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“Itis useless, woman, to plead for this man’s life. I will not inter-
cede for him, for I like him not,” answered Herod angrily.

“If he was thine own son, wouldst thou not endeavor to save
him?” inquired the Sibyl, as she intently fixed her gaze upon him.

© “That would probably alter the case,” replied Herod, laughing.
“However, as that is not the case I must tell thee, woman, I like not
the man. A word of mine might have saved him yesterday, but he,
low born fellow that he is, had the presumption to tell me, that the
blood which coursed through his heart probably came from as kingly
a Sire as I am. For this audacity in placing himself on an equality
with me I gave my word for his condemnation, when I might have
saved him. '

A groan of anguish burst from the Sibyl, who after a few mo-
ments, rose from her humiliating position and stood erect; when cast-
ing a look of the most intense severity and awe-inspiring solemnity
upon him, the haughty monarch seemed to quail with an indefinable
dread.

“Herod ‘Antlpas,” the Sibyl said at length, in a low tone of voice
and emphatic manner, with her hand raised and finger pointing up-
ward, “I now perceive that this unfortunate man’'s fate is not to be
classed with the ordinary results of human action. The Gods have
interfered in this, and in their wisdom, preordained it to be so; not
with the view of inflicting misery upon him, but to punish and eter-
nally condemn his unnatural parents. Herod, that unfortunate man,
when he told thee that the blood which fiowed through his heart
came probably from as kingly a source as thine, told the truth.”

“Woman'! what meanest thou by this insolence?” cried Herod in
terror and rage.

“I mean to inform thee,” replied the Sibyl, with particular dis-
tinctness and emphasis of enunciation, “that man Jesus whom thou
wouldst not save from an ignominious death, but gave thy word and
influence to destroy, that unfortunate man is thy son!”

Herod sprang from his couch and rushed towards the woman
with the greatest of astonishment and terror depicted upon his coun-
tenance. After gazing upon her intently for a few moments, he at
length sald In a voice husky and harsh:

“Woman! who art thou that comest here with this damning tale?
‘What meanest thou by saying this Jesus is my son?”’

“I mean,” returned the Sibyl, “that thou art his father, and I, un-
natural wretch that I was., am his mother. Herod, look upon this
careworn and sorrow stricken face of mine, and see if thou canst dis-
cover any relics of the beauty that once fascinated thy lasclvious na-
ture, under the form of the beautiful and innocent Glaphira, the prin-
cess of Iturea. Herod, behold in me the victim of thy lust, the un-
happy mother of that Jesus, who Is the offspring of our sinful con-
nection. Yes, Herod Antipas, as true as I am Glaphira, who once
loved thee and confided in thy honor and professions, thou gavest life
to that man whom now thou hast helped to destroy.”

As the Sibyl made this astounding declaration to the ears of
Herod, he seemed to be struck dumb and motionless for a time with
astonishment and horror. His eyes were firmly fixed upon hers with
an expression of maniacy. With his lips distended, all the functions
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«lonless, the representative of terror. At length a revulsion took place;

a deep sigh found escape from his breast; his lips trembled, as he fal-
teringly replied:

“Glaphira! is it really thou? I think I can recognize some remains
of thy former self. Yes, it must be Glaphira. Ah! it now seems to
me that I have wronged thee. But what is this thou tellest me, that I
have a son by thee—that this man Jesus whom I have persecuted
is my son? By the God of Israel, Glaphira, this is horrid. Ah! it can-
not be true; I cannot belleve it! Say it Is not true, Glaphira.”

“Doubt it not, Herod,” returned the Sibyl in a softened tone of
volce, as she perceived that he was affected with a degree of contrl-
tion for the past, when he had recognized her. “Shouldst thou re-
quire a proof that he is thy son, I have it here to give thee.”

The Sibyl then produced a pair of bracelets from her dress, which
she held before him, as she resumed: .

“Dost thou remember these bracelets?” .

Herod seized the bracelets and regarded them intently, and the
Sibyl! continued:

“When I was young and beautiful, the innocent and respected
daughter of a princely house among the noble families of Iturea, thou
wert fascinated with my person and didst woo me, and didst prevail
over my innocent heart to love thee. I was of simple mind, for I con-
fided in all thy protestations of love. One day thou gavest me these
bracelets, and didst observe at the time, ‘receive these bracelets, Gla-
phira, as a testimqny of my undying love for thee. Should I ever
prove unfaithful or cruel to thee, may the Gods cause them to be the
proof of my faithlessness, and bring punishment upon me in my latter
days.” Dost thou recognize them now?”

