
■T T t  v T ) D. C. DEN8MOKX, 1
V  U  L i .  V  . I PUBLISHER. \ NO. W EYM O UTH , M ASS., F E B . 1, 1880. I•  1.00 F E B  ANNUM 

IN  A D V A N C E I N O . 3.

V O I C E  O P  A N G E L S .
Enlarged from 8 to 12 pages, form erly Issued from No. 5 

Dwight Street, Boston, Mass., w ill after tills date be publlxh- 
od At F a ir  Vi e w Jluune, N orth  f f ' eymouth,  Slan t., the 
1st and lOtli o f cocli m onth.

SrrniT L. J U D D  TA K D EE, Edl or-In Chlcf.
" D. K. M INER. B u sin ess M anager,

D. C. DENSMORE, A m anuensis ami 1’nblisbcr.
Price y e a r l y , .............................................. f l .6 5  in advance.
Six m o n t h * . ..............................................  .83 “
Throe m o n t h s ..............................................  A l "
Single c o p i e s ..............................................  .08

The above rates include postngc. Specimen copies sent free 
on application  a t this office.

All lottcrs and com m unications (to receive attention) m ust 
be directed, (postpaid ,) ns above, to D. C. D kxsmoick, P ub
lisher.

L i t e r a r y .

[For the Voice of A n gels.]

L I N E S ,

(W ritten by request o f  Mr. T iioman  L. A n d r e w s , o f Cold 
brook, Ilorkim er C o . ,  N . Y ., for his Spirit-W ife.]

W hat Is wealth hut fading earth you cannot k eep?  
H nr vents sown thnt other* reap?
Hands gloved a day, then alw ays bare?
B ut within your soul Is w elling.
L asting riches heavenward sw ellin g ;—
Love Immortal calls yon there.

El.LIno to n . N . y . .  D ec. 27, 1879.

[For the Voice o f A n gels.]

M E S S A G E  F R O M  R O B E R T  H A R E  T O  
D R . F A H N E S T O C K .

fTnitouon Dit. o ., co n tin u ed .]

D e a r  D o c t o r ,— I  will have to request you 
this evening, to do as the m ajority o fle tte r-w rit- 
ers require at the end o f their epistles, nam ely, 
— “ Please excuse bad w ritin g  and sp e llin g ,”  as 

I find my secretary, as usual, “ obtuse.”
M y  subject for this even in g will be m erely a 

continuation of tbe rem arks made this m orning 
in assisting your child, the religion o f the 
spheres.

TIIROI'OII TRYTtlENA O. I»ARt>KE.

Tun m a n , from tlio bright eternal shore.
From  the flow ing everm ore,
Thine own M alvina come* today,
Rohed In Life** Immortal glory,
To repent our youthful story—
“ Lovo shall evor with us stay.'*

Tears have only stam ped a stronger sea l— 
Made us only deeper feel 
That wo arc one, though death m ay stand  
Like a dim m ing shadow frowning,
To Insult u* when wc'ro owning  
Love tbnt shall all change withstand.

Soul w ith soul bore earth's tu m u ltu ou s cares, 
Heart with heart-beat ever shares 
In all our Joys and mortal woes,
TUI tlio A ngel-band wns sont m e,
To uplift tlio spirit lent me—
L>>vc was strongest at tlio close.

And the golden chain that bound us here 
Stronger grows, more dear 
T han m ortal heart* have clianco to dream ; 
T w in ing , clinging still around you,
Best o f  all tliAt Life lias crowned you,
Lovo that spans death's gurgling stream.

You aro novor lonely, A<* you thought you’d be 
W hen you llrst wero roft o f m e;
You only th ink o f me with cheer.
O il a calm  wave** o’er your feeling.
Thought.'* thnt bring a sweet revealing— 
"Loved M alvina sure Is hero!"

Brighter, brighter grows the J ilu ln g  way, 
Soft tlio fountain’* crystal spray 
D escending In dow-drnp* ou your bend, 
Sprinkled from the lands supernal,
Whoro In arbors ovcr-vornnl 
Lovo Its ceaseless odors sheds.

A ll men are naturally religious ; that is, all 

have some system  by which they acknow ledge 
their dependence on a G reat F irst Cause. 
T h is  principle is innate, and is a strong argu 

ment iu favor of m an's im m ortality. A ll re lig 
ions are valuable or otherwise, in proportion as 
they accom plish the design o f their original im 
plantation in the human mind, nam ely, the recog
nition o f m an's nothingness, and the suprem a
cy of the A lm ig h ty  ; m an’s dependence— G o d ’s 
om nipotence! A m o n g the G reeks and Rom ans 
the criterion of the value o f any religion or 
philosophy was its effects in g iv in g  its posses
sor those traits o f character necessary in a sol
dier— fearlessness in danger and a thirst for 
blood; hence, am ong the G reeks the Stoics 
were held in the h ighest veneration. A m on g 
the Jew s at the com ing o f Christ, religion  had 
degenerated into a mere w orldly business. H e 
wns most religions, and that religion was the 
best, which brought its possessor the h ighest 
worldly honor, or the greatest w cnltli. T h u s 
you will perceive th at in the J ew  the great de
sign of religion was m isdirected, producing ef
fects at direct variance with its original design ; 
his religion m aking him arrogant and vain, in
stead o f teaching him hum ility.

W hen C hrist first prom ulgated the hum iliat
ing doctrines o f self-abAsement, no wonder, 
then, thnt this was to the Jew s a stum blin g

block, and to the G reeks foolishness ; and even 

after those teachings becam e to som e exten t 
the religion o f the nation, m any of the sen ti
m ents were so modified by previous education, 
as to ch an ge th eir entire sp irit and in ten t.

