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Wenacing, when he exerts his power. Alwyn falls into a
$Woon like death and remamns thus for a day, when the soul
¢omes back and animates once more the body.
In the interval Alwyn has roamed the spirit world and
et a radiant angel-girl, who tells him she has been waiting
or hl{ll for long years and has loved him all the while.
heos is completely captivated by her beauty, as she leads
M lovingly over the beautiful scenes of the spirit world.
t last she ‘tells him they must separate—she to return to
l:siplace among the spirits, h» to go back to his star. Her
st words werve : < Seek thow the field of Avdath ! As Christ
Wes, I will meet thee there !  Favewell”
writ As Theos returns to consci.ousn'ess.he seizes paper and
Writ:s a poem in a sudde'n mspu‘at}on, the greatest ever
cons *in- ‘Whe.n he has finished, Hehqbas enters and he
tellsu} tS him with eagerness as to the Field Of‘ Avdath, and
the nm‘h(? now begins to believe that God lives ftnd that
ov soul ig }mmortal, because he feels the throb of immortal
€. Heliobas refers him to the Book of Esdras in the
Procrapha, and tells where it may be found near Babylon.
moon'{_heos at once starts .for.this place, and at leng'hh, one
fielq lg}?‘t night, about midnight, he f_'n}ds himself in this
is«:(‘)vw ich seems barren and uninviting. At length he
infa,m?;s a maiden, the :Ln.gel _of his dream, He is once more
is (}zefi, but she tells him, in tones of sweetest love, that
‘1} Oehef separates them.
love 4 my unfmthful beloved ! what can T do for thee ! A
ou v:rl'sieen thou w11.t not understand.; a love _ma_de mz_uufest;
errang lht not recognize. 'Alas ! my journey is in vain, my
ing opeless ! For Whl.le thine unbelief resists my plead-
brié rGOLVhCan T lead thee from danger into safevy ! How
par, dé’ e‘depth.s" between our parted souls? How win thee
on and blessing from Christ the King P
She leaves him and he falls into a trance, in which he

See . . .
Ms to enter a great and beautiful city. He is in danger-
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the crowd because he does not yield homage to the
ss Lysia. He is rescued by the poet-laureate of the
him tanld‘ the most corteous of men, Sah Luma, who takes
.} %0 his house and makes him his friend. He finds ihis

el , . e
cit§ ]':i“ffn over to worldly passions. The divinity of the .
» Liysia, he finds to he the goddess of sensuality. Sah

m;l(;m‘ ;le finds to be a poet with only one thought—fame
inclusi,mon“' enjoyment. He has all luxuries about him,
incen%e]%’ df%vote(% and beautiful female .sla.ves, who burn
ang Sa.h (I’ his genius. .He goes to the festivals of the king
Bmap, Luma sings his great poems, a.'nd he finds to his
nd pul ‘ip‘t they are exactly his own, which he has written
cos i: ished befo're he lef@ England. After various experi-
self.ip, dull Al Kyris, t-he city, where all are bound up in
and he gence, self-emoyment, at last the city is destroyed,
Fielq Ofwzkes from his trance to find himself still on the
and loyin. rdath. The maiden, Edris, was by his side, tender
hag pg lmg as hefore. He falls at her feet—he tells her he
nd noonge}' doubt. His old self has been thrown away,
faith -tr’hwlt‘h a sense of deepest humility, he looks with
ity dutieg er to be taught all the mysteries of the soul and
himsgﬁ,’en she tells him the vision he has seen is toshow him
is aim'% The poet, Sah Luma, was his former self-—when
and 4 n‘e Were f_or selfish fame and glory. He was now dead
of himSe]‘; spirit has come in its place. She thus tells him
Writin and what he should do. It is certainly beautiful
g.
[

