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THE PASSIONATE PILGRIM

Lt

EROS AND ANTEROS.

Boox T

I My heart was kot within me: tha fire kindled : and of
the last I spake with my tongre ;—How have T sinned, that
I should thus be punished ? *Tgnorant of the secrets of
this world's governante, dimaly knj#isg myself, confessing
error, yet anxions to find the trith ~=F cannot, however, in
the appeal to remembrahoe; in the heat of fancy, before the
dispassionate assizes of reabonyses canse for the infliction of
puin so savers that remorse surely haa no sharper stings, nor
shame move enduringly distresaful. He who haa smutten
kmowa the canse, and | dare not ask Him the duration. Bot
by the meny years' experience 1 shall here recount, I am
assured this regret will not leave me for life: by remem-
branee of its human origin 1 cannot wish it effaced here-
after, except on ome condition, nnrecorded in sny vision
even of the hesven above the heavens.
»
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‘Why again should I write of these things, trivisl in the
world's ear, terrible in my own recollection? To set forth,
and, were it poasible, eternalize in true words a tale like
mine, 18 an impules g0 strong, it has sffected so many
through all ages, that one may justly esteem it based deep
in our human pature—an ultimate fact: ¢he fire burns;
there js no other anawer. Natural too is what such con-
fesaion oftem recelves, a verdiet of venity or weakmess from
the strong and the snecessful; for wealth cammot under-
stand poverty. Whilst Lie thinka it harsh and partial, the
writer of courss anticipates thia judgment. Those who
from better fortunes, or feelings less sensitive, cannot know
the strange relief lying in the imegined sympathy of un-
known fellow-creatures, s they read, if they read, will smile
o moralize—rpreach patience or forgetfulness—iry tears
by the test of utility —turn from the hateful epectacle of
pain, and cloge disgust with denision. Put away the book:
i 1 have nothing recondite o tell, nothing worth looking
! far ; nothing either unheard of by you, or new in truth
“to any human gresture’, But all men are not thus
happiness-bardened, or will esteor: & sincere Liber Amoris
weak or vain—a mere display of folly or of egotism.

Ova sia chi per prova intenda amore,
Spero trovar pletd, non ché perdona,

Those, again, not inexperienced themeelves in evil will
recognize that in this mysterions dispensation of life,
suffering seemingly unmerited in degres and endless in
severity most defies explanation, end most provokes the
search of any conragenns and inguiring spirit ; that here,
on & scala of infinite minuteness, the central perplexity of
the world's riddle is involved. Far from the writer is it to
asy—* Je ne anis fait comme anenn de ceux que j'ai vus':
even for allevigtion's sake, he would not care to write, were
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this theme of agonies and exultations merely personal.’ But
the thoughtful will know that man—the microcosm —
repeats vach in his individual sphere, one image of the fate
of humanity; that s true pieture of the world within by
implieation comprehenda the world withoot ns; that the
experience of each is the lesson of all. They too, lastly,
will feel the sad solace that lics im utterance; why the
fire burng, and 1 must speak; why this confersion tells
strangers what has been reserved from friends.

II All euflering, it has been repented often, destrows
or & destroyed.  But the latter alternative, in the
sense generslly meant, appesrs to ma s partial statement.
It is & phrase chosen for the purpose of well-intended
consolation, and based om the secret faith that Time, who
brings 8o much, never fails also to bring forgetfulness.
‘Yoo are sad now', it seems to say; ‘but wait.  After &
* while you also will be as you were—you wilkhave re-entered
‘ on nutural happiness.” And if the speaker be of a religious
tone, he cheoks his smile to add— You will forget. But
‘you will find reason for thenkfalness, mot in the relief
¢ granted alone, but in the very remembrance, it may be, of
! your eorrow’,

If this were indeed all, we might adopt at omes
Volteire's too famous apologme into the cycle of Christisn
morality, and follow philosopher and princese in that
devotions] offering— Ilu firent ériger une belle statne au
i Temps, avec cette inseription »

A CELUL QUY CONBOLE.

It is indeed so in romenees; mot in life. Boerow, with
joy (for this cheracterizes every passion)y if not fatal, is
not destroyed,—it is simply lncorporated. ' Love i fove
‘for evermore’. As science tells ms that Omnipotence
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ulone can annihilate the most frivial of stoms (if in
ultimate trath Omoipotence itself be not here limited),
80 no men can really put by the past, or separate self
from self. Thet the vis wivids of identity varies much in
degree, I do not deny; yet the moat broken and planless
of lives has its own unity. Tt is the aame things which
are perpatnally changing : annihilation is impossible in the
epiritual world, a2 in the material; wo are et omcs, not
merely what we sre, but whet wo were, snd what we
shall be.

I cannot write with art, but only to lighten thia pain;
to eay once more how much I have prized her: althongh it
be indeed too late for mercy, to ery to God onee more with
Angustine, ' Ds quod wmo; amo enim; et hoo tu dedisti’.
Most. who have deseribed the course of love sre mors
careful to narrate the circumstances and orises of pession,
than attempt & picturs of the words, thoughts, or inver
semsations of the pession iteelf. Duatif he had the fucuity,
the narrator wonld want the wish to compose & romance ;
to corrupt reality by crnsmental fiction or ! moral pur-
tpose’; he can write only ¢the things which he las
tpeen, aod the things which sre’. Words indeed have
their limits; like colours, they are folled ot cach ex-
tremity, by the suclight snd by the gloom of nature.
Yet slthough without expressions into which I can trans-
fnse tho elixir of their swestnows or the wormwood of
their despair, I desive, so far e it may be possible,
to render in langnage the feelings that can come but
once in lifs, but which will throughont colonr, and may
survive it : to paint them with the fewest and plainest
words I can; in the most English English. I do not
even wish to draw the flesting oloud, anly to fix the hues
that paled it with death, or erimsoned it into glory.
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A theusand trivialities of common lifo not eltogether
omissible—not sltogother, aa T hope, unpardenable in
narration, formed pert of these spiritual cxperiences:
and by the subtle intercmrrenta of being, peesed into the
mind, or whutever it may be, which is the silent and
sequestered centre of our individuality, A thousand per-
plexed thoughts on homen life, thoughts not nowvel, but
the oldest of the old, and so gifted with perpetnal youth,
grew with advancing years, menaced often life itaelf with
overshadowing terror, and found jn prsion & contrasting
pesce, or & coneolatory resolution. Home account, there-
fore, of mental progress, tho staps of study and the teach-
ings of man and nature, is & necessary portion of an under-
taking, which will interest none but those—and letter
for mankind were they the majority —from whom nothing
hiiman is alien.

III There is & time in the life of all men so forgotten,
that we can hardly call it part of life. *It s dead',
Angustine has observed, ‘and we ore alive’. Wa scoepi
our own infancy on the faith of cthers, It never came
within the range of recolloction. It lay beyond the
sphere of personel identity. The mind of Plato himself
or Bhakepeara was then, so far as we can imagine, only a
thing futore end possible. Tt wes & land of darkmoss
where we were, and knew it not, and were unoonscious that
ourselves had any real exiztemos; till some accident, the
society of other childven, or childish prayer, or death in
the house, lifted the veil, and onr position in this strange
earth became partislly copgnizable. It in often the same
with the esrlier daye of what is to be the friendship, the
passion, the real life of Hfe, We were with angels,
and wo knew it mot: the ' Presence which iz not to be
iput by* wes over ue, but our eyes were sesled, Thua



