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SPIRITUALISM:

ITS NATURE AND MISSION.

BY 8. B. BRITTAN.

«“The Spirit giveth life.”—Paur.

A suPERFICIAL system of philosophy will always be material in
its natare, since it regards only the outward forms and visible
phenomena of the Universe; while a profound philosophy will
necessarily be spiritual, because it seeks the mysterious depths of
existence, and aims to discover those hidden laws and spiritual
forces on which all physical developments depend. The deepest
philosophy will, therefore, be the most religious, if not in the pop-
ular apprehension, at least in a rational and true sense. If ¢ the
undevout Astronomer is mad,” it would seem that all our investi-
gations into Nature should serve but to deepen the reverence of
the truly rational mind. Those who look at Nature from with-
out — who question her oracles from the world’s remote position —
never hear the responses from her inmost shrine. They know as
little of her divine utterances as the traveler, in a strange land,
may know of the forms of worship peculiar to the country he is
in, while he only gazes from a distance at the walls of its temples.
‘We must enter the divine precincts — breathe the spiritual atmos-
phere — and bow at the altars from which the incense of perpetual
worship ascends. Standing within the veil, we discover that the
illuminated seers, and the inspired poets and prophets of all ages,
in their sublimest moods, have but echoed the voices of Nature,
or spoken the words of God, from out the inner courts of his
Sanctuary.

The motto at the head of this article involves the consideration,
that the vital principle in all things is Spiritual. In every object
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TIME AND THE AGES.

BY FANNY GREEN.

PROEM.

Down to the depths of Being we are carried ;

And forms appear that are for ever hidden,

But from such potent eyes as fashion Thought
‘With all the elements and powers of Life,

And by their own clazrvoyance, through old Chaos
Pour the full beams of recreative light.

Canro I.

Analysis. Time and his youngest child, the Present Age, are
represented. The daughter entreats her father for some connected
history of her departed sisters.—A bird’s-eye view of the past.—
The Pastoral Age is represented.—Birth of Poetry and Music.—
Songs of the shepherds.—The spirit of the Pastoral Age appears,
and chaunts a dirge over her departed children.

A sound of rushing pinions woke the air,

As some great bird, in its stupendous flight,

Smote with its massive plumage the still depths,
Until it roused a vortex, and a current,

Making the silence voiceful. Then there came,
Wheeling in mid-air, a majestic car

Borne by six eagles, black as Erebus,

Ere from his marriage with congenial Night,
Sprang forth, with roseate smile, the new-born Day.
Their piercing eyes were thrice quadruple stars,
That beamed through the deep Future, drinking light
From the veiled radiance of their central Sun.

The car was wrought of a substantial darkness,
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Caught and diffused it, as it were the breath
Of Rose, or Lily—perfume audible:
And as she spoke, her soft, beseeching eyes,
Blue as the lotus flower, were turned to his.
Her features were go radiant, yet inspired
With all the sweet affections of the heart,
The burning soul beamed softlier through their curves,
Giving their sweetness a diviner charm ;
While over the fair neck and ample brow,
Streamed the refulgence of her clustering hair,
Golden as early sunbeams. Gently then
Bent down the Sage, to catch her tender voice,
As thus the music flowed out into words.

“My father! I, alone, am left to thee
Of all thy children. Tell me of the Past,
Now, while old Pheebus drives his burning wain
Over the rounding billows of the West,
And the young Moon, a timid nursling, clings
With soft arms to the shadowy robe of Night;
O, bless me, gentle father, with the lore
My heart so long hath yearned for—of the Dead !
Speak of my sisters, that are sleeping still
In the deep tomb of Ages.”

With a smile

That passed o’er his stern features, leaving there
A trace of fairest sunshine, he embraced
The gentle creature with one massive arm,
And in the fullness of his love, replied,
“The dead, sayest thou, my child! Zhere are no dead.”
His voice woke, surging, like the distant sea
Pouring its strong bass through some pearly cave,
That softened, while it deepened the rich tones.
“My children! It is true they all are gone—
All gone, but thee, my last and loveliest one!
Singly they came; singly they all departed ;
And when their work was done, lay down to sleep;
But never one hath died. True, forms may change,
But spirit is ¢mmortal. Thou, my child,
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TIME AND THE AGES. 17

Of love, and glory, yet reveal the gloom
Whence they emerged, with all their highest powers, -
Lustrous with life, unquenched—unquenchable—
The Immortal shining through Mortality.
“ Darkness and death are but residuiim—
The grosser portion of all human hopes,
Thoughts, struggles, passions, labors, and desires—
Whence the ethereal essence hath burnt out—
The ashes of the Past ;—yet even this
Hath made soil for the Future. Not one trace
Of life can ever perish. ’Mid all changes
Of Mind and Matter, every ray of light,
All hope, all faith, all action, and all thought,
That has vitality within itself,
Lives for a fellowship with purer light—
With loftier action, thought, and hope, and faith—
Lives with an ever concentrating power,
Which, as it strengthens, reaches centerward.

“Would’st thon behold the Ages? They shall rise,
Obedient to thy wish. Bend now thy gaze,
And fix it on the farthest verge of sight,
‘Where the black walls of darkness seem to meet,
Converging to one single radiant point.”

That single ray expanded. Spreading far,
Still it expanded, generating light,
Till the whole earth was clearly visible.

O, beautiful, beyond the highest power
Of human art to picture, was the scene !
Freshness of early morning over all
Had spread its dewy blessing, lit with love,
Which, like the sunlight, ever gushing forth,
Smiled on the Age of happy Innocence,
Imparting rosy hints of hope and joy.

"Mid the green hills, enameled with bright flowers,
Shepherds led forth their flocks at early dawn,
As joyous and as innocent as they !
When Noon had reached its zenith, they lay down
Beneath the shadow of acacia trees,

3
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As unforbidden comes the dewy kiss,

She folds her verdant arms, with scarce a sigh
To dip its plumage in her fragrant breath,

As from the full heart it had flown away

To whisper of the deeper, tenderer joy,

That feels itself in blessing, only, blest.

His human heart responsive, the pale boy
Turned, ever restless, as if seeking somewhat
An all-pervading Presence—yet not there
In its embodiment. Ilis tuneful lips,
Instructed by kind Nature, thus poured forth
A sweet solution of the mystery.

THE SHEPHERD BOY'S SONG.

« Dew-drops of the early morn,
Meeting on the verdant corn,
Gently, lovingly unite,

Sparkling praises to the Light.
Each to each inclines 1ts lips,

And the honeyed nectar sips ;
‘Why then, Zoé, should not mine
Drink the honey-dews from thine?

*Rosy Clouds, that softy lie

In the foldings of the sky,
Nestling on their couches white,
Stretch abroad their arms of light,
With a soft, ethereal grace

One another to embrace—

Tell me, Zoé, if there be

No embrace for thee and me?

s Hark ! the Trees that bend above,
Murmur forth a song of love ;
Stirring Boughs, with mutual bliss,
Only wave themselves to kiss,
‘While the tendrils of the vine
Softly, tenderly entwine ;

‘Why then, Zoé, should there be
Distance between thee and me?

« Sedges hear the singing Brooks
With Love’s music in their looks

19
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Birds and insects, winds and waves,
‘Whispering in their pearly caves—
Chanting in the woodland bower—
Own the Universal Power.

Why then, Zoé, should there be
Silence between thee and me?”’

Is some fair Spirit answering to the strain,
By one as tender, and as musical ?

THE MAIDEN’S SONG.

« When with thee the shadowy even
Never seemeth chilly ;

But o’er us the starry heaven
Bendeth soft and stilly !

Then my heart, though such a lispet
In the words that move thee,

‘With each throbbing pulse may whisper
Its deep joy to love thee !

“ Dove-eyed Hopes to me are bringing
Taste of future sweetness,

Rosy Loves to thee are winging,
‘With an arrowy fleetness !

Radiant Joy now seems to borrow
The soft crown of Sadness ;

While the beauty of to-morrow
Smiles through tears of gladness.

¢+ As the floweret to the sunbeam,
Which its heart is filling,
Turn I, ever, to catch one beam
From thy deep eyes thrilling !
It is such a holy pleasure
Thus to bend before thee—
Dearest, sweetest, only treasure !
I would fain adore thee !

The song is hushed ; but with the silence now
Blendeth a rapture words could never speak,
When all the infinite of two young hearts
Is first unfolded. * * * * *

Exalted by the Ideal, with hushed heart
They listened ever to the harmonies
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That breathed in all things, from the Ocean’s roar,
Hurling defiance at the angry Storm,
To the soft prattling of the Rivulet
Among the listening Sedges ; and they caught
One single lesson—it was melody,
Still craving only utterance. When they heard
The voice of deep-mouthed Thunders, calling out
From the rent cloud, or from the smitten rock ;
Or listened to the hovering Zephyr’s strain,
That lingered, with a murmur soft and low,
Around the love-sick Floweret—all the grand,
The sweet, the tender, of their yearning souls,
Struggled for being that should make them one
With Nature, in her harmony divine.
Thus Music lived the second-born of Heaven,
Giving expression, impulse, to such thoughts
As die in verbal language.

