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THE OHURCH.

BY C. P, CRANCH.

{It strikes us that we have wet with the name of C. P. Cranch
before—perhaps among the lettors of the cver-to-be-admired Theo-
dore Parker, for he (Mr. Cranch) seems to have taken a part in
the transesndontul movement thut stirred up Boston 40 years ago,

but we had little idea of the power that slumbered in his brain till ¢

we tead in the Tndex (Aug. 15, 1878) n prese article “On Matter
and Spirit,"” but more especinlly a poem on whut seemed an un-
promising subject—The Church. The poem, as given in  the
Jndex, consists of forty-one stanzas, und is of surprising excellence.
Wo very much regret that tho spice at our command does not
allow us to reproduco more than eleven of theso stunzas : but, if

they please any of our readers half as much as they delighted us,

he will not fuil to send for the publication we have indicated and
Judge for himself. The Index, we need hardly say, is clways
worth reading, standing, as it does, among tho leading liberal
journals. whether in the Old World or the New.]
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What didst thou for the studious sage* who saw
Through Nature's veils tho great organic foree, —
Who sou;ht and found tho all-prevading law
That liolds the rolling planets in their course 1
When didst thou fail to check the flowing source
Of truth whose waters needs must inundate

The theologic dikes that guarded thy cstato?

Is there a daring thought thou hast sot crushed 1
Is thero 2t generous faith thou hast not ctised 1
Is there o whisper, howder Jow aul hushed,
Dreathed for the future, but thou wast the fisst
To silenre with thy tortures,—thou the worst
Of auaichrists, and cunningest of foes

That ever aguinst God and man's grest progress rosol

Yet life was iu thee once.  Thy carlier youth

Was flushed with blossoms of a heavenly bloom.

Thy Wlight began, when o'er God's cominon truth

Aud man’s nobility did thi's assume

The dread prerogative of life aud doom

The erceds which scrved as swaddling-Lands wero bound
Like grave-ciothes round the limbs Jaid living underground.

When man grows wiser than his creed allows,

Aud vobler than the church he has outgrown ;

Whea that which was Jis old familiar house

Nolonger isa home, but all alone,

Alone with God, he dams to litt the stone

From off the skylight between heaven and him—
Thea shines 2 grander day, then fade the speetres grim.

And uever yet was growth, sve when it breke

Tke lotter of tho sdead scholastic fnn,

The hatk dveps off, and leaves the expanding wk.

To stretels with giant arms thonmzh sun and storm,

The dlals that ugen his breast lay warm,

The sage throws down, and breaks their hollow shrine,
A follows tho grvat hand that points to light divine

But thoa O Churchi? didst steal the mnther's mask,
Tho wut:terfeit of heaven,—sa to unfeld
Thy flock aroand thee,  None lookel near, ta ask,
* A1t thou our mnther, tmly I Nane so bold
A Iefe thw veil, and show how hiard and ¢!
Thow ryes of tyranny, that mouth of mi's,
That low and nanus hiow, the witcheraft of that smile.—

* Galileo.

That subtlo smile, deluding while it warmed ;

Thut arrogant, inquisitorial nod ;

That hand that stabbed, like Herod, the new-formed

The childlike life swhich drew its breath from Ged,

And, for that star by which the Magi trod

Tho road to Bethlchem, the Gond Shepherd’s home,
Lit lurid idol-fives on thy seven hills of Rome.

* * * * * * * * s
Rut thou who cluim’st the keys of God's own heaven,
And who wouldst fuin usurp the keys of earth,—
Thon, leagued with priests and tyrants who had given
Their hands, and pledged their oaths to blight the birth
Of thine own childern’s rights,—for scorn und mirth
Oune day shalt stand, thy juggling fulschoods named,

"Thy plots und wiles unmasked, thy heaven-high titles shamed !

Lunk to the proud tiara on thy brow !

Its gems shall crush thee down like leaden weights.

Thy alchemy is cead ; and wouldst thou now

Thunder anathemas against the States

Whose powers are Time's irrcfraguble fates?

Look to thy gloiies ! They must shrink away,—
With meaner powp must fall, and sink into decay.

Lo, thou art sumbered with tho things that were,
Soon to be laid upon the dusty shelves
Of antiquaries,—once so strong nud fair,
Now classed with spells of magic, midnight ¢lves,
And all balf-lics, that pass away themselves
When once a puople rises to the light

Of primal truths sud comprebends its heaven-born right.

Tail on 5 but littlo canst thon do to-day.
Tho sun is risen.  The daylight dims thy shriucs.
The age outstrips thee, marching on its way,
And overflowing all thy boundary lines.
How art thou fallen, O star! How lurid shines
Thy taper undemeath the glowiag sky !

How fecble grows thy voice, how Justerless thino eyo!
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CASE OF CHASE AGAINST COMSTOCK.

Not only should every physician and druggist, but every per-
son of pragressive thoughtin the land, take a2 more than common
interest in tho trial and termination of thissuit. It is destined

* to be a historical casc, one that will test the legai authority of

the deputy of a powerful Christian association, and one that will

. place Comstock and his society upon the pedestal of public odium

for all timc. Qrganized cffirt is being mado to sustain Mrs.
Chase in her righteous demand for retributive justice, Grand
Juries biave exenlpated her, the New York Modieal Socicety has

. endorsad kher, aud her syringes are mpidly reeeiving public ap-

proval.  This action, under the management of Meody B. Smith
aud Win. A, Brach, will be pressed 10 trial fast 15 the Iogal niills
can grind,  The certain result of this case will be a stunning blow

+ 3t higntry and | ersecution, and 2 triumphant victory for hiberal-

« iz~ opinion and personal rights

A powerfal Christian combina-
tion is ¢~ bo fought threngh the person of this carrion-serking
Comatack, and the provecution will call for more money thzn
Mys, Clase ean afford after the great foss she bas sustained. Al
wha deem it their duty to contribute sulstantial sympathy to this
wrenzed weman, and who wish to forther tho cause of right in

- helping Ler mecure pedress czn forwand remittances to Sam B

Chase, A. M, M. D., 56 West Thirtr-thinl street, Now Yark, or
at Jeast sulacnibe for her paper, the Physisloyist ard Family Phy-

sician,
S. H. PresroN.



