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"The Physical and the Moral Conflict.

—

~ All revolutions, whether physical or mental,
social or moral, are attended with more or
less pain and suffering to those engaged in
them. Whether it be a law of heaven or noft,
it seems to be a necessity of man’s nature and
the circumstances surrounding him, that he
can accomplish nothing good and great or of
lasting benefit to himself or his fellows with-
out sacrifice.

Pleasure is ever bought with pain. Univer-
sal good is generally the painful parturition of

partial evil, One suffers that another may |

enjoy. One generation sows in sorrow and
tears, what another reaps in smiles and joy.

Our own country presents one of the most
forcible modern illustrations of this. How
many of her privileged sons, as they celebrate
with enfhusiastic rejoicings the anniversary
of her nativity, remember the throes that at-
tended her birth? How many reflect a mo-
ment on the cost of the blessings by which
they are surrounded? How many who ever
think of the groans and anguish, the
tears and blood which were paid as the price
of redemption and whith purchased the free-
dom they now enjoy? Few indeed. No, the
sufferings and sacrifices of individuals are lost
gight of in the greatness and glory of a nation.
When shall they be enrolled among the noble
army of martyrs to the cause of human free-
dom?

As it is in the physical so it is in the men-
tal world— suffering and progress must, at
‘least for the present, go hand in hand, Our
fathers commenced the work, we must carry
it on. They laid the foundation, in obtaining
man’s physical freedom—we must rear the
beautiful and sublime superstructure, by
emancipating their minds from error, and
bringing them into the light and freedom of
truth, Both are engaged in the same work,
only we are occupied in a higher, more advanc-
ed department. But, like them, we must labor
and suffer for the benefit of future generations.
We are engaged in a warfare between truth
and error—it is a struggle of life and death—
no compromise between them is possible.

But where must this conflict first commence
—where the scence of the first victories? In
the mind of the individual. There isto be
found a miniature world—a reflex of the pas-
sions, the trials, the strifes that agitated our
nation in its struggles for freedom. Itis there
that the hostile forces of truth and error are
arrayed in deadly conflict—there that are to
be fought those bloodless but more terrible
than physical battles—there that are be won
the victories that will ultimately bring about
a freedom and peace to the soul which will be
eternal.

But is all this to be accomplished in a day
—are the forces of error to be vanquished in
a gingle combat? No. Ourfathers contended
with their enemies on their blood-stained soil
for years ere they achieved a final victory.
Somust we. The contest may be painful,
but let us not be discouraged—victory will fi-
nally perch upon our banners.

Therevolutionarywar severed the closest and
dearest ties, Fathers and sons met in deadly
strife. Husbands and wives, parents and
children, brothers and sisters were alienated
from and embittered toward each other. The
revolution of the truth prodices exactly the
same eflect.

The relationships, commerce and interests
of Great Britain and the colonies were so in-
tricately and thoroughly interwoven with and
through each.other that, to separate them,
seemed like separating the nervous from the
muscular system of the same body. Soisit
with the mind of the individual. The errors,
traditions, and prejudices he has imbibed, so
thoroughly pervade his every thought and en-
ter into every ramification of his soul that, to
root them out, seems like tearing asunder his
very heart-strings. The truth comes in con-
tact with all his pre-conceived ideas of per-
sons and things—tears away the very founda-
tion of his afiections, uproo s the fondest as-
pirations of his soul and leaves him, for the
time, like a wrecked vessel, lying helpless and
trembling at the mercy of the waves and the
stnr? which agitate his dark and distressed
mind. -

At such a moment is the sympathy of his
fellow man sweeter than life itself. The
kindly hand stretched forth may save him to
be a Dblessing to others as well as himself.
At a somewhat similar erigis in our national
history was the generous hand of France
stretched out with sympathy and aid. How
welcomely was it received and how much may
we be indebted to it for our present suc-
cess!