There was still
A something that transcended earthly bonds,
Asserting—craving—kindred—fellowship—
With all the Infinite that lay around—
That stretched afar, pervading the unseen—
Pervading all the Great—the Possible.

On a wild crag that overhung the sea
Reclined a youth whose deeply seeing eyes
Punctured the crust—the Semblance—drawing forth
Light from the closely veiled Reality ;

And thus he gave his burning thought to song.

THE MINSTREL'S SONG.

¢ What is mightier than the Ocean,
When, amid his stormy billows,

Goading them to wild commotion,
His rough head he pillows ?

Lo, there standeth O~E behiod him,
Than the Ocean stronger,

With an iron Will to bind him—
Tyrant, now, no longer;

But he Inys an offering meet

At his peerless Conqueror’s feet.
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* What is grander than the arches
That embrace the circling earth,
Where the Stars, in silent marches,

Tread the country of their birth ?
Grander than the starry legions—
Far beyond the deep blue sky—
Dwelleth, in the Spirit-Regions,
ONE, the shadow of whose eye
Paleth sun, and paleth star,
With its glories, brighter far.

¢« What is stronger than the Mountains,

With their ribs of girdling rock,

Sending forth the river fountains,
Battling with the tempest shock ?

He who piled the rocks, and laid them
On the high and towering land.

HEe whose sinewy hand hath made them,
And hath bound them as they stand !

At the Mountain shrine we bow,

As the shadow of His brow.

* What more terrible than Lightning,
When its fierce eye gleameth under
Yon biack drift, with sudden brightening,

Ere it calleth out the Thunder ?
He whose hand the lightning sendeth,
Fire-wing'd, from His flaming quiver—
Before whose potency Power bendeth,
Of all Strength the Giver !—
Grandest forms of Thought and Sense,
Vanish in His Omnipotence.”

Scarce had the numbers sent their dying thrill

O’er the rich harp-strings, when a minstrel maid,
With starry eyes, fair brow, and midnight hair,
Came from a flowery valley, whose green arms
Embraced a verdant hill-side, with soft step

And look of modest sweetness, drawing near

The minstrel youth. Then woke her own sweet lyre.

THE MINSTREL MAIDEN’S SON@.

“Dweller of the arching sky,
Angel of the blooming earth,
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In the starry bowers on high
Woas thy radiant birth ?

Beauty! Beauty! answer me ;

For my soul flows forth to thee !

¢ Painted on the blushing flower
Are the features of thy face ;
‘Waving in the forest bower
Vine wreaths catch thy grace ;
Thou the rainbow’s arching form
Settest on the passing storm.

¢ Flowing rivers, fountains clear,
Shell, and bird, and insect wing,
This cerulean atmosphere,
All, abroad thy radiance fling ;
And we catch thine image true,
Orbed within a drop of dew.

 Tendrils waving in the air,
Golden with the early day,
Simulate thy clustering hair ;
Ardent Noon, with sunny ray,
And the starry midnight skies,
Beam with glory of thine eyes.

« Morn and evening both are fair
‘With the blushes of thy cheek ;
Z ephyrs breathe thy music rare;
Murmuring brooks thy language speak ;
Beauty ! Beauty! ever free,
Thou inspirest all we see !’

Again the Minstrel’s tuneful harp awoke,
As if his Soul held converse with the Maid’s ;
The music thus flowed back, and answered her.

SoN@.

¢ Question the Flowers at early dawn,

Soft blushing angels of the morn

Bend close thine Ear, and ask them, where

The Spirit dwelleth, who so fair

Hath made them? Echo answereth, * Where 1’

 Go ask the Sky, and ask the Dew,
What molds the drop, and paints the blue ;
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Seek, if the Spirit dwelleth there :
A voice comes sobbing through the air—
"Tis only Echo murmuring, ¢ There !

** Now whisper to the whispering breeze
That bendeth the acacia trees ;

And listen, if it telleth who

Gave it the first breath that it drew ;

But Echo only answereth, * Who !’

¢ Question the Spirit in thy breast,

That, waking, sleeping, ne’er hath rest,

If it hath wings for soaring higher;
Thrilling, as with a tongue of fire,

Shouts joyful Echo, ¢ Higher ! Higher!"

Thus when the massive wings of Midnight spread
Their ebon plumage over the wide earth,
And all the Stars were looking through the gloom,
With their decp earnest eyes, the wondering Soul,
Touched with a talisman of deeper life,
Beheld strange glimpses of Infinitude,
And woke half conscious of its destiny,
To higher thought and purpose. Night by night
They pondered on the deep, mysterious lore,
And wrought the science of the eternal stars
With the frail web of human destiny.

On the rude summit of a mountain brow,
As hoary, and as rugged as his own,
Arose and stood a venerable Sage,
His silvery hair flowed loosely on the wind,
Revealing the deep glory of an Eye
Which had drunk in Chaldea’s mystic lore.—
He had drunk deeply; but his burning thirgt
Had guickened with his knowledge ; for there came
Never a word from planet or from star
To answer him his questions. There he stood,
Perusing with keen eyes the starry page,
As with a tremulous, but deep-toned voice,
e poured interrogation into song.
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SONG OF THE CHALDEAN SAGE.

* Stars of midnight! do ye see
Through this human mystery ?

Have ye seen, and will ye show,
‘Whence we come, and where we go?

SﬂCan the work of Death be wrought
the free and living Thought,
That from sensual bondage springs,
Soaring, as on eagle wings 17—

I there any power to bind
Fetters on the chainless mind ?
Is the spirit only breath ?

Can ye tell us what is death?

“ Why, ah, why! do we aspire,
Mounting as on wings of fire ?
‘Wherefore live, and feel, and think;
Then to voiceless nothing sink ?

¢ Year by year, and day by day,
Generations pass away ;

‘Were they only made to be
Tortured by their mystery ?

«“Have your rays e'er passed the screen
That enveileth the Uxseen 7
Tell us—tell us !—if ye know,
‘Whence we come, and where we go !

Oft in the noon-hush when they lay at rest,
And the acacias lulled them to repose,
They dreamed again their beautiful, strange dreams,
While Truth came ever nearer, though she wore
The irised robes of Fancy. Thus they lived,
By fine gradations rising ; till at length
Their mission was accomplished—and they slept.
Such was the Infancy of Human Life.

The shadows passed away, but not the scene.
A death-like stillness followed. From the tomb—
A cave that opened ’neath a jutting rock—
Came forth a Spirit in its ghostly cerements.

4
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By her majestic innoeence I know

The eldest of the Ages. With a smile

Of the most touching sadness, yet inspired
‘With such true love as made it beautiful,

She gazed on every dear, familiar thing—
Long loved and leng forgotten. A faith
Sublimed her simple features, in whose light
The womanly passed into the divine.

Then, with a low chime like the voice of brooks,
Chanting the monody of withered Flowers
That fell in pleasant places, thus she sang:

DIRGE-

“ Sleep, my children !—Soft and fair
Beams the moon, and breathes the air ;
Gentle rain, and pearly dew,
Shed their freshness over you !
Children of the early morn,

Ye are gone—all gone.

% One by one I gave you rest,

In our loving mother’s breast,

‘Where the chirping swallows play

And the singing wators stray,

And the light is soft as dawn—
Ye are gone—all gone.

“Ye were lovely as the flowers,

That awoke within your bowers,

Gentle as the bleating flocks,

That ye led among the rocks;

But my early hopes are shorn ;
Ye are gone—all gone.

« Children of the sunny clime,

Earliest, fairest—born of Time !

1 have hushed in sweetest sleep,

Eyes that searcely learned to weep,

Hearts that might have been forlorn—
Ye are gone—all gone.

“But your virtues could not die
They are set like stars on high,
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Beaming with a purer light

*Mid the mysteries of Night;

Through the portals of the Morn.
Ye are gone—all gone !”

With the last strain she stretched her arms toward Heaven ;
And as if borne upon a car of light

Whose very fineness hid it from the view,

She passed away, while from his furrowed check

The oft-bereavéd Father wiped a tear.

SCIENCE OF HISTORY.

BY O. W. WIGHT.

In the Grecian mythology, Clio, eldest of the Muses, was not
more the daughter of Memory, than of Jupiter, the Supreme Mind.
History, in like manner, should not only be regarded as the
record of man’s acts, but also as the acts themselves, recorded or
unrecorded. All Iistory, then, is the manifestation of mind in
outward deeds, the revelation of an unseen force in visible works :
it is the result of the activity of man’s spiritual nature. We are
accustomed to regard spirit as something altogether airy ; if not
as a mere creation of fancy, yet as a thing entirely unsubstantial,
which defies the touch, and, like the image of the Trojan hero’s
father, mocks the embrace of living arms. We have all been de-
lighted with the fairies in Midsummer-Night’s Dream ; we have
all been terrified by the witches in Macbeth, or have shricked
while beholding the ghost of ITamlet’s father ; we have read with
a solemn shudder the story of Samuel and the witch of Endor;
but many of us have not looked beneath material things to find
a spiritual force which is the only source of action. We often
speak of physical force, but there is no such thing. Attraction,
of whatever kind, is an invisible agent. The body of man, with-
out the unseen spirit, is perfectly powerless. The form is perhaps
perfect as ever, but, deserted by the soul, there is no power in it.