“I recognize the ill-fated baubles,” answered Herod in a surly tone
of volce, “but what proof are they that Jesus is my son?” * * * *

To make the parentage of Jesus clear the history of the bracelets
must be related. Iturea was one of the countries assigned to the des-
potic sway of Herod the Great, which whs governed by a Noble or
Prince in his name. Glaphira was the daughter of this noble, who at
the time referred to was a maiden of great beauty and virtue. Herod
Antipas, the youngest of Herod’s sons, having occaslon to visit her
father’s court on matters of court business for his father, saw this
young maiden princess, and soon became enamored of her beauty; but
not having any honorable intentions of marriage, he sought to gain
possession of her person only to gratify his lascivious passions. He
loved her not; yet he made great pretensions that he did, and soon
gained the pure affections of the maiden. On one of his visits he
made her a present of a pair of golden bracelets of beautiful work-
manship, and made the memorable remark, “that if ever he should
prove falthless or cruel to her, may the Gods cause them to bear wit-
ness of his wickedness, and bring punishment to him in his latter
days.” He finally prevailed over her chastity, and having gained the
object of his desires, he did not renew his visits but entirely deserted
her. Glaphira, in the course of time, finding that she was about to be-
come a mother, and afraid of the disgrace she should bring upon her
family and friends, left her father’s house clandestinely, and sought
out her faithless lover in Judea. She found him, but instead of being
received with love and tenderness, he treated her with scorn and con-
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tumely, and discarded her from his presence. She then fled into a
distant country, living in secret till she gave birth to a son. Her
bosom was now fllled with rage, which prompted her to seek venge-
ance upon her cruel lover, so that she had no place in her heart for the
affections and duties of a mother. She found that her infant would
be a hindrance and disgrace to her wherever she went, and a clog to
whatever she wished to do. She therefore determined to get rid of it.
One evening she left her place of concealment with her child, and
travelled some distance with it, when she found'two travellers, a man
and his wife, resting on the roadside. She prevailed upon them to
take the child and rear it as one of their own; to make no inquiries
concerning its parents, and with the child she gave a large sum of
money in gold. Besides, she gave one of the golden bracelets that
Herod had presented to her, requesting the travelers that they should
keep it for the child, and give it to him when he became of man’s age,
with the information that he was not their son. This agreement be-
ing made with the travellers, she gave her child a last embrace, and
then resigned it to their keeping, and departed. She was never more
seen or heard of by them. These travellers made their way to a vil-
lage In Galilee by the name of Nazareth, where under the name of
Joseph the Carpenter and Mary his wife they were considered to be
the parents of the child.

The child grew in health, strength and wisdom, under the name
of Jose, believing that the good woman, Mary, was his mother, and
the simple, honest old man, Joseph, to be his father. Thus he con-
tinued until old Joseph died, when recelving some money he left for
foreign parts to finish his education. Mary, his foster mother, from
some cause unknown, had not revealed to him that she was not his
mother. Jose was absent many years, when returning to the village
of Nazareth he found his supposed mother in the arms of death.” She
however recognized him, and her last action was to point to a casket
in which was the revelation in writing that she was not his mother,
and how he came into her possession. In the casket also was the
golden bracelet given to Mary by Glaphira, as a clue for him to dis-
cover his parentage. This was the first intimation that Jesus had of
the truth of his parentage. He kept the matter a secret to himself,
and during the three years he was travelling and preaching reform,
he endeavored to discover his parents, but all in vain. At last on the
night that Judas betrayed him, he revealed his history as far as he
knew it to Mary, the daughter of Lazarus, in the garden of Gethsem-
ane, and confided to her the bracelet to keep as a memento of his love.
Mary wore it from that moment with the intent never to part with it
unless the parents of Jesus should discover and claim it.

In the meantime, Glaphira, the princess of Iturea, gradually lost
her desire of vengeance against her faithless lover, and the yearnings
of a mother began to spring up in her bosom. She regretted that she
had parted with her child, and would willingly have regained it, but
she could not find any clue to the people to whom she had given it.
She travelled for many years in many directions to find it, but with-
out success. At last she determined to adopt a new course, solely
with the view of recovering her child if possible, for that was the par-
amount object of her existence. She took up her residence in the vi-
cinity of Jerusalem, and assumed the character of a Sibyl, thinking
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thereby she should be enabled to acquire the principal secrets of per-
sons of high station, and thus find a clue to her long lost child, for the
idea never entered her head that her offspring could be found among
the lowly. .

