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REMINISCENCES OF EARLY CHILDHOOD;
OR, SPIRITUAL UNFOLDINGS.

BY MRS. S. 8. SMITH.

CHAPTER L

“ Fifty years hence, and who will think of Henry ?” Thus
questioned a gloriously gifted child of genius and of song, who,
at the early age of one-and-twenty, sank into the grave, the
victim of consumption, with his aspirations of fame all unful-
filled. But he is not forgotten! More than fifty years have
rolled .away, yet there are some who still “think of Henry 1”
The desire of being remembered when we shall have passed
away, is a sentiment familiar to every human breast. With
some this desire is far more keenly felt than with others.
Those possessed of a deep strength and unity of affection
often exhibit a mournful yearning to be remembered, which
becomes a haunting meniory when they are gone. 'To die,
and be forgotten! Ah! it must come to that at last. When
these polished and once active limbs are laid away in the cold,
silent grave, I, who have so yearned to be remembcred by
those who have loved me long and well, must share the fate
of others—the beautiful dead, who, a few years since, pushed
gently aside the mixed goblet of life, and were content to die.
The
continuous roll of carriage-wheels, the busy sounds of sentient
and active life, mars not their quiet slumbers. The village
churchyard is but a few rods distant. It is very silent there,
mid the low, deep chambers of the dead. 1 know where lies
the future home of this frail body ; I have long been familiar
with the place. It is a beautiful and sunny spot. I do not
dread being left alone there. Oh! ye, who have been to me
the sunlight of existence, do not quite forget! Think of me,
but not in my narrow bed. Recall the loving, the old, familiar
smile; the dark eye, oft suffused with tender memories. Some-
tunes unfold the braided tress of shining, amber hair, and as
ve silently regard it, think of the redeemed spirit that can
never suffer more ; who rejoiced to lay down the weary bur-
den of life, to enter upon a more glorious and exalted inherit-

Perchance you may fancy an angel standing in your
I shall be often

ance.
midst—do not reject the thought in fear.

near you, if you do not quite forget.

Lying here upon this bed of pain, I have recalled many in-
cidents of early childhood unfamiliar to you, which I will
endeavor to transmit to paper. It may serve as a memorial
when I am gone. Perchance you may be able to detect in
these reminiscences some of the mainsprings of thought and
action that have governed my secluded but not uneventful
life.

[t is profitable, sometimes, to recall the period of our carly
childhood ; that sweet and genial season, when the heart is
unfettered by care, ere sin and guilt have left their tracery
upon the tablets of memory, ere the heart’s unwaveriug trust
in God and in our fellow-beings has become weakened by dis-
trust and blighted faith. The kingdom of heaven is very nigh
to little children. I have scen many who seemed to partake
largely of its spirit, whose guardian angels are ever nigh, both
« when they wake and when they sleep,” infusing into their
tender and loving hearts pure and happy fancies, bright
glimpses of the beautiful world far up above the stars, where
the flowers fade not, from whence bright angelic faces peer
down upon them from the white and fleecy cloudlets that soar
aloft mid the deep blue ether.

I have often watched little children when at play, and won-
dered if their young hearts were ever pervaded with the deep

" sense of mystery which lay like & cloud upon my spirit. Yet

with this sense of mystery there was no fear. Silently and
eagerly I questioned all things around me, striving to compre-
hend the enigma of life. These restless longings to penetrate
the mysteries of existence were often interpenetrated with
vague, shadowy glimpses of other and far distant scenes, haunt-
ing and indistinct, floating, dreamlike, mid the hazy atmosphere
of the brain, like some half-remembered fragment of a forgot-
ten melody. These vague and haunting memories were re-
garded by Plato and others as proof of a preéxistence. Are
they not, rather, disjointed fragments, derived by impression
from the memory of our attendant guardian spirit? One scene
in particular has been ofitimes vividly impressed upon my
memory. It is a large and antique baronial dwelling, situated
amid scenes of quiet and slumberous beauty, whose stately
halls and massive furniture seem as familiar to my view as the
room in which I sit, yet where my footsteps have never trod.
A moist humidity pervades the air; there is a greenness and
a beauty surrounding the many graveled walks around that old
domain, which my eye hath never seen, Perchance it is the
house of one of my ancestors, who came from over the sea,
the titled heir of wealth and an illustrious name, who, on be-
coming a Protestant, fled from the persecution of the Catholic
priesthood, of which he was a member, to enjoy in the New
World liberty of conscience and the right to perpetuate his
name.

pleading gaze.

The idea of being attended by invisible gnardian spirits has
been familiar to me since my earliest recollection.

Like the footfall of thought in the halls of the soul,
Like the evening of twilight upon me it stole,

Like the music of wings it filled all the air,

And I knew in my soul that a Spirit was there.

Often have I lain for hours, hidden in the tall grass, with
my face upturned to the sky, dreaming sweet and beautiful
dreams of heaven, and of the Sinless One who inhabiteth
eternity, and the holy angels who, I fancied, looked down upon
me from the sky. I never communicated these vague and
happy fancies to any one. [ seemed to have two separate
existences. These belonged to my soul-life, and were hidden
away, to be resumed when the soul, or spiritual part of my
being, assumed the ascendancy, and marshaled areund her the
satellites of thought from the realm of mind. I was ever an
ardent but silent worshiper of beauty. I remember the mo-
ment when the perception of forms and their coloring first
dawned upon my mind. One day, when about three years
old, I was amusing myself with some toys at my mother’s
feet, when I paused all at once amid my play, being struck
with the beauty and nobility of her countenance. From that
moment the angels of my dreams assumed a tangible and life-
like reality. However they might vary in some respects,
they all had my mother’s beautiful dark eyes, pure, high, and
noble brow, surmounted with shining bands of raven hair.

Her complexion, which was clear and very fair, was of that
peculiar tint which is usually colorless ; but in her case there
was a beautiful suffusion of rose on either cheek, which re-
sembled the first blush of the early dawn. The principal

chrarm- of hor-foaturce, whioch wera somewhat irregular.in. con-

tour, but nob]e in proportion, lay in her eye, which mirrored
every passing emotion of her soul. At one moment their
brilliancy of scintillation reminded you of the flashing of fire-
flies in a dark summer night.
gentle, so tender, that one found it difficult to withstand their
What one noticed as peculiar was the pro-
found and mournful depth which ever seemed to underlie their
sunny fone,

Which made the gazer long to weep,

= When full upon him, clear and deep,
Their mournful luster shone.

