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BY MRS. L. M. CHILD.

“ So you are going to live in the same building with 
Hetty Turnpenny,” said Mrs. Lane to Mrs. Falrwea- 
ther, “ You will find nobody to envy you. If her tem­
per docs not prove too much even for your good-na- 
tiy r, it *‘iH surprise all who know her. W e lived 
there a year, and that is as long as anybody ever tried 
jL ”

“ Poor Hetty !” replied Mrs. Fairweather. "S h e lia s  
had much to harden her. H er mother died too early 
for her to remember; her father was very severe with 
h e r; and the only lover she ever, had, liorrowcd the 
savings of her j ears of toil, and Rpcnt them in dissipa­
tion. Hut Hetty, notwithstanding her sharp features, 
and shar|)Ci- words, certainly has a kind heart. In the 
midst of her greatest poverty, many, were the stockings 
she knit, and the warm waistcoats she made, for the 
poor drunken lover, whom she had too much good sense 
to marry. Then you know she feeds and clothes her 
brother’s orphan child.”

“ If you call it feeding and clothing,” replied Mrs. 
Lane. “ The poor child looks cold, and pinched, and 
frightened all the time, as if-h e  were chased by the Fast 
wind. I used to toll Miss Turnpenny she ought to be 
ashamed of herself, to keep the poor , little thing at 
work all the time, without one minute to play. If  6hc 
does hut look at the cat, bs it runs hv the window, Aunt 
Hetty gives her a rap over the knuckles. I used to tell 
her she would make the girl just such another sour old 
crab as herself.”

“ Thnt must have been very improving to her disposi­
tion," replied Mrs. Fuirwcatlicr, with a good-humored 
•mile. “ But in justice to poor Aunt H etty, you ought 
to remember thnt she bad just such a cheerless child­
hood herself. Flowers grow where there is sunshine.”

“ I know you think everybody ought to live in the 
sunshine," rejoined Mrs. L ane; and it must he confess­
ed that you carry it wherever you go. If Mis* Turn­
penny /or* a heart, I dare say you will find it out. though 
I never could, and I never heard of any one else that 
could. All the families within hearing of her tongue 
call her the neighbor-in-law.”

Certainly the prospect was not very encouraging; 
for the house Mrs. Fairweather proposed to occupy, 
was not only under the same roof with Miss Turnpenny, 
but the buildings had one common yard in the rear, and

one common space for a garden in front. The very 
first day she took possession of her new habitation, she 
called on the neignbor-in-lnw. Aunt Hetty had ti^ken 
the precaution to extinguish the fire, lest the new neigh­
bor should want hot water, before her own wood and 
coal arrived. Her first salutation was. "  If you want 
any cold water, there’s a pump across the stree t; I  
don’t like to have my house slopped nil over.” 

u  I  am glnd you are so tidy, neighbor Turnpenny," re­
plied Mrs. Fairw eather; it is extremely pleasant to 
have neat neighbors. I will try to keep everything as 
bright as a new five cent piece, for I see that will please 
you. I came in mcrelv to say good morning, and to 
ask if you could spare Peggy to run up and down stairs 
for me, while I am getting my furniture in order. I  will 
pay her sixpence an hour.”

Aunt Hetty had begun to purse up her mnuth for a 
refusal; hut the promise of sixpence an hour rclax'-d 
her features at onec. Little Peggy sat knitting a stork­
ing very diligpntlv, with a rod lying on the table beside 
her. She looked up with timid wi*tfulne*e, as if the pros­
pect of any change was like a release from prison. 
When she heard consent given, a bright color flushed 
her cheeks. She was evidentIv of an impressible tem­
perament. for good or evil. “ Now mind and behave 
yourself,” said Aunt H e ttv t “ and sec that you keep at 
work the whole time. If I hear one word of complaint, 
you know what you'll get when you come home." The 
rose-color subsided from Peggy's pale face, and she an­
swered. “ Yes. ma’am,” very meekly.

In the neighbor's- house all went quite otherwiae. No 
switclj lay on the table, and instead of, “ mind how you 
do tha^ . If you don’t I’ll punish you,” she heard the 
gentle words, “  There, dear, see how carefully yon can 
carry that up stairs. Whv. what a nice handy little girl 
yon are !’’ Under this enlivening influence, Peggv work­
ed like a hee, and soon liegan to hum much more 
agreeably than’a'Uce. Aunt Hetty was always in the 
habit of saying. “ Stop your noise and mind your work.” 
Hut the new friend patted her on the head, and said, 
“ W hat a pleasant voice the little girl has. It is like 
the birds in the fields. Bv and by von shall hear my 
friusic-ljox.”  This opened wide the windows of the poor 
little shut-up heart, so that the sunshine could stream jn, 
and the birds fly in nnd out, carolling. H ie happy child 
tuned up like’ a lark, ns she.tripped lightly up and 
down stairs, on various household errands. * *

-.When the labors of the day were concluded, Mrs. Fair- 
weather accompanied her home, paid for all the hours 
she had Itoen ahsenf, and warmly praised her docility 
nnd diligence. “ It i* lucky for her that she has be­
haved so well," replied Aunt H e tty ; if I  had heard
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any complaint, I should have given her n whipping, and 
sent her to lx*d without her supper.”

Poor little Peggy went to sleep that night with a light­
er heart than she had ever felt, since she had been un 
orphan. H er first thought in the morning was whether 
the new neighbor would want her service again during 
th e  day. Her desire that it should he so, loon  became 
obvious to Aunt llctty , and excited an undefined jeal­
ousy and dislike of a person w ho so easily made her­
self beloved. W ithout exactly acknowledging to her­
self what were her own motives, she ordered Peggy to 
gather all the sweepings of the kitchen and court into a 
small pile, and leave it on the frontier line of her neigh­
bor’s premises. Peggy ventured to ask timidly whether 
the wind would not blow it about, and she received a box 
on the ear for her impertinence. It chanced that Mrs. 
Fairweather, unintentionally, heard the-words and the 
blow. She gave Aunt Hetty's anger time enough to 
cool, then stepped out irtto the court, and after arranp- 
ing divers little matters, she called aloud to her domestic, 
“ Sally, how came vou to leave this pile of dirt here ? 
Didn't I tell you Miss Turnpenny was very neat ? Pray 
make haste and sweep it up. 1 would not have Iter see 
it on any account. I told her I would try to keep every­
thing nice about the premises. She is so particular 
herself, and it is a comfort to have tidv neighbors.” 
The girl, who had been previously fem ur ted, smiled as 
she came out with brush and dust-pan, and swept quiet­
ly away the pile, that was intended us a declaration of 
border war.