When her confldential servant, Cosbl, was about leaving her to
enter the service of Judas, she revealed in part to him the nature of
her sorrow. She showed him a bracelet, and desired him to make
inquiries and search after its counterpart, and of the person in whose
possession it should be found. Cosbi promised to do so, but during all
his travels with Judas and Jesus, he met with no success. At last
when Jesus was being led to execution, Mary, the affianced of the
victim of treachery, becoming insensible, Cosbi discovered the brace-
let upon her wrist. He instantly conveyed her to the house of
Glaphira, and thus the latter became re-possessed of the bracelet, and
learned that Jesus was her son. The rest is known. .

‘When Glaphira told Herod that Jesus was his son, and showed
him the bracelets as proof, bad a man as he always had been, he felt
an instinctive horror at the possibility of its being true. He therefore
said to her:

“I recognize the ill fated baubles, but what proof are they that
this Jesus is my son?”’

“The proof is certain, Herod Antipas,” replied the Sibyl; “but
there is not time to explain the particulars now. Let it suffice to say
the bracelet has been returned to me in a providential manner, and I
have discovered that this Jesus is the offspring of our united folly
and sin.”

“Then the Gods have cursed me!” exclaimed Herod as he struck
himself upon the breast in the excitement of his terror and anguish.
“In conformity with the invocation I made to them when I gave thee
these bracelets the Gods are about punishing me for my wickedness.
O! wretched, impious man that I am! That impious invocation is
about being fulfilled. My wickedness is made manifest by these
bracelets, and my punishment begins now that I have arrived at the
gray haired age.”

“There i8 now no time for self-accusation, Herod,” said Glaphira
mildly, “consider the object of my visit. I wish, if it be possible, that
thou shouldst save our son from this ignominious death. Hasten, I
beseech thee, to the Governor, and if there be time, prevent this
execution.”

“Yes! yes!—I will! I will!” exclaimed Herod, arousing himself
suddenly, as though 'he had just awakened from a dreadful dream.
Then he called aloud for his attendants. Soon an officer -appeared,
and Herod gave orders to prepare a horse, as he wished to ride forth.
At that Instant, Pontius Pilate made his appearance. Herod then
rushed towards him, and saild in a hurried and fearful tone of voice,
his countenance being of a ghastly pallor:

“What has been done with the man Jesus?”’

“He I8 crucified,” answered Pllate, as he looked upon Herod and
the Sibyl with surprise, not being able to comprehend the scene
before him.

“Crucified!” echoed Herod with a sudden start of horror, his eyes
gleaming with wildness, and his countenance expressive of the
greatest distress. “Then God’'s curse and vengeance are upon me for
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the iniquities of my life, which commenced in faithlessness and
cruelty to this woman, and now culminates in my being a participator
in the murder of my son.”

Then Herod struck his forehead and staggered across the
chamber, where he stood for some moments, swaying to and fro like a
reed bending before the wind, and at length he fell prostrate and
insensible upon the floor.

Glaphira, whose feelings had been aroused to the highest pitch of
mortal agony by the announcement of Pilate, uttered one loud, pierec-
ing shriek, rushed from the chamber, and left the palace. In a few
minutes she was mounted upon her prancing steed which had brought
her from her home, when, giving direction and impulse to the mettle-
some creature, she darted like a meteor through the city in the direc-
tion of the place of execution. On, on she sped, but heeded not what
she saw; for palaces, towers and the people glided before her vision
like the wild and fanciful images of the mind in a feverish dream.
At length she passed the bounds of the city, and quickly sped along
the country road to the base of the rising ground called Golgotha.
Springing from her steed, she rushed up to the fatal spot and stood
trapsfixed with reawakened horror at the dreadful sight that burst
upon her vision.

The sun of day had set, but still a twilight remaining enabled her
to distinguish all things around and within the fatal spot. All spec-
tators of the dread tragedy had long since departed; a single sentinel,
who paced to and fro at a short distance, was left to guard the bloody
cross. With suspended breath and eyes motionless, Glaphira gazed
upon the dread object before her. Her maternal eyes, which once
looked down with a mother’s fondness upon her innocent offspring,
now beheld the handsome form of manhood naked, lacerated, bleed-
ing and outstretched upon the felon's cross. His handsome head,
whereon sat the majesty of wisdom, was now- encircled by a wreath
of thorns, as a scoff and mockery by his cruel persecutors. His beau-
tiful lustrous eyes, which were so expressive of pure and holy
emotlons, were now lustreless and gently closed by their Mfeless lids.
His clear transparent skinned cheeks, that used to mantle with the
glow of health and the blush indicating the pure susceptibilities of his
soul, were now blanched with the pallor of death. And his sym-
metrical lips, from between which were wont to flow words of
eloquence, wisdom, truth and justice, were now closed in death, but
still expressive of his mild, sweet nature, even in the last bitter pang.
His manly, symmetrical llmbs were relaxed and powerless. The

* Divine and Great Spirit of Jesus had departed, and all that was left
of that amiable, wise and benevolent man was an inanimate corpse.

