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The reader who is familiar with the modern spiritual unfolding
will be struck with the exact resemblance between these an-
cient phenomena and those often exhibited by the writing, speak-
ing, and transic mediums of this day ; and if either of these man-
ifestations is referred to a spiritual origin, the others must be
referred to the same.

Omitting much that might be said of the class of prophets
here referred to, we pass to some facts of a more specific nature.

During the first three quarters of the fourth century there lived
a hermit of the name of Hirarion, who by his mortifications and
devout exercises became receptive of some astonishing spiritual
gifts. His birthplace and early residence was at a little town
called Tabitha, near Gaza, in Palestine ; but at the age of fifteen
he retired to the solitude of the desert, that his devotional ten-
dencies might not be interrupted by the intrusions of the world.
After he had dwelt in those solitudes for twenty years, constantly
engaged in subduing the flesh and cultivating the spirit, the three
children of one Elpidius, of Gaza (who was afterward a prefect
of the praetorium), fell sick of a violent fever ; and when appa-
rently in the last extremities of the disease, and pronounced in-
curable by the physician, their mother ran like one distracted to
Hilarion, and besought him with tears to visit them. Hilarion
went to their bedside and prayed, invoking the name of Jesus,
when presently all three of the children broke out into a profuse
perspiration, by which they were much refreshed, and recovered
their previously deranged senses, and knew their mother, and
kissed the saint’s hand.

Tlie fame of this miracle produced a resort to Hxlarlon of those
who were afflicted with diverse ailments, who in like manner re-
ceived the benefits which came through him as a “healing me-
dium.” Among these was a woman of Facidia, a town near
Rinc-corura, in Egypt, who had been blind for ten years, to whom
Hilarion miraculously restored sight. There were many suscep-
tible persons in those days, as there had been in the days of Jesus
and his apostles, whose bodies were possessed or influenced by
low and disorderly spirits of the other world, which at times gave
them great inconvenience. Such of these as resorted to Hilarion
were speedily relieved. Among them was a native of Franconia,

~
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in Germany, one of the guards of Constantius, who was sent by
the emperor with letters to the governor of Palestine. Hearing
of Hilarion, he proceeded from Gaza with a numerous train, to
visit him. He found the hermit walking on the sands saying his
prayers. Hilarion, seeing him, immediately knew his errand,
and commanded the disorderly spirit to depart from him, when
the Frank was instantly relieved. In gratitude for this service
he offered the hermit ten pounds of gold as a reward, but Hila-
rion presented him with one of his barley loaves, saying that
they who wanted no other food despised gold like dirt.

Finding his solitude constantly disturbed by the numerous
visitors who now resorted to him, he left his place to seek more
perfect seclusion in Egypt. Passing into Brutium, a suburb of
Alexandria, where there were several monks, they pressed him
to stay, but he departed that same evening, saying that it was
necessary for their security that he should leave. That very
night several armed men arrived there with an order to put him
to death, obtained by the people of Gaza, who were offended at
him for speaking against their god Marnas.

In his subsequent retreat into Sicily, it is said that he cast out
many disorderly spirits, and miraculously healed many sick per-
sons. In Dalmatia he prayed, and by a spiritual force compelled
an enormous serpent to crawl into the midst of a pile of wood
that had been prepared, and then set fire to it. Not finding the
perfect seclusion which he desired possible in either of these
places, he next departed to Cyprus, where, it is said, that within
three weeks after his arrival, those who were possessed with dis-
orderly spirits in every part of the island were made by those
spirits to cry out, *Hilarion, the servant of Jesus Christ, is
come.” Such of these persons as were brought to him were re-
lieved of their infestations.* It may be confessed that these sto-
ries of the performances of Hilarion, with many similar things
related of other ¢ mediums” of those ancient times, would be
entirely incredible were it not for many wndeniable examples of
gimilar occurrences in our own day.