Put another source of annoyance presented itself, 
which could not so easily he disposed of. Aunt Hetty 
had a cat, n lean scraggy animal, that looked as if she 
was ofirncr kicked than fed ; and Mrs Fairweather had 
a fat, frisky little dog, always ready for a caper. He 
took a distaste to poor poverty stricken Tub, the first 
time he saw her j and no coaxing could induce him to 
alter his opinion. His name was Pink, hut he'was any­
thing but n pink of behavior in his neighborly rela­
tions. Poor Tali could never set foot out of doors with­
out being saluted with a growl, and n sharp bark, that 
frightened her out of her senses, and made her run into 
the house, with her fur all on end. * * Aunt
Hetty vowed she would scald him. It was a burning 
shame, she said, for folks to keep dogs to worry their 
neighbors’ cats. Mrs Fairweather invited Tubby to 
dine, and made much of her, and patiently endeavored 
to teach her dog to eat from the same plate. Put Pink 
■sturdily resolved he would lie scalded firs t; that he 
would. He could not have been more obstinate in his 
opposition, if he and Tali had hclo.igcd to different sects 
in Christianity. W hile his mistress was patting Tab on 
the head, ana reasoning the point with him, he would at 
times manifest a degree of indifference amounting to tol­
eration ; but the moment he was left to his own free will, 
he would give the invited guest a hearty cuff with his 
paw, and send her home spitting like a small steam en­
gine. * On one of thcsc,oceasiofis, she rushed in­
to her neighlior’s apartments, and meed Mrs. Fairweath­
er, with one hand resting on her hip, and the forefinger 
of the other making very wrathful gesticulations. •• I 
tell you what, madam. I won’t put up with such trea t­
ment much longer,” said sh e ; •• I'll poison that d o g ; 
see if 1 don’t ; and I shan’t wait long, cither, 1 can tell 

• you.  ̂ What you keep such an impudent little beast for 
1 don't know, without you do it on purpose to plague 
your neighbors."

“ I am really sorry he behaves so,” replied Mrs. Fair- 
weather, mildly. “ Poor T ab!°

“ Poor Tab!” screamed Miss Turnpenny; "W h a t 
do you mean by calling her poor? Do you mean to 
fling it ut> to me that my cat don't have enough to eat ?”

" I didn't think of such a thing,” replied Airs. Fair- 
weather. '* I culled her poor Tab, because Pink plagues 
her so, that she has no peace of her life. I agree with 
you, neighbor Turnpenny it is not right to keen n dog 
that disturbs the neighborhood. I am attached to poor 
little Pink, because lie belongs to my son, who has gone 
to sea. I was in hopes he would 6oon leave off quar­
relling with the c a t ; hut if he won’t be neighborly, I 
will send him out in the country to hoard. Sally, will 
vou bring me one of the pics we baked this morning? 
I should like to have Miss Turnpenny taste of them. ”

The crabbed neighbor was helped abundantly; and 
while she was eating the pie, the friendly matron edged 
in many a kind word concerning little Peggy, whom she 
praised as a remarkublv capable, industrious child.

“ I am glad you find her so,” rejoined Aunt Hetty : 
I should get precious little work out of her, if I didn't 
keep a switch in sight."

“ I manage children pretty much as the man did the 
donkey," replied Mrs Fairweather. *• Not an inch 
would the poor beast stir, for all his master's l>cating and 
thumping. But a neighbor tied n n .e  licfh turnips to a 
stick, and fastened them so they swung directly before 
the donkey's nose, and off he set on a brisk trot, in hopes 
of overtaking them.”

Aunt Hetty, without observing how very closely the 
comparison applied to her own management of Peggy, 
said, “ That will do very well for folks that have plenty 
of turnips to spare."

" For the mntter of that,” answered Mrs Fairweather, 
"  whips cost something, as well as turnips; and 6incc 
one makes the donkey stand still, and the other makes 
him trot, it is easy to decide which is the most economi­
cal. But neighbor Turnpenny, since you like my pics 
so well, pray take otic home with you. 1 am afrufd they 
will mould before we can eat them up.

Aunt Hetty had come in for a quarrel, and she was 
astonished to find herself going out with a pie. • •

“ Well, I do say," observed Sally, smiling, “ you are 
a master woman for slopping a quarrel.”

That same afternoon, the sunshiny dame stepped into 
Aunt Hetty's rooms, where she lound Peggy sewing, as 
usual, with the eternal switeh on the table beside her. 
•• I am obliged to go to Harlem, on business," said sh e ; 
"  I feel rather lonely without company, and I always like 
to have a child with me. If you will oblige me by let­
ting Peggy go, I will pay her fare in the omnibus."

“ She has her spelling lesson to get before night,” re­
plied Aunt Hetty. “ I don't approve of young folks 
going a pleasuring, and neglecting their education.” 
i “ Neither do I," rejoined her neighbor; “ but 1 think 
there is a great dial of “ducation that is not found in 
books. The fresh air w ill make Peggy grow stout and 
active. 1 prophesy that she will do great credit to 
your bringing up.” The sugared words, and the re­
membrance of the sugared pie, touched the soft place 
in Miss Turnpenny’s heart, and she told the astonished 
Peggy that she might go and put on her best gow n and 
lionnct. The poor child began to think that tiiis new 
neighbor was certainly ont of the good fairies she read 
about in the picture books.

I do not know as 1 can better serve the cause I love so well, than to die for it.—J. B.
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Mrs. Fairwcather was a practical philosopher, in her 
own small way. She observed that Mins Turnpenny re­
ally liked a pleasant tu n e; and when winter came, she 
tried to persuade her that singing would he excellent lor 
Peggy’s lungs, and perhaps keep her from going in­
to consumption.