Affect to despise sympathy as we may, it is
sweet to the tried and suffering spirit, when

truly felt and kindly expressed. One of the

choicest gifts of God to man, the world were
dark and drear without it. Often would a
kind word of sympathy and encouragement
have saved & man %mm apostacy and ruin and
raised him from the dark gulf of doubt and
despondency, to be a useful and active memn-
ber of the kingdom of God—when a repulsive
gpirit and harsh words have driven him to des-
truction. Some are tooready fto conclude that

progress—that the struggle between

is makin
g error is going on in his mind.. The

truth an

birth- from the dark womb of error to the|

bright world of truth cannot take place with-
out more or less pain. The eye cannot
emerge from the dar
| of the noon day sun, without a keen sensation
- of pain. - Neither can the mind from the dark-
ness of error to the light of truth; and, as in

info the dazzling rays me dislike her.”

the case of the eye—the pain will be propor-

 tioned to the amount of light and truth admit- 'a reproachful tone, and I knew that her son,
‘whom we had been expecting home from his
Let no one, then, condemn a weak or doubt- European trip for some days, had arrived.

ted at once.

ing brother, nor turn from him with the sneer

to keep
forth
child, to assist him up the steep and rugged
acclivity before him. ]{T
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My Cousin: Horace.
BY MARY E, CLARK,
‘““She is a woman, thatis enough to make

The words fell npon my ear, as Ilay just
waking from my afternoon nap, upon my sofa.

‘““Horace!”

My Aunt’s gentle voice uttered the word in

—

“I love it too!, Cousin, I have sat for hours
listening to a harp played by—"

He paused; I knew what he meant, and; my
heart full of sympathy, I softly laid my hand
upon his thick curls. The action, slight as it
was, recalled him.

It is getting late! I will close the piano;
and then good night, cousin.”

Cold, distant, stately he rose, letting my
hand fall from his head, never heeding it.

' I'went up stairs, It was the drop too much
'in my cup, and humiliated by the thought that

‘] did not mean'to grieve you, mother,” said

of contempt. Rather help him as he struggles the first voice, “I do love “you, if youn are a |
his head above the waves. Reach woman, but oh! mother, if you knew
your hand, as you would to your little |

2

““Knew what, Horace?”
] wrote to you about Amy, how I loved

'hen he has overcome her, how gentle, true and fair she seemed, and

I had %iven my love unsought, uncared for, I
' passed the night in sleepless, tearful agony.
The next morning I resolved to return home,
and was more determined by hearing one
phrase which fell from Horace’s lips just as I
entered the breakfast room—it was—
‘““Never, mother! I can never trust another

his difficulties, he will live to bless you—he how she made me believe I was the only one|woman!”
will have confidence in you and be your firm ghe loved.”

and lasting friend and, in his turn, will be able
to help others also. Truly charity covereth a
multitude of faults!
a true Ehi]anthmpita and benefactor to his
race, who cansympathize with the trials, suf-
ferings and heart-struggles of others without
allowing himself to partake of their despond-
ing feelings; who can impart courage and for-
titude, consolation and hope to the bleeding
heart or the wounded spirit. The presence of

Happy is that man, and |

““Well, Horace, you wrote that she had
promised to be your wife, next year.”

““She was married to another, one week be-
fore I left England; and she had deceived me.

I turned from the room and went out into
the open air, 1 was choking, stifling. All
;unhee ing where I strayed, I went on teward
'the bank of theriver. I tﬁnught of the loving,
‘kind attention toward his mother, his gentle-

‘She loved him all the time, but they quarreled, | manly bearing to our few visitors, his kind,un-

and while they were estranged, she met me.
They met again, were reconciled, and I
Well, it is over!”

I sprang up from the sofa, ashamed of the
part of eaves-dropper I had been unintention-

such an one is hailed with joy. He seems sur- ally Plai}]ring, and began to dress for tea. As
d

rounded with a purer and holier

atmos- | I stoo

efore the glass, I mentally drew. a

phere. Tears turn to smiles and sorrow and | contrast between the Amy he had so often de-

happiness remain behind him in the dwelling
where has been heard or in the heart where
has been felt the sweet melody of his voice or
the calm influence of his spirit.