It was professedly by the aid of spiritual strength received

# Butler’s « Lives of the Saints,” vol. iv., p. 251, ef seg.
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from on high, that the ancient Christian martyrs were enabled
to endure with firmness the violent tortures and cruel executions
which were inflicted upon them by their heathen persecutors ;
and not unfrequently these inflictions were attended with surpris-
ing spiritnal phenomena. An instance of the kind will now be
related. While Julian, uncle to the emperor Julian, and also him-
self an apostate from Christianity, was governor of the East, of
which Antioch was the capital, he caused one Theodoret, a Chris-
tian priest of Antioch, to be apprehended, beaten upon the soles of
his feet, and stretched upon the rack until his limbs seemed almost
ready to tear asunder. Noticing his apparent indifference to these
inflictions, Julian said, “I perceive you do not sufficiently feel
your torments.” The martyr replied, “I do not feel them, be-
cause God is with me.” Julian then caused lighted matches to be
applied to the wounds in his side. "While the flesh was literally
consuming, the martyr lifted up his eyes to heaven and prayed;
when the executioners fell upon their faces to the ground. Ju-
lian bade them draw near the martyr with their torches ; they
excused themselves, saying they saw four angels in white with
Theodoret. Upon this, Julian, in a rage, ordered them to be
thrown into the water, and drowned. The spirit of prophecy
then fell upon Theodoret, and he said, ¢ You, Julian, shall die
in your bed, under the sharpest torments, and your master (the
emperor), who hopes to vanquish the Persians, shall himself be
vanquished ; an unknown hand shall deprive him of life. He
shall no more return to the territories of the Romans.”

Both of these prophecies, in fact, fully came to pass. Julian,
the governor, was shortly afterward smitten with an unknown
disease, and worms consumed his bowels, and he died in the
greatest agony, beseeching the intercessions of the Christians.
The emperor, while on his Persian expedition, was actually smit
ten by an arrow from an wnknown hand ; and as he cast some of
his own blood toward heaven, he said, ¢ Even here, O Galilean,
you pursue me! Satiate yourself with my blood, and glory that
you have vanquished me.” He died a few hours afterward.*

St. MARTIN, bishop of Tours, was born in the year 816, and died

* Butler’s ¢¢ Lives of the Saints,” vol. iv., p. 264, et seq.
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in the year 897. Many facts in his life might be cited to prove
his connection with a spiritual source of power and intelligence,
but we have room only for the following: On one occasion, re-
turning from a journey to the monastery of Locociagum, of which
he was the principal, he found his monks in great affliction on ac-
count of the sudden death of a catechumen who had been received
into the house a few days previously. Standing by the corpse,
St. Martin felt within himself a divine impulse to work a miracle.
He ordered the rest to go out of the chamber, when, like Elias
of old, he stretched himself upon the dead body and prayed for
some time with great earnestness, and at length observed that
the body was beginning to revive. He then arose and stood by
it, and in less than two hours the person began to move his limbs,
and opened his eyes. Being thus restored to life, he related that
after his emergence from the flesh his soul seemed to be presented
before a divine tribunal and sentenced to a dark dungeon, but
that two angels represented to the judge that St. Martin prayed
in his behalf, when the judge ordered them to restore him again
to the body. At another time the saint restored to life, in a sim-
ilar way, the servant of a neighboring rich man, who had hung
himself. These miracles so increased the reputation of St. Mar-
tin that he was soon afterward called to the bishopric of Tours.

Soon after he entered upon his episcopal charge he was obliged,
on some business pertaining to the Church, to visit the court of
Valentinian I., who generally resided in Gaul. The emperor,
hearing of his arrival, and suspecting his business, gave orders
that he should not be admitted to his presence. Finding himself
thus frustrated, the bishop had recourse to fasting and prayer,
and after continuing in this suppliant mood for seven days, an
angel appeared to him and ordered him to go boldly to the pal-
ace. He did as directed, and finding the palace doors open, and
nobody stopping him, he entered and approached the emperor,
who, seeing him at a distance, angrily inquired of his servants
why they had let him in. Refusing to arise to receive the bishop,
his seat presently appeared to be all on fire, which forced him to

rise.* By means of this psychological or spiritual impression

* Batler from Bulpicius Severus, Dial. 2, ¢. 5, p. 456.
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(as it doubtless was) the emperor was favorably disposed toward
the bishop, and granted his requests.

‘We had intended to mention some facts in the lives of Gregory
Thaumaturgus, St. Ambrose, St. Francis of Assissium, St. The-
resa, St. Francis Xavier, etc, but must pass them over with a brief
remark or two upon the latter. This individual, who was called
the thaumaturgus (wonder-worker) of the latter ages, was born
at Navarre in 1506, and died in 1552. It is authentically related
that, in the course of his life he restored several dead (or appa-
rently dead) persons to life by the exercise of an extraordinary
spiritnal power which was frequently given him, and that in one
or two instances of perils at sea, he even commanded the winds
and the waves and they, instantly obeyed him. While on his won-
derful mission to the East Indies, he was in two instances endowed
with the gift of tongues, and preached to the natives with great
power in their own language, which, however, he did not under-
stand ; but this gift was, in both instances, of short duration, and
ceased when the occasion for it had gone by.