" My nephew, James Fuirweathcr, keeps a singing 
school,” said she ; •• and he says he w ill teach her gra­
tis. You need not feel under great obligation : for her 
voice will lead the whole school, and her ear is so quick, 
it will be no trouble at all to teach her. Perhaps you 
would go with us sometimes, neighlwr Turnpenny ? It 
is rery pleasant to hear the children’s voices.”

The cordage of Aunt Hettv’s mouth relaxed into * 
smile. She accepted the invitation, and was so much 
pleased, that she went • every Sundny evening. The 
simple tunes, and the sweet young voices, fell like dew- 
on her dried-up heart, and greatly uided the genial in-* 
flucncc of her neighlior’s example. The rod silently- 
disappeared fioin the table. I f  Peggy w as disposed to 
be idle, it was only necessary to say, “ When you have 
finished your work, you may go and ask whether M rs.' 
Fairwcather wants any errands done.” lllcss me, how 
the fingers flew ! Aunt Hetty had learned to use tur­
nips instead of the cudgel.

■When Spring came, Mrs. Fairwcather busied herself 
with planting roses nod vines. Miss Turnpenny readily 
consented that Peggy should help her, and even refus* 
cd to take any j>ay from such a good neighbor. But she 

maintained her own opiuion that it was a mere waste of 
time to cultivate flowers. The cheerful philosopher nev­
er disputed the point; but she would sometimes say, “ I 
have no room to plant this rose-bush. Neighbor Turn­
penny, would you be willing to let me set it on your 
side of the yard ? At another time she would1 say,
“ Well, really my ground is too fulk Here is a root of 
Lady’s-dclight. How bright and pert it looks. It seems 
a  pity to throw it away. * I love it. I t is such a 
bright good-natured little thing.” Thus by degree*, the 
crabbed maiden found herself surrounded by flowers; 
and she evon declared, of her own accord, that ibey did 
look pretty.

One dav, when Mrs. Lane called upon Mrs. Fair- 
weather, she found the old weed-grown yard bright and 
hlooming. Tab, quite fat and. sleek, was asleep in the 
sunshine, with her paw  ̂ on Pink's neck, and little Peg­
gy was singing at her w'ork, as blithe as a bird.

“ How cheerful you look here," said Mrs. Lane. “ And 
so you have really taken the house for another year. 
Pray, how do you manage to get on with the neighbor- 
in-law?”

“ I find her a very kind, obliging neighbor," replied 
Mrs. F air weather.

“ Well, this is a miracle!" exclaimed Mrs. Lane,
“ Nobody but you would have undertaken to thaw out 
Aunt Hetty’s heart.’’

“ That is probably the reason why it was never thaw­
ed,” rejoined her fneud. “ 1 always told you, that not 
having enough of sunshine- was what ailed the world. 
Make people happy, and there will not l>c half the quar­
relling, or a tentb part of the wickedness, there is.”

From this gospel of joy preached and practised, no­
body derived so much benefit as little Peggy. H er na­
ture, which was fast growi ,g cro »kcd and knotty, un­
der the malign influence oi constraint and fear, straight­
ened up, budded and blossomed, in the genial utinos-

phcrc of cheerful kindness. • • •
Her affections and faculties were kept in such pleas­

ant exercise, that constant lightness of heart made her 
almost handsome. The young music-teacher thought 
her more than almost handsom e; for her affectionate 
soul shone more lieamingly on him than orn others, and 
love makes nil things benutiful.

When the orphan removed to her pleasant litt\e cot­
tage on her wedding-day, "he threw her arms round the 
blessed missionary of sunshine, and said, “ Ab, thou 
dear good Aunt, it is thou who hast made my life Fair- 
weather."

PitECociors. A “ young lady” of seven, the other 
day, upon hearing the passuge of Scripture, “ Go to the 
ant, thou sluggard, consider her wrays and be wise," anx­
iously inquired of her mother “ if that meant aunt Su­
san ?"—said aunt Susan being a maiden lady of “ uncer­
tain age.” She appeared much relieved when told that 
the passage referred to an insect, and that it was not in 
the nabit of living a “ single life.”

TIIK PHONETK'ALPIIAHKL"consists of the com­
mon alphabet ̂ excepting x, e, and g, together with the 
following new letters, whose sounds arc denoted by tho 
italics below- them :
Ee Ev* Ha Aq R q  0 o  O o  (D® G a l e u

eve earl ale air art all ode oor.e a-pc whoop
Fj Cfir ICq Cq lift fid  Xf X 3  U p

ice oil our dupe cAeat /Ain /Ae • Ac vision riny

“fi D on 't y® liyk," sed a  bruder lover t u  ju j Undcr- 
wud, “ dat J im  Person iz de gratest I ja r ov a  lover dat 
ever ya> so.”

“ *  Ju 'l 1* sori tu  sa dat ov bruder P m on ,” rcpljd de 
ju j ; “ but he iz s^rtcnli m or ekonomikal ov tro-t dan 
eni uder loycr on de s^ rk it!”

An FriJ soljer, ha> woz host ip ov hiz grat kuraj, wroz 
askt hw j he mn awa in ball.

“ Fat," sez Pat, “ mi hqrt iz held az a  Ijon— so  it 
iz : hilt j hftpn tu  hav a  k san lli pqr ov leg*, hwiq ol- 
wuz run nwu wid mi bodi, hwen j'd be alter de inuni, 
bad luk tu  dom !"

G fQTTiiun, if he-z got a  konjens, and drljts in hi* 
wurk, wil d® hiz biznps az wcl oz if he wpr a  pqrtncr. 
F w*u<l not giv a  jicni for a  man h® wud drjv a  nql in 
»UR hekoz Ue dolit get ekstra pa for it.

tie. Irrepreslbl Tcror.-r-fle Boston Advertjzer Hiigjcsts 
dat de ka at (Sqrlztan V a , woz kild hj de sontri bekoz 
Je hiul Un psder horn* on hi;r bed, and bekoz Je had bin 
lul liqrip anmp de negroz.