The scene at length became dark and solemn. No one was there
to bear witness to the soul-crushing agony of the afflicted mother,
except the sentinel who was pacing to and fro. Glaphira’s horror
stricken form began to relax, as the consciousness of her misery
gleamed upon her mind. A deep sigh and a moan escaped from her;
then her lips moved as she half audibly uttered:

‘“Yes, he is my son. The same outline of features as when I saw
him a babe. What cruel God or Gods have thus controlled his fate?
‘Why should the innocent and just in this life suffer for the iniquities
of the wicked? Why should an innocent child suffer for the iniquities
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of his parents? Why should truth, honor, virtue and beneflcence be
sacrificed, and all the base and guilty passions of man be allowed to
triumph? Either the Gods are unjust, or we poor mortals know not
how to judge of destiny. O! my heart grows cold! I have now
naught else to live for. Now let the gloomy wings of death over-
shadow me at the feet of my ill fated son.”

Then Glaphira crouched down at the foot of the cross, and before
the sands of another hour had run. the stars gleamed over the lifeless
bodies of an ill fated mother and her murdered son.

VISION THIRTY-FIFTH.

SCENE WHERE SAUL AND JUDAS FOUGHT. .

The shades of night hung over Jerusalem—a murky mist, more
than usual, seemed to enshroud it; scarcely a twinkling star could be
discerned to mark the boundaries between the earth and the heavens,
so intensely gloomy was the scene around.

The spirits of the inhabitants corresponded with the scene, for a
profound sadness pressed heavily upon the hearts of all those who
were awake, as they with tears and sighs were filling the air with
their wailings. Troublous dreams haunted those who had fallen into
slumbers; some produced through fear of persecution, and others from
the stings of guilty consciences. The cruel deed of murder just
perpetrated at the place of sculls, was the subject of thought by the
murdered man’s friends and foes. His manly person extended naked,
bleeding and maimed upon the cross. presented itself with great

terror to the minds of the guilty. and the jpward whisperings of selfs

L%
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- accusing consciences began to agonize the souls of his murderers.

Every howl or whistle of the wind as it echoed through their habita-
tions seemed to bring to their ears the cries of murder and vengeance
from the murdered man on the cross. Among his friends the hours
were passed in tears, prayers and wallings. Thus some hours had
passed toward the middle of the night, when the moon, broad and
deeply red, like a ball of fire, was seen to struggle up through the
murky atmosphere over the western hills. Brighter and smaller it
became as it ascended into the heavens, and the mist was gradually
dispersed; then the stars with their twinkling light began to deck and
enliven the scene. The stupendous walls, the palaces, towers and
temple of the Holy City began to assume existence and form: Mount
Olivet, with her rich foliage, stood out in relief at her side, and down
the deep valley of the Kidron the running stream vibrated incessantly
with the moon’s reflected light. Just above the stream, at the base
of Olivet, the square marble monument of Absalom could be plainly
discerned, and not far from thence, a few feet in the rear, with the
facade cut out of the solid marble rock, with a tler of pillars, was
the excavation in the mountaln, called the Tombs of Jehosaphat; and
before these solitary tombs, a man closely enwrapped in a mantle was
pacing to and fro.

That lonely man was Judas, the traitor. His steps were stealthy
as those of a robber proceeding to a deed of crime, and as he paced,
his head was bowed down, as he revolved many disquiet and appre-
hensive thoughts. Every now and then he would start and listen, as
though he heard something to arouse his suspicions or confirm his
fears, and then resume his restless motions.

Judas, as soon as he had betrayed his confiding master, found that
he had aroused a great part of the people against him, and that it was
no longer safe for him to remain in the city. He was afraid to
venture abroad by day from his place of concealment; but as soon as
the tragedy of the crucifix was over, he sent to Saul, desirlng him to
come to him without the city at the Tombs of Jehosaphat, and be
prepared to fulfill his promises with him; then he would leave for a
distant country. Saul promised to meet him and comply with all his

