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In fact, the last remmant of the literature of all the
ages was 10w descending upon the blazing heap in the
shape of a cloud of pamphlets from the press of the New
World. These likewise were consumed in the twinkling
of an eye, leaving the earth, for the first time since the
days of Cadmus, free from the plague of letters, — an en-
viable field for the authors of the next generation.

“ Well, and does anything remain to he ‘done?” in.
quired T, somewhat anxiously. «Unless we set fire to
the earth itself, and then leap boldly off into infinite space,
I know not that we can carry reform to any farther
point.”

“You are vastly mistaken, my good friend,” said the
ohserver.  “ Believe me, the fire will not be allowed to
settle down without the addition of fuel that will startle
many persons who have lent a willing hand thus far.”?

Nevertheless there appeared to be a relaxation of effort
for a little time, during which, probably, the leaders of
the movement were considering what should be done
next. 1In the interval, a philosopher threw his theory
mto the flames, — a sacrifice which, by those who knew
how to estimate it, was pronounced the most remarkable
that had yet been made. The combustion, however, was
by no means brilliant. Some indefatigable people, scorn-
ing to take a moment’s ease, now employed themselves
in collecting all the withered leaves and fallen boughs of
the forest, and thereby recruited the bonfire to a greater
height than ever. But this was mere by-play.

“ Here comes the fresh fuel that I spoke of,”” said my
companion,

To my astonishment the persons who now advanced
into the vacant space around the mountain fire bore sur-
plices and other priestly garments, mitres, crosiers, and
a confusion of Popish and Protestant emblems with
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which it seemed their purpose to consummate the great
act of faith. Crosses from the spires of old cathedrals
were cast upon the heap with as little remorse as if the
reverence of centuries passing in long array beneath the
lofty towers had not looked up to them as the holiest of
symhbols. The font in which infants were consecrated to
God, the sacramental vessels whenee piety received the
hallowed draught, were given to the same destruction,
Perhaps it most nearly touched my heart to see among
these devoted relics fragments of the humble communion-
tables and undecorated pulpits which I recognized as
having heen forn from the meeting-houses of New
England. Those simple edifices might have been per-
mitted to retain all of sacred emhellishment that their
Puritan founders had bestowed, even though the mighty
structure of St. Peter’s had sent its spoils to the fire of
this terrible sacrifice. Yet T felt that these were hut the
externals of religion, and might most safely be relin-
quished by spirits that best knew their deep signifi-
Cance.

“All is well,” said T, cheerfully. -“The wood-paths
shall be the aisles of our eathedral, the firmament itself
shall be its ceiling. 'What needs an earthly roof between
the Deity and his worshippers? Our faith can well
afford to lose all the drapery that even the holiest men
have thrown around it, and be only the more sublime in
ifs simplicity.”

“True,” said my companion; “but will they pause
bere?” : 1

The doubt implied in his question was well founded.
In the general destruction of books already deseribed,
a holy volume, that stood apart from the catalogue of
human literature, and yet, in one sense, was at its head,
bad been spared. But the Titan of innovation, — angel
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or fiend, double in his nature, and capable of deeds he-
fitting both characters, —at first shaking' down only the
old and rotten shapes of things, had now, as it appeared,
laid his terrible hand upon the main pillars which sup-
ported the whole edifice of our moral and spivitual state,
The inhabitants of the earth had grown too enlichtened
to define their faith within a form of words, or ?o limit
the 'spiritual by any analogy to our material existence.
Traths which the heavens trembled at were now but a
fable of the world’s infancy. Therefore, as the final sac-
rifice of human error, what else remained to be thrown
upon the embers of that awful pile, except the book
which, though a celestial revelation to past ages, was
but a voice from a lower sphere as regarded the present
race of man? It was done! Upon the blazing heap of
falsehood and worn-out truth —things that the carth had
never needed, or had ceased to need, or had grown child-
ishly weary of —fell the ponderous church Bible, the
great old volume that had lain so long on the cushion of
the pulpit, and whenee the pastor’s solemn voice had
given holy utterance on so many a Sabbath day. There
likewise, fell the family Bible, which the 1011g-burie:i
patriarch had vead to his children, —in prosperity or
sorrow, by the fireside and in the summer shade of trees
—and had bequeathed downward as the heirloom 0;'
generations. There fell the bosom Bible, the little vol-
ume that had been the soul’s friend of some sorely tried
child of dust, who thence took courage, whether his trial
were for life or death, steadfastly confronting both in the
strong assurance of immortality.

All these were flung into the fierce and riotous blaze;
and then a' mighty wind came roaring across the plaiti
with a desolate howl, as if it were the angry lamentation
of the earth for the loss of Leaven’s sunshine; and it shook
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the gigantic pyramid of flame and scattered the cinders
of half-consumed abominations around upon the spee-
tators.

““Thisis terrible!” said I, feeling that my cheek srew
pale, and seeing a like change in the visages about me.

“Be of good courage yet,” answered the man with
whom I had so often spoken. He continued to gaze
steadily-at the spectacle with a singular calmness, as if
it concerned him merely as an observer. “Be of good
courage, nor yet.exult too much; for there is far less
both of good and evil in the effect of this bonfire than
the world might be willing to believe.”