I t  k«*s wun siulli tu  se de gref of o ld  pepl : da hav 
no  wa ov wqrkip it o f ; and dc nq sprip bripz no  liq 
Ju.ts s t  on de widord tre.

Y,o must niak it kwjt kler tu  yii.r mind hwiq y® qr 
most l»ent upon— po| qluriti or y®sfulness—els y® ma 
haj n tu  mis bo*.

It iz eksrd yli Inul huzlxindri t u  haro up de felips ov 
y u r  wjf.

To inherit property is not to he horn, but to be st il l  bom.—T iiorea»'.

^ 0 /5 ,4 ^ -  ' 1 a  < 5 0 ^ 3 ^
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JlaVicitl Spiritualist.
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T ho H a rp o r ’s F o r ry  In su r re c t io n .
The following Lecture was given at the IIrick Church, 

Milford, Mass., through Miss Fannie Davis, trance me­
dium, Nov. 20, ’.51). It was phonogrnphicolly reported 
by Miss Lizzie Humphrey, of Hopcdule.

Our sulijeet to day is the great Harper’s Ferry Insur­
rection. i'o some of jou  this may seem to he an un­
fitting theme for Sabbuih contemplation. Hut with us, 
every question which is of interest to mankind is sacred 
in itself. Every event, either of private or public life, 
is woven into the grand destiny of nations—is a resting 
place for thought, and is of importance.

The pulpit anti the press have been rife with denun­
ciation, and with wonder; with anathemas, and with 
i.raincs respecting John Brown ; yet few have felt the 

, kindling Humes ol that ambition—that individual power, 
nud love of freedom that burned, and burns to-day, on 
the heart’s shrine ot that noble m artyr! It is not lor 
us to scan the depths of that great mind, or measure 
the motives which prompted to the fatal adventure. It 
is not for you, or lor us, us humanitarians, the children 
of the same Father, the spirits of his universe, to deal 
our anathemas against John Brown— while the spirit o f  
the age outlaws him—as it docs the aspirations of the 
keenly sensitive nature of oppressed woman. It is not 
for us, in such an age, to say that he is not a noble 
mat) to engage in a struggle which incarcerated him in 
a Virginia prison. We can look upon an adventure of 
that kind only with admiration. it  matters not what 
our principle* are; though they are for the strictest 
peace; we must admire lirni, and feel that he is truly 
a great martyr to the holy cause of F/eedom.

1* there a person here, realizing the horrors of the 
infamous pit of American slavery, who has not felt, at 
times, that he, too, would gladly go forth, us John 
Brown has done, struggling as he has struggled for the 
emancipation of the slave ? We have all tell that there 
was no martyrdom too great for us to accept, if it w ould 
only bring the boon of freedom, justice and equal rights 

' to the suffering bondman.
W hat has ever been the cause of Freedom’s strug­

gles ? Trace them back from effect to source. They rest 
with God, who raises up great Evangels to plan out 
great enterprises and w ork out sublime results. A great 
mill-stone has been cast into the surging waves of Re­
publicanism in America, and where will end the increas­
ing circles? Only at the footstool of Deity—only where 
every child of humanitv, oppressed and crushed, claims 
iu  liberty, its right to think, to read, to a c t ; its right to 
to be a man. We look upon John Brown as a savior— 
one whose great soul was willing to live and die for 
Freedom. We can feel the pulsat onso ‘ that soul this 

. day in the Spirit-world; glad bands of angels. Frec- 
r  doai’s bright martyrs, wait to grasp the spirit-hsnd of
P*-*») ________ ____ ________

s p i n  i t  i :  A T_, 1ST.

i John Brown, and lead him to that heaven where frec- 
I dom is the very breath and atmosphere.

It is well lor us to feel, at this time, the pride of pat- 
I riotixm, and to utter truth against a government so in- 
! famous as jours.—a government which crushes nod en­

slaves four millions ot its people. If God w as a revenge­
ful God, would not this country have been visited, ere 
this, with sorrows and calamities which would have eaten 
out the Great Cancer ? . . But now let John Brown 
die, says the world ; hut John Brown shall I.IVK! We 
may starve and kill the bodies of the nobly endowed of 
earth, but their spirits, immortal, will rise above the 
flame or gihliet, and sti.l carry lorward the great works 
which inspired them iu the earth lite. God gave to the 
hero of H arper’s Ferry a great heart, and an unfaltering 
hand, and w hen the hour came, he struck a mighty blow 
on the anvil of Freedom ! The deed has crossed the 
ocean! It glows in the hearts of nil true American 
men and women, and will never die. It will go down 
to future generations, the pride, joy, and admiration of 
unborn ages.

Every event in the annals of Freedom moves onward 
the car of progress, and lilts man up through nerve 
forces—through the awakened sjmpathies df his nnturc 
—into higher and nobler relations, and diviner commun­
ion. Look at our forelathers; see the privations they 
endured for liberty; hut where is their spirit? You 
need a mighty earthquake, sent Iroin Almighty God to 
shake the system of American slavery, in order to awa­
ken you from your dreamy slumber. All sensible men 
led  that slavery is a cu rse ; hut lew are the John Brown’s 
who feel that the;/ have anything personally to do in 
overturning it. They let the w orld move on "in its great 
crimes. Four millions of slaves lie prostrate beneath 
the foot of the ty ra n t; yet you remain unmoved ; jou 
are the greutcr slaves; for us long as the colored man 
is in bondage, so long every man at the North is not 
only a slaveholder hut a slave. Even the master him­
self is the worse slave.

