse n
indicision of his motious and _lunh.e'u-
P pression of blanknc:s—of scme incomplete: _,;
) in bis countenance. ; v
nefl's'h_n::nwaut of temething—that ircom- | 1,
Jleteneec—was real,  For ten years Brian | 4
D'Connor tad teen blind, Light s1d b
B8 arkness were the came to bim. E
] was beginning to be s1xious about |
ou, father,” she said, teking the old men's |
oveicoat, 4 S 1
a}‘.:lx-;’l sore hedn’t I Tip _vmh me 1" | ¢
guswered he in a cheery voice, £ he | }
ooped to pat the dog's curly .l\?:.(‘. t
Faith, he’s the real Tip an’ no mistake
B his love of fightin’, 1f 1 badn’t held on | }
his staing with all me etrergth, be'd |
Pave been the death of helf a dozen curs |
£ to day. But thut’s nayther bere northere.
Tet's bave tay, Nelly jewel, an’ I'll tell |

mething e

o%;: meal 05« r, Nelly gave bim his pipe,
2d he sunk into his arm cbair, which
was always pleced in bis favorite position,
bposite the print of Dauiel O Conuells
Ho counld not sce the picture; but 83 the
Begitator often figured largely in his cuhn-
ersation, it gave him pleasure to empha-
jze his remmks by pointing with his
pipe at the portrait of #ould Dan him-

alo
0
con

gelf.”
{  “Wel), Nelly, mavourneen,” he began,
settling himself comfc rtably iu his chair,
4Tip and myeelf have had a lorg walk
fthrough the city, but there’s no work stir-
yin’ that a blind man can do.”. Heepoke
igiavely, but without bitterness, sy
~ “An’ what if there ien't, father'{’ m’d
Nelly hastily dl‘" ppirg har w’olk. “Sure’s
%s plenty for me to do.’ ;
y‘he'l'r:e (':ld myln shook his head, “It isn’t
the likes o! you, mavourneen, that ought
to be elavin’ here from morn to night,
warin' your firgers to the bone for a
wor thless ould wreck that can do nothin'
Fbut eat and sleep.”