‘requests. Thus it was that Judas was at that particular spot. °

Previous to the last treacherous act of Judas, he was bold, per-
severing and cool in contemplation and preparation of his crowning
act of villainy; but now the deed was done all his fortitude and
callousness had forsaken him. He shrank aghast at the consclousness
of his guilt, and though he previously thought himself a victim of
necessity, in being obliged to do what his conscience would not
approve, now he considered there was no circumstance that could
Justify treachery and murder. When he first jolned his betrayed
master, he had no true or sublime ideas of a God, or of a future state;
for the rude, barbarous notlons taught him of the Mosaical Jehovah
did not fill him with reverence, or influence his moral conduct for the
better. But since then he had learned many sublime principles, and
formed many noble conceptions of a true God and future state from
Jesus, which frequently presented themselves to his mind and sank
into his soul. Now that he found himself a traitor and murderer of
one of the kindest and best of men that he had ever seen, his
Jnexcusable wickedness and ingratitude glared upon his conscience;
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8o that he trembled with Inward agony and awful apprehensions of a
future fate, which before had never given him any uneasiness. He
found that he had something to dread more than the loss of his mortal
life. This new view of his wicked acts filled him with regret, remorse
and anguish, and an indefinable terror shook him to the soul, subject-
ing his former boldness to a state of cowardice before his own self-
inspection. Again he started and listened, for he thought he heard
somebody cry: Tralitor! Murderer! Then he trembled violently, and
a cold sweat oozed from his forehead.

“Wretch that I am,” he said to himself, “would that I had never
been born, or that I had remained an abject bondman, subject to all
the ills of servitude, than to have been tempted by that Gemon, Saul,
to do deeds of the blackest dye for the sake of wealth and freedom.
O, Saul! Saul! thou hast made me a demon like thyself, and if there
be a God who shall hereafter judge of man according to his deeds in
this world, how great will be the transgressions thou must answer.
Thou hast not only thine own iniquities to answer, but mine also; for
through thee have I acted throughout this deep scheme of treachery,
injustice and cruelty. Would that I had the power of recalling my
acts, not all thy wealth, the gift of my freedom, or thy sophistry could
force me to repeat them.”

Judas gave another start, for a new suspicion suddenly crossed
his mdnd, which he seemed to contemplate for a few moments with
a fearful interest. At length he continued his walky and the train of
his thoughts went on:

“And after all that I have done for him, it is possible that he will
fail me in all his promises. Can he be so desperately vile as to rob
me of all those benefits for which I have served him so faithfully at
the sacrifice of all virtuous principles? O, no, he cannot be so
perverse. He cannot be like a diseased dog. willing to bite one of his
own specles. But let me not be too confiding or sanguine in my
expectations of this man. Shrewd as I am and learned in all his
secret ways, I may yet be mistaken with regard to his ultimate
designs concerring me. Villains, with all their guarded shrewdness,
are but the dupes of each other; for as soon as their banded interests
are severed, they seek each other’s destruction. What reasons have
. I to depend upon Saul for a grateful recompense of my services? Do
' I not know that the great principle of his morality is, to use and
sacrifice all things to the accomplishment of the object he has in view,
and the securing of his personal safety? Now that my services are
ended according to our understanding, he may consider it convenlent
to prove false to me, or consider me a man too many upon the earth.
Ah! something like an instinctive presentiment tells me that he will
seek to rid me of my life! What if I forestall him by taking his?
This is a convenient place for a deed of blood, and I have a trusty
weapon with me. It shall be so; for it is too evident we two cannot
walk within the same sphere.”

Judas then placed his hand within the bosom of his dress, from
which he drew a long dagger or two edged knife, which he clutched
with a tenacious grasp, while his eyes emitted a fearful excitement.
He then continued to pace to and fro for a few moments longer. when
he stopped to listen, as he thought he heard footsteps. This time he
was not mistaken; footsteps were audible and distinct, seeming to be
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approaching him. He immediately concealed his dagger, and en-
deavored to assume his usual composure. In a few moments the
expected person made his appearance, when Saul, enveloped in a dark
mantle, stood before him.

“My dear Judas,” said Saul in a pleasant tone of voice, as he
threw off his mantle from his head, “I am here at thy request. What
wouldst thou with me?”

“The nature of my business with thee, Saul, is not so difficult to
fmagine, I should think,” replied Judas tartly, as he cast a furtive
glance at the former. “I wish for an acknowledgement of my
services and the fulfillment of thy promises, according to the compact
we made in the ravine by the Lake Asphaltis. Thou knowest, from
the nature and results of the dark service I have rendered thee, that
the greater part of the people of the city are much excited against me,
s0 much so that I dare not go in public. I must, therefore, retire into
some distant country. Thus it is I call on thee for the fulfillment of
my rights, according to thy word.”