Y’our Constitution is a compact with slavery, and 
you are iu compact with it. You are led captive by it, 
and the long nightmare of the age passes as a dream, 
and you never wake, perhaps, until you awake in the 
immortal world—where there urc no slaves, and where 
freedom and justice reign supreme * * *

W hat have jou  done in the past, hut injustice to our 
red brethren. You have tuken his Ashing and hunting 

! grounds, and plowed up the soil where his fathers slep t 
To-day they move an almost forgotten race, along 

I the disks of your forest-girt mountains. Is that justice,
I liberty and equality ? Behold, h e ir  w rongs and sor- 
' row s will one day roll ha-k upon you1 . . You have

robbed others of their rights, but you are starving—dcs- 
I titutc of the real bread ot li;e— Freedom and true Re­

publicanism. Consequently there are •• wars and rumors 
ot w ars.” For you cannot crush out the love of freedom ; 

i you may tread on it with the heel of despotism; but it 
will rise up in your midst, and take possession of what 

! jou  never rightfully owned.
Did you suppose the staves were always to remaiu 

1 in bondage? Let them once aspire to Ireedom—let 
them once behold the ligli;—and where is the power to 
stay the mighty revolution ? \o u  • oiiht not enslave the 
Indians. Tuey were Na ure’s frecmin. They wou.U 
rattier die than he nude slaves. Though it is not- »o 
with the black man, who is more easily enslaved, he will 
yet rise and claim Ills " inalienable rights." It is the

‘ Nothing; is further thau earth from heaven; nothing; is nearer than heaven to earth.’

5 -  --------------------------------------*................................................ .................
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glorious u ltim ate  o f  every hum an s o u l ; and  it seems 
s trange  to  us th a t you cannot realize th a t p ro g re s s  in 
its  deep  and holy significance, applies to  him  as w ell os 

101'0"'
W e  believe th a t Spirit-com m union is go ing  to  equal­

ize A m erica. I t  is n o t to  s top  with “ tab le-tipp ings,” o r 
trance  diedium ships. I t  is to become th e  m ightiest f re e - ' 
dom -revelation o f th e  w orld  ! T h e  p resen t m anifesta­
tions a re  b u t a Jo h n  th e  lia p tis t  to  th e  com ing M essiah. 
N o m an— no angel can te ll how far the ir voice m ay ex­
tend , o r w hat deep  and  silen t inspirations from th e  S p ir­
i t  L and  have helped to curry o u t th e  objects o f freedom  
and  th e  mission o f such as Jo h n  Ilrow n. W ho  o f  you 
can te ll w hat pow er sustains th e  inspired soul o f \V m . 
L . G arrison, an d  o thers, in  th e  u tterance o f  t r u th ? —  
T hese a re  G od's m inisters— the w orld's teachers— free­
dom 's inspired apostles * * • •

> T he Second o f D ecem b er! W hen  th a t m orn ing  ris- 
1 es on th e  world— w hen th e  day-god rolls o u t his go ld­
en chario t, and  Jo h n  Drown is led fo rth  to  execution, 
w here will lie th e  sp irits  M ercy, Ju stice , F reed o m ?—  
T hey will veil th e ir  fuces, while th e  m ockers o f re lig ion  
and  free governm ent will seem  tr iu m p h a n t; and  until 
th a t tragedy  is over they  will visit e a r th  no m o re ! H e 
will be executed in th e  nam e o f God and  in th e  nam e o t 
R ev e la tio n ! D o  you suppose G od regards i t ? l i e  
n u e r  listens to  6uch m o ck e ry ! . . A ll crim inals 
a re  punished in th e  nam e of G od. N o w onder th a t the 
m asses o f th e  people do  n o t venerate  sacred  th in g s ; 
for w hen m a n  is trea ted  w ith d erision, w hat is th e re  left 
to  revere  ? T h e  w onder is, th a t you have  n o t fallen 
in to  deeper darkness  a nd  skepticism .

W e  a re  g lad  to  ta k e  hom e th e  sp irit o f Jo h n  D ro w n ; 
we d o  nyt th ink  th e  world can app rec ia te  him  ; th e  sons 
who have  fallen by his t side will here  be un ited  w ith 
him.

W e  do  not wish you to  th ink  th a t  Jo h n  D row n has 
done th e  beat th ing  ; we b e ­
lieve th a t  th e  h ighest and  noblest principle th a t  m an 

-can follow is NoN-llESISTANCE. Jo h n  Drown, w ith his 
ligh t, has done all he could for him self, for th e  slave, 
and  for th e  coun try . M r. G arrison  never could have 
done w hat he has done . . Jo h n  Drown has opened 
th e  ga tes  of th e  nation  to le t in th e  bridegroom  and 
bride of the F u tu re . W e  believe th a t love  is the m igh t­
iest scep ter w ith which th e  w orld is to  he reform ed, 
though  i t  seem s, sometimes, as if it would n o t qu ite  do 
th e  work o f hum anity  W e  believe th e  tim e has been, 
w hen n o th ing  but force would do  the work. W c  believe 
th a t  th ere  a rc  yet people in the world so igno ran t, o r so 
wicked, as to need force to  govern them . Yet, w hen man 
has a tta ined  the h ighest s tage  in progress, he adopts 
the tru e  principle. T hen  Jo h n  Drown wilt have grow n 
to  th e  sam e broad  and  high s ta tu re  of m anhood, and 
have becom e a tru ly  glorified spirit. Pence to  h im ! 
Peace in his c e l l ! Peace to  his so u l! R e s t to his a g ­
ed head! A ngels shall linger a round  and  insp ire  th e  
noble and  devoted m arty r.

O  F a th e r !  m ake us earn est and  devoted m en and 
women, th a t wc m ay asp ire  to  th a t which is noblest,, 
truest and  best. E very  step  which we tak e  in th e  a s ­
cending scale o f p rogress accept to  th y  g lory , and  the 
glory o f hum anity . Praises to  th ee! F o r  th o u  h ast 
given thy  sp irit children  a  home, w here Freedom , Ju s- ' 
ticc and  Love reigu. Dless these thy ea r th  children  for­
ever and  ever.

I  believe in criticising all teachers, w hether in th e  lmdy 
o r o u t;  and  w hile listening to  th e  above beautiful L ec­
tu re , I saw  one o r  two weak {joints in th e  spirits’ theory .

They  d istinctly  said  th a t N on-R esistance was th e  h igh­
est and  th e  tru e st d o c tr in e ; yet a t  th e  sam e tim e they 
s ta ted  th a t som etim es it seem ed as though u loee would 
n o t q u ite  do  th e  w ork.” T hey  also said, th a t  “ th e  

■ tim e has been, w hen noth ing  but force would do the 
w ork,”  and  th a t people a re  ye t “ so igno ran t, o r wicked, 
ns to  need  force to  govern th em .” I  would inquire if 
it would n o t be well to  educa te  th e  ign o ran t ?— to use 
th e  v ast am ount o f m oney now expended  in govern ing  
them , to  enligh ten  them  ? T h e  w ealth which has been 
w asted  in wur would go  a g re a t way in e levating our 
poor, ignorunt and  d is trac ted  hum anity. n .  X. G.