My first lessons of my duty to God and my fellow-beings
were derived from my excellent and pious mother. I am not
now writing her memoir, yet I have often wished that a rec-
ord of her pure and blameless life, her beautiful and unosten-
tatious character, might be given to the world for the instruc-
tion and benefit of others.

Hitherto my dream of happiness was so unbroken, that but
few events were registered upon the tablets of memory. When
about four years old, a cloud so dense and mournful obscured
by degrees the horizon of my young life, which required many
a genial and sunny influence in after years to efface its
shadow from my heart.

It is singular how the mind sometimes retains the impres-
sion of the most trivial things when connected with the mem-
ory of some striking event. I remember as clearly as though
it was before me now, the disposal of the furniture about the
room, where sat my mother, with my infant sister upon her
knee, when the sad tidings were communicated that she was
a widow, and her children fatherless. I shall never forget
my extreme fright on being awakened that night by the burn-
ing tears which fell upon my cheek, amid the smothered sobs
and half-frantic exclamations of my poor mother, as she prayed
God to protect her fatherless children.

Aside from the promptings of filial yenderness, it has been
to me a source of deep regret, that I have no distinct per-
sonal recollection of my father. When we are told that we
greatly resemble another, it is but natural to wish to be able
to judge for ourselves in this respect.

A year or two previous to his demise he had lost the greater
part of his property by some informality in the deed of pos-
session. He had died far distant from home, of hereditary
disease. The hectic dreams of the poor invalid were haunted
by vain longings to die at home, surrounded by his wife and
children, and to lie buried beside the loved ones in the *old
kirk-yard” of his native village. It is sad to contemplate 2
godlike intellect, a glorious form, an expansive and noble na-
ture, who, from the craving thirst for knowledge (the inherit-
ance of every elevated and noble mind), passed whole nights
in study, when the languid frame required repose, and the
mind a respite from labor. These sad memorials of my lost
parent became inwoven with my earliest thoughts, tinging
with their sadness the fresh and joyous impulses-of early
youth, and when in the first year of my orphanage, bemg sep-
arated from my mother, the memory of my father (so to speak)
became to me a living presence. Often when I had wept
myself to sleep from the recollection of some unkindness on
the part of my relatives, I dreamed of my lost parent; his
penetrating look of gentle sadness seemed to divine my every
thought—his pitying gesture and tender caress consoled and
alleviated my grief. Picture to yourself, dear reader, an obe-
dient, loving, sensitive child, who would not have committed

Anon their expression was so |

a wrong action for the world, yet in spite of all her efforts to
do right, never elicited even an approving smile ; whose very
blunders (the result of over-eagerness to please) were al-
ways imputed to willfulness or stupidity, never uttering one
word of reproach, yet pining wearily, day by day, for affection
and sympathy, till there seemed less of misery in the wide
world than in her single heart.

Strange as it may seem, those f{riends who had the charge
of me, who were naturally kind-hearted people, had not the
least idea of my peculiar temperament and disposition. They
simply regarded me as an incumbrance upon their time and
patience. They paused not to reflect that they were account-
able for the eftect of the aridity and isolation deepening inces-
santly in the heart of the child, who supposed that the want
of affection on their part was owing entirely to the want of at-
tractiveness in herself. Yet she was not uncared for. Her
guardian angel was ever nigh to prevent the intrusion of jeal-
ous or revengeful thoughts. Being left much to myself, the
reflective tendency of my mind developed a precocity of in-
tellect beyond my years; and being acutely sensitive, I often
suffered more from a single look that impliéd blame than many
children do from severe punishment. I had never, nor have
I to this day, the power of defending myself when unjustly ac-
cused of a fault—a sudden rush of blood to the brain, a chok-
ing sensation in my throat, deprived me of the power of utter-
ance. As the hidden rill gathers each wandering rivalet in
its silent course, so my heart silently accumulated the memory
of wrong, until it could no longer contain its pent-up grief,
and I gave way to violent and passionate outburst of emotion.
These violent fits of weeping occurred but seldom, and only

| when I fancied myself unseen by every human eye ; _yet they |

doubiless had a tendency to foster the germ of that insidious
disease which has many times brought me to the borders of
the grave.

The subsequent reaction consequent upon these inodes of
grief could not be concealed. My relatives, on learning their
origin, and of my habit on these occasions of apostrophizing
the Spirit of my father, pleading that he would take me to his
home in the sky, became evidently impressed with the feeling
that the «“ Spirit of the dead was nigh,” and from that time
they seemed to regard me as an uncannie child, whom it was
fearful to grieve, and 1 was soon after transferred to a new
and happier home. ‘This little episode in my history reminds
me of an incident communicated to me several years ago, by
a lady of undoubted veracity, and nearly connected to the
writer by marriage. She was one of those amiable but unfor-
tunate beings whom a “ merciless disaster followed fast, and
followed faster,” the greater part of her life. On the demise
of her mother, which occurred when she was but six months
old, her father placed her out to nurse. Having a large family
of small children, he soon after contracted a second marriage,
and leaving the little nursling without support, removed to a
distant part of the country. The foster-parents, who were
covetous and wicked people, visited the injury done by the
father upon the child by the most savage and cruel treatment.
The neighborhood in which they lived, and which was sparse-
ly settled, was subject to frequent incursions from the deuizens
of the forest, and the child, poorly clad, never having had a
pair of shoes in her life, was compelled to go out in the depth
of winter each night to pen the sheep in the fold, and to count
them again at bed-time. In this manner her extremities were
often badly frozen by the cold. One night, when her foster-
parents had left her to visit some neighbors several miles distant,
being alarmed by the howling of the wolves,she dared not go out
as usual to pen the flock. For this neglect of duty the poor
child was dragged from her bed at midnight and driven out
nearly naked to number the flock. The night was intensely
cold. While standing on the fence to protect her feet from
the snow (with the lantern in her hand), she heard herself
distinctly called thrice by her Christian name in gentle tones,
the voice (she said) sounded quite near. She responded to
the call, and on entering the house was told that no one had
called her, and ordered to bed, not Leing permitted to approach
the fire. Nearly frozen, she ascended the ladder to her
wretched bed in the loft, while her brutal protectors enjoyed
the warmth of a blazing fire. In a few moments her limbs,
being penetrated with frost, pained her so badly as to cause
her to attempt to stifle the moans she could not suppress by
holding the bed-clothes tightly over her mouth. ¢ All at once
(says Mrs. M.) the room became nearly as light as day. Stand-
ing by my bedside was a lady whom I did not remember ever
having seen before. I knew it was my mother! I was not
afraid. Being desirous of knowing how she had looked in
life, I noted attentively her countenance, the color of her hair,
her dress, and the clean checked apron, ironed neatly in folds,
the muslin ’kerchief pinned smoothly on her chest.” So mi-
nute were her observations, that she even noticed the manner
in which the ribbon was pinned on her cap and tied in a bow
underneath the chin. The next morning Mrs. M. relate;d to
her foster-mother the appearance of the specter, who recog-
nized the description at once, and impelled by a sense of awe,
owned to the child her belief that it was her own mother, whom
she had never seen but once in life, and then she was dressed