AL
TN

















































‘I;ur_"-'“'.'.‘g..': T wg.kw,\m ..

g

























52 THE SHEKINAN.

wars, to a recognition of the great principles of humanity, and we
can at least hope the time may come when man’s history shall
become a perpetual evangel, when the dome of his worshiping
temple shall be the bending heavens, when his organ-music shall
be the singing together again of the morning stars, when the face
of man shall pronounce upon man his Creator’s benediction.

TO THE ANGEL OF DEATH.

BY SARAH HELEN WHITMAN.

“ Math not thy prayer been Victory, oh my soul ?
Hath not thy conflict won a voice to shake

Death's fi « magic to
Worlds far removed ?  From o'er the grave to me
Love hath made answer I” The Spirivs Retwrn.

Tuot Ancient Mystery! Thy solemn night
Pierced by attempered rays from that far realm
That lics beyond, dark with oxcess of light,
No more the struggling spirit shall o’erwhelm.

Too long the terror of the dread unknown

ITath the wrung heart with hopcless anguish riven,
The blasting splendors of the fiery throne*

¢ Burning within the inmost vail of IIeaven—"

The gloom of that great glory which of old
Iaunted the vision of the prophet’s dream,
When the archangel of the Lord foretold
The day of doom by dark Hiddeckel’s stream.

In vain through lingering years I turned the page
Rich with these sacred records of the past;

ITope languished, and no legend could assuage
The rayless gloom thy awful shadow cast.

® Vision of Daniel. chap. viii. x.
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In dread Apocalypse I see thee borne
On the pale steed, triumphant o’er.the doomed,
Till the rent Heavens like a scroll were torn,
And hollow Earth her hundred isles entombed.

In vain I questioned the cold Stars, and kept
Lone vigils by the grave of buried love,—

No angel wing athwart the darkness swept,
No voice vouchsafed my sorrow to reprove.

Was it the weight of that remorseless woe,
The nameless anguish of that long despair—

That made thy marble lips at length forego
Their silence at my soul’s unceasing prayer ¢

Henceforth the sorrowing heart its pulse shall still
To solemn cadences of sweet repose,

Content life’s mystic passion to fulfill
In the great calm that from thy promise flows.

No more thy charnel gloom the soul appalls
Nor the deep angnish of the ¢Second Death.”
The dawn-light breaks athwart thy glimmering halls,
And thy dank vapors own the Morning’s breath.

Welcome as the white feet of those who bring
Glad tidings of great joy unto the world,
Shall fall the shadow of thy silver wing
Over the weary couch of woe unfurled.

A heavenly halo kindles round thy brow,
Beyond the palms of Eden softly wave,

Bright messengers athwart the empyrean go,
And love to love makes answer o’er the grave.



ELEMENTS OF SPIRITUAL SCIENCE.

BY 8. B. BRITTAN.

CHAPTER L
INTRODUCTION.

“The chain of Being is complete in Man ;
In Man is Mattcr's last gradation lost,
And tho next link is Spirit"—DErzHAVEX.

Txe subject on which I propose to write is full of & mysterious
beauty. It carries the mind into a region where the light of
material existence fades away, and earthly forms decompose
and become the shades which people the realms of the Invisi-
ble. Iere, as it were, on the confines of two worlds, we must

take our place.

¢ We hold a middle rank 'twixt heaven and earth,
On the last verge of mortal being stand,
Close to the realms where Angels have their birth,
Just on the boundaries of the Spirit-land.”

This position man alone may occupy ; for in the chain of being
he is the connecting link which unites the visible and invisible,
the material and spiritual, the temporal and eternal, in one un
broken line of existence, beginning in Derry, and ending in the
unorganized elements of distant worlds.

NaTrrAL objects and phenomena increase in interest as we
proceed from the lower to the higher gradations of being. Curious
and instructive as are the laws and processes exhibited in the
chemical affinities of inorganic nature, still the most imperfect
organic form is invested with a far decper interest, and in its
silent language appeals to the soul with a mightier power.
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lies mainly without, and we can hardly offer an offense, even
against popular prejudices, by pursuing our investigations in a
field not yet included within the domain of Theology. I may
leave the common track, but shall have no occasion to shock the
reverence or disturb the religious sensibilities of the most devout
nature. The writer will not, however, feel aggrieved if the reader
should dissent from the views he may disclose. All that is de-
manded, is entire freedom in their expression, while, to the indi-
vidual human judgment is accorded the right to accept or reject
them. A treatise on Psychology might be deemed essentially
incomplete, without the argument from Nature in favor of the
soul’s existence. This should very properly precede a disquisi-
tion concerning its attributes and phenomena. To this part of
the subject, therefore, I invite the attention of the reader in the
succeeding chapter.

CHAPTER II.

NATURE OF THE SOUL.

“ One thinks the Soul s air ; another, fire ;
Another, blood diffused about the heart ;
Another saith the elements conspire,
And to her essence each doth give a part.”

Smvce it has become lawful to think, and to give form and
expression to our thoughts, I suspect that this business should
neither be suspended nor monopolized. Accordingly, I venture
to submit my thought, though I am conscious of the inadequacy
of language to embody our highest ideal, and the insignificance
of all thought and speech, compared with the vastness of a
theme which the one can not fathom nor the other delin-
eate.

He is a happy man who can occasionally escape from the dull
sphere of grosser life, and dwell, if it be but for an hour, where
the discordant sounds of the market-place or the exchange are
not heard. It is glorious thus to exist in a sphere that is not all

8
















































THE HUMAN HEART.
BY C. D. BSTUART.

O, Covrox, I am, in this matter of the heart, to my sorrow at
times, too selfish—perhaps sensitive—to yield up its idols so soon.
But it must be; the finest bonds of the soul can not escape that
fiat of time and change—estrangement from the beautiful—and
the transition, cost it never so much, and be it never so painful,
is an actual and an irresistible condition of our being. Content
in no peaceful vallley, where naught but death’s angel can
approach ourselves or those we love, we dare the migratory path,
and must joy or sorrow as fate wills. Is there no land of prom-
ise where this vagrancy shall cease? Where our steps will be
guided by one only aspiration, that of living within and center-
ing all things at home. Fountains of perpetual youth, ye spring
not in fabled lands; the IIyblas and El Dorados are not the off-
spring of valleys tinted with never-waning sunshine. Your air
is not the odor that fails nor faints not. Serene skies, calm
rivers, mountains tissued with gold—these are a mirage toward
which the unresting heart is lured to suffer and die, while within
our real life is concentrated all we have conceived or dreamed.
To be content ; to know there is a limit to the proudest desire;
to believe, as few do, that we must die ; that the fullness, beauty,
and glory of life are its simplicity, this gives freshness to decay,
youth to age; and the heart, burdened with no phantasy from
which it must dwindle in one short hour by and by, is left the
conqueror of time and death. It is now night! Iam alone save
to my own heart, and some few fond memories that lie therein,
like'a knot of withered spring flowers, never, it may be, to be
again revived. O, wild, fitfully beating, imperious

HEART!
Gentlest thing the human heart,

Wounded by a little dart.
10
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‘Words no stronger than the bell
Of the trembling asphodel,
Shaken, when the lightest breeze
Scarce uplifts the leaves of trees;
Deeds the eye can hardly see,
Poison shafts to it may be,

All too faint and sensitive

In this rudest world to live!

Yet, it doth not e’er complain,
Bearing the severest pain ;
Drooping in the noontide hour,
Bending like a frosted flower

In the desert and alone,

Such the human heart hath done;
Till with grief it fills and breaks,
Of itself a martyr makes—

Such of life our dearest part is,
Such that gentlest thing the heart is.

Strongest thing the human heart,
Mocking every keenest dart,
Spurning every outward chain,
Smitten down by force in vain,
Leaping with a throb as great
As its own upsoaring fate,
‘Which, nor sun nor farthest star,
Measures, nor can ever mar!
Daring all that it can feel,
Sodden block and shining steel,
Giving freedom all its might,
Through oppression’s fitful night,
Flashing, like a beacon light,
Till the hero-dawn is come—
Beating louder than the drum,
‘When the Hofers and the Tells
From the mountains and the dells,
Like the torrents thunder on,
Answered by our Washington !
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And the nations heave and throe,
Reeling ’neath the given blow,
Till the fortress, shivered low,
Leaves to tyranny a bed
Patriot blood has hallowed.
Heart of Sydney—Hampden’s heart—
Millions at their beck shall start!
Millions, when the dust is strown
Over scepter, over throne;
Millions, when Napoleon,
Lifting up his thrilling eyes,
Charged with proudest destinies—
Bids again the nations rise,
Bids them rise and follow on
‘Where his mighty steps have gone.
Human heart how undismayed,
Proud in light, as proud in shade,
. Faltering never, fearing naught,
Conquering in hope and thought,
Till it break its prison bars,
Homeward bounding to the stars!

