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WAITING °

Serens, I fold my hands and wail,
Nor care for wind, or tide, or sea;

I rave no more "gainst Time or Fate,
For lo ! my own shall coma bo me.

I stay my haste, Tmaks deloys,
For what evails this eager poce !
I stand amid the dernel weys,
And whet i mine shall kaow my face.

Asleep, ewake, by night or doy,
The friends I seek are seekhing me ;
No wind can drive my bark astroy,
Nor chonge the fide of desting.

What matter if I stand alone ?
I wadt with joy the coming yoars ;
My heart sholl reap where it hath soun,
And garner up s fruits of tears,

The waters know their owon, and draw

The brook thot springs in yonder heights ;

So flows the good with equal {me
Unto the soul of pure delights.

The stars come nightly to the shy ;
The tidal wave undo e sea ;

Nor time, nor spacs, nor deep, nor high,
Can kesp my own ewoey from me.

1253
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PREFACE

Ix Central Asia, near the river Oxus, thate is
said to be a famous rock, called the Lamp Rock,
from & etrange light that aeems to issus from a cav-
ern far up on the side of the mountain. The na-
tives have a superstitions fear of the reck, and
ascribe the light to some dragon or demon that
lives in the eave. Reeenfly a bold English trav-
- aler climbed up and investigated the phenomenon.
The light was found, after all, to be only the light
of common day. The cave proved to be a funnel,
and the mysterious light came through the rock
from the other aside, making a strong glow or nim-
bus at the mouth of the dark envern,

This incident, ao typical of much that has taken
place and is still taking place in the world, espe-
cially in the religions experience of mankind, has
snggested the title to this volume of vssays, in which
I have urged the suffieleney and the universality of
patural law, aod that most of the mysterious lights
with which our fears, our ignorance, or our smper-
stitions have invested the subject of religion, when
brought to the test of resson, either vanish entirely
or give place o the light of common day.

The agsays for the most part were written twelve
or fifteen years ago, when the author's mind was
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more under the spell of these and kindred subjects
than it is at present. "They are reprinted now under
the belief that they bave sufficient merit, literary
and other, to warrant such a course.

Written at different times and for differsnt oeca-
gions, it is perhaps inevitable that they should show
more or lese repetition, Certain channels were, so0
to speak, worn in my mind by the consideration of
these matters, and that a like experience may not
befsll the reader I advise him %o read no more than
one chapter at a aingle sitting.

My polemic, so far as it is such, will be found, I
hope, aimed move at theology than at religion.
Theology passes ; religlon, ss a sentiment or feeling
of awe and raverance in the presence of the vastness
and mystery of the universe, remains. The old
theology bad few if any fest eolors, and it has be-
come very faded and worn under the fierce light
and intemse activity of our day. Tet it go; it is
outgrown and outworn. 'What mankind will finally
clothe themselves with to protect them from the
¢hill of the preat void, or whether or not they will
clothe themselves ati all, but beecome toughened and
indiffarent, ia more than I can pretend to say. TFor
my own part, the looger T live the less T fesl the
need of any sort of theologioal belief, and the maore
I am eontent to let the unseen powers go their own
way with me and mioe without question or distrust.
They brought me here, and I have found it well to
be here; in due time they will take me hence, and
I have no doubt that will be well for me too,
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We are like figures which some great demonstra-
tor draws upon the blackboard of Time. A problem
is to be solved, without doubt; what the problem
is, we, the figures, cannot know and do not need to
know ; all we know ia that sconer or later we shall
be sponged off the board and other figures take our
places, and the demonstration go on.

Thet we have served a purpose, that we have
positively appeared, that something has been ful-
filled in us-—is not that enough ? To have played
a part with other figuras, and fo leave the hoard
clear for other forma that are to embody highar
results and more far-renching conclusions —is not
that enough ?

Aprmm, 1HN).