in precisely the same manner as described by the child. This
visitation seemed to answer the intended purpose, viz., that of
ameliorating the condition of the poor child, who was soon
after provided with a pair of shoes, and no longer sent out
naked m the cold to pen the fold at night.

Whoever may peruse these pages, let them see to it that
they darken not the light of happiness in the heart of a child,
“ For their angels do always behold the face of our Father
who is in heaven.” It is a fearful thing to lay upon the young
breast the burden of over much sorrow, when the simple fact
of existence should be, at this tender age, the outbreathings
of a hymn of divinest harmony.

CHAPTER II.

Many people ridicule the supposed absurdity of regarding
dreams as foreshadowing coming events. I am free to admit
that I believe myself to have been thus forewarned of many
serious trials in life, which, to an organism delicately attuned
to the utmost extension of joy or sorrow, is a mercy of no
small magnitude. I do not often dream, but when I do, there
is a coherency and propriety, a vivid and life-like distinct-
ness in my dreams, which serves to impress them upon my
memory. A dream of this kind, which occurred anterior to
the demise of my father, was regarded by my mother as of
prophetic import, and long treasured in her memory. The
dream occurred as follows : It was a morning in summer. An
inevitable necessity, which I could not divine, had suddenly
caused a separation in our family. We parted in mute sor-
row, each wending our’ separate ways. Soon I found my-
self wandering alone along the bank of a quiet and limpid
stream. 1 felt very solltary and pined to return to my old

horne, which was still in"sight, biit dared-not;, knowing it-to be |-

unoccupied. A beautiful and sunny radiance seemed to suf-
fuse the green mossy bank of the opposite side of the stream
(which was neither wide nor deep), and a glorious vista
opened beyond. I many times essayed to cross this stream,
lured by the beauty of the scene beyond, but desisted from the
fear of lacerating my bare feet on the sharp and flinty stones
cmbedded beneath its limpid waves. The time thus occupied
seemed to be very long, as though it involved a period of
months and years. All at once I saw my mother and sisters,
with my little brother, coming toward me. At the same mo-
ment I observed that the golden glow which lay on the other
side of the stream also irradiated the side on which we stood.
A strait and narrow road or pathway, which ran parallel with
the stream, appeared also illuminated on either side with the
same rosy light, and casting my eye along the entire length
of the valley, I saw that it wound upward over the summit of
a lofty hill, whereon rested a glory indescribable. My mother’s
countenance exhibited a serene and joyous expression, the
same pearly light beamed on her lovely brow. All at once
she exclaimed in joyous accents: “T hey are coming! the
children of God are coming! we are this day to join them in
their pilgrimage to the eternal city.” Meantime, while she
watched their approach, we all knelt upon the green bank and
bathed our faces, hands, and arms in the limpid water, and

| dried them on a pure, white napkin, which our mother held in

her hand. I shall never forget the appearance of that bright
and glorious company, clothed in long and flowing robes of
white, walking two abreast, with measured footsteps along
that narrow road. Foremost in the stately procession was
one whose form towered high above the rest. His majestic
features wore an ineffable sweetness, yet were withal so radi-
ant as to dazzle the sight. They paused opposite to where
we stood, and turning his beaming face toward us, said, * Are
you ready ?” My mother answered, “1 am ready.” “ And
the children, are they ready ?” «They are ready,” was her
response. “ Come, then, and join my company,” was the
welcome rejoinder. Amid a flourish of glad music, emanajing
from harps of gold, which seemed to rend the air with Joud
acclaim, we found ourselves amid this train, and the stately
procession moved onward toward the delectable mountain.
The most singular part of this dream is yet to be told. On
looking down at my feet I observed, tripping close by my side,
a milk-white dove of rare and exceeding beauty. At the same
time, it lifted its glancing eye to mine, with a look which
thrilled my very soul, when a voice at my side said, “ This is
the Holy Spirit; it will never leave you, and will accompany
you in your journey to the eternal city.” And here the
beautiful vision faded from view, but not from my memory—it
seemed stereotyped upon my brain. ‘The next morning, on
relating the dream to my mother, I asked her the meaning of
the phrase, « Holy Spirit,” which I heard for the first time
in my dream. This dream or vision, the reader will observe,
foreshadowed not only our subsequent separation and reunion,
but also that mterestmg scene which followed the uniting of
the severed links of the household band, when myself and
three sisters, standing upon the bank of a shining river, gave
ourselves to the Saviour, by the washing of baptism unto re-
pentance. Many y'ears since, when I visited my childhood
home, I found, to my surprise, that the picture daguerreotyped
upon the mind of the child was singularly correct. Strangers
inhabited the ancestral dwelling. The wall-flower and ivy

‘their society.