H a v in g  thus given a b rief outline o f our su b 
je ct, I will propound the follow ing question : 
H ow shall we determ ine the q u ality  o f an y re
ligious creed ? A lth o u g h  at first sigh t this 
question would appear extrem ely  difficult satis
factorily to answer, yet, when we recollect th at 
we are in possession o f w ell-defined “ lan d
m arks,”  it will he found o f easy solution. In 
its answ er we shall assum e as a stand-point 

one of the principles or axiom s clearly  en un ciat
ed in the book from w hich all the religions o f 
the present d ay are said to be derived, n am ely: 
“ B3* th eir fruits y e  shall know  th em .”  I have 

already said, that the object o f  all religion is to 
give man ju st  view s o f his own h u m ility  and 
his dependence on the Creator. It would, 
therefore, follow th a t th at religion w hich most 
effectually produces th is  result, m»i9 t he the 
best. N ow , according to the above principles, 
exam ine the various sects around you. O ne 
says, “ I am o f P a u l:”  another, “ I am o f A pol- 
los” — “ stand thou there, I am more holy than 

thou,” etc.
T h e  H igh  Churchm an claim s his descent in 

a direct line from the A postles, and refuses the 
recognition o f the orthodoxy o f his neighbor, 
the P resbyterian . T h e  B a p tis t says C h rist 
was im m ersed iu his baptism , and therefore re
fuses to com m une w ith the L u th eran , who be
lieves in sp rin klin g. T h e  M eth odist believes 
in im m ediate revelation, and y e t  sends the 
Sp iritu alist to his S atan ic  M ajesty  for carry in g  
out the sentim ents in practice. Y o u  w ill, there
fore, perceive th at accord in g to the rule they 
them selves have adopted, “ T h ere  is none good, 
no, not one” — self-constituted censorship and 
ignorant arrogance su p p ly in g  the place o f de
pendence and h u m ility.

M an, in v iew  o f his creation and dependence, 
owes to G od gratitude, aud o f course obedience ; 
and G od has required that the gratitu de thus 
due H im  shall be m anifested in w orks o f m er
cy and benevolence to his fellow s. I t  therefore 
ollows th at man placed in a society ca p acity  is
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to some extent Tiis ‘‘brother's keeper,” ami re
sponsible for his brother's faults, so far as he in 
performance of his duty would have hail the 

power to prerent them.
Here follows another self-evident requirement 

of their own book : ‘‘ Whatsoever ye would that 
men would do to you, do ye even so to them /’ 
Which of the so called religious societies around 
von, Doctor, observe this their own rule, even 
among themselves ? Let their constant back

biting. jarring and contention, even in their 

church relations, answer.
Robert H are.

L ancaster , Penn., Fob. 21, I860.

M e d i c a l  D e p a r t m e n t .

of a very dangerous naturo will occur if  the I T o  t a k e  o u t  G h k a sk - s p o t s .— In romoving 
vapor of these liquids is permitted to escape grease spots from cloth in g w ith benzole or tur- 
into n room in considerable quantit}'. In view pentine, the usual w ay is to wet tho cloth with
of the great hazard of handling these liquids, tho detergent, ami then to rub it with a wet
cautious housekeepers will not allow them to be spongo or the lik e . L’his only spreads the
brought into their dw ellings, and this courso is grease, and does not rem ove it. The pnp-
eommendnble. er method is given  by tho S cie n tific  .lmcricna:

A s regards ammonia, or w ater o f ammonia, it P lace soft b lo ttin g  yaper beneath and on top of 
is a very powerful agent, especiall}* the strong- the grease-spot, after the latter has been thoN 
est kinds sold by druggists. A n  incident in ough ly saturated w ith the b en zo le; then preaa 
its use has recently come under our notice, in well. T h e  fat is thus dissolved and absorbed 

which a young lady lost her lifo from ta k in g  a by tho paper, and en tire ly  removed from the 

few drops through m istake. B reath in g  tho gas j cloth in g, 

under certain circum stances causes serious harm
to the lungs and membranes of the mouth and I Cure for B ites of M ad D ogs.— An aged 
nose. It is an agent much used at the present forester, says the B oston  M edical and Surgical

NOVEL CURE FOR BRIGHT’S DISEASE.
About twenty yenrs ago, a daughter of mine 

— then about six j-ears old—was given up to 
die by the family physician, who said the dis
ease was incurable, and that it was never known 
to be cured, either in Europe or America. The 
phy.-ician. on giving the case up, told my wife 
to give the child anything she wanted, and to 
make her 09 comfortable as possible while she 
lived. The child constantl}’ called for beans, 
so my wife cooked some as quickly as possible, 
not stopping to parboil them, as is usually done, 
but boiled beans, pork and potatoes together in 
the first water, and, when cooked, she gave 
them to the child to eat. The child then went 
to sleep and from that time began to improve. 
She is now the mother of two children. She is 
not troubled with the disease unless she takes 
a severe cold, and when that happens, she at 
once uses her old remedy, and it is always effec-

ime for cleansing purposes, and it is unob- Journal, lias published the following in a Leip- 
jectionable if proper care is used in its employ- zig journal: “I do not wish to carry to my grave 
ment. The vials holding it should be kept my much proved cure for tho bites of road doge, 
apart from others containing medicines, etc., I hut will publish the same ns the last service 
and rubber stoppers to the vials should be used J which I can offer to the world : Wash the wound 

Oxalic acid is considerably employed in fami- I perfectly clean with wine vinegar and tepid 
lies for cleaning brass and copper utensils. This water; then dry it. Afterward pour into the 
substance is highly poisonous, and must be kept wound a few drops of muriatic acid, for mineral 
and used with great caution. In crystalline) acids destroy the P°i8on of the dog's saliva.” 
structure it closely resembles sulphate of mag-

tual.
The physician who attended her called a few 

days after the bean experiment, and was but- I

nesia or Epsom salts, and therefore frequent 
mistakes are made and lives lost. Every agent 
which goes into families among inexperienced 
persons should be kept in a safe place, and 
labeled properly and used with care.

THE WHISPERS OF ANGELS.
fc nY M. THERESA AIIKLIIAUKU.

NUTRIMENT IN FOOD.

prised to see the change in the child. He in
quired what my wife had done for her, 
and, upon hearing, his surprise increased, and 
he requested an exact description of the man
ner in which the fowl was cooked. After con
siderable thought about the matter, he said 
that the only cause for such an effect was, per
haps, that the beans were cooked in the first 
water. The physician is now dead, or I would
refer to him to verify the facts.— Cor. New 
York Evening Post.

