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TUE VALE OF THE BRAMINS.

From Krummacher’s Parables, translated by Prof.
JAgnew.

I~ one of the most beautiful countries of India,

under a perpetually serene sky, lies a vale be-

girt with mountains, which, since ancient

Jdays, has heen the residence of the pious wor-

shippers of the holy Brama.

Hither, over the mountains, there came one
day a young Indian prince, and desired to
speak with the father and head of the peaceful
Bramin race. His wish was granted him.
An old man of tall, noble form received the
unknown youth. Welcome, young stranger,
said he, to our peaceful vale, whether you
liave come to us intentionally, or have lost
your way !

The former, replied the youth ; T come de-
signedly. »

The old man interrupted him, and said:
The stranger is always welcome to our vale.
We practise here the sacred right of hospita-
lity towards every onc, without asking who he
is or wherefore he comes. For we still hold
10 the old custom of not inquiring the name
and wishes of the stranger until after the tifird
day. Ify therefore, there is nothing urgent
with thee, that requires owr speedy assistance,
come as 2 man and brother into our cirele,
and enjoy with a glad heart what we can of-
fer you. ) '

‘The young prince bowed, and followced the
aged Bramin into the cooling shade of a lofty
palm, where 2 numerous family cirele was as-
sembled.

Men and women, young mea and maidens,
a1l of noble figure and kindly nature, came to
mact the stranger, and saluted him with ag
much frankness as if they had known and lov-
ed him for a year. Children skipped about
him and presented him flowers.

Oh, what an abode of innocence and joy!
sighed the young prince.

‘These dwell together here always, replied
the ol man, For Bramalivesin our hearts,
thercfore our senses never grow old ; and we
see him in each of his creations and gifts,
therefore joy never fails us; and so also we
have no wants which we cannot satisfy. A
deeper involuntary sigh heaved the breast of
the youth.

You arc fatigned by your journey, said the
old man, and beckoned. Immediately two
young mcn came forward and brought a foet-
1ub to wash the feet of the stranger, and two
blooming girls offered to him of the choicest
fruit of the vale,

The young prince refused to have his feet
washed. It is the custom of the sacred lnw
of hospitality, replied the old man, and a re-
freshment which the strong rightfully and
cheerlully extend to the weary. Here no
distinction is made between master and ser-

vant. We respect, in every wanderer, the hu-

man countenance which proclaims him 1o us
2s a son of Brama, who.is perfect love.
The young prince was silent, but a glowing

red was diffused over his cheeks, and his knees
trembled.

- He is not well! said the youths who had
prepared the bath for his feet ; bis knees trem-
ble. Nor has he partaken of our fruits, said
the girls compassionately.

The old man went up to him and took his
quivering hand. My son, said he, the heat of
the day has overcome you. T will lead you
into our dwelling, that you may enjoy sleep.
It will renew your strength, and prepare you
for joyfully participating with us in the holy
festival, which awaits us to-morrow.

The youth allowed himself to be led into
the house by the good old man. Here was
a couch spread with herbs of balmy fragrance,
and over the herls was spread a coverlet, glis-
tening white, as newly fallen enow.

Here, said the Bramin, here you may slum-
ber in quietness, for you rest in the arms of
the all-loving Brama, who blesses this vale.
That shall these tender, delicately fragrant
herbs testify to you, on which you will recline.
And these snow white coverings arc an em-
blem of innocence !

While the old man was speaking, two hoys
entered, bringing a bowl full of dark red wine.
He 100k it out of their hands, and said to the
princely youth: Behold, we cat only the fruits
of the field, and of the trees and vines, as na-
ture presents them to us. But for the sick
and weary we also press the grapes. Itis
the only blood we shed, added he, smiling;
but it is done without oceasioning any sighs,
and indeed, to quiet sighing. Drink, my dear,
it will do your heart good.

The young man took the cup with trem-
bling hand, and whilst he drank, an awful
shudder came over him.