THE MINISTRY OF HOPE.
BY 8. B. BRITTAN.

Avrora kissed the green earth, and the lofty summits were
gilded with a shower of golden rays. With a light footstep she
stole into a cottage among the mountains—entering noiselessly
through a window which looked toward the east—and unsealed
the eyelids of a laughing boy. With a bounding step the child
.arose, from his pillow, round which the Angel of dreams had
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interests of the race will be promoted by each succeeding dis-
covery. There have always been ignorant pretenders in every
art and science, a8 there have been hypocrites in religion, for
whose ignoble conduct, neither the sacred cause nor its more faith-
ful disciples should be deemed responsible. Examples are not
wanting in which every great and godlike attribute has been per-
verted. There is no position, how exalted soever, that has not
been invaded by the tempter, and from which men have not de-
scended to the realms where dwell the children of perdition.
The apostleship of ¢ one of the twelve” was the very instru-
mentality employed in the betrayal and death of the Master ; but
religion is still a sublime reality ; and Jesus—viewed at the coro-
nation of Calvary—is shorn of none of His peculiar glory.
B.

TWELVE QUALITIES OF MIND.*
BY J. W. REDFIELD.

AvtiovaH this is not exactly a new work, it having been pub-
lished during the last year, yet from its connection with a very
interesting, and hitherto ill-explained science, it must be destined
for something more than the life of a ‘ Nine-days’ wonder”’—in-
asmuch as truth never grows old. Dr. Redfield has given to his
work years of close, intelligent, and patient study, which has
been vitalized by the clear-seeing faculty of a truly philosophie
mind. He is no builder on other men’s opinions—no appropri-
ator of other men’s property ; but he thinks, digests, and pro-
duces for himself. It may be that he occasionally rides his hobby
a little too far; but he takes the reader along with him through a
field of thought, which is at once so fresh and beautiful, we feel
ourselves both healthier and happier for having accompanied him.

He has certainly the true ground when he says: ‘Though the
face is the chief index of character, it is by no means the only
one. Physiognomy has a much more extensive significance than

# Or, Outlines of & New System of Physiognomy. New York: J. 8. Redfield,
Clinton Hall.
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ANOIENT AND MODERN SEERS.

BY A MYBTIC.

i

SWEDENBORG.

EmaxveL SweDENBoRG was born at Stockholm, Sweden, 1688,
His grandfather had been engaged in mining. His father, Jasper
Swedberg, — the name being afterwards changed to Swedenborg
on his being ennobled,—was Bishop of Skara, in West Gothland.
It is not our purpose here, however, to give his biography in
detail,—for owing to the wonderful versatility of his mind, his
life was so extensive and various in its incidents, and so rich in
its results, that a full account of this most remarkable and gifted
being, in either of his numerous manifestations, whether as a man
of Science, a Politician, Theologian, Philosopher or Seer, would
more than fill our allotted limits. We shall, therefore, confine
ourselves to a sketch of Swedenborg as SeEr.

We would first premise, however, that he was a man of vast
erudition, of profound thought, of nnexampled wisdom, of won-
derful attainments in science and philosophy ; & poet as well as a
statesman ; a theologian and a divine as well as a philosopher;
at home in every domain of thought, eminent in every depart-
ment of science, and a discoverer and inventor everywhere. To
use the words of another, not however a disciple or believer in
Swedenborg, “ From the testimony lying before us, we learn that
Swedenborg was deeply versed in every science; a first rate
mechanician and mathematician; one of the profoundest of phys-
iologists ; a great military engineer, conducting battles and sieges
for Charles X1II ; a great astronomer ; the ablest financier in the
Royal Diet of Sweden; the first metllaurgist of his time; and
the writer of vast works, which even to this day are of sterling
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body ; and a substantial man sees a substantial man as clearly as
a material man sees a material man; but a substantial man can
not see a material man, nor a material man a substantial man ; on
account of the dlﬂ"erence between material and substantial, w hxch
is such as may be described, but not in a few words.”

From the things seen so many years, I can relate the following :
“That there are lands in the spiritnal world as well as in the nat-
ural world, and that there are also plains and vallies, and moun-
tains and hills, and likewise fountains and rivers; that there are
paradises, gardens, groves and woods,” &c.

‘Whether this wonderful age is to confirm the views of Sweden-
borg’s vision, and of Davis the youthful Swedenborg of our day,
in bringing, by actual communication, the generality of mankind
nearer to the spiritual world we wait to see, praying that our
inward sight may be open to every manifestation, and our minds
prepared for the reception of every new truth whencesoever it
may come.

Dedham, Dec., 1851.

ANGELS.

BY O. D. STUART.

O, teach me not the barren creed,
That angels never haunt the soul ;
That ’t is a dream, O, never plead,
I would not lose their sweet control—
Low-whispering spirits, still they come
And bid the dear emotions start,
With visions of our childhood’s home,
That “Mecca” of the human heart.

Their feet are on the viewless wind,

Their lips among the odorous flowers ;
They fill the waste of years behind,

And sweetly charm the passing hours :
The smile that mantles friendship’s cheek,

The tear that gleams in pity’s eye,
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The thrill that words may never speak,
And hopes that brightly hover nigh—

Ah, rob them not of angel guise,
The only founts to rapture given ;
These young Immortals from the skies,
That bid us fondly hope for Heaven !
Still floating on their golden wings,
They bear the light of other years,
And each, a sweet consoling brings
To scatter o’er the tide of tears.

Break not the spell my heart has wove,

Bind not those fairy-footed gleams,
Those messengers of joy and love,

That people all my dearest dreams ;
Still let me feel my Mother near,

‘When Summer winds are on my cheek,
And let me, though ’t is fancy, hear

Her lips in music’s echo speak.

Chide not these tears, that, while I sing,
Like waters from a fountain start ;
The mem’ries of a childhood, bring
Their wild contagion to the heart :
Above the desert I have passed,
The flowers of life again I meet,
And youth its myrtle leaves has cast,
Their shadows resting at my feet.

O, chide me not, nor break the spell—
All T have loved, or love, is here ;
The kind, the good, the true, they dwell
In friendship’s smile and pity’s tear!
A little faith may rend the guise,
And what our yearning hearts adore
Will change to seraphs from the skies,
Who, lingering, watch till life is o’er..-



ELEMENTS OF SPIRITUAL SCIENCE.

BY 8. B. BRITTAN.
CHAPTER V.

POWERS OF THE SOUL.

“ So gaze met gaze,
And heart saw heart, translucid through the rays.
One same, harmonious, universal law,
Atom to atom, star to star can draw,
And mind to mind ! Swift darts, as from the sun,
The strong attraction, and the charm is done.”

Not by blind material forces does the world move on to uncer-
tain issues. The Universe is not the doubtful experiment of a
curious intelligence designed merely for amusement, and left to
float at random through immeasurable wilds of ether, or to be
driven like the wreck of an abandoned ship to some dark, undis-
covered shore. The idea that ascribes it to infinite Intelligence,
and perceives its adaptation to beneficent results, accords as well
with the Philosopher’s reason as with the Christian’s reverence.
If we may not trace the chain of universal relation and depend-
ence, we may rest assured that no link is wanting to render that
chain complete ; that everything is related to all things; and that
all motion, life and thought, depend on the Divine volition. Thus
the slightest movement of matter, as well as the boldest reach of
thought, is a remote or immediate expression of Mind. It is
conceded that a concatenation of intermediate agencies may be
employed, so complex and infinitesimal as to baffle the most subtile
powers of analysis, but could we trace the chain of causation
throughout, I apprehend we should find all material changes to
depend on mental or spiritual causes.
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EDUCATION FOR THE PEOPLE. 137

so natural and forcible, suggests and urges a radical reform in
education.

‘What we need is not more colleges, but better ones— colleges
in which our youth shall mainly be taught that which they most
need to know, and which will render them palpably, signally
useful to their fellow men. We need colleges in which every
student, without regard to fortune or tendency, shall be taught to
work and how to work — taught how to employ labor to the best
advantage on the farm, in the forest, the mill or the mine, and
taught to love labor and 7¢ally deem it honorable and ennobling.
‘We need colleges in connection with which various branches of
industry — agricultural, mechanical and manufacturing — shall be
skillfully, scientifically, vigorously prosecuted, and every teacher
as well as student trained to fine health, profit and enjoyment
therein. We need colleges wherein the discoveries of genius
and the truths of science shall be familiarly and palpably reduced
to daily practice, and impressed on the unfolding mind by being
mingled with and rendered useful in each student’s daily tasks
and exertions. In short, we need colleges which shall graduate
not merely Masters of verbal, but Masters of useful arts, men (and
women too) fitted and incited to teach and to lead in every depart-
ment of beneficent human exertion. "When shall the public need
of such colleges be even partially satisfied ¢

Tae Orp Error Axp THE NEw Trurm. —The ancient Error
dies, and is entombed beneath the shrine where it was worshiped ;
while the great TruTH struggles into organic life, and is immortal
in all visible forms. It is the light of the new discovery in
Science; it is embodied in those works of Art which constitute
the deathless memorials of Genius; it clothes itself with the
fiery vapor exhaled from metallic lungs, and thunders along its
iron track, breaking the sepulchral slumbers of eastern nations,
and scaring the eaglets from the rocky cliffs of the distant west.
All over the civilized world the great Thought circulates through
iron nerves ; it is spoken by invisible electric tongues, and vibrates
on every smitten fiber of a million hearts. 8. B. B.
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THE LOST ART.
BY JAMES RICHARDSON, JR.