Such a man will do more good than twenty
mere pulpit declaimers,—for Ais words, his spi-
rit reach the heart, while theirs too often go
no farther than the ear. TRAVELER,

A Touching Scene.

A French paper says that Lucille Rome, a
retty girl with blue eyes and fair hair, poorl
ut neatly clad, was brought before the Sixt

Court of Correction, under the charge of
vagrancy.

““Does any one claim you?”’ asked the ma-
gistrate.

“Ah! my good sir,”” said she, “I have no
longer any friends; my father and mother are
dead—I have only my brother James, but he is
as young as I am. Ob, sir! what can he do
for me.”

““The Court must send you to the House of
Correction.””

“Here I am,sister—here I am! do not fear!”
cried a childish voice from the other end of the
Court. And atthe same instant, a little boy
with alovely countenance,started forth amidst
the erowd, and stood before the judge.

““Who are you?” said he.

““James Rome, the brother of this poor little
girl.”

“Your age?”

“Thirteen.””

“And what do you want?”

“] come to claim my Lucille.”

““But have you the means of providing for
her?”?

‘“Yesterday I had none, but now I have.
Don’t be afraid, Lucille.”

““Oh, how good you are, James!*

¢““Well, let us see, my boy,” said the magis-
trate; ““the Court is disposed to do all it can
for your sister. But you must give us some
explanation.’’

‘“About a fortnight ago, sir,” continued the
boy, “my mother died of a bad cough, for it
was very cold at home. We were in great
trouble. Then Isaid to myself, I will become
an artizan, and when I know a good trade, I
will support my sister. I went apprentice to
a brush maker. Every day Iused to carry
her half my dinner, and at night 1 took
her secretly to mny room, and she slept on my
bed while I slept onthe floor. But it appears
she had not enough to eat. One day she
begzed on the Boulevard, and was taken up.
When I heard that, I said to myself: Come,
my hfﬁ*, this cannot last so: you must find
something better. 1 sopn found a good place
where 1 am lodged, fed and clothed, and have
twenty francs a month. [ have also found a
good woman, who, for these twenty francs,
will take care of Lucille, and teach her needle
work. [Ielaim my sister.”’

““My boy,”? said the judge, “your conduct is
very honorable. However, your sister cannot
be set at liberty till to-morrow.”

“Never mind, Lucille,” said the boy, “I will
come and fetch you to-morrow.” ‘Then, turn-
ing to the magistrate, he said, “Imay kiss her,
may I not, sir??

He then threw himself into the arms of his

sister, and both wept warm tears of affection.
- 8-

Tae StroncEsT MAX IN THE WORLD.—
‘‘Acorn,” who astonished our readers some
time siuce by his deseription of the marvellous

| says:

| “Our young giant, Dr. George B, Winship,
| of Roxbury, continues to increase in strength,
'and now lifts with his hands, unaided by any

what they understand, all ought fo—that if | straps or bands except those given to him by

they do not, it is the result of wilful blindness
on their part, forgetting that all intellects are
not equal. BSome minds have a greater capa-
city for receiving and. compreliending truth
than others, just as some eyes can bear a
greater ameunt of light than others.

Because
a man is perplexed and in doubt and darkness

(the Almighty, ten hundred and thirty-two

pounds! "This 1 have seen him do, with as
‘much apparent ease as an ordinary man could
| 1ift three hundred and fifty pounds! This ex-

traordinary young man only weighs one hun-
1 dred and forty-two pounds, and is but twenty-
five years old. If he keeps increasing his

for a time concerning any principle of truth, ' strength as he has the past year, by the time
it is no evidence that he is on the road to he is thirty years old he will be indeed a
apostacy., On the contrary, it shows that he ‘Sampson.’”

doubt vanish at his presence, while peace and scribed in his letters, and the face before me,
' She had fair, light curls, blue eyes, and blonde

complexion, with a tiny, fairy-like figure. I
was a tall, full figure,with jetty hair and eyes,
a gipsy complexion, and dark crimson roses
on my cheeks. Cousin Horace was tall, too,
not very handsome, but manly, strong and tal-
ented, with an erect, free carriage, and flash-
ing eyes, rugged features, and a lound, ringing
voice; all this I knew from his mother, for we
had not met since we were children.