The following table will be found generally 
useful, giving, as it does, the amount of nutri
ment contained in the ordinary articles of food : 
The first figures indicate the percentage of I 
nutriment, and the second, the time of diges
tion. Apples (raw,) 10, 1 hour and 30 min-

WnEN the cares of day are pronging 
On tho aching, weary heart.

And there comoa no gleam of comfort 
To relieve tho burning pmart; 

When tho soul grows (hint within us, 
O'er tho path our feet must go,

And we soo not for the darkness 
Veiling OTcrythlng below;

HOUSEHOLD PERILS.
U n d er  this head the Boston Journal of 

Chemistry names several dangerous substances 
which find their way into households. There 12 hours, 15 minutes; mutton (roast,)

utes; barley (boiled,) 92, 2 hours: beans, dry 
'boiled,) 87,2 hours, 30 minutes ; beef (roasted,) 
26, 3 hours, 30 minutes ; bread (baked,) 80, 3 
lours, 30 minutes; cabbage (boiled,) 7,4 hours, 
30 minutes; carrots (boiled,) 10, 3 hours, 15 
minutes; cherries (raw,) 25,2 hours; chickens 
(fricasseed,) 27, 2 hours, 45 minutes; codfish 
(boiled,) 21, 2 hours; cucumbers (raw,) 2, 3 
hours, 30 minutes; eggs (whipped,) 23, 1 hour, 
30 minutes; Hour, bolted (in bread,) 80, 3 
hours, 30 minutes; flour, unbolted (in bread,) 
85,3 hours, 30 minutes; gooseberries (raw,) 
ID, 2 hours; grapes (raw,) 27, 2 hours, 30 min
utes ; haddock (boiled,) 18, 2 hours, 30 min 
utes; melons (raw,) 3, 2 hours; milk (raw,) 27,

30, 3

Then a gontlo, subtle whlspor, 
Stealing through tho purple gloom, 

Bonds a ray of golden glory 
Tlirough our lonely, qulot room; 

Tonder voices In the twilight,
Coming from no lips wo see,

Speak In loving, Joyful accents 
Of tho lifo that’s yot to ho.

Whlsporlng voices, full of sweetness 
Cnught from hoavonly worlds above, 

Murmur to our souls In prison.
Tidings of our Fnthor’s love,

Which enfolds oach human spirit, 
llowsoovor worn and woak,

And thoy bid us find his mansions 
And hi s  holy kingdom sock.

When the hoart is nearly broken 
At the thought of loved ones lost— 

Thoy who reached doath’s rolling river 
And In snowy shallops crossod;

Tiny faces full of sweetness,
Youthful forms roplote with grace,

And those weary, aged pilgrims,
Missed from their accustomed place;—

are two or three volatile liquids used in families 
which are particularly dangerous, and must be 
employed, if at all, with special care. Benzine, 
ether, and strong ammonia constitute this class 
of agents. The two first named liquids are 
employed in cleansing gloves and other wearing 
apparel, and in removing oil stains from carpets, 
curtains, etc. The liquids are highly volatile, 
and flash into vapor so soon as the cork of tho 
vial containing them is removed. Their vapors

hours, 15 minutes; oatmeal (baked,) 74, 3 
hours, 30 minutes; oils (raw,) 96, 3 hours, 30 
minutes; peas, dry (boiled,) 93, 3 hours, 30 
minutes; peaches (raw,) 2 0 , 2  hours; pears 
(raw,) 10, 3 hours, 30 minutes; plums (raw,) 
29,2 hours,30 minutes; pork (roust,) 21,5 hours, 
15 minutes; potatoes (boiled,) 23, 2 hours, 30 
minutes; rice (boiled,) 8 8 , 1  hour; rye flour 
(baked,) 79, 3 hours, 30 minutes; soup, barley 
(boiled,) 20,1 hour, 30 minutes; strawberries

Oh, tho tender recollections 
Of tlioso loved ones gono before,

Fill tho sool with rostloss longing 
To behold thotr forms once morot 

T h en  tho tender, loving voices 
Of tho angels whlspor elenr:

“ All your donr ones havo not loft you, 
But are close beside you here."

In tho hour of pain and anguish,
In tho tlmo of human need,

When tho soul bocomoi responsive 
To tho guides that heavenward load, 

Then tho whlsporlng tones of angels 
Float upon tho mortal ear,

And tho souls of do&r departed 
Point us to the houvonly sphere.

are very combustible, and will inflame at long ((raw,) 12, 2 hours; turnips (boiled,) 4 ,3 hours, 1 L ife is not the chief good ; but of all en
distances from ignited candles or gas flames, and 
consequently they should never be used in the 
evening when the house is lighted. Explosions

50 minutes; veal (fried,) 25, 4 hours, 30 min-lly ills the chief is guilt.— Schiller.
uteB ; venison (broiled,) 2 2 , 1  hour, 30 minutes, I I kkaii God, and, next to God, I ch
wheat bread (baked,) 80, 3 hours, 30 minutes. 1 fear him who fears him not.— Saadi.
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P S Y iJ IlO M E T lU C  1>E9CRIJ«TI()N O F T H E  
D E S T R U C T IO N  O F  ' POM  PEI I A N D  
1 IE R O U L A N E Q M .

T hk following description, except some slight 
additions, was given by two pRychomotcrs, one 
of them a young hoy, during examinations of 
specimens Irom Pompeii.

W ii.m a m  D knton .

A dark cloud rises from Vesuvius in the 
shnpc of a column, to which every eye is 
turned ; it towers to an immense height nnd 
spreads at the summit, till it resembles an Ital
ian pine with its slender and straight trunk, 
surrounded at its upper extremity by a circular I L.Very shock comes the crash of falling build-

cries of men.” A distracted multitude is flour
ing through the streets, bundles upon their 
backs, cushions and pillows upon their bends, 
while children cling to their garments os they 
seek for safety, they know not where.

The light of the mountain increases; it is 
now a fountain of (Ire, and cinders and red hot 
stones are driven to an immense height and 
then blown by a fearful wind directly over the 
cities, whoro they drop into the streets and the 
light cinders are swept along hv the hlnst. 
Shock after shock proceeds from the mountain, 
with sounds following them louder than the 
loudest thunder, rolling underneath; with

crown. It grows till it hides the sun, nnd n 
purple twilight settles over the devoted cities 
whose inhabitants pour out of their dim 
dwellings, to discover the meaning of this un
natural eclipse.

ings, und over all the lightning incessantly 
dashes.