% Oh trust not, youth, the visions fair,
That charm thy ravished heart;
But in the Galleries dim and old,
More wondrous visions shalt thou behold,
There study thine ancient art.

“There worship the great old Masters,
There copy their Works sublime,
These shall an Jnspiration give,
That shall make thy humble works outlive
The annals of thy time.”

And mildly answered the artist,
“A gallery have I
That girdles this beautiful earth around,
That reaches the mystic dim profound,
Its roof the vaulted sky.

¢ And deep within the studio
Of my awed and ravished soul,—
Painting forever in silence there,
His canvas wonderfully fair
The Master doth unroll.

“ Where studied those ancient artists ?
‘Who gave them their wondrous skill ?
In Nature’s Gallery divine
Thy worshiped at Thought’s interior shrine,
With Gop their Master still.”



THE DEATH PENALTY.
BY 8. B. BRITTAN.

Axong the prominent characteristics of our time, we discover
a growing spirit of inquiry concerning the great questions that
involve the chief interests of society. There is a strange commo-
tion amidst the elements of darkness, and man is rising from the
death-like stupor that for ages enchained his noblest powers. Not
alone in the devolopment of mental faculties and physical resour-
ces; in literature and the arts; and in the various branches of
natural, social and political science, is the world advancing with
unexampled rapidity. Among the great questions that now
occupy the attention of philosophers, legislators and jurists, I
mention, as worthy of special consideration and present action,
the abolition of sanguinary laws and the modification of penal
enactments. But this general statement of the subject is too
comprehensive. It is proposed to confine the present discussion
to the main question that relates to the punishment of Capital
Offenses.

In different ages and countries, and in various stages of civili-
zation, certain crimes have been punished with death; and not
unfrequently the most ingenions devices have been employed to
prolong the sufferings of the wretched victims. The laws of
nations, said to be civilized, have been such as to require the
public executioner, in some cases, to possess the ferocity of a wild
tiger who leaps from his jungle to quench his thirst for blood.
He must tear the criminal in pieces; break his limbs on the
wheel ; torture him with hot pincers or upon the rack, saw him
asunder amd quarter him alive ; or leave him to the tender mercy
of wild beasts. If I am not misinformed, the penal code of
England still requnires that for high treason the criminal shall be
hanged by the neck, cut down alive, have his entrails taken out
and burned while he is yet alive, his head cut off, and his body
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THE DEATH PENALTY. 157

Perish forever the record of the law, and the remembrance of
the execution! Away with its infernal engine from the wide
arena of Republican Liberty ! that the moral sense of the people
be no more shocked with the damning spectacle of legal slaugh-
ter! The magisterial ermine and the ,priestly robe are deeply
stained with blood, while those who wear them, complacently
speak of Justice and Religion! Such justice hath its origin in
hell | —
“ Earth is sick,
And Heaven is weary of the hollow words

Which states and kingdoms utter, when they talk
Of justice.”

But we have done. The Present has its signs of promise; and
from these we are encouraged to hope that the penal legislation
of these States will hereafter assume a more benevolent aspect.
It is our earnest prayer that the spirit of Christ may so temper
the nation’s deeds

“That, when wrongs are to be redressed, such may
Be done with mildness, speed, and firmness, not
With violence or hate, whereby one wrong
Translates another.”

The old Wrong shall die, and its temples shall be its sepulchers,
Man is beginning to live —in the exercise of his higher faculties
— the life immortal. We feel that a spirit of inspiration is breath-

ing over the unconscious eleients of this human world. Ques.’

tions of mightiest import — questions concerning the rights of
Humanity and the prerogatives of Heaven — the unsolved prob-
lem of ages— are To-day presented for solutions With a deep
and earnest purpose we interrogate the oracles of Nature and
Revelahon, and they answer us ; while, in each thrilling utterance
— in every struggle of man to conquer the ills ineident to his lot
— we liear the commanding voice of God and the sure prophecy
of final victory! . -



BEATUTY.
BY ANNETTE BISHOP.

Or had I but a voice and words to tell

The lovely dreams that haunt me evermore,
The many thoughts that in my spirit dwell —

Which are like harp strings rung in days of yore,
That can not yet forget their silvery swell,

Whene’er a breeze of gladness sweeps them o’er;
Then might these broken thoughts, these lost dreams be
Poured forth in one deep strain of harmony.

Oh Beauty! how my heart doth worship thee,
Where’er thou dwell’st in Nature’s airy hall,
Thou most resemblest what my dreams would be

Could they rise real at my fancy’s call.
When glittering on the forest’s leafy sea,

Or hovering where the sunlit waters fall,
I love thee, Beauty, in thine earthly shrine, —
How wilt thou trance me in thy home divine !

Oft I have dreamed that when this soul unbound,
Flies from its earthly tenement away,
Words for its dazzling visions shall be found,
And heavenly fires that now uncertain play
About my spirit, then shall clasp it round,
And burn the darkness from its depths away.
Then like a land uprising from the night,
How shall it waken to all joy and light!
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LOUIS KOSSUTH. 169

And Kossuth, the exile, the orator, the prophet, and crusader
for liberty, was glad. My poor life,” said he, ¢ what is it, save
as it embodies the living principle of a nation’s rights, and hopes
and faith. What is the life of us all, beyond the uses to which
it is given. And this life of mine I consecrate before God, to
the freedom — the rightful freedom of my fatherland. O, English-
men, ye who have been lessoned in Freedom by Hampden, and
Sidney, and Milton, let not my words pass idly from your hearts.
Igo to the ‘young giant of the west; go with me with your
prayers, and give me in the hour of struggle that is to come. the
aid that shall make my country free!”

And, while these feeble words are being typed, the Magyar
Kossuth, is on the billowy bosom of the ocean, borne by wind
and steam to the embrace of the “young giant of the west.”

Rave over other lands and other seas,
ll-omened, black winged Breeze,

But spare the friendly sails that waft away
Him who was deemed the prey

Of despot dark as thou—one sending forth
The torturers of the north,

To fix upon his Caucasus once more

The demi-god who bore

To sad humanity Heaven’s fire and light,
Whereby should re-unite

In happier bonds the nations of the earth;
Whose Jove-like brow gave birth

To that high Wisdom, whence all blessings flow
On mortals here below.

Rack not, O Boreal Breeze, that laboring breast
On which, half dead, yet rest

The hopes of millions, and rest there alone.
Impiously every throne

Crushes the credulous ; none else than he

Can raise and set them free.

Oh ! bear him on in safety and in health !

Bear on a freight of wealth

Such as no vessel yet hath ever borne ;
Although with banner torn

He urges through tempestuous waves his way ;
Yet shall a brighter day

22
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MAMMON WORSHIP.

Mamumon is the Jupiter of our times; but the ancient Olympus
is no more the residence of the god. The modern Jove holds his
court in the market, and thunders from cotton factories and rolling
mills. Who shall resist the magnetism of Gold, since

{3

Money has a power above
The stars and fate !”

We have been astonished and amused to witness the action of
this magnet on the locomotive powers of vast numbers. Youth
leaps and runs with electric fire and speed ; an impulse — deep
and powerful —is felt, and Manhood in its strength is shaken.
The infirmities of Age, like unwelcome visitors, are admonished
to retire and not obtrude themselves at unseasonable hours. Even
Indolence exhibits a kind of galvanic action, when the millions
are moved by this golden motor. It is impossible to determine
the measure of this power. Looking at the busy scene, and ana-
lyzing the chief objects of human endeavor, one might almost
fancy that the springs of action all ultimate in this source. What
privations and dangers will not man encounter to obtain gold !

It tempts him from the blandishments of home,
Mountains to climb and distant seas to roam.”

This world of time, custom, circumstance and business, how
does it baffle the power and arrest the behest of the gods, and
overcome our own souls! Men are not themselves. Each is what
some one would have him to be, though it must be conceded that
in the great avenues of trade the separate individualities distinctly
appear. There is a great struggle! Every one pulls in his own





























































































ANCIENT AND MODERN SEERS.

BY A MYSTIO.

PYTHAGORAS.