Poetg iﬁu t}}e wide ungrudging fame given to earth’s great
. ancient days was thine. Thy name was on all men’s

glory 5 thou wert, honoured by kings ; thou wert the chief
theg sa,o & great people. Christ had not come to
p“ayin:e by dim types and vague prefigurements, which only
Sou] ; pl‘O_phets could discern ; but God has spoken to thy
b.elieve Juiet moments and thou wouldst neither hear nor
aineq dln .H_lm- . . . Things of the earth, earthy,
eceivedommlon over thee ; by them thou wert led astray,
thoy did and at last forsaken ; the genius God gave thee
SPirityg) St misuse and indolently waste. But thy
[ Indestructable essence lived on and wandered dismay-
dem}“3 OErIOm through a myriad forms of existence in the
ting l,pef‘p}% ual darkness which must be even as the ever-
al ays 1ght 4, Thy immortal but perverted will bore thee
timg, urther from God,and so far from me that thou wert at
thape. 20nd an angel’s ken. Enough ! by a happy

ce, .
’ th‘”ough my desire, thine own roused better will, and
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the strength of one who hath many friends in heaven, thy
spirit was released to temporary liberty. He who
hath himself shaved in human sorrows and sympathies, he
who is the embodiment of the essence of God’s love, came to
my aid. Plunging thy senses in a deep sleep, he summoned
before thee the phantoms of a portion of thy past- —phantoms
which, to thee, seemed far more real than the living presence
of thy faithful Edris. Alas! my beloved, thou art not the
only one on the sorrowful star who accepts a dream for
reality and rejects reality as a dream 2

Then she sends him back to earth and thus speaks to
him of his duty and mission :—

“(Go ! the tired world waits for a gospel of poesy, a new
song which shall arouse it from its apathy, and bring it closer
to God and all things fair. Write ! for the nations wait for a
trumpet-voice of truth; the great poets ave dead ; their
spirits are in heaven, and there is none to replace them on
the sorrowful star save thee. Not for fame do thy work,
nor for wealth, but for love and the glory of God ; for love
of humanty, for love of the beautiful, the pure, the holy;
let, the race of men hear one more beautiful apostle of the
Divine Unseen, ere earth is lost in the light of a larger crea-
tion! Go! perform thy long-neglected mission— that mis-
sion of all poets worthy the name fo raise the world.  Thou
shalt not lack strength nor fervor so long as thou dost write
for the henefit of others. Serve God and live! Serve selt
and die! Such is the eternal law of spheres invisible. The
loss thou seest of self the more thou seest of heaven.
Thrust self away, and, lo! God invests thee with his
prescence |

T know not what others may say, I regard this as mag-
nificent writing, and it breathes a sentiment the world needs
to hear. Therest is easily told. Theos Alwyn becomes a
heliever in God. He sees the glory of self-effacement. His
poetry, inspired Dby love, becomes immortal. Tt makes
him famous, but he despises the fame. In the words of the
author :

“Though the fame of Theos Alwyn widens year by year,
aud his sweet clarion-harp of song rings loud warning, pro-
mise, hope and consolation above the noisy tumult
of the whirling age, people listen to him merely in
vague wonderment and awe, doubting his prophetic utter-
ance and loath to put away their sin. But he, never weary
in well doing, works on ever vegardless of self, caring nothing
for fame, but giving all the viches of his thought for love.
Clear, grand, pure, and musical, his writings fill the time
with hope and passionate faith and courage; his inspiration
fails not, and can never fail, since Edris is his fount of
ecstasy.”

Tet all who believe in God, in TLove, and the Soul, and
that something exists beiter and higher than self, seek the
writings of Marie Corelli and find satisfaction and inspiration.

J. W. LoNGLEY.

*

Death of Dr. Huxley.

rTVHE death of Professor Huxley, although hardly unex-

pected, will give to the world of science and of litera-
ture a painful shock. It is trae he was not a young man.
He was born at Ealing, in the County of Middlesex, on the
fourth of May, 1825, so that he had passed the three score
and ten which is supposed to be the normal limit of human
life. But we have come to think that this is not old age;
and, besides, the activity of Huxley as a thinker and writer
and controversalist had continued up to the very last, so that
we had a sense of his abiding strength and vigour. At the
time of his death, he had begun to answer Mr. Balfour’s
¢ Foundations of Belief.”

The outward events of Huxley’s life were of no great
importance. His father was one of the masters of the
Grammar School at Ealing, and there he received his early
education, proceeding to the study of medicine at Charing
Cross Hospital. At the age of 21 he became an assistant
surgeon in the navy, where he remained for four years (1846
to 1850). During this time he served under many latitudes
and obtained experience and knowledge which he knew how
to turn to account. '

There was in Huxley a very remarkable combination of
qualities by which he was prepared for the work of his life.
A remarkable power of observation, immense powers of close
and earnest work, a high sense-of duty and of the responsi-