Down come the cinders and stones, thick ns 
snow-ilnkes in a storm, “a (ire-shower of rain.” 
The houses are on (ire, nnd the light of their

In  the am phitheatre of Pompeii, thousands flames assists a belated multitude, who are wad- 
are w atching the circus-like performances, when jng along through the drifting ashes, 
the place begins to grow strangely dark ; fear A stream of lava is now pouring down the 
beclouds every countenance, so lately beaming mountain, a crooked fiery river; as it Bweeps 
with joy, and soon the rushing m ultitudes are under the trees their tops take fire. On it 
moving to the various avenues; but few ever goes, “glowing with the splendor of the sun,”
saw their homes again. through orchards and vineyards; here a fiery

Still spreads the great, dark cloud, pouring, cascade, pouring over precipices upon the 
foaming, as it now rolls down the mountain bouses beneath, and there a quiet stream, bear- 
side in black waves that engulf the city, in jng other houses on its bosom, 
which terrified crowds stand trembling at their Loud and louder are the explosions pro- 
doors, looking with dread upon the night of cceding from the mountain, and more ant 
horror closing around them. Beggars and those more frequent; earthquake shocks follow each 
who have nothing to leave are fleeing into the other more rapidly, and the ashes and stones
country. fall in a heavier shower They are now above

Now ashes are falling, and the ground shakes ĵJ0 w;n(|0Wf,} and not a living thing is to be 
and trembles as if it rested on a quaking bog; 8(?en. the wind sweeps with fury, and the rain 
reeling houses and cracking walls send the re-I caused by the condensation of vapors ascend
maining population into the streets. There is 
“hurrying to and fro,” alarm in every face; 
many stand uncertain what to do; equal ruin 
to stay or go. Vessels are putting out to sea,

ing from the crater, is falling in torrents, anr 
mud streams are rolling down the mountain 
side.

Into the sea flows the lava torrent; it is even
while others are landing parties, who hnve been I fiery re(| beneath the water; immense hubbies 
out for business or for pleasure, and who, in r;8ê ftnd now ĵ,e 8Ca ;8 boiling and clouds o 
spite of danger, rush to find their friends or steam condense in heavy showers. The grounc 
save their hoarded stores. Vehicles are being gjnbs, and in rushes the sea in some places 
driven furiously to carry off treasures and save wliile in others the land rises, the waters de 
the feeble and sick ; Roman ladicB on foot, la- part, and fnhes are struggling on the slimy 
den with jewels and other valuables, jostled by ground, 
the surging crowd, are pushing along with the The city, except a few pinnacles, is buriec 
negro girls, who had waited upon them. Some from „jg],t; but still the volcano bellows, the
stand for a moment, look back at the thick gr0und rocks, the sea roars, and ashes anc 
cloud rolling after them like a torrent, while 8 to n e8  continually fall. A sickly glare from 
others throw themselves down and beseech the I ĥo volcano enables us to see through the 
gods to have mercy upon them, until they are blackness of the terrible night the utter ruin

|For llio Volro of Angola,]

L O T T A A S I* I 1C I T.

Onk evening, while in u reverie, this 
Spirit presented herself, iih in u vision ; 
but in ii tangible form. Involuntarily I 
was led to an apartment having fho ap
pearance of a Indy's boudoir, glowing 
with varied tints and Hufiuacd with a mel
low light; curtains of heavy silk and lin e 
were parted na from a canopy ; a hand 
was cxlcndcd, and a musical voice invited 
mo to enter; when I saw he fore me the 
orni of a beautiful girl, robed in llcccy 
white, her hair dark and silken, clustering 
in curls, looped hack from her forehead 
witli hows of bright ribbon and delicate 
dossoms; her features were regular and 
ilcnsing, and her expression radiant. 
This,” she said, “is my earth-homo, which 

I have come to visit; and there is my 
mother, still in the form." A cultured 
looking lady of middlc-agc, attired in 
mourning, to whom she introduced mo. 
“Know,” said she, “that I shall visit cer
tain localities and places in a materialized 
form, where I shall he known and recog
nized. For the present I shall call myself 
Lotta a Spirit.”

I was impressed that she was an artist 
and musician of no ordinary ability, and 
that she had been the idolized child of 
wealthy parents. The atmosphere was 
sweet with the odor of flowers, and in 
the hazy liirbt I discerned floating objects, 
which seemed to evolve into definite 
shape; one in particular in the garb of a 
bishop strongly marked, the features 
clearly defined stood out from the dark 
background in a silvery mist of hair and 
beard, as one by one there seemed to clus
ter like a constellation of stars the forms 
of Herschol, Beethoven and Mozart, en- 
wrapt in cloud-like vapor: as Lotta touch
ing the chords of a harp sung the follow
ing simple hut pathetic ballad, in a voice 
of exquisite melody :

swept along by tbo affrighted multitude. and desolation tliat liavc taken tbe place o
I be volcano now looks like an immense firel |̂,e beauty and activity ol but a few hours ago

that alternately flushes up and sinks, while it |_Ji Journal.
still keeps pouring out dense clouds of steam,
•moke and ashes, that roll over and spread far 
away to tbe east, nnd fast eclipse tbo remaining 
twilight.

Somo that ran with the first outburst, return

I t was finely said by Socrntes tha t tbe short 
est and most direct road to popularity is “ for a 
man to be the same th a t he wishes to be taken
for." People are egregiously mistaken if they 

to secure their treasures ; and thieves, by the! think they can ever attain to popularity by by 
light of torches, aro ransacking deserted stores pocrisy, by mere outside appearances, and by 
and tbe best private dwellings. disguising not only their language but their

Now around Pompeii and Stabim a thick, I looks. True popularity takes deep root, anc 
stifling ashy cloud wraps all in more than mid- Ipreafl8 wi(je . but the frtlge f a l |8 away like
night gloom ; nothing is ‘‘heard but the shriokal blossoms; for nothing that is false can be last 
of women, the soreams of ohildren and the I ing.