Facts like the foregoing, which might be instanced in any num-
ber from the records of the past, go to prove that the spiritual
world has ever been near to man, and only required the condition
of & use and a proper degree of receptivity on man’s part, to
manifest its power and intelligence in wonderful and preternat-
ural phenomena. What has been said is of itself sufficient to in-
validate the assumption, that spiritual manifestations ceased at
the close of the apostolic age, and to establish wpon a basis of
probability the spiritual claims of the wonderful phenomena of
these times, when both the wses of spiritual unfoldings, and the
susceptibilities of mankind to their influence, seem greater than
they have been at any previous age.

19



MRS. WHITMAN’S POEMS.*

BY FANNY GREEN.

Mgzs. Warrman’s name is already as favorably and extensively
known to our readers through the interest which she has so un-
reservedly and earnestly expressed in the spiritual phenomena,
as through her poetic genius. A clear and forcible exposition
of a series of facts occurring under her own observation, was re-
corded by her in a private letter to the Hon. Horace Greeley, at
his ¢ urgent request,” and was subsequently published with her
consent in the columns of the New York 77ribune. This letter
was from time to time followed by others of equal ability on the
same subject, which.soon caused the name of their author to be
ranked among the most earnest and enthusiastic advocates of the
new faith. Mrs. Whitman’s unworldly and imaginative cast of
mind, and the speculative and recondite character of her favor-
ite studies, peculiarly fitted her to enter on this new sphere of in-
quiry. She brought to it the two great requisites of poetic in-
sight and philosophic culture; these, with her clear, comprehen-
sive, and finely toned intellect, enabled her readily to perceive
the causes of many apparent discrepancies, and to discern a
method and a meaning in much that to more careless observers
seemed inexplicably intricate and embarrassing. In her devout
search after truth she had threaded all the labyrinthian passages
and drear defiles of that philosophy of materialism which ¢ un-
peoples the haunted chambers of the air,” and makes of life a
mirage and a dream; and she hailed with wonder and delight
the evidence so long vainly sought of a spiritual and supernal
existence. .

Yet it is not as a Spiritualist but as a poetess that we are now

# Houns or Lire, AND oTHER Poxus, By S8arah Helen Whitman. Providenoe :
George H. Whitney. #
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to speak of her. Many of her poems have been long widely
known and fondly cherished, and the volume just published in
her native city will forever enshrine her name in the hearts of
all who love poetry for its own holy and underived beauty.

Of the peculiar characteristics of her genius, the ¢ Hours of
Life,” the longest poem in the volume, offers a beautiful exponent.
It is a song of the soul; an eloquent and impassioned utterance
of the profound experiences of the heart, the periods of love and
imagination, the satiety and sadness of life’s noontide, its vague
- melancholy and repressed aspiration—the enigma of Sorrow and
Death—the effort to solve the problem of Evil through the vari-
ous traditions, theologies, and mythic creeds of the past, and the
final return of the soul to its instinctive faith in a conscious and
divine life in Nature and in Humanity, pervading all things with
a perennial energy, and preparing all to pass onward and upward
through the eternal cycles of its infinite beatitudes.

The poem is divided into three parts, corresponding with the
three principal periods of human life-——~Morning, Noon, and .
Evening. Nothing could be lovelier than its opening. All the
auroral freshness of the early hour has dropped into the heart,
and inspired the whole being with a paradisiacal sense of love
and beauty.

Nor is the delineation of Morning, as she comes forth in her
resplendent robes to awaken the soul from the tender twilight
glooms of Infancy, less beautiful than the preceding:

Startled from out that dreamless rest,

Through mist-wreaths drooping warm and low,
I saw her faint smile in the east,

I felt her kisses on my brow.

From the high meadows, dewy-sweet,
Aurora with her silver feet

Chased the shadows as they crept
Under woodland boughs away,

Or down the airy uplands swept
Into hollows cool and gray,

’Till her full refulgence, bright

As a perfect chrysolite,

Filled the solemn dome of Night!
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With a sweet, indolent surprise,
Undimmed by hauniing memories,
I saw the gradual glory rise.