M em o rie s .
I  am  th inking , to -n ight, o f m y ch ildhood 's h o m e; o f 

th e  brook th a t g lided  m errily  by o u r  co ttage d o o r ; o f 
th e  dim  o ld w oods and  m ossy d e l ls ; o f th e  vine-clad 
hills and  flow er-w reathed valleys.' D ut d earer than  all 
these  is th e  rem em brance of m y In-loved m other, olid the 
household band o f b ro th e rs  and  sisters. A s I  sit, and  
m use in  th e  tw ilight, I  seem  to  feel soft tiny a rm s about 
m y neck, and w arm  k isses upon  m y aching fo rehead .

I  rem em ber how, one a fte r ano ther, they sickened and  
d ie d ,\a p d  w h a t s trange, m ysterious th o ugh ts  sw ept 
th ro u g h  m y brain as I saw them  ly ing  beneath  th e  cof­
fin lid ! T h e  green  g rass  was spring ing  for th e  first tim e 
upon m y father's  g rave, w hen we w ere necessitated to  
leave o u r  d ea r C ottage-hom e. I  rem em ber d istinctly  
m y m other’s pale  face, and  th e  tea rs  th a t  w et h e r  d ro o p ­
ing eyelids, as she_took her fatherless children  by th e  
baud , and  w ent o u t into th e  cold world to  m eet i ts  war­
r in g  elem ents ! I am  th inking  o f the h ou r when she too 
died, and  how hope alm ost fled, when th is b righ t s ta r  
w ent o u t from our hom c-circle. I  knew  n o t th en  th a t 
m y m o th e r’s w arm , loving heart, would s till th rob  on  in 
an o th e r sphere,_or th a t  her m ild b lue  eyes would look 
tenderly  dow n upon us, her d eso late  children.

D ays, m onths and  years have past, and I  am  listening 
to  the w intry wind, as i t  sighs m ournfully a round our 
co ttage-door. j\Iy th o ugh ts  j-each o u t in to  the dim , un ­
certa in  fu ture, w lien friends will g a th e r a round m y bed­
side, and  softly say, “ She is d e a d .” In  im agination I  
h e a r  th e  cau tious footsteps, th e  low m urm ur o f voices, 
and  see them  sm oothe back th e  dam p h air from  m y cold 
forehead. N o harsh  w ords a re  spoken now, for “ She ia  
d e a d !"  T his h ou r m ust co m e ; and  then m ay som e lov­
ing angel take  me by th e  hand , and  bear m e over the 
R iver, upon  th e  m ountain h igh ls  of th e  heavenly land .

u. x . a

I am yet too voting: to learn that God is any respecter of persons.—J ohn Brown
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Notices of 11)c Sinus.
“ FREE Love : or, a Philosophical Demonstration of 

tlic Xon-ExcluMvc nature of Connubial Love.” etc. By 
Austin Kent, llopkinton: X. Y.

Obliged for the receipt of the above little volume, I 
shull endeavor, in the future, to make room for a few 
extracts, with brief comments. Meantime, I will say, 
I believe in free love as I believe in free speed), and 
would no sooner trammel the one than the other. W ho­
ever would do so lacks fuith in the potency of truth. 
I am not responsible, either for the extravagant speeches, 
or the extravagant loves, which may seem to result from 
the operation of the principle. 1 answer for I ; and I 
come to an opposite conclusion, on one or two points, 
from the philosophic author of this book.

I t  semes to me that Nature, in her lower as well as 
higher orders, has settled the question against sexual 
promiscuity. I t  is impossible—or, if possible— mon­
strous ! Though animal loves are brief, they arc exclu­
sive while they continue; so that the real question is, 
whether the progressive law, ascending to man, leads to 
longer or briefer love relations. And I aver, on this 
plane, that *• love in freedom" does not icad, legitimately, 
to ** promiscuity," though love in bondage docs.

I commend the book to independent thiukers, and 
fearless inquirers, for the present

“ T h e  J ournal  o f  P ro g ress” is to take the place of 
the Type o f  the Times. I t  affords a Prospectus vthich 
promises both a literary and reformatory Journal, of 
good size—16 large octavo double-column pages, twice 
a month, at $1 only, a year, in advance. Address Elias 
Longley, Cincinnati, O.

T heodore P a rk e r’s health  is failing. I t  is doubtfu l 
w hether he re tu rns  to  America.

G e rrit Sm ith  is recovering. H e  will wake to  find the 
slave still in his c h a in s!

Miss Emma Hardingc is now in New Orleans. She 
w as zealously persecuted in Memphis, but ably defended 
herself.

C y T h e Legislature of Alabama have enacted that a 
$500 fine be imposed on spiritual mediums for every ex­
hibition they shall dare to hold in that State. O, Ala­
bama!

Th e  H oPEDaLE H ome School held an Exhibition at 
Milford, Mass, the 21st and 22d ult. The most prom­
inent exercise was the admirable acting of a new and 
morally excellent Anti-Slavery Drama, written by the 
Principal, Wm. S. Haywood. W e ore glad to learn 
that the Exhibition will soon be repeated.

J oshua  H utculvson, accompanied by W alter  K it - 
t e e d g k , gave a Concert at our Dale, the 2Gth u l t  
regard the moral and liberalizing effect of such inspired 
singing as theirs “ better than preaching"—such as 
the world is now blessed with, a t any rate. They go 
homeward from hence, and may the angels from “ Melo- 
da" attend them !

C h r is t m a s  w as  celebrated at Hope dale the 24th ult. 
Adin Ballou gave an opening address in the form of a 
Poem, the children sung and declaimed, the “ sweet sing­
ers" above noticed and the Hopedale choir came in with 
their songs, the people had their recess and “  lunch and 
then the Christmas Tree was exposed, with its clusters 
of grateful fruit (presents)—amounting, probably, to 
$1500! in which the poor were remembered. A good 
example ! Carried out freely, it would express our doc- 
triue of communism in property.