no longer cast their shade over the little portico where my
uncle used to sit of an evening. 'The soft and mellow tones
of his flute no longer echoed along the valley. That chival

rous and kindly spirit had passed away in his early prime !
The convivial habits of the age and neighborhood in which he
lived had introduced him to an acquaintance with that subtile
element ¢ which giveth its color in the cup.” There was no
“ Father Mathew” to extend to him the “redeeming pledge.”
He awoke in time to save the residue of the paternal acres

and ere his fine moral sense had become sensibly impaired by’

its paralyzing influence, consumption had set its seal upon his
stalwart and noble form. * Bury me not,” said he, “beside my
revered parents; I am not worthy to slumber by their side.”
They made his grave, according to his request, on the summit
of a beautiful cone-shaped hill, and people wondered and mused
that one so indulgent and charitable to others should be so
unforgiving to himsell. The solemn moonlight illuminated
the sod as I knelt to implore a requiescat over his - grave.
Wishing to appease the aggrieved Spirit, I had made an carly
visit to the spot. As I paused to rest for a moment, I could
not avoid thinking how very many of our best acts arc fre-
quently influenced by feelings we are ashamed to confess to
the world! Even the wisest and best minds are not exempt
from superstitious feelings, which they take unwearied pains
to conceal ; and thus we go on deluding ourselves and others
to the end of life. In the course of one year another grave
had been made by his side.
hearted young wife. ‘The earth seemed dark to her after he
had left it.
consoled by the firmness with which (for many months pre-
ceding his death) he rejected the tempting cup. -

The- ‘morning_sunlight. &htter.lupon the dew-drops which:
still lingered - along. the terrace walk, as I approached the
house. There I had many times prayed and wept when the
stars looked-down at eve. Turning, I beheld the same purple
shadows resting upon the grass and grain along the hillside,
which brought such a sense of home-sickness to my heart in
the long, long past. With painful distinctness, I recalled all
those mournful memories which my young heart garnered
there.

from our momentary slumber, the soul will gather up the faded
memories of the past, and bear them onward forever.

My new home lay about a mile distant from the beautiful
village of * * * *. My aunt (a younger sister of my mother),
having no children of her own, was naturally indifferent to
She only required of me to be truthful and
obedient, and having no disposition to act otherwise, I was
left very much to the freedom of my own will. Though she
ever treated me with a gentle kindness, she was not commu-
nicative. She was at that time too deeply engrossed by her
own private sorrows, to cultivate the acquaintance of a bash-
ful and silent child. She was a superior woman, devoutly
and rather austerely pious. Her radiant and noble features
were nearly always vailed by the reflection of a grave and
thoughtful sadness, which so impressed itself upon my sus-
ceptible nature, that while I loved her with an affection bor-
dering on idolatry, I seldom had the courage to address to her
even a commonplace and necessa.ry question. She was re-
tiring and secluded in her habits, seeming ever absorbed by
the intensity of her own unuttered thoughts, and by a constant
endeavor to attain to still more elevated heights of piety and
devotion. Child as I was, I detected and enjoyed, with a
sort of generous pride, her marked superiority of manners and
of conversation to any ladies with whom she exchanged the
usual courtesies of life. Could she have known (alas! she
never did know in life) how deeply and tenderly I loved her,
she would doubtless have been more strongly attracted to my-
self. Yet she was ever patient, and attended to all my wants
with scrupulous fidelity. The green sod hds long rested on
her grave. The shadow has passed from heart and brow at
last. The secret heart-sorrow has been long lifted from that
faithful breast. The meek and adoring spirit has found a
nepentha for all grief in a blessed fruition by the peaceful
waters of the river of life forevermore. Since my earliest
recollection it has been as natural for me to lift my thoughts to
God with every passing emotion of joy or sorrow that crossed
my breast, as for the plant to spring up to meet the sun and
air. Excepting a brief period (when I had been béguiled into’
the utterance of an untruth), I had never known fear. The
deep joy and gratitude which thrilled my heart for the bless-
ing of 2 happy home, where I no longer felt myself an incum-
brance, as [ knelt in the shadow of that large, lone, unfinished,
and unfurnished chamber, beside my little bed, to offer up my
nightly prayer, can not well be expressed; and as I walked,
or rather skipped, along the green path which led to the liftle
clump of trees on the hillside, called the nursery, the bounda-
ry of my daily walk, in the exuberance of returning joy, the
earth and all things aroind me, no less than my own happy
heart, seemed to mirror the smile of God’s boundless and all-
pervading love. Being possessed of a keenly observant and
mqmnng turn of mind, and having no knOWIedg° ol books (I
did not even know all the letters of the alphabet), although I

The grief for his only fault, as she termed it, was

We forget nothing ; memory only slumbers for a time.
After the sleep of death, when the reveille shall awake us

P

It was for his gentle and pure- -
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had nearly reached my seventh year, I daily studied the book
of nature by minutely observing the different varieties of
plants and flowers, and by watching the habits and character
of animals, and the birds, who built their nests amid the
branches of the grove, where I often improvised little songs
in imitation of their vocal melody ; and thus, in the daily en-
joyment of these simple and hwmble pleasures, the hours
passed peacefully and happily away. ]

I have lingered too long over these reminiscences, inter-
resting to no one but myself, and will hasten to close by the
relation of an incident so extraordinary in character'that the
materialistic reader may, perchance, doubt the veracity of th'e
narrator, but which is, nevertheless, even to the utmost mi-
nutie, strictly true. ‘The incident to whlch. I allude left upon
my mind an impression s salutary and abiding that, even in
thoso hours of deepest gloom, which sometimes overshadow
the bravest spirit, I never relaxed my hold upon that precious
promise of Jehovah, “Call upon me in the day of trouble,
and let thy fatherless children trust in me.”