Bravtror and holy youth of Samos! Godlike Pythagoras!
whom in their own times men worshiped, with a tender rever-
ence as an incarnation of the divine! whom philosophers and
pious sages of succeeding ages have bowed down to with heart-
felt homage! Would that [ might present thy radiant features,
through this faint outline, in so fair a light, as to draw the men of
even these irreverent days to listen to thy wise and lofty teach-
ings, to contemplate and follow thy blameless and holy life!

No being was ever more highly esteemed, more truly and pro-
foundly revered, than this long-kaired Samian,” and even men
themselves, wonderfully great and good, celebrated his life; as
Tamblichus and Porphyry, Diogones Laertius and Cicero.

Tamblichus, himself, called by the Platonists that succeeded him
“the divine,” thus commences his “ Life of Pythagoras”:

“Since it is usual with all men of sound understandings, to
call on divinity, when entering on any philosophic discussion, it
is certainly more appropriate to do this in the consideration of
that philosophy, which justly receives its denomination from the
divine Pythagoras. For, as ¢t derives its origin from the divin-
ities, it cannot be apprehended without their inspiring aid. To
which we may add, that the beauty and magnitude of it so great-
ly surpasses human power, that it is impossible to survey it by
a sudden view; but one can alone gradually collect some portion
of this philosophy, when, the Gods being his leaders, he quietly
(with serenity) approaches it.”

To give the details of this Pythagorean philosophy, however

27
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THE TRANSITION AGE.

FROM AN UNPUBLISHED POEM.
BY THOMAS L. HARRIS.

L

Ope, Tyrants | ope the gates of hell again ;
Bid War and Pestilence ride darkly forth;

Stain with her children’s blood the shuddering Earth ¢
Man’s universal heart transfix with pain :
Loose from the Northern hills
The huge, Barbarian avalanche ; and cast
Pale Famine’s gathered ills,
Like winter on the blast.
Crush beneath Atalantean loads of wrong,
The Poor, lest they should rise :
Strengthen with arms, and gold, and buttress strong,
Your crumbling Anarchies :
Pierce, with the blinding spear, Thought’s sun-like eyes,
Lest men should see the heavens o’erflow with light ;
Drown with shrill, clamorous lies,
The harmonies of Love, the Archangel-trump of Right:
Lift, if ye dare, the awful Cross on high,
And crucify Humanrry thereon
While an unnatural gloom usurps the sky,
And the dead Past comes forth and reigns—like Death alone.
Do—but do all in vain.
The avalanche and the rain
Quicken the buds of Life that sleep in earth.
Humanity shall rise !
Swift lightnings pierce the skies;
The lest long Sabbath morn of Time come forth!
Humanity shall rise and live forever,
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Each like a spheréd star !
Let us go up and join the array of these,
“The Cloud of Witnesses.”
Called from ITeaven’s wide extremes, they go
Up to its inmost shrine ; their faces glow
With hope for Earth, now crushed beneath its last great Wo.

IV.
Lo! the great Temple, burning from afar,
As if in every ray was fused a star;
As if the sunrise in its glorious dome
Was born, and made its sempiternal home !
It is the Temple of the Ages, wrought
With traceried sculptures of Immortal Thought.
’Tis the Shekinah, shadowing forth to view,
The Infinite Beautiful, and Good, and True !
There reign, in mild supremacy of love,
Th’ Hierarchal Rulers of the realms above.
There in the calm divine of peace, await
The mighty Angels of delivering Fate,
"Till the GreaT Hour shall lead them radiant forth,
To ope the gates of Morning on the Earth.
Banner and crest droop low! We enter there
And pause, entranced like flames that rest in purple air.

V.

The mortal History of immortal Man,

Shines, pictured on that time-revealing dome.
Each glorious Spirit, who since life began,

Hath poured out thought or blood to rear a home .
For Earth’s fraternal Peoples, and to span

The Race with Freedom’s sun-bow, hath a throne
"Neath that far shining arch, and sits serene thereon !
Angels of Light! they rest, entranced in vision,

Fronting the Infinite with god-like eyes.
Angels of Beauty! picturing the elysian

Repose and peace of new eternities.
Angels of Harmony! in whose high cadence,
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Heaven’s mystic music finds a living voice,
Angels of Gladness! lifting urns of fragrance,
Saying, oh, blessed ones, rejoice, rejoice !
Angels of Worship! who, in pure communion
Of love and wisdom, silently adore.
Angels of Strength! majestic in their union,
With Infinite Will: thus mighty evermore.
Poet, and Saint, and Sage, who patient bore
The cross, and drank the cup of deadly pain;
Who left their words and works upon the shore
Of Earth when they ascended ;—like a rain
Of lightnings,—like an earthquake,—like a strain
Of seraph-music,—like a prophecy,—
Man’s fettered mind and heart to thrill, inspire, and free.
There wait they, consecrate, serene, divine;
The dawning of the New Earth’s Eden time,
In mild omnipotence of virtue strong,
With silent prayer uplift, “ How long, O, Lord! how long !”

V1L

A voice — a silence — then a rushing blast —
The invisible PrESENCE of the GopEEAD passed,
And on that Angel Host its Inspiration cast.
» # » * *
Hear the departing Hymn.
Henceforth the Seraphim
Shall dwell with Man, on Earth’s love-blossomed shore ;
And Man, with spirit-eyes,
Shall see the eternal skies
Ope to his longing heart, and close again no more !




































THE LIFE BEYOND.
BY C. D. STUART.

How vain, without that blissful faith,

In Heaven — beyond these fleeting hours —
The fairest dreams, and fondest hopes,

That make our path a way of flowers.

I have been taught by joyous birds,

‘When Spring was bright around, above,
To long for lands of fairer flowers,

For purer life, and deeper love.

I knew not, but the whispering leaves —
‘When Autumn made them sadly sere,

As Spring restored them — bade me feel
That I had other home than here.

That dream was fed by setting suns —

I knew the morning would restore —
And every day, but taught me still

Of time, when nights would be no more.

O, there were gentle spirit-tongues,
That cheered me when I grew forlorn,

And chid me for my faltering faith,
Upon the rosy breath of morn.

I can not doubt! I feel —I know,
By all that hems this life around,
By all that’s fair, or fondly loved,
That there is nought but bliss beyond.

Thy smile, O God, is beauty here,
It hues the earth, the cloud, the sea ;
I love them — but I look beyond,
And long at last for Heaven and Thee !












,(’f.-‘-":.‘g. ety o
L oy o R







e = J.'J.-J.‘_".‘!Mﬁ;‘-—.'"‘ i



















GOD’S PERPETUAL INSPIRATION.
BY JAMES RICHARDSON, JR.

Not in ancient mouldy writings
Of Chaldee or Hebrew bard,

‘Which the dim and distant ages,
As a sacred mystery guard:

Not to tribes of wandering Hebrews,
With Jehovah’s bloody code,

Nor to Isradlitish prophets,
‘Who their race to battle goad,—

Vaunted by their bigot followers
Special favorites of Heaven !
Not through such, has the good Father
Holiest revelations given.

Nor alone to wondrous Seers
Of the dark and barbarous Past,
Earth’s divine Messiahs ! stirring
Souls as with a trumpet blast,

‘Who, through mists of ages looming,
Giants superhuman seem ;—

Not to these, alone, the vision
Heavenly, and the prophet’s dream.

“By the Almighty’s inspiration,
Still is understanding given” ;—
To each age, its revelation ;
To each time, its word from Heaven.
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To us in the radiant Present,
As to centuries old and dim,

God still lives, and earnest spirits
Still, as ever, speak through Him.

Not another Holy Spirit,
Grown degenerate in its power,
Answers to the pure heart’s incense,
Rising at the present hour.

But the same that moved old Peter,
’Mid the Pentecost array,

Thrills anew the quickened pulses
Of the Peters of our day.

Nor to fishermen of the Present
Are God’s gifts by measure doled,

But He pours them forth as freely,
As on James and John of old.

Never dries the holy fountain,
And the stream is never low;

Nor do ages, in their passage,
Check the heavenly spirit’s flow.

As from out the germ, the leaflet,
From the bud, the radiant flower,
8o still fairer revelations
Are unfolding every hour.

Providence, that rules the nations,
Thus I read the historian’s page,—
Living still, and still creating,
Is the Spirrr oF THE AGE.

Perish then the old dead letter,
‘While the passing years unroll

Teachings for each new condition
Of the still expanding Soul.



THE GALLOWS MIRACLE.

BY C. D. STUART.

High up I see the gallows stand—
The gallows brave and high —

And swinging from its sable arm,
What looks like you, or I:

A human form ! —Its pulses warm
Still beat in mimic round,

But why that livid, purpling face,
And whence that gurgling sound ?

Is it a merry gala day,
The people celebrate ?

And he, who dangles o’er the crowd,
Some seignor of the State ?

Else why the thousand idlers here —
In rabble gathered round —

With mock, and jest, and ribald word,
A wild confusing sound.