I ^ O n  the 20th day of September, 1859, 22,000,000 
of Russian serfs were emancipated.

l y T h e  contemplated National Convention of Spirit­
ualists will probably meet in June. Place of meeting 
not decided ; probably Syracuse, or Aubum, N. Y.

r y  N on-subscribers, receiving copies o f  th e  R adical, 
from th is  office, a re  invited to  subscribe.

CyX ew  s-Agents, receiving copies, arc desired to sell 
them at their customary per-ccutage.

My F a th e r .
Oh, my Father ! when pale sorrow 

Broods in darkness o'er my soul, 
W hile from earth no light I borrow. 

And dark shadows round me roll— 
When the grave looks dark and fearful, 

And the storm is raging wild.
While my gaze is sad and tearful— 

Father ! hear thy weeping child.
Tliere are hours when funeral dirges 

Echo sadly through my soul.
And dark ocean's solemn Burges 

O'er my heaving bosom ro ll!
Then, my Father ! I will listen 

To thy voice, so rich in love,
And will drink from that pure Fountain, 

Sparkling trom it* hights above. 
Darker clouds may hover o'er me, 

Sadder seasons be in sto re;
Still, O Father! wilt thou love me, 

Wilt thou light my spirit o'er ?— 
lig h t me through death's solemn portal, 

To that fairer, better shore.
Where true love shall live immortal, 

And the spirit weeps no more.

‘ A great man will not trample upon a worm nor cringe to an emperor.’

r
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s m ? 3 i W 3 m w a® *
M essage fro m  “  R ed  J a c k e t ,”

TO A LADY MEDIUM o r  MACON.

M v D e a r  Sq u a w  : The great hunting grounds shnll 
yield thee many tine deer. The flowers of the prairie 
shall yield fragrance ; ah, my good squaw, ihe great Spi­
rit will give thee wampum ; yes, much wampum, when you 
go where the braces sing the songs of happiness. Gird 
on thy body the 6oir of patience ,- take in thy hand the 
arrow of duty ; wear the moccasins of love for humanity ; 
the robe of charity to throw on thy shoulders—suspend 
the gutter of benevolence by the string of purity, and let 
the beads of spiritual chastity hong from thy neck. Then, 
squaw, step out into the hunting grounds of unbelief, and 
thou ahalt bring down oil the animals of doubt, that pass 
before thee. Go on, dear squaw, the Great Spirit shall 
feed and sustain thee.

Thy friend,
•• R ed  J a c k e t .”

— Christian Spiritualist.

M ossago fro m  L oronzo D ow .
TO A CIRCLE.

£ftcr sitting an hour without getting any manifestation, 
the circle became despondent from disappointment when 
a rap announced the presence of a spirit, whoi among 
other things, gave the following :—

My good friends, don't look .-o down in the mouth. 
This is for the best, as you wHl see. Let us sometimes 
work for our own good.as well as for yours. So said the 
fish, please let us make ourselves fut as well as you. Mr. 
Fisherman. God works in_a mysterious way, so be con- 
tcut and happy.

Your obedient,
L. Dow.

— Christian Spiritualist.

T imely C onsideration . •• I once knew," said Parson 
M., •• a widow lady in Scotland who had an only son. 
Upon him she had expended much to enable him to ac­
quire an education. He was absent from home for a long 
while attending school. Hnving completed his course of 
studies, he returned to hi* good old mother.

•• • Come, John,' said she, on the night of his arrival 
home, and when they were about making preparations 
to retire, • you’ve been a long time away from me, my son, 
and have studied much. I know ye are a good lad, but 
I  have never heard ve pray. Try it. John ; for ye surely 
must now know how, with all the learning ye have got."

•• Accordingly John complied—made a long, humble, 
and, as he supposed, satisfactory acknowledgment of his u 
sins and general uiiworthiucss, and of his great indebted­
ness to his Maker.

•• • Well, mother,’ says John. ' how did it suit ye r ’
“  * Pretty well—pretty well, John,’ replied the old la­

dy ; • but why didna ye gie the old de’il a slap or two t  ’ 
• • • A h ! ’ says John, 'n o t I—not I ;  for you know, 

mither, there's none of us knows] whose hands we may 
some time fa ll into ! '  "

L o r e n z o  Dow on B ad  T h o u g h t s . Somebody o n ce  
said to Lorenzo Dow, who was a very eccentric strolling 
preacher: •• Mr. Dow, I don't know what to do. Bad 
thoughts trouble me verv much. They come into my 
head, and 1 don't know how to keep them out.* How 
can I  help doing wrong, if it is wrong to have bad 
thoughts ? ”

Mr. D. replied: •• We can't stop birds from flying over 
our heads, but we can keep them from building nests In 
our hair. Do you ask : • How can you drive these 
thoughts, and keep them from making their nests in your 
mimkljl Why, just as we exclude thistles from the lands, 
by putting in so much good seed that there is no room 
left for them to grow. Keep the mind busy with some­
thing innocent and useful, and leave no place for the in­
truder."

D raw iso  out C h ild r en . Some persons pride them­
selves on drawing out the intelligence of children by their 
mode of putting questions to them. And occasionally I 
have seen this well done ; more frequently, very absurd­
ly. The following is a specimen of a style of examina­
tion which I have myself more than once witnessed :

•• Whal, deer clieldrun, what is it that swallowed Jo­
nah ? Was it a sh-sh-sh-sh-shark r "

•• Yahs ! ” roar a host of voices.
•• Noa, deer cheldrun, it was not a shark. Then was it 

an al-al-al-alligator ?"
•• Yahs ! " exclaim the voices again.
•• Noa, deer cheldrun, it was not an alligator. Then 

was it a wh-wh-wh-whale r ”
•• Noa ! ” roar the voices, determined to be right this 

time.
•• Yahs, deer cheldrun, it was a whale."—Frazer's Mag-; 

azine.

What are the two smallest animals mentioned in the 
Bible ? The widow’s mite, and the wicked flee (flea.)