After some little delay in the completion of a new and in-
expensive wardrobe, I was at length equipped for school, It
was a beautiful June morning, redolent of soft and balmy air,
rendered vocal by the caroling of birds upon the wing. 1
sauntered leisurely along with my little basket swinging on
my arm, happy in the coniemplation of the beautiful scene
around me, which appeared adorned in that inexpressible
charm of novelty which, in carly youth, so intensifies our sim-
ple joys. 'The golden light of the morning sun lingered lov-
ingly upon the green grassy slopes of the hillside and on the
distant wooded heights, illuminating with a soft, burnished
light the slant roofs of the houses and the figure of the angel
with his glittering wings and golden trumpet, which surmounted
the village spire, who seemed ever about to blow one thrilling
blast to arouse the slumberous nations of the dead. ‘The very
air seemed interposed with something of ‘a divine presence,
which seemed to radiate in every line of light, and to glide mys-’
teriously in every passing shade. The sight of the grand and
beautiful in nature ever inspires me with the feeling as though
my soul were possessed of wings, which it longed to un-
furl, and to soar aloft far up beyond the cloudless sky and be-

~ come a participant of the bliss and the joys of heaven. These
sublime aspirations of the spirit to ascend to its future home
often visit me in sickness to a sense of faintness and dissolu-
tion. But never when in health have I been more overpow-
ered by their influence than on that beautiful June morning,
when wending my way to the village school. It scemed as
if some prescient and benignant spirit, by lifting my thoughts
so intensely heavenward, sought to prepare ne to bear with
patience the tyranny and injustice to which many a friendless
child is exposed, especially if backward in learning, when
first introduced amid that motley assemblage of good, bad, and
indifferent, which not unfrequently constitutes a refractory
village school. The school which I entered numbered over
a hundred pupils, from the age of sixteen downward. The
seats were raised one above another, those occupied by the
first class Leing elevated several feet from the level of the
floor.

‘The reader will please imagine a tall, noble-looking man,
in the prime of life, of benignant aspect and nobly-developed
figure, leading by the hand a little girl of not vupleasing fea-
tures, very fair complexion, soft, fine hair of amber hue, dark
cycs, which were either illuminated by the light of an inward
joy, or rendered pensive.by a gentle sadness. 'T'his litile girl,
who was rather tall of her age, and who the reader will recog-
nize as‘the heroine of these pages, occupied the lowest seat
in the room, scarce raised above the level of the floor.,

‘The mournful sadness which fell upon my spirit, consequent
upon my isolated and mortilying position, as contrasted with
others of my age, who occupied the middle seats, and be-

Being called to read my lesson, I did not take my place, as
usual, beside my classmate, a little curly-pated, white-headed

’

SPIRITUAL TELEGRAPH.

boy, whose nasal twang close to my ear caused a murderous
infliction to my acutely-developed sense of hearing. A slight

S. B. BRITTAN, EDITOR.

remonstrance from my teacher cansed my overtaxed nerves to

alarmed the whole school. 1ln vain Mr. J. endeavored to

soothe me, Bending on one knee, he dried with his handker-
chief the fast-falling tears. My extreme mortification en-
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hanced my distress. At length, turning to the school, he said:
“ Will any one tell me the cause of this little girl’s grief?”
“ Nancy J. knocked her down upon the play-ground,” sung
out half a dozen voices at once.

When 1 saw the heavy ferule descending upon her tiny
hand, I recovered my voice, and cried in piercing tones,
“ Don’t, don’t!” and, falling on the bench, sank into oblivious
slumber. When I awoke, the teacher gently referred to my
not attending to the call of my class, and inquired the cause,
kindly adding that I had hitherto been very prompt, etc.

I replied, I can read, sir!”

“ Indeed! Who taught you to read ?”

“ The Lord!” was my answer.

This colloquy was cut short by my observing a half-comic
smile of gravity illumine, for a moment, the fine features of
Mr. J., when I instantly became abashed and taciturn as be-
fore. Pointing to a page of an open book which he held in
his hand, Mr. J. said, “ You will please allow me to hear you
read.”

I know not why the print looked so large, dppearing as
though it was illuminated. It may have been owing to my
peculiar mental state. [ read the entire page with perfect
ease, not making a single mistake, even in punctuation.  Mr.
J.’s only reply was, * You can read, and very boautifully too.”

That same evening he called and related the circumstance
to my aunt, adding that he believed a miracle had been
wrought in his school. It appears that he had become greatly
interested in the little orphan, and made a proposition to adopt
her as his own; to bind himself to give her a superior and
classical education. This noble offer was not accepted.
Maternal tenderness intervened to deprive the child of a noble
inheritance, which was only supplied in part in after years,
when the thirst for knowledge could be no longer restrained.
But the discipline of the heart, gained by sel(-exertion, bright-
ened by a mother’s approving smile, and the daily influence
of her beautiful example of angelic goodness and self-denial,
may be of infinitely more worth than those coveted stores of
knowledge. ‘The chaplet wreath of fame, when compared to
a mother’s priceless love, is but empty vanity! Even while
contending earnestly for the prize, a more able competitor
may snatch it from our eager grasp. Only love, of all the
passions, can lighten the burden of earthly sorrow, and em-
balm our memory when we have passed away, or precede and
welcome us to our Father’s house of many mansions above !

Had my heavenly Father permitted me to enter upon the path
toward which my eager and impetuous spirit strongly inclined,
I might have known little of the beauty and sweetness of do-
mestic life, amid splendid scenes, devoid of all warm and ge-
nial feelings, where gold and jewels might indeed glitter and
shine, and the voice of adunlation and fame might have been
sweet to the car; where the heart would have grown as cold

as the metal and hard as the stone! * Our great thoughts,”
& late author has said, < and our great attections, the truths of

our lives, never leave us! Surely they can not separate from
our consciousness ; they follow whithersoever we go, and are
of their nature immortal and divine.”