As he handed back the cup, a
song sounded in the distance.
inguired the prince. It is the cvening hymn,
;;Plied the Bramin. The sun is going down.

e offer Brama our united thanks for. the
light of heaven, which he has sent down up-
on us, and for the day’s life which he haa
granted us, We believe that enly the prayer
of love and joy can be ‘well pleasing to the
most benevolent and most beneficent Being 3
therefore we offer him our thanksin song, and
unitedly. Nor in our praycr shall we be un-
mindful of you ; for are you not now one of
our family circle ? Brama grant thee quiet
sleep and a joyful waking up ?

So saying, with friendly spirit, the old man
left the prince. But the latter covered up his
head, and could not look into the face of the
lofty, noble man, nor return his salutation.

The young man was now alone, but no
sleep would close lis eyes. It was to him as
if the blood boiled in his veius ; he heard the
heating of his heart. The images of the past
flitted incessantly before him, and the brighter
and clearer it was without, the darker was it
in hiz soul. The clear moonlight night which

layed through the rusting of the lcaves into
'his chamber, seemed to him as ifit would
never end, He Jonged for the break of day.
At last he fell into a feverish slumber, often

soft solemn
What is that?

disturbed by fearful dreams. He awoke with

the first gleam of the morning twilight. A
lovely responsive hymn, sung by male and fe-
male voiCes, sounded in the distance, more
serious and solemn than the evening hymn of
the preceding day. It was the united morn-
ing hymn of the Bramin (amily at sunrise.

The young prince was inexpressibly aficc-
ted by it. He wished to unite his voice in
the universal petition, but was not able.

The door of his chumber then opened soft-
ly, and the old man locked through the open-
ing. . Anxious about the youth, whom he be-
lieved to be sick, he could not wait until he
arose, He intended, if he were still asleep,
softly to close the door and return.

When he found the atranger awake, he
kindly saluted lim, and inquired of his health.
The youth was deeply moved, and exclaimed :
Oh, what love meets me in this vale!

My son, said the Bramin, we worship a
great Father, and love cvery one of Liis crea-
tures, as a creation of his wisdem and gooul-
ness, but every man as his child and image,
and all asour brethren.  From childhoed up,
accustomed to simplicity of heart and every
childlike thought, this has become natural to
uz, and we wish no thanks that are not duc
tous. You will now celebrate with us the
joyful festival of love. .

The old man had scarcely uttered these
words when the youth broke out into a flocd
of tears, ansl begged the Bramin to accompany
him out of the vale, on to the way by which
he had come.

The old man was astoniched at the singular
stranger, and led him in silence w the way tiax
led out of the vale. .

The yonth then commenced: 1 leave
your vale forever. I thought to find peace in
the midst of you, but I have suffered the most
awful terments of my life.

[ do not urderstand you, interrupted the
Bramin, looking at the strarger with surprise,
In our peacelul vale—

Your vale, reverend father, rejoined the
youth, is the dwelling-place of peace and inno-
cence,

There falls among us, said the old man,
with celestial serenity, no tear but the tear of
joy and gratitude ; nodrop of blood moistens
the earth ; and no sigh of oppressed innocence
profanes Brama’s breath.  The ground which
supports and nourishes us, the atmosphare
which surrounds us, is purc and unatained.

But I, cried the voung prince, I am an im-
pure, profane! That it is which converls
your innocent vale into an abode of miseries
to me.

The old man wassilent, and a<stream of
compassion and sympathy flowed out of his
great eye upon the unfortunate youth,

They stood on the confines of the vale.
The youth again broke the silence, and eaid:
Reverend old man, yourgentleness breaks my
hieart! ON,ifit might also heal it! Yet lis-
ten now to my unfortunate history.

Behold, I am the son of king Amandua ; I
was heir to his throne anid the dominion of
India. But there hands are stained with in-

nocent blood. The only son of a widos fe})