Doctor.— “ John, did Mrs Green get the medicine I 
ordered!"

Druggist's Clerk.—  “ I guess so, for I saw crape 
on the door this morning.”

I t  is announced as a certain sign of Indian civilization 
that the Chcrokccs have a debt and cannot pa}- the in­
terest on it.

S ome one blamed Dr. Marsh for changing his mind.— 
•• Well," said he, •'That is the difference between a man 
and a jackass; the jackass can't change his mind, and 
the man can—it's a human privilege."

I n  a  d is c u s s io n  a t  a n  a g r ic u l tu r a l  c lu b ,  a  w a g  re c o m ­
m e n d e d  th e  f a rm e rs  to  p u t  s n u f f  o n  th e i r  c o m , so  a s  to  
m a k e  th e  c ro w s  sn e ez e , a n d  th e n  to  s h o o t  th e  sn e e z in g  
o n e s  a s  t h e  ro g u e s .

Two gentleman, who were friends, happened into our 
office the other day, and just as one of them was tearing, 
he turned to his friend, who was a great infidel, and 
said :

•• When shall I see you again ?”
•• I don't know as ever,'’ was the cool reply.
•• Well, do yo’u.tare !" asked the first speaker.
“ Ia m  unconcerned about it," said the other, leaning 

back in his chair with the air o f a man who is well sat­
isfied with himself; •• I have no anxiety about my future 
one way or another ; have you r”

•• Why, no !" was the prompt reply, "  I  don’t  care 
anything about your future.”— Type o f the Times.

•• P a , "  observed a young urchin of tender years to his 
“ fond parent," “ docs the Lord know everything?” 
“  Yes, my son," replied the hopeful sire; "  but why do 
you ask that question r "  •• Because our preacher, when
he prays, is so long telling him everything. I  thought he 
wasn’t posted." A sad  commentary upon the doctrind 
of the omniscience o f  Deity, say w e.

‘ We open the hearts of others when we open our own.’



7 3 R A I) I C A L S P I R I T U A L I S T .

T he following song was com posed for th e  Thw ing 
Fam ily , and sung  a t their annual thanksgiving festival, 
held a t  M r. G eorge D rap e r’s, l lo p cd a le , Mas*., N ov. 
I 860.

T h a n k sg iv in g  O ffering .

H eavenly F a th e r !  bless us, cheer us,
On th is h appy, festal day  ;

L e t thy  genial, loving sp irit
Softly o’e r  ou r heart-strings play.

W e  would bless thee, o h ! ou r F a th e r,
F o r  the love-tones, soft and  clear,—

F o r g lad  voices rich in music,
W hich to-day full on ou r ear.

Spring tim e, w ith its buds and beauty,
H a th  m erged  into S um m er’s b loom ;

Now  th e  A utum n winds sigh sadly 
O 'e r each floweret’s lowly tom b.

W e  rem em ber nights of sorrow ,
W hen  our cherished ones took flight,

W hen  ou r children, and ou r m other,
Sw eetly  bade us all “ good n igh t.”

But, we know  th a t  they  a rc  near us,
Very near th is festal band ;

A nd the ir tender eyes a rc  beam ing 
On us from th e  Spirit L a n d !

A nd we know  th a t ’mid life’s billows 
B eauteous form s are  by o u r  side ;

T h a t, unseen, they  g lide about us,
B o lling  back  th e  an g ry  tide.

F ro m  th e  sta rry  b ig h ts  of beauty,
F a th e r , send  thy cheering ray ;

L e t thy  loving, guard ian  angels 
L ead  us in  th e  heavenly way.

H e lp  us to  be k ind  and faithful,
M ore like those who dwell a b o v e ;

T hen  can  we unite  in  singing 
Praises to  thee, God o f Love.

Great men stand like solitary towers in the city of God, 
and secret passages running deep beneath external nature, 
give their thoughts intercourse with higher intelligence.’

[ For the Radical Spiritualist.]
T h o  S la v o -M o th o r ’s  P r a y e r .

BY MRS. AIIIIIP. O. COMSTOCK.

•• Oi: save my darling ! spare my son !
Thou man of iron h ea rt;

Give me my Inst—my only one,—
We will not, cannot part 

“ Thou wilt not dare to do this wrong.
This cruel wrong to one,

Who, through the weary years and long, 
lias toiled for thee alone—

•• Thou wilt not dare”—her heart grew cold !
The fiendish deed was done ;

A father, for the rich man's gold.
Bartered his dark browed son ;

And Christian men stood jeering by.
Mocking that mother's p rayer;

And silv’ry laughter floated high 
Upon the ambient air.

There stood the slave; the crimson tide 
Athwart his dark check flashed ;

And from his burning eyes with pride,
'llic tears he quickly dashed.

Be patient, mother ; let them laugh ;
I  WILL SOT DIK A SLAVE !

That bitter cup no more I 'll quaff,—
I'll go to • H im  who gave.’ ”

Like some frail sapling of the wood,
By sudden tempest felled— 

lie  dropped, and then the purple flood 
Up from his crushed heart welled !

The mother watched the fading glow 
Of his dark, half-closed eye;

She wiped the death-damp from his brow,
And yet she breathed no sigh !

She kissed the cold lips of her dead,
And then, on bended knee.

With tearless eye*. she calmly said,—
••Thank G od!—my boy is r u e s !"

New York, Dec. *59.

A S c e n e  in  N e w  Y o r k .—The Tribune reports a sad 
scene in that city. A policeman heard the cries of chil­
dren in Warren street, and entering a miserable shanty, 
found on r. bed of straw the dead body of a woman, 
while her three small children were crying around her as 
if their little hearts would break. The youngest could 
no» comprehend the great mystery of death, and their 
appeals to the dead mother were'piteously pathetic. The 
father was an inmate of the penitentiary. The room in­
dicated the extremest poverty. The occurrence of a 
scene like this in the heart of a great Christian city, with 
six hundreds of costly churches and its numerous for­
eign missionary societies, is a f.ad comment on modern 
society.— Woonsocket Patriot

‘Go slowlv to the entertaiuinents of thy friends, but quickly to their misfortunes.’

------ -------- ----