(To be concluded in our next.)
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POETIC VISIONS.

longed to the second class, was often alleviated by the kind-
ness of the teacher, who scemed to observe with delight the
case and rapidity with which I mastered the clementary les-
sons. I had now been at school about three weeks. Com-
mencing with the alphabet, 1 had progressed to words of two
syllables. Nancy J., the teacher’s daughter, and only child,
was near my own age, and was considered the best scholar
of her age in school. This Jittle girl, who was imperious and
tyrannical in disposition, had' victimized me from the first—
often taunting me with my ignorance, to which I made no re-
ply. At this period, my habitual shyness having worn off a
little, I accepted an invitation from one of the pupils to join
the little girls at play upon the green grass-plot in front of the
house. At the moment I closed hands with the circle, a vio-
lent blow upon the head felled me to the ground. 1 knew it
was Nancy J. who struck me; I saw her spring toward me,
but not in time to avoid the blow. Stunned and bewildered
by my fall, I staggered forward a few paces, a small stream
of blood issned from my mouth. Two or three of the girls,
horrified at this outrage, wished to assist me; but I waved
them back with a ‘gesture of command they were fain to obey.
As the wounded deer seeks the covert of the deepest wood,
that he may die in peace, far removed from his cnemies, thus
instinctively I sought to hide my grief beneath the shadow of
a large elm tree a few rods distant, and on reaching it, sank
unconscious at its base.  When I awoke from my stupor, one
agonized cry of carnest entreaty welled from my almost bro-
ken heart, blended with firm faith that God would remove the

stigma of ignorance and teach me to read. IHitherto my trials{

had been purely mental: now I had been struck down by a
crue]. blow, which had ruptured a blood-vessel and endangered
my life, simply for presuming {o associate with those having
the ad\'antag(? of an earlier attendance at school than myself.
Oppressed with o deathly faintyess, T lay in sweet and solemn
expectancy of the ministration of - my guardian angel, not
doubu.ng for a momf:nt the fulfillment of my request. Deem
not tlus. J:e.cntal pucnlc. and childlike, dear reader. Iere was
an e.\'hl‘bl.hO" of that §lln!>le and trusting faith which our Sav-
iour enjoined upon ]l}s disciples, and which, in this material-
istic agc,.hﬂ(‘l well-nigh passed from the earth.
momel'\t.s in life when thp fleshly vail which so often impedes
our spiritual advancement, :m(.l darkens the perception of God's
love and mercy to the soul, is withdrawn from our view, [t
was not by an audible voice, but by an illumination, of the in-
terior consciousness, that the friendless child ntuitively dj-
vined her course. A beautiful repose lay wpon her spirit.
‘The swect dove of peace folded its brooding wings lovingly
about her heart, as she retraced her way to the vacant s.chobol-
room. DBeneath the desk lay Nancy J’s Bible. Kueeling,
she opened it at the thirty-seventh Psalm, which she rea:i,
not only with perfect case, but with that eloquent and grace-
ful intonation which gained for her, from that day, not only in

There are

that school, but in all others subscquently attended, the title will remain in this vicinity until the first of May. In the Burroughs is one of the most -generous and gentlemanly pro-

of a model reader. I had spent the afterncon striving to brace

my resolution to apprise Mr. J. of my newly-acquired giﬂ,L

BY 8. M. PETERS.

Oft from the deep unfathomed fount of feeling
Thoughts upward flow and take the forms of words;
These blend, their imaged tracery revealing
Poetic wreaths entwined with silken cords.

Thought-buds, word-leaves, unfold to life-like flowers,
By unseen hands harmoniously combined,

And there they stand, arranged in trellised bowers,
Blooming amid the garden of the mind.

Each bursting bud reveals interior forces,
Unchained by creeds, by dogmas unconfined;

« A still small voice” from every flower discourses
Unceasing praisc to the Eternal Mind.

Symbolic types are these of life immortal,
That shame the musty tomes of mystic lore;

Engraved in glowing lines upon the portal
That opens on a higher, happier shore.

[ read therein that every hope I cherish—
Wherein my purest ir ocations blend—

Can never die! no, never, never perish !
Nor down in silenco to the grave descend.

Oh, how I prize this sweet enchanting vision,
With all its gorgeous tints that glide along,

Still tending upward to the world elysian,
That glorious world of melody and song.

Thou better land, when resting on my pillow,
To thee my aspirations all arise ;
At rest, or tossed on life’s tempestuons billow,
My thonghts are thine, thou land of cloudless skies.

For well I know that angel-eyes are bending
On mine affection’s fond commingling ray,
And angel-bands, down to our earth descending,
Proclaim with joy, “ It is the dawn of day.”

West Trov, March 1, 1854.
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THE REVERIE—A SONG.

Who hath not dreamed in the days of his youth,
When his heart was as free as the birds in the sky,
Of a vision enshrined in her beauty and truth,
Which reigned by a sorrow and ruled by a sigh?
Who hath not felt in the midst of the gay,
A solitude deeper than night or the grave ;
When forth from her side he was destined to stray,
Aud banish the image love’s promises gave!?

Who hath not dreamed of the glorious time
When God-like his thoughts were the harvest of years,
Garnered and gleaned in the wealth of his prime,
Though nurtured in sorrow and fostered in fears?
Who hath not dreamed a fruition would come,
And found it, though late, in the love of her breast,
Like the birds overtaken by night from their home,
But the breaking of dawn brought them back to their nest ?

——ent Y~ A teratn

plete solution of the great question which involres the nature and mode of the Divine

tigations has arrived at any such result, The article is long, and in our judgment not
calculated to snbserve any important purpose, Until we can comprehend several sub.

TO CORRESPONDENTS.

# Gop—THE ProsLEM."—The author labors to assure us that he has found a com-

Existence. We find no evidence in the article before us that the writer in his inves-

jects of inferior magnitude, which concern our owen nature and relations, wo shall not
bo likely to comprehend what no finite mind of man or angel can ever fathom—the
being of Gop, If any man has an idea that he can fly to the sun, we would recom-
mend him to first try his pinions by a flight over Trinity Church steeple.

The Buffalo Republic 13 on our exchange list, and is forwarded regularly ; we shall
bo pleased to hear from the cditor at his convenience,

g% Persons who send communications intended for the press should, if they de.
sire to preserve them, invariably retain a copy, 80 88 to preelude the necessity fur our
returning them in case they are not published. Among the mass of rejected papers
they are extrentely liable to be lost, and we can not be responsible for the safe keep-
ing ot communications which, in.our judgment, are of no valuo,

A NEW PAPER IN NEW YORK.

Messrs. Whitney and Conklin have issned three numbers
of a new journal, enlitled “ Mrssexaer or Licur, devoted to
the Lxtension of Spiritual Knowledye.”

