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ish, untrue. Qenuine Work alone, what thou workest
faithfully, that is eternal, as the Almighty Founder and
World-Builder himself. Stand thou by that; and let
 Fame” and the rest of it go prating. .

LABOUR.

For there is a perennial nobleness, and even sacredness,
in Work. Were he never so benighted, forgetful of his
high calling, there is always hope in a nan that actually
and earnestly works; in idleness alone is there perpetual
despair. Work, never so Mammonish, mean, is in com-
munication with Nature ; the real desire to get Work

done will itself lead one more and more to Truth, to

Nature's appointments and regulations, which are truth.

The latest Gospel in this world is, Know thy work and
do it. ‘“ Know thyself:” long enough has that poor
¢ gelf” of thine tormented thee; thou wilt never get to
“know” it, I believe ! Think it not thy business, this of
knowing thyself ; thou art an unkuowable individual :
know what thou canst work at; and work at it like a
Hercules! That will be thy better plan.

It has been written, ‘‘an endless significance lies in
Work ;” a man perfects himself by working. Foul jungles
are cleared away, fair seedfields rise instead, and stately
cities; and withal the man” himself first ccases to be a
jungle and foul unwholesome desert thereby. Consider
how, even in the meanest sorts of Labour, the whole
soul of a man is composed into a kind of real harmony,
the instant he sets himself to work! Doubt, Desire,
Sorrow, Remorse, Indignation, Despair itself, all these
like helldogs lie beleaguering the soul of the poor day-
worker, as of every man : but he bends himself with free
valour against his task, and all these are stilled, all these
shrink murmuring far off into their caves. The man is
now a man. The blessed glow of Labour in him, is it
not as purifying fire, wherein all poison is burnt up, and
of sour smoke itself there is made bright blessed flame !

Destiny, on the whole, has no other way of cultivating
us, A formless Chaos, once set it revolving, grows round
and ever rounder; ranges itself, by mere force of gravity,
into strata, spherical courses ; is no longer a Chaos, but a
round compacted World, What would become of the
Earth, did she cease to revolve ? In the poor old Earth,
50 loug as she revolves, all inequalities, irregularities dis-
perse themselves; all irregularities are incessantly be-
coming regular. Hast thou looked on the Potter’s wheel
—one of the venerablest objects; old as the Prophet
Ezechiel and far older ? Rude lumps of clay, how they
spin themnselves up, by mere quick whirling, into beauti-
ful circular dishes. And fancy the most assiduous Potter,
but without his wheel ; reduced to make dishes, or rather
amorphous botches, by mere kneading and baking ! Even
such a Potter were Destiny, with a human soul that
would rest and lie at ease, that would not work and spin !
Of an idle unrevolving man the kindest Destiny, like the
most assiduous Potter without wheel, can bake and knead
nothing other than a botch ; let her spend on him what
expensive colouring, what gilding and enamelling she
will, he isbut a botch, Not a dish; no a bulging, kneaded,
crooked, shambling, squint-cornered, amorphous botch—a
mere enamelled vessel of dishonour ! Let the idle think
of this.
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Blessed is he who has found his work ; let him ask no
other blessedness. He has a work, a life-purpose ; he
has found it, and will follow it ! How, as a free-flowing
channel, dug and torn by noble force through the sour
mud-swamp of one’s existence, like an ever-deepening
river there, it runs and flows—draining off the sour fester-
ing water, gradually from the root of the remotest grass-
blade ; making, instead of pestilential swamp, a green
fruitful meadow, with its clear flowing stream. How
blessed for the meadow itself, let the stream and its value
be great or small! Labour is Life: from the inmost heart
of the Worker rises his god-given Force, the sacred
celestial Life-essence breathed into him by Almighty God ;
from his inmost heart awakens him to all nobleness,—to
all knowlege, ‘“ self-knowledge” and much else, so soon as
Work fitly begins, Knowledge? The knowledge that
will hold good in working, cleave thou to that; fovr
Nature herself aceredits that, says Yea to that. Properly
thou hust no other knowledge but what thon hast got by
working : the rest is yet all a hypothesis of knowledge ;
a thing to be argued of in schools, a thing floating in the
clouds, in endless logic-vortices, till we try it and fix it,
“Doubt, of whatever kind, can he ended by action
alone.”

4CONTRIBUTED.»

THE THERAPEUTICAL VALUE OF HYPNOTIC
SUGGESTION.

ROM time to time throughout various periods of the
F world’s history, animal magnetism—or, as it is now
termed, hypnotism —has' flourished more or less; and
now that it again promises to become fashionable, a con-
sideration of this subject may not be out of place. Hy-
protism was known in India more than 2,000 years ago,
and the sect of religious fanatics called Gogins are prob-
ably the originators of most of the Hypnotic manipulations,

Babyloniun and Egyptian priests are said to have pro-
duced their so-called miraculous cures by this means, and
about the middle of the seventeenth century Valentine
Greatrakes created a great deal of attention in Great
Britain and Ireland by claiming to cure King’s Evil with
this method of treatment.

It has been truly stated that ¢ Phenomena of a marvel-
lous kind, more especially such as imply a mysterious
power exercised by one person over another, not only
attract attention, but take so firm a hold on the imagina-
tion that belief in them breaks out now and again with
all the intensity of an epidemic;” hence when Mesmer
began to practice this art in Paris in 1778 people flocked
to him from all directions.

Mesmer surrounded his patients with all the pomp and
ostentatious display which usually characterizes charla-
tanism. Sounds of soft, melodious music floated through
the air of his aupartments, which were made fragrant
with sweetly-scented odors, while the dimly lighted room
in which his patients were treated was hung with gilded
mirrors that reflected the mystified faces of his credulous
patients, who sat around a large vat in which various
aromatic drugs and chemicals were decocted.

So great was the interest and excitement created by
him that the Government appointed a committee to in-




