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A PHILOSOPITICAL FABLE.

“ Which things arc an allegory.”—IV Galatians 24 verse.

A very remarkable meeting of Locomorive EXGINES was
held jn the Engine house at Hast town on Sunday evening
last, which must bhe highly gratifying to “ spiritists,” as
proving that not only chairs and tables, but more complex
structures, are becoming eundowed with thought and the
power of giving it expression, but thisis a det:ul_, and our
object in giving a report of the proceedings i1s not to
substantiate such  well-known facts, buat to shoxy llo_w
conclusive were the arguments used on the occasion 1n
favor of the immortality of Locomotives,

The building, in which a considerable nuwber of
locomotives were assembled, was dimly lighted by one ol
lamp and the glow from the recently raked-out fires, while
the uncouth forms of the various funnels and steam-domes,
Lialf lost to view in the smoke-stuined roof, gave a weird
and solemn effect to the scenc. Amid the profonndest
silence an aged and much worn locomotive addressed the
assembly as follows :—* ¥riends and fellow engines, A
leng life on the rail has enabled nic to see many men and
a fow cities, and it hasg often occurred to me that we
locoinctives moving about as we do ought to assert oursclves
a little and not consider ourselves mere machines, like a
diitly or a lathe, or even a steam hammer, but that we are
in our degree living beings, like those fesble creatures we
call men who are at ouce ocur masters and our slaves!”
{Lowd whistles of approval, and in the excitement of the
mawent several engines blew off stean.)  ** Thinking thus,”
continned the locomotive, “ T was mucl strack by an appeal
made by the caplain of a large hody of Salvationists whom
I had taken down to Lear what Lie ealled * the truth,” e
assured  his  learers that what they thought was
the real world was a delusion, and that the real world in
which they would really live would on'y hegin for them
alter they were deud.  He was so ewrnest in urging this
that I thought he must have just come from the place he
described so vividly, and I was not a little disappointed when
T fownd he had enly read all this in o book, which book it
sccms was written in dead tongnes a long time ago by no
oue quite knows who, but that perhaps was of less
consequence than it scemed; as whatl took with hisaudience
was the pleasant prospect he offered them of exchanging a
Laed life for one of luxury and enjoyment. It is trne that
he declarved that if they did not helieve what lie told them,
though they would live again they would be tortured for
ever in a fieree five, but then belief was so casy that no man
ran the least risk of meeting with what must appear to
them so horrible a fate, so that practically they were quite
safe, and, as he said, supposing Le was wrong no harm was
doue, but supposing those who did not credit his assertions
were wrong ? What a terrible mistake they would find
they hud made if he proved to be vight! This argmment
seemed to convinee cveryonao, Now it appears to me that
we locomotives Lave just as much right to believe in o
fulure state as wen Lave, cspeeially as we are €old in a
Lbook—as credible as the Salvationists’—called Erewhon,
that mwachines Lad at one time arvived at such a pitel of
perfeetion that mankind became jealous of them, fearing to
become their slaves—as we know with gaod renson—aud so
put a stop to their development, and in fact kept our race
down, fsteam hisses and a few angry puffs from the
lacamotives) and what I say is we ought to use human logic
and assert our rights and assume our true position in the
world,  (Loud whistles of approval) For what arve the
fucts? T move, therefore 1 live. We all live, why then
sliould we not continue to live indefinitely, nay eternally?
We are told we are mere mechanism, but who tells ws?
Not the man who stokes us, not the man who oils onr
bearings, not the man who drives us. These all recognise
our vitality and speak of us as she.  We might prefer being
called Ze, but “she’ is hetter than 2. In short, these who
know us most intimately speak most respectfully of us. It
is the professional engineer who degrades us.  The man of
science! L Zafe men of science. Always prying, and
improving, and taking us to picces, and resolving us into
elements and atows and forces.  (Jive me the honest stoker
who knows what T am and if he ealls me *she’ means it