In this country a man is privileged to select such a sphere
of action as is best suited to his faculties and inclinations ;
and we rejoice that it is so, for this is the natural right of
every man; and the place to which the individual is most
strongly attracted is . frequently the only one wherein he is
likely to succeed. Actuated, we doubt not, by a laudable de-
sire to advance the truth, the proprictors of the new paper
have been moved to embark in their present enterprise, and
for this purpose, and also to afford accommodations for public
and private circles, have rented commodious apartments at
No. 553 Broadway. ‘They have already commenced opera-
tions in earnest, and with the most sangunine hopes of success.

"The world is gross and sensual ; it needs to be refined and
spiritualized, and whoever is qualified to labor well and wisely
may find ample room and business to employ all his faculties
and energies. The world may not thank him for his labor of
love, but the smallest service rendered to such a cause is far
more honorable than the proud achievements which have so
often won the plaudits of thoughiless millions. Our best
wishes accompany all who think, speak, and act with a view
to the accomplishment of a righteous purpose, and the prayers
of thousands are daily offered for the success of-every eflort
that has for its object the mental, moral, and spiritual enfran-
chisement of the world. We are prone to believe that those
who engage in this cause, with an enliyhtened, reverent, and
rational spirit, will do good ; and in every case which properly
answers this description there may be, and indeed ust be, an
honorable triumph even in what the world may characterize
as a failure.

Should the Messenger of Light succeed, it will be evident
enough to us that it was demanded, and that the eflort to es-
tablish it is not premature.  Whether the present state of the
movement warrants the sanguine hopes of the proprictors, the

future will determine. We hope that they will bo praspered
in every eflort to *“ do good and to communicate,” but our own

expectations have been graduated by severe experience and
careful observation. It is but a short time since we were
called to record the discontinuance of the Reformer, a large
and interesting paper published in this city, and devoted
mainly to the same cause. 'That journal was commenced, as
we were repeatedly assured, under very favorable auspices,
but it expired at the end of a few months for want of adequate
support. Besides- the unexpected birth and sudden death of
the Reformer, the spiritual movement has already witnessed
the advent and departure of the following-named journals: the
Spirit World, published in Boston; the Spirit Messenger, origi-
nally published in Springfield, Mass., but subsequently removed
to this city, and continued under the title of the Jourial of
Progress ; Light from the Spirit World, published in St. Louis,
Mo. ; the Carrier Dove, published in Philadelphia ; the Mount-
ain Cove Journal, published in Virginia; also, a paper entitled
the Serapl’s Advocale, and we believe one or two others
should be added to the list. Now if this fearful mortality
among spiritual papers is not owing to their premature birth
or to bad nursing, we know not what to ascribe it to. We
opine that the surviving members of the family are, for the
most part, troubled with physical debility, and will require
careful treatment and a more gencrous support to sustain them
long. Nevertheless, we shall be glad to have the members of
this family increase and multiply, provided the offspring can
only be well constituted and vigorous; but we hope to be
spared the unpleasant necessity of witnessing a continuance
of these spasmodic beginnings and endings of life in the em-
bryonic forms of new journals, conceived by accident and
brought forth before the time.

In these remarks we intend no disrespect to those who have
been unsuccessful in such enterprises. We are sure that
many of them have labored faithfully with an honest purpose,
and we believe that, in one way or another, they have been
instrumental in doing good. We respect their motives, and
trust that in some way they have been suitably rewarded for
all their sacrifices. At the same time, we can not disguise
the fact, that the frequent discontinuance of public journals,
professedly devoted to Spiritualism, tends to weaken the gen-
ral confidence in the stability of all that remain, and to pro-
duce an impression that the whole movement is the unsubstan-
tial creation of a morbid restlessness or feverish excitement.
‘T'he Messenger of Light is very near the size of the TELE-
oraPH; the subscription price is two dollars; it is well printed,
and makes a good appearance. Of its literary merits and
general editorial management we can judge better hereafter.
It would not be fair to pass a decisive opinion until our neigh-
bors have had time to distribute and organize their forces.
We learn that the Messenger has the purse of a heavy capi-
talist pledged for its support. Specimen copies can be seen
at this ofice. Those who wish to subcribe should call on the
publishers, or address Whitney and Conklin, 553 Broadway.
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THE PHASE OF THE AGE.
Setting aside the question, * Is it productive of the happiest

results 7’ we must regard the age in which we live as the
most remarkable in the history of the world. The best prac-
tical philosophers, and keenest scrutinizers of the times, are
ive way, and 1 fell into a paroxysm of weeping, which | . o b + A | completely nonplused as to a proper name by which to anal-
" d . e ll of Gb@i‘g Wm be fll“g perguqbeb i hLS oton nind. izen. T l);e golden, iron, pastoral, and dark ages are applied
to eras that were soluble—eras distinctly featured by some
single, rare peculiarity ; but ours has none such. It is a

chameleon. Wemust notcall it the progressiveage; that would
imply that all before it had stood stock still ; neither the sug-
gestive, inventive, or diffusivo age; these are too weak.
‘They do not embrace the whole spirit of the times.

I look on this as the transition age. We were yesterday
in chrysalis; we are to-day a butterfly ; and what we shall be
to-morrow is a yet enfolded secret. So rapid and startling
are the changes, that there is no longer any fixed science.
We scarcely wait to let an invention or discovery cool, before
it is tossed into the alembic tester, and new and more radiant
shapes and colors are created to it. 'The perfect ore and
heat-resisting gems are found by our new blasts soluble as
way, as drossy as native dirt. Well may the miser tremble
for his coins, lest by some rare turn up they are spirited away
from his iron chests, or found base and counterfeit. ¢ Touch
and take,” there is no other safe motto. If we wait to con-
sider or reflect, the straight stick has become crooked. Every
day we make application of that wise old fable; and if we
were but half as wise, we should never venture beyond the
edge of the forest.