“I acknowledge the justice of thy claims, dear Judas,” replied
Saul in a tone of kindness and apparent sincerity, “and the prudence
of thy determination in leaving this country, though I shall deply
lament thy loss and companionship, as well as thy great services. As
thou hast been true to me, it behooves me to be the same to thee. I
have accordingly prepared myself to fulfill thy expectations.”

The moon by this time had risen high in the heavens, no cloud
Impeding its silver rays, so that the scene around was lit up with a
soft tranquil light, rendering the actions and features of the two men
clearly distinguishable. Judas regarded Saul, as the latter spoke,
with a serious searching glance, and Saul maintained one of a pleas-
ing and frank nature, though at times a momentary restlessness was
perceptible.

“Hast thou brought me money?’ demanded Judas.

“Yes, my friend, I have brought thee two hundred shekels; it Is all
1 have at command at present,” replied Saul, as he drew from under
his mantle a bag containing money. “I will provide thee with more
hereafter, wherever thou goest.”

Judas received the bag from Saul, and for a few moments he
lfted it up and down, endeavoring to ascertain its contents by its
seeming weight, and then observed:

“Hast thou the bond of my servitude? which is of more con-
sequence to me than this bag of money.”

“I have it,” replied Saul, as he pulled from his girdle a small scroll
of parchment, which he unrolled and presented to Judas. ‘Freely
and with pleasure do I restore to thee all:claims I have to thee as
bondman. Here it i8; take it and examine it by the light of the moon,
to satisfy thyself that all is correct.”

Judas took the document and proceeded to examine it, but at the
same time he kept Saul in view, as though he was suspicious of his
motions and designs. Saul, thinking that Judas’ attention was wholly
absorbed in the perusal of the document, turned suddenly aside and
drew from under his dress a dagger. with which he sprang upon the
latter, aiming a deadly thrust. But the vigilant eye of Judas was too
quick for his movements, for quickly throwing up the arm and hand
that held the document. he warded off the assassin’s blow, and
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quickly dropping the bag of money which he held in the other hand,
he struck his assailant a powerful blow in the breast that sent him
staggering backward some distance; then quickly seizing his dagger
from his girdle, he stood in a defiant position before his enemy, who
a moment before was his professed friend and admirer.

Saul finding himself repulsed in his attempt at murder, was at
first disappointed and thrown into confusion; but he soon recovered
himself, and made further preparation for renewing the attack by
rolling his mantle around his left arm, with the intent of parrying the
passes of his antagonist, and then he looked upon his enemy with an
expression of smiling ‘hauteur rather than of an excited hatred.

“Saul!” sald Judas, as his eyes flashed with intense indignation,
“this last act of thine convinces me that thy heart is blacker with sin
than my long experience of thy villainies had enabled me to suppose.”

“My dear Judas,” responded Saul in his usual tone of voice,
expressive of kindness and consideration for his opponent, though a
malignant smile curled his lips, “I must confess that there is seeming
reason in thy charge, yet it is not thus I would speak of thee. I would
rather compliment thee, dear Judas. for thy shrewdness, for I did not
think thou couldst have suspected my intentions, and thus have
prepared thyself to thwart me in my attempt.”

“Monster! Demon that thou art!” exclaimed Judas in desperation,
“couldst thou not allow me to depart in peace and safety after all the
services I have rendered thee in the accomplishment of thy iniquitous
designs? After having made me sacrifice every noble principle, all
sense of noble manhood and humanity, all ties of virtue, religion and
morality—making me a base instrument to execute thy black crimes.
Now thou wouldst recompense me by taking my life like any common
assassin.”

“Judas,” replied Saul in a cool, emphatic manner, “thou knowest
that I am a man resolute and wnscrupulous in all things that endanger
me in the achievement of my designs, In thus wishing to effect thy
death I am not different from my former self. I hate thee not, Judas,
but admire thee as a brave and serviceable man; yet in the nature of
things it is fitting that I should seek thy life.”

“Monster, what have I done that thou shouldst seek my life?’
demanded Judas. “Have I betrayed thy secrets? Have I exposed
thy hypocrisy, thy villalnies, thy unbounded and unscrupulous
ambition?”’

“No, Judas, thou hast not as yet,” returned Saul smiling; “but as .
thou art possessed of my secrets, and as there are no further interests
to bind thee to me, thou possibly may be induced to make known to
the world what I am. Thou mayest possibly betray me as thou hast
thy late master, Jesus. Under such apprehensions and dread, I could
not pursue my course with equanimity, for I view thee as belng in my
way; therefore, Judas, thou or I must die this night. Thou wishest to
leave here for a distant country. Let it be so; but it must be for the
dark shores of death and eternal oblivion, where thy tongue will be
forever at rest, and Saul will not have occasion to fear thee. Come
then, Judas, let us decide this contest with our weapons, for we are
equally armed, and we understand each other.”