Hnw peaceful art the g lu te i I roam,
How sweet la my celestial homo;
Oli, listen to ray simple strain,
Wliile I my conscious thought retain.

I touch again the chor<ts today 
On which my Angers use,I to stray.
Anil though iny mortal lips arc m ute.
My soul entranced vibrates the lute.

The Sowers shed tholr sweet )>orftjmet 
And love leads onwnrd throagh the gloom. 
To call me In tlie twilight hour 
To this enchanted earthly bower.

Oh, here Is the attractive sweet.
Hero kindred souls together m eet;
The law of love Is made illvlne,
To weave my soul-thought Into rhyme.

Oh, hero In tills delightful place 
The pictures of the loved I trace,
Tbe lustre >f the brighter day.
As earthly treasures fade away.

Farewell, sweet home, I leave thee now, 
But sweet unto my soul art thou;
Though fVom (by portals I depart.
My love will be where'er thou art.
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In connection will) other phenomena 
^ivcii through tlio Spirit Lott.i, I have re
ceived somo beautiful tests. I remember 
one evening, while in my pceuliar psychic 
condition. my mind was greatly exercised 
with I he thought of death, and of Materi
alism and Spiritualism in theory ; when I 
cried unto the Spirit for light, and there 
was li»:ht : for while I wandered in thev_
fadimr twilight, I observed an instniment.

* v.

as if formed of the very atoms about mo; 
it was of exquisito workmanship and of 
the tinest design. I was told to examine 
it. which I did. “ What,” said a voice, 
would that bo without vibration? That, 
then, is as the body, this the soul’’ : when 
I heard a note so deep, so full, and so 
acute, that it seemed as if the sound would 
never, never cease.

S r san G o o d h u e  W a g n e r .

rather, as teachers, keep in the beaten I to truth, for daily use in speech and prac- 
track ; can bo better seen and felt, perhaps, tice. If wo are advocates of the ixovcru-
and their Mediums be more cordially re
ceived, when compilers of Christian law 
and gospel, rather than free advocates of

But the spirit is

Uo! the poor In<llnn, whose untutored mini!
Ooil Id rlouil*, nn<l hoars him In the wind; 

Whoso aoul proud Sc I once never tHii^ht to stm y  
F ir  n* the Solur Walk or Milky Way;
Vet ()o<| to he hie homo Inis given,
Heblnil the cloud-toj*pol hills, n glorious heaven, 
When* slaves once more their true nature* hehold, 
Nor flund* torment, nor Chi-liMan* thirst for gold.

[For thu Volco o f Angel*.J

STRAWS.
THROUGH MRS. HANNAH T. STEARNS, 

Titusville, Pennsylvania.

T hf. world seems to he full of Spiritual 
dyspeptics, and I suppose over-doses of 
theological sulphur and saltpetre have made 
them so. Now our Spiritualism may re
vive them to a material taste for nourish
ing food, which must he well masticated 
and digested to make them healthy and 
competent to do the duties of this life, 
which are working duties in all places, 
whether heaven or earth. Too much milk 
and porridge, too much sugar and sweet, 
will bring on a worse evil th?n that you 
work to cure. Wc have nothing to do 
with angels in reality, as superior beings; 
but wc forget wc are proving a common 
humanity to men and women, by the out
growth and activities of the normal power 
of human life. Brought to the market ot 
the Spirit-world for ventures, they ex
change gifts with us, buy of us, we of them. 
So wo may look to see that they have car
ried some results from this life of ca-th 
there with them ; and as they once looked 
for the authoi ities of Spirit to control them 
in the earth-life, so would they ho gods in 
turn, to have their will and work unques
tioned. They may report to us from that 
life in this guise ; for men and somo women 
have weakness for place and influence. 
Somo would rather soothe ns with their 
songs, than arouse us to the stern realities 
of a moving, growing force iu life; would

heathen philosophy, 
from all.

I think the dyspepsia is rather univer
sal ; and if hell has made us so, by the 
law of like cures like, then a bail* from the 
dog that bit us only can cure us ; so wc 
must take some bell for our portion to 
march on with the law of unfoldincnt.

If you want a live paper, suited to real 
Spiritual needs, remember u Spirit is made 
up of feeling, manifested in all sentiments, 
of intellect, known in appreciation of alt 
fact or truth, of appropriation, seen in re
sults of intuition or of inspiration. No 
dilfereneo is man here, or fifty miles from 
here, on the confines of another zone about 
the earth, or in the road to the milky way. 
So feed the Spirit hero with bread and 
beef, corn and cabbage, sugar and sa lt; 
not peppermint drops and h o n o v . If our 
railroads and steamships arc built by men 
who eat well, and sleep well, on hard 
bread and beef, the men who build a Spirit- 
world for us, a Humboldt and a Franklin, 
eat as common working mortals— no sigh
ing for downy beds of ease, no crying for 
places of rest.

Half of the believers in Spirit-inter
course today, do not know that Spirits ns 
individuals.will talk on all subjects as they 
approach earthly minds to impress them ; 
must work in the sphere of their own in
dividuality. A few weeks ago, wc met a 
gentleman in an evening meeting, a con
tinued Spiritualist, has been for years, has 
listened to many lectures, to trance speak
ers, (one lady speaker from Titusville, P a ., 
many times,) who in tbo course of con
versation remarked he did not believe any 
Spirit could speak on the ‘'financial ques
tion." If a Paine,a Lincoln, a Bacon speak, 
why not on such questions as were the off
spring of their souls here ? What can they 
tell us, better than to show our ignorance 
to us of the foundation plane of our ex
istence? Wo are civil, social, and wor
shipful beings; particularly the latter; so 
wc hang to the worship of idols, with the 
rest of the world, and the rest of mankind.