Then comes the “Dawn of Love,” and the power of Imagin-
ation and Passion. They are thus portrayed:

Dream followed dream: the horizon lay,
A line of silver, far away,

And still the level life-path wound
Away, away, o’er flowery ground.

Then, while each little woodland bird
One sweet note forever sung, -
My heart on one bewildering word
Its wealth of morning music flang;
All the glory and the gloom—
All the passion and the power—
All the mystic bale and bloom
‘Of its high imperial dower.

Like the sole phenix in his perfumed nest,

Love reigned within my heart a sovran guest—
Reigned in my heart of hearts—the thronéd lord
Of its young life, unquestioned and adored :
Folding its fragrant altar-gifts in flame

That made the summer heavens lock wan and pale,
Forestalling life’s fair heritage and claim

On earthly hope till hope waxed cold and stale,
Bankrupt and blighted with the fond excess

Of a too rare and costly happiness,

A flame that earth’s calm joys too proudly spurned,
And left but ashes where its altars burned.

Yet, like the fabled Greek, superbly bold,

Who on Jove’s awful countenance would gaze,
Pining immortal beauty to behold,

Consumed beneath the lightning of its rays,
My conscious heart a willing fate had sought, .
Undaunted by the pangs its triumphs brought ;
Content love’s mortal penalties to share,
And, for a dream so sweet, a dreadleas doom to dare.
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I trod o’er meads of asphodel,
I walked the hall of dreams,

And gathered sweeter flowers than fell
By Enna’s fabled streams.

Every wind of morning bore
Music from some haunted shore,
Some fairy island o’er the seas,
Insphered in Orient phantasies.

Every cloud that floated by
Vailed beneath its silver wing
Missives from a world more fair
Than the Poet’s drea._m of spring.

I sought the holy wells of song
Love’s wild enchantments to prolong,
And walked as in a waking tranee
The wonder-land of old romance.

Dream followed dream : the horizon lay,
A line of silver, far away;
The trees soared far into the blue,

The rose-cups dripped with morning dew,

And still the level life-path wound
Away, away, o’er flowery ground.

Life into lines of beauty flowed
Aroupd me, flexnous and free,

The passive face of Nature showed
A sweet, responsive sympathy,

And dimly, through the Human, glowed
The lineaments of Deity.

203

But it is impossible to follow the writer through all the trans-
itions which are so thrillingly pictured in this strange song, with-
out encroaching too far on its beauties. After sorrow, disap-
pointment, and death—after the unrest and inquietude of the soul
in its periods of desolation, despair, and doubt, comes the divine
calm of the evening, with its lofty and holy consolations, its se-
rene, sublime realities, and sublimer hopes.

The sunset is worthy of the dawn.
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I saw the frowning orbs of Fate
Into a regent calm dilate—

A sovran and superb disdain

Of earth’s fast-fleeting joy and pain ;

While patience budding into peace,

And knowledge ripening into power,
And thought, with its pale alchemy
Made beautiful the passing hour ;

Till morn and noon-light seemed to fuse
Their glory with its fading hues,

As the fair outline of my day,

From dawn to twilight’s golden gray,
Rose grandly on the prescient soul,
Crowned with the sunset’s aureole.

Far off, among the Norland hills,

The distant thunders rolled—

Soft rain-clouds dipped their fringes down
Across the evening gold. '

Heaven’s stormy dome was rent, and high
Above me shone the summer sky ;

Ever more serene it grew,

Fading off into the blue,

Till the boundless hyaline

Seemed melting into depths divine,

And the angels came and went

Through the opening firmament.

In all the glooming hollows lay

A light more beautiful than day;
All the blossom bells waved slowly
In the evening’s golden calm,

And the hum of distant voices
Sounded like a vesper psalm.

Till dimly seen, through day’s departing bloom,
The far-off lamps of heaven began to fling
Their trembling beams athwart the dewy gloom,
As Evening, on the horizon’s airy ring,
Winnowing the darkness with her silver wing,
Descended like an angel, calm and still.

There is not only beauty in this poem, but a stateliness and
dignity worthy of the old Masters. The picture of the Evening-
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close excites the same emotions we feel in looking on the statue
of Night, by Michael Angelo. The mind does not rest in the
delineation itself, but is carried away, and enfolded in the Infi-
nite.