“ How can that be?”” exclaimed I, impatiently. “Has
it not consumed everything? Has it not swallowed up
or melted down every human or divine appendage of
our mortal state that had substance enough to be acted
on by fire? Will there be anything left us to-morrow
morning better or worse than a heap of embers and
ashes ?

¢ Assuredly there will,” said my grave friend. Come
hither to-morrow morning, or whenever t%e combustible
portion of the pile shall be quite burned out, and you
will find among the ashes everything really valuable that
you have seen cast into the flames. Trust me, the world
of tomorrow will again enrich itself with the gold and
diamonds which have been east off by the world of to-
day. Not a truth is destroyed nor buried so deep among
the ashes but it will be raked up at last.”

This was a strange assurance. Yet I felt inclined to
credit it, the more especially as T beheld among the
wallowing flames a copy of the Holy Scriptures, the
pages of which, instead of being blackened into tinder,
only assumed a more dazzling whiteness as the finger-
marks of human imperfection were purified away. Cer-
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tain marginal notes and commentaries, it is trae, yielded
to the intensity of the fiery test, but without detriment to
the smallest syllable that had flamed from the pen of in-
gpiration.

“Yes; there is the proof of what you say,” answered
I, turning to the observer; *but if only what is evil can
feel the action of the fire, then, surely, the conflagration
has heen of inestimable utility.  Yet, if T understand
aright, you intimate a doubt whether the world’s expec-
tation of benefit would be realized by it.”

“ Listen to the talk of these worthies,” said he, point-
ing to a group in front of the blazing pile ;- < possibly
they may teach you something useful, without intend
ing it.”

The persons whom he indicated consisted of that
brutal and most earthy figure who had stood forth so
furionsly in defence of the gallows, — the hangman, in
short, —together with the last thief and the last mur-
derer, all three of whom were clustered about the last
toper. The latter was liberally passing the brandy-
bottle, which ¥ had rescued from the general destruc-
tion of wines and spirits. This little convivial party
seemed af the lowest piteh of despondency, as consid-
ering that the purified world must needs be utterly un-
like the sphere that they had hitherto known, and there-
fore but a strange and desolate abode for gentlemen of
their kidney.

““The best counsel for all of us is,” remarked the
hangman, “that, as soon as we have finished the last
drop of liquor, I help you, my three friends, to a com.
fortable end upon the nearest tree, and then hang my-
self on' the same bough. This is no world for us any

longer.”

“Poh, poh, my good fellows!” said a dark-complex-
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i ersonage, who now joined the aréup, — his com-
Egi?oﬁ was indeed fearfully dark, and his eyes glowed
with a redder light than that of the bonﬁreé “be not
50 cast down, my dear friends; you shall see good days
yet. There is one thing that these ‘mseacres_have for-
gotten to throw into the fire, and w1thgut which all Fhe
rest of the conflagration is justl nothing at all ; 368,
though they had burned the earth itself to a cinder.

 And what may that be?” eagerly demanded the

€r. ;

las‘t‘ ?T'uifjterhut the human heart itself?” sa}d the dark-
visaged stranger, with a portenfous grin.  * Anc‘l, w;llnless
they hit upon some method of purifying that fou cavﬂ
ern, forth from it will reissue all the shapes of wrong
and misery —the same old shapes or worse omes—
which they have taken such a vast de;ll of trouble: to
consume to ashes. T have stood by this livelong night
and laughed in my sleeve at the whole busn}eis. 0,
take my word for it, if will be the.old world yet!

This brief conversation supplied me with a theme

_ for lengthened thought. How sad a truth, if true it

were, that man’s age-long endeavor for perfection hafi
served only to render him the mocker)‘r of the evil
principle, from the fatal circumstance of an error at
the very root of the matter! The heart, the he'firt,—
there was the little yet boundless sphere wherein ex-
isted the original wrong of which the crime andlmlsery
of this outward world were merely types. Purify that
inward sphere, and the many shapes of evil thaf lllaunt
the outward, and which now seem almost our only reE
alities, will turn to shadowy phantoms and vanish o
their own accord; but if we go no deeper than the in-
tellect, and strive, with merely that feeble instrument,

to discern and rectify what is wrong, our whole accom-
8% L
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plishment will be a dream, so unsubstantial that it mat-
ters l‘m.le whether the bonfire, which T have so faithflll}v
described, were What we choose to call & real event and
a flame that would scorch the finger, or only a phosphoric
radiance and a parable of my own brain, .

PASSAGES FROM A RELINQUISHED
WORK.

AT HOME.

AIROM infaney I was under the guardianship of
a village parson, who made me the subject of

4 daily prayer and the sufferer of innumerable
stripes, using no distinction, as to these marks of pater-
nal love, between myself and his own three boys. The
result, it must be owned, has been very different in their
cases and mine, they being all respectable men and well
settled in life ; the eldest as the successor to his father’s
pulpit, the second as a physician, and the third as a part-
ner in a wholesale shoe-store; while I, with hetter pros-
pects than either of them, have run the course which
this volume will describe. Yet there is room for doubt
whether T should have been any better contented with
such suceess as theirs than with my own misfortunes, —
af; least, till after my experience of the latter had made it
too late for another trial.

My guardian had a name of considerable eminence,
and fitter for the place it occupies in ecclesiastical history
than for so frivolous a page as mine. TIn his own viein-
ity, among the lighter part of his hearers, he was called
Parson Thumpeushion, from the very forcible gestures