In the Spirit-world, wc eschew politics, 
which cover all questions of governmental 
policy ; for wc do not want to hang fire 
with our party, (we are glad wo are no 
voter, have no party, being a woman. ) 
Wc do not believe, if wo have been church 
people, that Spirits interfere with good 
Christian morality. Wc want to convert 
the church, forget the best convert is self

mental, scientific, allopathic system of 
medicine, wo do not believe in tbo hum- 
buggery of magnetism, of Indian medi
cines, motion cures, etc. Wo believe in 
science. Spirits do not controvert estab
lished sciences. In fact, wi>o committees 
have been appointed, and decreed by n 
ponderous “resolution,” that we as Spirit
ualists do not believe in any Spirit-mani
festations contrary to natural law; just 
what the whole world has said, and the 
rest ol mankind ; and therefore physical 
manifestations are humbugs. But the raps 
are with u s ; the law of their accomplish
ment is not understood, but they are. 
They call to us, and wo answer to them. 
Their accomplishments have ever occurred, 
all down the centuries. They have sounded, 
as pebbles dropped in the passing currents 
of human events. They are known by 
their being facts, calling to us, from the 
children of tbo Fox family. W e lire called 
to their accomplishments among the chil
dren of ull families. A  Hare, a Mapes,aud 
kindred minds, have been wakened to im
mortal light by their sounds ; but no law 
of their accomplishment is known. They 
are known. They call us to question not 
only their origin, but the origin of similar 
facts, facts from tbo same family, of law, 
of intelligence, of immortality— intelli
gence manifested in love and bate, in wis
dom and folly. Tuo intelligence of man 
conveyed to man’s abodes by death Hows 
in upon us, with ever-increasing demands. 
Wc do not know anything about the full 
accomplishment of any law ; we only know 
facts. Man exists— cause unknown.

A  would-bo wise Denton tells us tmlny 
that the imperfect scientific knowledge 
conveyed by the Controlling Intelligences 
of Mrs. Richmond is killing Spiritualism; 
while the fact is, just such matter, given 
by Mrs. Richmond from childhood, has 
made up its part of tbo science of Spirit
ualism, has forced millions to investigate 
tbo law of Spirit-control, to proven power 
outside of tbo normal earthly ; and this 
power behind the throno will keep con
trolling Mrs. Richmond, and a host of 
others, iu like manner, to confound the 
wisdom of tho folly of generations of 
Dcutons. Having swallowed iho attain
ments of past schools of geology, he rests 
upon their huso ; while tho livo authors ol* 
wlmt he has borrowed walk on to correct 
thoir own mistakes, ns wiso men should.

Scionco in any given direction is but nu 
aggregation of fact. So wo find the true 
scientist rearranging bis conclusions from 
additions of facts. He does not makes
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tiimlily of his ftUiiinmcnts in any direction ; 
but his imitator does. Exact Hcionco is us 
true an mathematics, wo arc willing to 
allow ; hnt it is also as limitless. So onr 
commands are to he wise as serpents and 
as harmless as doves.

As wo stated in the front of this article, 
mortals had givon ghosts too much author
ity and power. The work of Spiritualists 
*ib to provo their godship gone, hut that 
they still live. The ghosts of authority 
and the gods of miracle have passed away 
from our 9ight, if we are just to the man
ifestations of the present. So let us abide 
the judgment.

In the cultivation of our Medium power 
we sharpen, define, and perfect our indi
viduality. It is the culture of powers 
which are normal. Wo lose no self in it, 
but find self.

The 1 dooms of Spiritualism are beauti
ful adornments for the homes of earth-life. 
The gifts of loving care, which our Spirit- 
friends have ready for our times of need, 
hold ns to cherishing thoughts of their 
kindness and devotion. So the loving 
guardians are not lost, even if gods are 
gone; but again wise teachers are left, 
and wo would stand side by side with them, 
our aspirations holding them by the law of 
supply to give us freely. This philoso
phy completes life hero with the fulfilling 
of the law of inspiration ; and as truth 
seems to have a property in common with 
water, i9 shaped by the vessel which holds 
it, founts of truth in humanity nro of 
every form. So we must meet and give 
equal rights to all for appropriation for 
the dillusion.

Yours, for light,
II a n n An  T. S t e a r n s .

ramcr Know anything about ray troubles nor jT,lon wo'lljoyons anthems raise to the author of our daya-
niosscd onon!• f  i 1 . i T i l  * C a I IHUIRCtl llllWH I

my wife .  unrno, or wliotlior I lmd a wife or not, Aml the mallc of lIl0„pho[„  wlll , ro„ „ u[ ,lltonln,
nor yet if Lucy’s grandmother was in the 
Spirit-land.

Yet it is all correct and true— no possible 
inistako about it. God and the angols bless 
you abundantly W ill ia m  A lcott.

I n s p i r a t i o n a l  G e m s .

[Kor tho Voice of Angola.]

“ S P I R I T  V I O L E T . ”
[Rospcctftilly Inscribed to Mr. nnd Mm. Joseph Kihmky, 

Cincinnati, Ohio.]

ny m. t. MiiKLiiAMRa.
Once on earth there dwelt n maiden,

Fairer than the flowori of May;
All hor soul with glory laden.

Scattered hrlglitnoss on hor way.
8ho was Oiled with heavenly grncos,

Gentlo an n little child,
And a light from higher places 

Shone around hor whon she smllod.

For her love so puro and tondor 
Foil on ovorythlng below,

And rovealed now doptlis of splendor 
In the midst of pain and woo;

And hor soul, dlvlnoly human,
Thrtllod with sympathy sublime 

For ooch suffering man nnd woman 
Toiling on the track of Time.

Hound about hor sproad a swootness 
Caught from valley, wood nnd field,

For sho felt life's rich completeness 
Which tho work* of Nature yield.

And she lovod to ronm tho forost.
Where the laughing waters play,

And to listen to tho songbirds 
Making music nil iho day.

Now Mho wnlks the hills of glory 
And tho heavenly fields of peace,

Whore Rom mortal pain nnd sorrow 
Every Spirit finds release.

Uut hor sweetest recollection 
D trolls on those who llngor hero,

Who with fondest soul affection 
Dloss her in her heavenly sphore.

From tho fields of light and glory 
She ruturns with words of luve,

To repont soino llttlo story 
Of the Promised Land above;

Sho returns with holy blowing 
For each human, bond or (fee,

Who In countloss ways nro pressing 
To n higher destiny.

VERIFICATION OF SPIRIT MESSAGE.
TllH O UO lI M. T. NIIICI.llAMKll.