There is such an elaboratlon and acclimation of beauty in the
commencement, that we tremble with every new paragraph, lest
the writer should not sustain herself in her prond career ; ‘but as
the delineator passes from the external to the inner world, por-
traying all the emotions of the awakened heart in its first true
and holy love, every line adds splendor to the charm. We pass
on to the trial, the struggle, the intensity of that passion, which,
having lost all, is embalmed in ¢ The Married Heart of Memory ;”
and the thought gathers grandeur with every touch. But when
the Soul is roused to think, to inquire, to doubt, to fear, to gcan
—until repose or madness seems a necessary alternative, we
feel the great power of the artist. At length, with a beautiful
suddenness, when the catastrophe seems just impending, the
white wings of the Evangel pierce and illume the cloud—we feel
that the messenger of peace has enfolded her tenderly, closely,
warmly, to the holy bosom of Nature herself, and there inspired
her with a fine sense of beauty, which has been absorbed, and
appropriated, and become a chief element of the character.

Mrs. Whitman is not merely an interpreter of Nature; but,
for me at least, she might stand in the place of Nature herself;
and I do verily believe that were I immured between four stone
walls, without a form or trace of beauty to delight the eye, and
with no sweet sound to soothe or charm the ear, yet, some of
her writings which T could mention being given, the cold, blank
walls would not only be painted with the scenes she describes,
but inspired with them, as living and present realities. There
would be verdure, and bloom, and music ; flowers would burst
at once into life and beauty ; forest trees would stand out in all
their native stateliness ; birds would carol in the branches ; spark-
ling waters would flash up through the sunshine, as brooks went
murmuring through the quiet valley ; and the rough, angular out-
lines of the wall itself would round up into the blue arch of
Heaven, written over with the poetry of stars. Sheis truly an
enchantress.



296 . THE SHEKINAH.

Her perception of the Beautiful is at once delicate and vivid ;
for while she knows how to manage the most exquisite tinting,
the softest light, and most agrial shadow in the details, she ar-
ranges, groups, and inspires with the hand, eye, and soul of a
master. Nor is her sense of harmony inferior to her sense of
beauty. Life does not more truly flow into bloom and music
with the flowers and birds, than her intuitions find utterance in
harmony. As singing is to the birds, so is poetry to her, the
vernacular speech.

From ¢ Moonrise in May” I must extract the following pas-
sage ; and then I resolutely shut the book until this has fairly
gone to press:

So fade the cloud-wreaths from my soul
Beneath thy solemn, soft control,
Enchantress of the stormy seas,

Priestess of Night’s high mysteries !

Thy ray can pale the north-lights’ plume, -
And, where the throbbing stars illume

With their far-palpitating light

The holy cloisters of the night,

Thy presence can entrance their beams,
And 1ull them to diviner dreams.

It is not often that her delicate and truthful muse is guilty of
an inaccuracy, a8 we find in this line from the same poem—

A heavenly odor seems to bloom.

But the momentary lapse is quickly exchanged for the exquis-
ite beauty of the closing lines—

And liiies of eternal peace
Glow throughout the moonlight’s golden fleece.




TO MY SPIRIT’S OOMPANION.

BY MRS. E. LOOK.*

“ Reason does not forbid, on the contrary, it ges us to believe that angels are constantly around
us on the earth, that the spirit is capable of hearing their mysterious whispers through the mortal vail,
and that they stand with our spirits in constant sympathy and communion.”—Rzev. H. HARBAUGH.

MysrERIOUS sounds I hear
In the low-cadenced wind;
They’re music to my ear,
And comfort to my mind.

I love the evening hour,
For oft to me it brings

The loved, with soothing power,
Upon its viewless wings.

‘When twilight shadows fall
I sit composedly ;

Enwrapped within their pall
I whisper words with thee.

Responsive thou dost breathe
In accents soft and low,

That ’round my heart enwreathe
Joys others ne’er can know.

Unto my earth-tried breast
Such visions sweetly come;
I foel as with the blest
In heaven’s happy home.

® Mrs. Lock, authoreas of ¢ Leisure Hours,” eto., ete., is the principal of an En-
glish, French, and Musical Seminary for young ladies, in Caloutta, Indis.—Ep.
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But, ah ! how fleet are they !
This world of toil and care
Asserts its rude, rough sway—
Calls me my part to bear.