“So he has determined to hate me because I
am a woman,” I thought, as I braided the
black hair, and looped it near my cheek.—
“Well, it won’t break my heart, I guess.”

I came into the parlor with quite self-pos-
session, and was introduced to my cousin. He
started to find the little girl he remembered, a
tall woman, but I think he felt relieved that. I
did not in any way resemble the lost Amy.

Coldly, distantly polite was his greeting,,
and mine matched it. We chatted on differ-
ent subjects till tea time, and I took the earli-
est opportunity to retire and leave the long-
parted mother and son together, ,

We were in a pleasant country house on the
banks of the Delaware, passing the summer,
but we knew none of the neighbors, and Hor-
ace and I were forced to become friends. We
walked and rode together, but always chatted
on general subjects, and with the formality of
perfect strangers. It was exceedingly tire-
some—all my other cousins, when I had visit-
ed them, had treated me like a sister, and I en-
joyed it; but this iceberg of a man talked in

his stately, composed way, as if we were en-

tire strangers meeting in a crowded saloon.—
And yet—strange asit may seem—I looked
forward with impatience to our walks or even-
ing chats; longed,wished for them. My cous-
in was talented, and had traveled, not to re-
turn and prate idly of the wonders he had
seen, but to profit by them and improve the

reat mind God had givenhim. Hour by hour,.

e could converse of all he had read or seen,
without one egotistical remark or anecdote of
his own powers. I could listen, losing little
by little my heart to one who, I reflected bit-
terly, cared nothing for it. I would pace my
room, my heart swelling almost to bursting
with the mingled love and mortification,resolv-
ing to go home; and yet his voice, the fall of
his foot upon the stairs, calmed me, and I has-
tened down to listen to him, and return more
miserable than before,

He never referred to Amy; but sometimes,
when speaking of his stay in England, a bit-
ter smile would flit over his face, as if the re-
miniscences he spoke of were connected with
others buried deep in his own breast.

One morning, while we were at breakfast,
a car drove up, and from it was hoisted a large
box containing a piano. ‘ |

“Cousin,” said Horace, “you were lament-
ing the absence of a piano last week: will you
use this one?”

The delight and gratitude I felt at this kind
thoughtfulness were crushed by the cold,busi-
ness-like tone of his voice. I bowed, tried fo
speak, and finally ran up stairs and cried. I
could not tell why; it was very kind of him to
indulge me in my favorite pleasure, but he evi-
dently hated me all the while, else, why that
chilling tone? It was a merely polite atten-
tion offered by a gentleman to a lady, nothing
more,

“He has no heart, no feeling!” I thought,
as 1 dried my eyes; but before night I changed
my opinion..

S ‘We were seated in the parlor, with no light |
feats of strength of Dr. George B. Winship, 'but that of the moon, a‘:'g it e -

of Roxbury, Massachusetts, writing to the open windows, and I opene
| Spirit of the Times on the same subject, ! had a fine, deep tone and,after

oured in at the
the piano. It
my fingers once
lighted upon it,I forgot everything else. Hor-
ace and my aunt were silent. 1 played for
some time, when a deep, bitter sigh made me
look up, Auntie was gone: my cousin satup-
on the sofa, his head bowed down, and his
face buried in the cushion.

““Are you ill??. I asked, crossing the room.

“No, no. Buf music, such music as yours
recalls many things. Youn are a fine perform-
er, cousin, but it is nothing cnmpart to the
soul music you pour out, I could bea better
man if I heard such often.”

My heart bounded high at this his first com-
pliment.