S wikt Rivnit, Mnss., Dec. SO, 1879.
B r o . D e n s m o iie :— Permit mo once again 

to express my grateful, heartfelt acknowledg
ments to you for the joyous feelings your little 
paper brought me last night. Tho V o ice  of 
A noklb for Jan. 1 st contained a communica
tion through M. T. Sliolhamor from my daugh
ter, Lucy Alcott, to me, and was given at your 
Circle of Dec. 7th, 187!).

This communication is the fourth that has 
appeared in your paper from my daughter, since 
she pasNod into the Higher Lift', each one good. 
But this last is tho best of all; it reveals an 
intimate knowledge of mv troubles and per
plexities, and also of my sentiments and feel
ings in relation to the Spiritual Philosophy.

But what pleases and satisfies us most at this 
time is tho message sho sends from her grand
mother to Lottio, tho pot naino I have always 
givon to my wife, (Lucy’s mother.) Certain I 
am that neither Bro. Densmore nor Miss Shel-

fFor tho Voicoof Angola.]

MUSIC.
n v  V I R N N A n L .

In our hotnoB.

[Kor tho Voico of AngclH.|

THE LOVER’S TOKEN.$
IIY MAIlAlt K. PALM K It MACKLIY.

In tho tondor twilight glooming,
Bad and lone, a lovely innldon 
Wandered wunry, heavy lndnn,

T)irough tho grntnl old fomst roaming, 
Whoro tho gruan loaves «oflly whlsporod, 
Tondorly together whispered 

Of her nadnoan,
And tho birds roado lender liushos 
Through tho *wcot triumphant gushon 

Of their gladness.

Worn with sorrow and roplnlng 
For tho lovo so lately vanished,
For tho bright dream rudely banlshod, 

Seeing not the silver lining 
Through tho dark cloud softly shining, 

Still the tnaldon
Wandorod onward through the groonwood, 
Through the dim nlslos of tho greenwood, 

Heavy laden.

Never heeding though the broeses 
With a thousand soft caresses 
Touched hor brow nnd falling trosaes, 

Kissed her burning brow and cheek— 
Though the nodding ferns swung lightly, 
And the cool waves dimpled brightly, 

Mutely wooing her to seok 
llalin and comfort for her sndnoss 
In tho tender, trustfbl gladness

That all nature seemed to speak.

Worn at last with useless straying,
Dy the rlvor's mossy bank 
On the cmornld turf abo snnk,

Llndon bought above hor swaying;
Sank nnd watched tho mronllght quiver 
Softly on the flowing river,

Idly pondering
Of the quiet, poacefbl dreaming 
Underneath their Joyous gleaming—

- Rest ftorn wandorlng,
Rest from sorrow and from crying 
Underneath the waters lying!

Musing thas beside the river.
Suddenly tho scene wm  banished, 
Woodland, rock and rlvor vanished; 

With a sudden start nnd shlvor,
Quick 9he raised her wondering glances, 
Ralnod her startled, wondering glances, 

Wolcome beaming;
Looked and cried In accents lowly:
“Ob, thou soul of life most holy,

Am I dreaming?

"Or has heaven vouchsafed a vision 
To a maiden broken-hearted 
Of the lost, the loved departed 

From Its far-ofT fields elyslan?
Vision of my loved one, answer!
To my Inmost sou! give answer,

And a token;
In that land beyofid the river 
Hold tho ties of life forever 

Still unbroken?"

Mcsiol—Yoa there’* music In tho air.
Klontlng all around, nbovo us, In n thousand varied forms,

Fresh and fair;
Hear tho gentlo music of the tiny rill, as it glides o'er the 

Singing trills; (pobblos
Dancing, sporting, bounding, ns It seeks a largor fountain,
And the tnuslc of the brcoidx swoot anil plalntivo Ikns the air I OF SPIRIT MESSAGE

fCONCLUDED IN K8XT NUMBER.]

Am It sweep* above tho mountain or stoops to kiss the fbuntaln 
Cooling nir.

Vos, nil nrnund, above us, merry songstors pretty oongvtors 
Wnrblo their puro notos, swoot and rnro,
As If Inspiration’s songs llngcrod thorot 
Oh, the music rich and rnro, ns It Moats upon the air 
And pormentOM our being with a song of Joyous m oaning 
As wc catch tho honrenly ocho through the air!

Oil, tho music of tho air, could we hear the angols' neronado 
As thoy come, bringing notos of hopo and Joy to tho souls 

Oppressed with enre,
Needing sympathy and lovo, as thoy rest in life's alcove, 
Watching, waiting, praying, oit nlono 
For tho music songs of cheer, and greetings, lucid, clear, 
From the friend* beloved, rovorod, will they come 

In tho air,
Bringing music rich nnd rnro to our honmn?

May our eyes ho oped to moo, our enrs unelosod to hoar 
Tho rustlo of their robes In tho air, when thoy come!

THROUGH M. T . 811 Ki l t  AM F.R.

W h e a t l a n d , Colorado, Jan. 0, I860.
Mk. D. C. D en sm o r e  : —  Dear Brother,— 

Please find enclosed a money order for $1.65, 
for the V o ice  o f  A ngels the coming year, 
commencing I think Feb. loth— for I cannot 
afford to be without it.

I will ndd that the message from my Spirit- 
child, little Harry Woodward, through M. T. 
Shelliamcr, in the V oice of Jan. 1st, was glad
ly received, and I return thanks to the Spirit 
and Medium, and also to the publisher, and ask 
for more. Yours, truly,

M rs* H. A. W oodw ard .
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E D I T  0  I U  A L .

A t the end of a business letter, a sub
scriber, in speaking of immortality, says : 
“I was brought up and educated under the 
yes of the Methodist church, and for 

twenty-five years conformed to all of its 
religious rites and ceremonies, with but 
one intent, and that Mas, to find out for a 
dead certainty whether man existed as a 
sentient, intelligent being, after shuttlingv_ v_ C
off the mortal coil. Failing to find its 
solution in the church, and when about 
giving up further attempts, the thought 
occurred to me that may-be you could give 
me some light upon the mystic riddle. 
XoV, sir, if it is not asking too much. I 
wish you woidd help me out of this to me 
mysterious mystery, if you can. either 
privately or through your interesting little
paper, a few copies of which I have had 
the pleasure of perusing.”