Oh, may I bear it well,
"Neath His approving eye ;
Together we shall dwell,
In bliss beyond the sky.

TEAR-DROPS.
BY O. D. BTUART.

Tue tear-drops on some kindred face,

‘When friends grow cold and grief is nigh,
Are brighter than the stars that chase

The darkness from the midnight sky.

They lift and thrill the trembling heart,
And soothe it in life’s saddest hours,
And gleam upon the troubled soul
Like dews that sleep on fainting flowers.

O precious tears, if pity give,
Or love, with tender sympathy—
They bid the heart with rapture livey
And set the soul from sarrow free.
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‘Wi this number we close the third volume of the SaErvAR
and its publication as a periodical. Library editions of the
work will hereafter be issued as the public demand shall re-
quire. It is questionable whether any paper or magazine de-
voted to the same or to analogous subjects ever, in so brief a
period, acquired a more ‘enviable reputation. The SmErmAm
was the first periodical avowedly devoted to the interests of
Spiritualism that succeeded in commanding, to any considerable
extent, the attention and respect of literary circles. Moreover,
it achieved a success not less difficult in another direction. It
silenced the cavils of a very large portion of the secular press,
and compelled a reluctant yet unqualified acknowledgment of'
its literary and philosophical merits. Nor is’ this bil. T¢' has
accomplished another end, from which ‘we. dertve a still Wigher
satisfaction. It has given an elevatéd and religious toné fo'thd
thoughts and aspirations of many, while: those who have-doubd
ed the perpetuity of their existence','and mourned over the act
cumulated ills of humanity, héave found in its pagés the mspil':ﬁx
tion of new hopes and divine consolatidns. : - SR

But our time is likely to be so much occupied with otherdu:
ties as to render it impossible for us to devote that degrde ‘of* at
tention to the Monthly, in the future, which we should desire.
‘We are well assured that there is ample room for a work of sim-
ilar character, with a patronage adequate to its support and
in announcing the suspension of the SHEKINAH, we ard happy to
inform our readers that the Journal: of .Man, edited and puk*
lished by Dr. Buchanan, is about to be teinoVed to tlns city,
and will supply its place.

‘We want a solid and demonstrable bo‘&y bf-idiénce, otk whieg},
men may rest with certainty, ample enough to embrace the
wonders of Nature and the beautiful manifestations of Spn'ftual



300 THE BHEKINAH.

Life, and withal sufficiently practical and positive to connect the
mysterious and new with the old and familiar facts of nature.

Scientific men have heretofore been unable or unwilling to sup-
ply this desideratum. Anatomists and physiologists have stead-
ily refused or neglected to investigate the mental nature of man
in connection with his physical constitution, and even Phrenol-
ogy has limited itself to the familiar every-day facts of human-
ity, completely ignoring the spiritual phenomena and the mys-
terious relations of the spiritual nature of man to the human
body (except as to the brain) and to inanimate matter.

Under these circumstances the age demands a teacher of An-
thropology who shall be entirely exempt from the dead, skep-
tical, materialistic tendencies of our leading scientific men, with
a mind sufficiently original to advance boldly into fields that
others have neglected, and sufficiently systematic and cautious
to establish positive philosophy instead of vague speculation.
Such is the reputation which Dr. B. already enjoys among men
of science and of liberal thought. Prof. CarpwerL, the most
learned and distinguished representative of Phrenology since
the death of Gall and Spurzheim, has given his cordial appro-
bation to the scientific labors of Dr. Buchanan; and Prof.
Gatchell, editor of the American Magazine of Homeopathy,
declares in the most explicit manner the great practical and
philosophical superiority of the doctrines of Dr. Buchanan to
those of Gall and Spurzheim. While many of the cultivators
of phrenological and physiological science—among whom we
may mention Dr. Elliotson, of London—have arrayed them-
selves in positive hostility to the facts of spiritual science, Dr.
Buchanan was among the first to recognize those facts, and to
investigate in & calm and rational manner their relations to the
sphere of physiological life.

The Jowrnal of Man will be issued in a NEw sErIEs (monthly),
commencing with January, 1854. Trrms, $2 per annum.

The Patrons of the Smekvam will find it & most interesting
and instructive work.

Subscriptions may be forwarded to this office, addressed,

Partripge & BrITTAN.
300 Broadway, Vew York,