Not only domestic utensils, the corn mortars, and wooden
plows, but the spirits of law, logic, philosophy, and religion
shift their phases almost as suddenly and mechanically as
post-coach systems. We learn to feel and think mercurially ;
and our thermometer is, “ What is the news ?”  On that hangs
the rope at whose end we all dangle. ‘That is the pivot or
fulcrum with which, and a proper lever, Archimedes would
have overturned the world. It matters little that he died
young—young, I mean, in the ages—his levers and capstans,
his wedges and screws, have found an improver; and the
world in which he lived is thoroughly enough overturned.

They were wonderful toils, those of Hercules; but he
wrought only with his hands—with human, physical force—
against lions and monster hydras. We kill off” all that brood
sitting in the easiest patent chairs. Hercules lived and died
safely for his fame. Our age, prophesied by Sir Thomas
Moore, would have transcended Utopia itself.  Fiction in the
brains of madmen and visionary poets are statistical compared
with our array of facts. ‘The enchanted valleys of Rabelais,
with aerial Bucentaurs carrying peasants suddenly transformed
to kings, have found a resting-place, and are no longer night-
mare of the pleasantest kind, nor idle day-dreams. On our
broad republican soil we are all kings, crowned by God, and
in the main invested alike. Who that lives with his eyes
open, and a score of years, has not seen the air cleft as though
it were thick, palpable, like a sea?

Yes, the news is our pivot—a weckly balance-sheet in
every man’s hands, determines what shall be his next step.
To the right or left is a chance while we are on one leg: We
sleep and wake, scarce knowing whether the starry heavens
have not shifted altitude. We are like a traveler, if not with

pouch full of bread and cheese, yet with enough habitvment
to shift from one day’s train to another; and our lives are as

various of incident as though we were on busy, swift wheels.

Where are those hazy, lazy, midsummer ages, when the
world went back to count its own steps in the sand, and to
see if they were all precisely alike? for to have made one wry
mark were sign potent of the evil one.  Days of steady, plod-
ding toil, and nights of swecet rest, when faith was handed
down from father to son, and reverence was a thing begotten
of, and established by, undoubted and invulnerable oracles,
where are ye with your psalms and canticles, your sabots and
doublets, your stern, fixed, and changeless humors ?

The times are an imperious tailor, shifting their cut and fit
oftener than the approved Paris fashions. An idea must be
embraced while it is fresh and warm; a theory pursued in its
bud ; an invention swallowed and digested at once, or it is of
no avail. As well lay by your new clothes for the moths, as
wait to enjoy these our times. Fifty-seven patent washing
machines registered at Wasking-ton, the last the best, and ut-
terly annihilating its predecessors, ought to open the practical
eyes of any man. ‘T'o each one aday. Never heed the waste
of thrift. What we lose, the active, inventive brain, and all
those hands full of saws, chisels, and mallets, shall gain. We
must play into ecach other’s hands; and the only true sign of
extra skill, which is merit, and fortune, and place, is to throw
our ball harder and surer than any other man, A

Nor is the age nnpractical, though it change colors like the
prism. It consnlts man, or rather, in it, man consulis himself;
and we see now what has never before been seen—humanity
turned agrarian and lifting itself, as it were, by its waistbands,
clean up out of its old condition. Never were men so neces-
sary one to another as now, when all are becoming measurably
equal and alike. “There must be reciprocity of service, kind-
ness, trust, and faith, or nobody is treated well, trusted, or
served. In this strange and tremendous transition, the great
injustice and tyrannies of characters and castes are swept, un-
regretted, thank Heaven, into an oblivious tide. “If you
please,” is the mollified tone of the old “go, and do.” How
soft and subdued the once haughty tone that made common
men tremble. 'The mountain peril that stalked up, grim and
dark, before the least betrayal of unwilling obedience, has
dwindled to a sand-hill, over which little boys fly kites and
hunt summer swallows.

Even the boor’s' face is not so stocky and stupid as of old.
It lights up with a dim consciousness that he, t0o, has more
than a treadmill-machine-ic part to play in the curtain-tending
of this world-moving tableau. The silliest fool can not live
among wise men, nor the rudest soul walk among flowers
continually, without learning some cant phrases and names—
without perceiving, if but through the eyes of others, their
worth and beauty. In past times wise conferences were held
aloof from diggers and delvers; these images of grace and
beauty, whether of art or nature, still likened unto flowers,
were carefully walled in from vulgar eyes by those jailer
monks, whose cowls were not blacker than their scowls!

Tur Irvine Housg.—Our spiritual friends from all parts
of the country who may have occasion to visit this ctty, In
pursuit of business or pleasure, will find the Jrving one of our

Now the garden plot is spread too wide, the aromatic odors
leap over tyrannic bounds, and the roll of the curtain requires
too many hands and eyes, to keep the heavenly secret of « good
things enough for all” any longer pent up. The granaries of
corn, the peach-laden trees, the vines and flowers climbing

angel-dom, dance down from their thrones of dust, flinging
wide their barbaric clasps—fetters of knowledge—and gladden
a world-wide multitude of hungry and thirsting hearts.

There are no longer any common men. * 'That fellow” is
an obsolete term, while fools, clowns, servants, and slaves
are pensioned with the real or honorary titles of men. As
sad as the change must be, and is, for those who have kept
the world’s guardianship so long, yet great is the joy of the
freed and new-breathing millions, who, while they bowed
down, made little or no complaint. We have the elements
now at our will. The wind can not stay us, nor the sea; the
air yields to our trcad, and the mountains melt and whirl at
our command. Our feet are iron ; our hands are steel; our
breath is steam, and our brain lightning. 1f we make not the
carth a servant, as she has made us slaves, it is not from want
of guiding reins, nor whip, nor spurs.

And yet, with all our gigantic might, we can not build the
fowers, temples, and pyramids of the ancient time. And why ?
Because ours is the practical as well as the transition age—
an age in which man considers Zimsel/. 'There are no longer
“hewers of wood and drawers of water” to upheave the co-
lossal walls for a penny a day—as when St. Paul’s rose into
a wondrous and age-enduring monument. No longer are
there men te fatten deserts with their blood, that tyrants may
be deified, in Ammon! And what is to be the climax, with
this onr ascending scale, shall pnzzle sight-seers with keener
eyes than watch the heavens for twinkling stars. The earth
once subdued, its mountains cast down and waste places lifted
up, as there is in our <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>