Ah, ’t is some saintly day I trow,
And he who hangs, a saint;

And who shall stay from such a sight
The rabble, by restraint ?

They shout to hear the priest declare
The sinner of last Even’,

This Morn a saint, unfit for Earth,
But good enough for Heaven.

A Saint, a Saint !—one miracle,
Not Gibbon’s thirty-nine *—

The gallows and the priest have made,
Why give him not a shrine ?

And why not hang all sinners up,
Since, for the hardest even,

This Process has the saving power
To send them straight to Heaven.

* Gibbon, in his “ Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire,” says that, during the
Middle Ages, it required only thirty-nine miracles to make a Saint, and miracles were
so cheap that any one, almost, could afford to become a saint.
























TO THE MORNING STAR.

BY SARAH HELEN WHITMAN.

“Fair crescent star, upborne on waves of light,—
Bud of the moming! that must fade so soon.”
Dalgoni

Sweet Phosphor! star of Love and Hope,
Again I see thy silver horn

Rise o’er the dark and dewy slope

Of yonder hills that hide the morn.

All night the glooming shadows lay
So thick on valley, wave, and wold,
I scarce could deem the buried day
Would ever pierce their shronding fold :

Yet, even now, a line of light
Comes slowly surging o’er the dark,
And lo! thy crescent, floating bright
And buoyant as a fairy bark.

But ah, the solemn stars of night —
The distant stars that long have set —
How can I in thy nearer light

Of love and hope their smile forget? —

The stars that trembled through my dream —
That spoke in accents faint and far —

Can I forget their pensive beam

For thine, my radiant morning star ¢
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No dawn-light in my soul can wake
One hope to make the world more fair ;
No noon-tide ray illume the lake

Of dark remembrance brooding there;

But Night comes down the paling west
With mystic glories on her brow —
She lays her cold hand on my breast
And bids for me the Lotus blow :

She bears me on her Lethean tides
To lands by living waters fed —
She lifts the cloudy veil that hides
The dim campagnas of the dead.

Down the long corridor of dreams

She leads me silently away,

?Till through its shadowy portal streams
The dawn of a diviner Day !

WINTER.
BY FRANK.

O, thou, that sorrowest for the golden Past,
Saying, we lack all Beauty and Romance ;
Come watch with me, in Winter’s chain held fast,
The sun’s new splendors and the wind’s wild dance.
Is there no beauty in the tinted sky?
The whitened fields, the forest shaking down
Its feathery load as the rnde blast whirls by,
Or yon blue smoke above the quiet town ¢
And sure beneath that light and vanishing fold
Romance yet lingers, and not all in vain
Have the vast ages of the gray world rolled.
Great poems to be written still remain
In Man’s deep heart —in Hope and Love and Faith,
And the grand mystery of Life and Death.
35
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imparting intelligence, as God moves the planets with their gross
contents, produces electric concussions, and inspires man with
information. And this posthumous existence is in strict accord-
ance with the sincere Christian’s professed belief ; and whatever
argument or sophistry may be adduced to banish the doctrine
from society, will equally bear upon the fate of Christianity. Let
it be remembered that confidence in the soul’s immortality can not
be too strongly enstamped upon our race, nor too lucidly demon-
strated, however various may be the ways and means employed to
rivet conviction.

At any rate, we do not believe these manifestations are imagi-
nary chimeras, or delusive humbugs; but that they are perfectly
natural, and in conformity to reason and analogy. If any doubt,
refuse not to attend and investigate for yourselves, as did the
stubborn enemies of Galileo, when he asserted the existence of
Jupiter’s satellites, and referred them with earnest entreaty to his
telescope for proof and conviction. Their obstinate refusal to
look, betrayed their fear of being convinced. Is it so with you ?

Charlestown, Mass.

DEATH.
A VISION.

BY HON. J. W. EDMONDS.

Oh! Death where is thy sting!
Oh! Grave where is thy victory !

I see a beautiful grove of stately trees in full foliage and in its
ehade numerous animals reposing and frolicing. On the outer
side of the grove is a little lake, on whose placid waters swans
and geese, and various aquatic birds with gay plumage are float-
ing. The trees around are full of birds, hopping and flying from
twig to twig, enjoying that calm and balmy air and filling it with
their song.

On the bank of the lake, I see quite a number of animals gra-
zing, lying down to repose, or playing. The whole scene is one
of delightful repose and harmony. There, a lamb and a young
lion are playing together like kittens stumbling over each other
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ridge, R. W. Hartley of London was present, and taking hold
of the table exercised all his strength to restrain its motion ; but
it was still moved with the same case and energy as before. He
tried to lift it up, and it was held down ; he tried to hold it down,
and it was lifted up.

Mrs. Sarah IIelen Whitman, in one of her letters to Mr. Gree-
ley, says, “In well lighted rooms I have often seen heavy tables
moved violently—have scen objects moved in any given direction,
in compliance with a mental request of my own.”

The following statement furnished us for publication may be
appropriately inserted in this connection.

“This may certify that, on the 28th day of February, 1852, while
the undersigned were assembled at the residence of Mr. Rufus
Elmer, Springfield, Mass., for the purpose of making critical
experiments in the so-called spiritual manifestations, the follow-
ing, among other remarkable demonstrations of power, occurred
in a room thoroughly illuminated. The table, around which we
were seated, was moved by an invisible and unknown agency,
with such irresistable force that no one in the circle could hold
it. Two men — standing on opposite sides and grasping it at the
same time, and in such a manner as to have the greatest possible
advantage — could not, by the utmost exercise of their powers,
restrain its motion. In spite of their exertions the table was
moved from one to three feet. Mr. Elmer inquired if the Spirits
could disengage or relax the hold of Mr. IHenry Foulds; when
suddenly — and in a manner wholly unaccountable to us — Mr.
Foulds was seated on the floor at a distance of several feet from
the table, having been moved so gently, and yet so instantaneous-
ly, as scarcely to be conscious of the fact. It was proposed to
further test this invisible power, and accordingly five men, whose
united weight was eight Aundred and fifty-five pounds stood on
a table (without castors) and the said table, while the men were
so situated, was repeatedly moved a distance of from four to
eight inches. The undersigned further say that they were not
conscious of exerting any power of will at the time, or during any
part of the exhibition; on the contrary they are quite sure that
the exercise of the will is always a serious impediment to such
manifestations.
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THE STARS.
BY C. D. STUART.

Now the moon is up, with tender,
Pale, and melancholy light,
And a million star-eyes render
Homage to the Queen of Night.
Let us watch, through cloudy bars,
For the beauteous moon and stars!

Trailing, in the far-off heaven
With a soft and fitful tread,
Hooded from their light, till even
Bids them sparkle overhead ;
Still they lure me, still they woo me—
Had I wings they would undo me!

Maiden-eyes, so full and lavish,

Are not brighter than those eyes
That, with silver glances, ravish

All my dreaming to the skies:
Child, I saw, and could but love them,
Wondering what there was above them.

Now, with holier light they glisteny

Since one taught my beating heart—
Willing for such lore to listen—

How that friends, who walk apart
Through the mist of death, and leave us,
Are the stars—which should not grieve us!
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"That the night is death, and dying
Only bears us up afar,

‘Where, like those I’'m fondly eyeing,
Each is made a shining star—

Linked with all the beauteous olden,

In their God-home, ever golden.

Pleiad lost, and Orion hidden
From his eyes by piteous tears,
Blind and wandering, as unbidden
Tracks he onward through the years;
Old and grey-beard stars, I render
Heart-felt homage to your splendor.

And, ye young and newer, shining
As for eldest Jove ye shone,
Ere the golden age declining,
Left him shorn and stark alone;
Upward gazing, ye restore me
All the beauteous gone before me !

Happy is that river’s bosom,
Where your softened image lies;
Happy is the meadow blossom,
Gleaming with its dewy eyes—
In your glance a moment gleaming,
Like a heart that joys when dreaming!

Fade not ever—ever sparkle
Through the deep and solemn night;
Hopes are frail, and pleasures darkle—
O far some unfading light !
Be ye still that light above me
Imaging the true that love me.
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ROBIN GREY.
BY MRS. 8. 8. SMITH.

I reMeEMBER the cot by the wimpling burn,
It has long since passed away—

Where grew the sweet-brier and feathery fern,
Round the home of poor Robin Grey.

With mickle labor he strove to keep
Grim want from his humble door ;

And he dreamed a dream one night, in sleep,
‘Which left him not, evermore !

He dreamed that the angel Gabriel came
And stood by his cottage door,

And a wondrous light from his raiment fell,
And shone on the sanded floor:

His shining wings were o’erfleck’d with gold,
And dazzling as light could be,

But the radiant face he could scarce behold,
For its glorious majesty.

As gazing he stood, his thought grew calm,
’Neath the angel’s suffusing glow,

And he felt the light, like a holy balm,
Through his fever’d pulses flow.

And lifting him up, like a wingéd thought,
To its region of light and love,

He knew that his wearied sou. had caught
A glimpse of the life above,
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And hence, lest the vision might fade away,
He toiled when his task was done—

Dreaming by night of his toil by day,
His angel to shape in stone.