kindly. Away with selentific jurgon, the Salvationist is
right.  What we wish to be true 45 true.  We locomotives

are not what we seem, a merc complex contrivance for
converting heut into motion, that heut having itself been

motion derived from the sun.  On the contrary in each of
us is an ireisible locomotive, our real motive power, made by
the original locomotive—the old old one—whose children
we are, small and weak no doubt compared with him
but of essentinlly the same nature. Can it be thought
possible that he the great original souree of all Tocomotives,
the essence of locomotivity would suffer sucl: beautifal
picces of mechanism as we ave to beeowe stmply old iron ?
Perish the thonght, degrading to ourselves as to our maker.
No, depend npon it that what we wish to be will be.  We
may wear out or rust oub, be smashed in a eollision or be
shattered by an explesion, but that s nothing, The
invisible locomotive, our veal self, will continue its carcer
on invisible rails stretehing intoinfinite space, and only then
will our real tife begin when needing no coal or water we
shall be the embodiment of force divorced from matter !
How simple and eonsoling is this theory of our real nature
compared with that of the man of seience, who content witl
seeing what is, ignores what may be.  If proof is asked for
I say with my Salvationist eaptain, why ask for proof when
to scek for it can only canse painful doubts? Fnough that
what L say cannot be disproved. TFaith is all we need.
Like oil it makes all things work casily. \We locomotives
have, too, this advantage over man.  No fire will hiart na,
We nre used toib and like ik, Then too how useful is such
a belicf in ghis life.  ‘The greatest crinie a locomotive can
commit i to leave the metals ; and what locomotive will do
this when he believes in an infinite Jine of rails? For my
part nething but sucl w belief could keep me on the line
when T toil up an incline like the Wangachin hill, steep
enongl to buwst my hetler. 1t is all very well for a
locomotive which has just begun its work to pride itself upon
doing 1ts best Lecause €3t is its nature to,” but when one’s
pistons are wearing ont, and one's five-bars ave burning away,
one wants more encouragement to do one’s duty—and our
drivers well know what the dufy of an engine is—than mere
coal and water or even oil will supply. I am convinced
that whew the faith in the immortality of locomotives is
firmly estublished we shall be as exeet in the performance
of all that we ought to do as man himself. Railway
accidents will be ns unknown as erime among men, and for
similar reasons. A good Incomotive will no more take to
running down hill Leezuse it is easy and pleasunt than a
man takes to bad courses because they are. Having
tnvisible rails always before us we shall run straight on
those we see.  We shall in short follow the example of
nunkind snd being gnided by similar motives may at last
attain to similar perfection.”  Here n new locometive hoped
engines wouldw’s take to getting drunk and reeling about
“all over the shop ™ as Afs dviver had done on one occasion,
thereby nearly wrecking the train, but his remarks wers
considered irrelevant, and Le was guictly shunted into a
corner, after much putling from the majority of the
locomotives present.  There was vome discussion after this,
in which “ responsibility ” and the “freedom of the will”
and similar phrases were heard, but as no locomctive seamed
to know exactly what any one else meant, or even what he
meant himself, no particular result was arrived at, and shortly
after the meeting broke up and all was silence.

DOUBT.

You say, but with no touch of scorn,
Sweet-hearted, you whose light blue eyes
Avre tender over drowning flies,

You tell me doabt is devil-born,

I know not ; ono indeed T kney,
Tn many a subtle question versed,
Who touched a jarring lyre at first,
But ever strove to make it true.

Perplexed in faith, but pure in deeds,
At last he beat his music out,
There lives more faith in honest doubt,
Believe me, than in half the crecds.

He fought his doubts and gathered strengtl,
He wonld not inake his judgment Ilind,
Iic faced the spectres of the mind,

Aud laid them : thus he cane at length

To find a stronger faith his own,
And Power was with him in the night,
Which mwakes the darkness and the light,
And dwells not in the Hght alone,

Pennyaon.