¢ “]love music!’ I said gently.,

ostentatious benevolence teo the poor with
whom he came in contact, and contrasted it
with his cold indifference to myself till I grew
nearly frantic. Then my thoughts turned to
‘that silly girl whom he "had loved, false, de-
‘ceitful as she was, and I hated myself that I
‘had no power {o efface her image from his
heart., 1, dark and tall, disgusted him when
her angel face rose before his mind’s eye. 1
was handsome, and did not want admirers to
tell me so. My heart full of bitterness and
sorrow, I dashed on, hearing the waves of the
river kiss the shore fifty feet below me; and
sometimes looking down the steep bank, half
tempted to end my misery like Sappho.

I was standing, exhausted with my passion-
‘ate haste, leaning against a tree,when a deep,
manly voice called loudly—

‘““Kate! Kate! where are you?”

I startled, lost my balance, and fell down
the steep bank. There was:a rushing sound
in my ears, and then I lost consciousness. I
was lying on the sofa when I recovered my
senses. I felt strong arms around me as I lay
there, too, bewildered to open my eyes. I felt,
too, hottears dropping on my face,and I heard,
oh, musie! a rich,deep voice,broken with gobs,

“Kate! darling! my own Kate, speak to me.
Do not lie so still, Eke death, ate!” and
then, “oh! she is dead! I shall never be hap-
py now.”

I opened my eyes, and then, as of old,afraid
to trust his own heart’s choice, he started to
draw back but I nestled close®to the broad
chest, and clasped the hand that drew back,

“Horace!” 1 whispered, ‘“love me!—trust
me!”’ '

Well, I can’t write any more, because I am
employed in twisting orange flowers into the
most becoming shape for a wreath; and to-
morrow my cousin Horace becomes else—to
me.

e e

The Russian North Pacific Possessions.

————

The splendid fortress of Alexandropol is
now in full way of construction, and will be
completed during next year. The Bay of
Castries, on the borders of which it is erected,
will then be a naval establishment of the
greatest‘. importance. This bay, which was

iscovered by La Perouse, is situated in Tar-
tary Channel, on the eastern coast of the
Mantchoeos, country, and forms a magnificent
anchorage..

General DMouravieff-Amoursky, Governor
General of Eastern Siberia, traveled last
spring for several months all over the country,
in order toestablish the new boundaries of the
Russian possessions of the Amoor, and the
deliverance of the territories newly aequired
from China, situated in that part of Mongo-
lia which is crossed by that large river.

The Amoor country will in future be divided
info two distinet provinces—one called the
maritime province of Eastern Siberia, and the
other the province of Amoor.

The latter will now include all the territo-
‘ries situated on the left bank of the Amoor,
from the confluence of the rivers Schilka and
Aagoune up to the confluence of the Oussouri.
The city of Blagovestchensk will be its capi-
tal; it will be the residence of the military
Governor, who will have command of the re-
gular troops and of the Cossacks, to be called
Cossacks of the Amoor,

The maritime province of Eastern Siberia
will include six districts, viz: Nicolaiefsk and
Sophisk—recently organized—Ochotsk, Petro-
pavlosk, Ghiziga and Oundsk. According to
a notice of General Mouravieff, those new di-
visions are constituted by an imperial ukase,
E]Einch goes into force on the 1st of October,

59,

The preceding enumeration is sufficient to
show the extent of the Russian possessions in |
Upper Asia; they advance across the Mani-
chooria, even including a portion of Mongaolia,
and it may be predicted that before long they
will reach Kinhan Mountains. Besides, these
| possessions will have the advantage of being |
united, through Siberia, with the rest of the
empire, This circumstance has permitted the|
establishment of a mail service by land be-
tween Pekin and St. Petershurg, and this ser-
vice has been working regularly for several
months.

A recent Imperial deeree forbids foreigs
merchants trading above Sophiisk on th
Amoor river. By the provisions of the de
cree all the interior commerce of Mantchoorit
'and Siberia will have to be conducted by Rus
sian merchants. |