Saul then renewed his attack upon Judas, and the latter fought
with equal vigor In his self defense. .The glances of their eyes
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emitted a terrifying fury, and their sinews strained as they dealt the
murderous blows and thrusts for the flrst few minutes, without
material advantage on either side. Saul had parried and received the
blows and thrusts of Judas with his mantle on his left arm, and Judas
had thus far received no wounds. But at length Saul pierced him in
the shoulder, which caused Judas to retreat a pace; in doing so, he
happened to stumble against the bag of money that had been thrown
down just before, which caused him to stagger. Saul perceiving this,
instantly rushed upon him before he could recover his balance, and
with a powerful thrust he plunged his weapon into the breast of his
adversary. Judas instantly fell to the ground uttering a groan and
dropping his dagger. Saul was about to repeat the blow, when Judas
cried out appealingly:

“Saul, stay thy arm—there is no need of further strife; thou hast
given me my death wound. I fain would say a few words to thee,
while I have strength to do so.”

“Say on, brave Judas. Thy shrewd suggestions were always
welcome to me, and will Le no less so now, I doubt not,” replied Saul,
as he threw down his weapon, crossed his arms upon his breast, and
walted the further remarks of the dying man.

Judas pressed one hand upon his breast, from which the blood was
running fast, and managed to support himself with the other as he sat
recumbent upon the ground, and at length he observed, in a faint
voice:

“Saul, the shades of death will soon draw over my eyes, therefore
consider my last words as given in sincerity and truth. I do not
regret my fate; considering what evil I have done, I deserve no
better; but I did not think I should die by the hand of Saul whom I
have served so faithfully. Let me tell thee, that dark conspiracy we
planned and executed against that good man, Jesus, never met with
my sincere approbation. It was thy coercive measures that forced me
to do what I have done against him. I acted in conformity with thy
wishes, under the promise of being a freeman. Now behold -the
reward thou givest me! Saul, thou hast been terribly cruel and
unjust to me, and possibly the time will come when there will be a
retribution. When I served that good man, Jesus, I listened to his
-doctrines, and in spite of my will they sank deeply within me. He
frequently spoke of the true God and of a future state, with great
wisdom and eloquence. I now believe that all his ldeas were founded
on truth and reason. Should the doctrines of this Jesus be true, as I
firmly believe they are, there is some possibility, Saul, that we shall
meet again. Should it prove so, Saul,—then—"

On uttering the last word, the eyes of Judas closed, and he fell
back a corpse.

“Poor Judas!” ejaculated Saul as he looked down upon the corpse.
“Thou hast gone from this envious and treacherous world to the deep
ghades of death. Of all men of my acquaintance thou hast proved
worthy of my ‘high estimation. Thy qualities were worthy of great
standing, and a better fate than thou hast had. The loss of no one do
I regret more than thee, though I have been thy murderer! * *

“How mysterious is my destiny, or the controlling power of my
career in life! How antagonistic are my actions with my desires in
some respects, for the very man I admire most I seem destined to
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destroy. Two men have fallen through me—the wise and virtuous
Jesus, and my faithful servitor, Judas. Did their deaths proceed from
any evil in me towards them? No; I admired them both, and could
not feel evil towards them. Whence, then, comes this anomalous
state of things that I should destroy those I admire the most?
Whence this universal strife and disposition to destroy our fellows?
Is it an acquired disposition of man, subject to moral control, or does
it proceed from inevitable necessity inherent in the mysterious powers
of nature, which men call Gods, and their wills as Fate? Ah! accord-
ing to my worldly experience, I find that man’s moral freedom is but
a fiction! He knows not what Is good or evil, neither can he refrain
from doing what he does. As his existence is without his choice or
control, so are his actions. He knows not the powers that control
him, or what is his ultimate destiny. Like everything else around
him he is a being of inevitable necessity. The man of to-day is but a
link between the past and the future, In which position he is com-
pelled to perform a part in the great chain of existence, which-is
destined to some great ultimate by the mysterious powers that control
us. He lives and plays his part of to-day according to the influences
produced by those who preceded him, and those who surround him;
then he passes from existence, and posterity assumes the results of
his career, modifying and continuing the same from year to year,
until the grand design of human destiny shall be achieved. How,
then, can my actions be evil? Am I not like all other mortals, a
creature of inevitable necessity, dependent upon my .predecessors or
those around me for my impulses to action, which are without my
control? I do but enact a part in the great chain of existence, which
are under the guiding influences of the Powers of Nature or the Gods.
Jesus and Judas were the necessary preliminary actors to the great
and noble end assigned to me to accomplish. Their careers of life
furnish the materials and foundation, upon which the more important
- one of mine is to be established; it then becomes necessary that they
should give place to me. After their tolls and labors I have removed
them to the peaceful retreat of the grave in order that I may enter
upon my glorious career without obstruction. Saul! Saul! the glo-
rious field of thy ambition is now open before thee; the path is now
free from obstruction. All circumstances, time and prospects are
favorable. The minds of men are prepared to receive thy bold and
daring influences to control them to thy will. Rush forth, then, and
embrace the opportunity to achieve thy long cherished design. It
must be so. I was not born to pass this life like other men amidst
puling affections and trifling actions; for I see within me the impress
of grand and stupendous works pertaining to the social state of man,
which give me impulse to action. Yes; I must and will achieve the
glorious objects, which the desires and impulses of my nature
command me to do. If the results shall prove good, then all mankind
will receive the benefit, and I shall be honored and praised through
all posterity. And if my deeds prove an evil, then the responsibility
will rest with the Gods, who create, control and dispose of the
destiny of mortals.”