His hopes were plumed like the shining wings
That had fanned his heart and brain,

As brighter each day the unsealed springs
Gleamed down from the heavenly plain.

Life’s fleeting moments sped on apace,
And Robin grew thin and grey,

But the spirit-radiance stamp’d on his face,
Shone brighter each passing day.

Yet little they thought, who saw him bend,
With the weight of his toil o’erworn,

That soon he should pass to his angel friend,
On the pinions of death upborne.

But few were the visits he now could pay
To his angel by stealth at night ;

But the angel within his breast each day,
More luminous grew, and bright!

One morn he was found in his little cell,
Asleep on the cold, hard floor;

His soul had ascended in Heaven to dwell,
With the angel for evermore !

And the stone that witnessed life’s parting strife,
Enclasped in his fainting fall,

‘Where a human heart had carved out its life,
‘Was broken to mend the wall !

Though he failed to accomplish the one idea,
Enstamped on his heart and brain,

In the clearer light of eternity,
‘Who will say that he toiled in vain?
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OHIDDEN WORTH. 869

embracing love? Nor has earth a power to stay for 8 moment
its enfranchisement. Only its own blindness, and servility, and
antagonism can retard the Exodus; and even these will be con-
quered, yet not, it may be feared, until they shall have so far
favored tyranny, that only through a ZZed Sea a passage will be
found possible, and weary days of wandering be made to precede
the advent of Universal Peace, and Right, and Brotherhood,
the dawning light proclaims to be very, very near.

HIDDEN WORTH.
BY ANNETTE BISHOP.

L
A smeprE plant in lonely place,
Pushed upward from the mold,
Yet 'neath the nightshades rank and dark,
It slept in shadows cold ;
And never, from its pale green leaves
A floweret might unfold.

IL
And prisoned darkly there, the germs
Of wondrous beauty lay,
Yet never to their eyelids came,
The warm bright touch of day.
Though oft those pale leaves turning sought,
Some faint awakening ray.

114
It heard the troops of busy bees
Mid flower-beds murmuring,
The streamlet bubbling o’er its bed,
The wild bird’s carol ring;
And dreamed how beautiful the light
Must fall o’er wave and wing.
47
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Iv.

v+ But once when down the glowing west,
Sove

The setting sun was rolled,
A kindly hand removed the boughs
* That made its prison cold.
And o’er the frail thing dazzling fell,
The sunset’s rays of gold.

V.

And when the moon shone out in heaven,
Its leaves were bathed in light,

And ne’er the plant its eyelids drooped,
Through all the hours of night ;

But weeping dewy tears, it watched
The moon fade from its sight.

VL

Yet all its glittering tears went up
In incense to the sun,

For soon the wondrous world around,
‘Waked as the day begun.

And lo! the flowers, the glancing wings,
The waves that glistening run!

VII.

And now amid them all there gleams
No fairer, brighter thing,

Than the sweet buds and radiant flowers
That from this lone plant spring.

So gently modest worth unfolds,
Thro’ fond love’s cherishing.



PERSONAL EXPERIENCE.

BY JUDGE EDMONDS.

The true art of life is to fill up the hours
‘With works for the good of mankind;
Here is a labor, worthy the powers
Of the loftiest or lowliest mind.
Tho’ slight is the task, yet imnmense the reward
Of him who thus labors to imitate God.

“My DEAR BrrrTaN:

““You ask me for some more of that allegorical or symbolical
teaching of which you have already had a specimen.

“I comply with pleasure with your request, if thereby I can
afford consolation or do good to one single person only ; and I
shall be happy to continue giving you extracts from my papers,
80 long as such a result can be produced.

“What I now give you are not continuous pictures of any
one occasion, but selections, on kindred topics, from several
teachings. Yours, ete.,

“J. W. Epmoxps.”

THE FORM OF TRUTH.
FeBruaArY 10, 1852

‘What I first saw, on this occasion, was the naked hand and
arm of a female, amid an atmosphere of intense blackness. It
was round, healthy, and very distinctly depicted ; was extended
toward me, and held in its hand something shaped like a ferule,
and dark in color, though not of the intense blackness that
enveloped the arm.

The next I saw was the partially naked breast of a female. I
was not allowed to sce the face nor the body of the one to whom
it belonged. The breast was partly concealed by an oil-silk
shirt, which enveloped the body, and was somewhat open in



























MUSINGS.
BY MES. LUOY A. MILLINGTON.

Gorp and crimson weave my bower,
In a woodland lonely,

‘Where is neither bud nor flower—
Autumn’s glories only ;

Softened sunshine rippling o’er
Brook and mossy bed,

‘While the south wind gently stirs
"Mid the boughs o’erhead.

Here my soul is full of hope,
Strong for every duty,
Yearning from life’s glooms to win
Scenes of tranquil beauty;
Here, before hope’s dawning day,
Glad with peace and pleasure,
Boding shadows fade away
Into brightening azure.

Here is neither stir nor sound
Of the world’s commotion,
But a lulling unto peace
And a still devotion.

Spirits of the dead are here,
And their thrilling token
Tell me of their presence dear,
And their love unbroken.











































































DONT YOU REMEMBER, MY JULIA DEAR?

BY H. CLAY PRETUSS.

Adapted to the popular air of * Ben Bolt.”

TaxsE lines were suggested by the following eloquent exclama-
tion of an old and dear friend or mine, now burdened with the
weight of seventy years: For one thing do I thank my God for
these Spiritual Manifestations; it is the clear, shining, life-
inspiring testimony which they bear to the immortality of Auman
love—how, in the might of its purity and devotion, it can still
triumph over the ravages of death, and the decay of mortality!”

I

Don’t you remember, my Julia dear, -
The wildwood so green where we met—

Where we lingered in bliss while the twilight crept on,
And the sunbeams were glimmering yet ¢

We recked not of time, though the tale-telling moon
Played its “bo-peep ” through each creviced vine,

And the young heart, that pillowed so soft on my breast,
With its wealth of affection was mine!

I
But Time'’s growing shadows, my Julia dear,
Have shut out the light of those days,
And e’en the green wildwood has passed from our sight,
And the birds sing no more in its sprays:
A dimness has crept o’er thy sunny blue eye,
And thy ringlets of bnght golden sheen—
Ah! it saddens my heart in this twilight of years,
When I think of the times that have been.
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But oh, there are regions, my Julia dear,
Where the loved ones of youth meet again ;
And the voices of old, which have died out on earth,
Shall be tuned to a heavenlier strain !
There our spirits shall mingle forever in love,
As streams that are blended in one—
Oh, I almost wish, when I think of that time,
That our wearisome journey was done!
Wasmixeron, D. C.

PSYCHOMETRICAL PORTRAITS.
BY MRS. J. R. METTLER.

The letters from which Mrs. Mettler gives her psychometrical
delineatfons are carefully sealed, before they are forwarded to
her, and are subsequently returned to us with the seals unbroken,
accompanied with a transcript of her impressions, in her own
language. The names of the parties, thus submitted to her
inspection, are first disclosed to her when the portraits are pub-
lished.—Ep.

Isaac T. Hopper.

He possesses a clear and decisive mind, and is characterized
by plainness of heart and manner, accompanied by large order
and ncatness. 1e can not be otherwise than just and conscien-
tious in his speech and dealings with men. This would be a
great part of his religion. Ile has large benevolence, and is not
biased in the least by sectarian fecling. Ifis hand and sympa-
thies are cver open and ready to relieve suffering humanity.
He is a very noble spirit—one that it would be impossible for
any one coming into his presence to dislike. He has a great
deal of firmness and decision, and seems always to know how to









Editorial.

THE TIME AND THE DEMAND.

Tue Present is signalized by an important transition in the
earthly condition of the race; one which will ever be distin-
guished as the beginning of a new Era in the history of Man.
The most illuminated minds are rapidly ascending to the exalted
plain of intuition, where the soul no longer follows in a dim,
earthly light the devious line of induction, but reads with a
clearer vision the unwritten language of the spiritual universe.
The chain that once bound the creature to the domain of physi-
cal existence is being severed, and we are now approximating
the sphere of invisible causes with which we are soon to be in
intimate correspondence. Those who have restricted the Divine
sanction to a single Book, and have arrogated the exclusive and
Apostolic authority to expound its mystic lore, are emphatically
reminded, by the course of events, that there are other sources
and media of spiritual instruction. While these saintly Rabbis
are left to nurse their gloomy phantoms, the world will rejoice
to know that the spirit of Inspiration is not dead and buried, but
was only silent while men were lost in their selfish and material
schemes. That spirit still broods over the earth, inspiring the
loftiest thoughts, and quickening the elements of our humanity
into a divine life. Inspiration is only restricted by the disposi-
tion and capacity of the soul¢ it is the gift of all ages, but espe-
cially of those periods which. are characterized by outward
gimplicity and inward growth.

. We have looked for the dawmng light of the new Day with
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