Saul having ended his sollloquy, he looked down upon the lifeless
body of Judas, and after contemplating it for a while, he gathered it
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up and carried # into the Tombs of Jehosaphat, where he secreted it.
After some time he returned to the spot, when he re-possessed himself
of the bag of money that he had given Judas, and then quietly left
the scene of the murder and his impious resolve.

FINAL COMMUNICATION.

The spirits having ended their communications through the media
of visions, Saul once more addresses me through my inward per-
ceptive power of clairaudience:

“Friend Alexander, 1 congratulate you on the progress you have
made towards the accomplishment of the task we have required of
you. So far you have achieved a great and important work for the
benefit of your fellow-man, of which posterity will be enabled to see
the value, should the present age not appreciate it and do you justice.

“From the facts we have furnished you, you have produced a
comprehensive history of that heinous tragedy, whereln I was the
principal wicked actor. You have delineated things in a simple, nat-
ural, pleasing and truthful manner, suitable to the comprehension of
the mass of mankind, and of that exciting nature as to command the
perusal of it. It is a sad thing for me to reflect on, that mankind have
been for so many ages wandering in error and delusion concerning the
character, history and doctrines of Jesus of Nazareth; all of which
must be attributed to my wicked ambition as the original cause. But
now, as I am enabled to make an atonement to mankind for my past
wickedness, I am in hopes that the evlls of the past will be remedied
in the present age by giving to mankind an explanation of all their de-
lusions, which they will be enabled to obtain when they peruse your
book. When they do so, they will immedlately perceive its truth,
reason, consistency and conformity with the principles of nature. He
that shall peruse and appreciate its truths, will give a test of his in-
tellectual progress worthy of the age he lives in.

“Frlend Alexander, I have now informed you of all that is neces-
sary to render clear the True History of Jesus of Nazareth, which 1
hope through your exertions, will not fall in accomplishing the de-
signs I have in view. You will now issue your book to the world, .
calling upon the heads of the varlous Christian sects to read it and
preach the same to the people, that they may emancipate themselves
from the mental slavery and darkness under which they have existed
for so many centuries past.

“All that I have imparted to you has been concerning man’s mun-
dane affairs and mortal nature. I would like to inform you concern-
ing our supernal world—our natures as spirits, and the happy condi-
tions of those who are exalted in mind and virtue; but the reason why
I do not, is that I cannot. The nature of spirits and their surround-
ings are quite different to what they are with mortal man. Man's
ideas are limited to his earthly life, therefore it is impossible for a
man to receive impressions of things and a state of existence, which
cannot be conceived by his earthly ideas. We spirits have the power of
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impressing man’s mind as far as his ideas can comprehend us, but we
have not the power of creating ideas In him; therefore, you may per-
celve that it is impossible for the spirits to communicate plainly the
facts of anything concerning their natures or the supernal world.

“I must now conclude my address by informing you, that Judas
joins me In expressing our thanks and gratitude for your services.
We have it not in our power to reward you further than by the prom-
ise, that when we shall meet in the spirit-world, we will prove to you
what we express. We now withdraw from you our guardian influ-
ence, hoping that you will pass the remainder of your days in har-
mony and peace, until death shall bring a change, when you will enter
the spirit-world and obtain the reward of your labors. We now leave
you. Farewell”

THE END.