Now, although we have given our views
l .

upon the mooted question many times be
fore in this paper, vet, with a vague hope 
of benefiting our inquirer, even at the 
expense of repetition, we will go over the 
ground again ; notwithstanding we confess 
at the start our inability to absolutely prove 
the origin of the human soul, for the reasonv_
that, as we are finite, and, as the finite can 
never understand and comprehend the In
finite, hence all that we, or in fact any
body else, may say about it, must neces
sarily he based entirely upon assumed evi
dence— a proof of which consists in the 
fact that it is almost universally conceded 
that the human soul is a scintillation from, 
and a part of D eity; and upon this as
sumption— for it is nothing else— the whole 
theory of salvation is founded. Although 
we believe this, yet, if called upon for the 
proof, we could not give it, for the above 
reasons. Hence, it is obvious that all at
tempts to prove that the soul originatec 
from a source of which we know positively 
nothing, are at best presumptive specula
tions. We may say we believe this or 
that, and although it may be true in the 
main, yet if we cannot back it up writh 
unanswerable evidence, it amounts to noth
ing, in a strictly scientific sense. Xow*, 
although we cannot produce that evidence, 
nevertheless, as it is the best and most 
reasonable theory available, we will base 
our remarks upon i t ; and with this as a

nection therewith, we hope to make it par- nectcd itself from the inanimate form, 
tially dear, at least, to the thinking mind, What this power actually is, or from 
that there is an unseen power, called the whence it emanated, are questions wrapt 
soul, and that this power is the active, in impenetrable mystery to mortal coin- 
moving principle in all human bodies, prehension. That there is such a power, 
Xot only do we hope to prove this, hut and that it animates alike all living forms 
also prove beyond all doubt, that this throughout universal nature, none will
power or soul is the only thing in all the 
realms of animated nature that contains a 
spark of intelligence, wisdom, or power.

But, in order to answer our friends ques
tion intelligently, namely, “Does man con
tinue to exist as a sentient, intelligent be
ing, after‘shaking off the mortal coil ?’ ” it 
becomes necessary, in the first place, to 
inquire what he means by the term “man” ? 
That settled, the problem is easily solved. 
If he means by the term the physical body, 
lie is at fault; as we shall be able to prove, 
by unquestionable evidence, that the ma
terial body is not the man, in any sense of 
hat term ; it being, as wre shall show, onIjr 

a temporary tenement for the man or soul 
o dwell in. To prove the latter state

ment true, it is only necessary to contem- 
ohite the body of a strong, healthy man, 
in the full prime and vigor of mature man- 
lood, accidentally deprived of life, in a 
moment of time, and the problem as to 
whether the physical body is the real man 
or not is solved; fo r itw illa t  once be 
self evident to all viewing it, that the now 
inanimate form, usually called the man, 
was a few moments since in good healthy 
condition, and actively engaged in his 
business pursuits ; hut is now merely an 
inert, inanimate mass of flesh, bones and 
muscles; and although it looks like the 
same, weighs the same, and to all intents 
and purposes is the same body, as far as 
its physical make-up is concerned, yet it 
is entirely oblivious to all sense of either 
pleasure or pain, deprived of all its reas
oning powers and intelligence, utterly un
able to think, move a muscle, or recognize 
what is going on around it. To make the 
evidence as to its insensibility to pain still 
stronger, it is onl}' necessary to state that 
the body may be cut into minute particles, 
and not the slightest movement of a mus
cle or quiver of a nerve is perceptible ; 
whereas, a moment before death ensued, a 
needle, piercing the cuticle or skin, would 
have caused a shiver of pain throughout 
the entire body.

These facts— for they are facts, which 
none will question— simple as they are, 
convince us that the physical body, as de
clared heretofore, was not the man, in the 
sense it is usually called, it being no more 
than a house or tenement for the real, 
although unseen man to dwell in. It also* V . M I * *  •  v  5 ---------  ------------ ---------------------  -----------  r *

base of operation, in connection with other convinces us that some occult, unseen 
proveable things we shall produce in con- power— call it what we may— has discon-

deny ; neither will it ho denied that in this 
unseen, incomprehensible something, called 
the soul, rests all knowledge, all intelli
gence, wisdom and power, as exhibited 
throughout the vast realms of animal life.

Whether this is conceded as true or not, 
one thing, w'e repeat, is positively certain, 
namely, that the senseless body we are 
now' contemplating is sufficient proof that 
there is not a spark of intelligence, or the 
slightest power to act, in any physical 
body, whether reptile, animal or man, 
w hen this mysterious something is absent. 
I f  this is admitted true, then it follows 
that this intelligent, unseen something, 
that manipulates the human form at will, 
must be the real inan, instead of the body 
it controls; and, as it is assumed by 
everybody, that this unseen man or soul 
originated from an immortal source, it 
must necessarily be immortal also.

Then, again, if  it is admitted that this 
unseen something is actually the power 
that does all acts, good, had and indiffer
ent, then, when it is said— as it generally 
is— of some friend who has lapsed from 
virtue : “Poor fellow, I pity him ; he is 
not so much to blame, for his spirit was 
willing to do better, but the flesh was 
weak”— thus inferring that the latter pre
vented the former from committing the 
act— it is a great and monstrous error; 
for, as proved above, the physical body, 
or, as it is called, flesh — in the above case 
— is in itself a mere machine, and has 
nothing whatever to say or do in anything 
said or done through the b o d y; but, like 
a machine, when in good running order, 
obeys implicitly the behests of its owner, 
master and king, hidden from mortal eyes 
within the machine it runs and controls, 
namely, the physical body. Hence, we 
again reiterate that, as it has been proved 
the body in itself is absolutely powerless 
to perform the slightest act, either in 
w'ord or deed, it must he obvious to the 
most obtuse observer that this unseen 
something that controls the physical struc
ture is alone responsible fo r  all acts per- 
form ed through that structure, whether 
good or had. This being true— and we 
don’t see how it can well he refuted— 
then it follows, as a logical sequence, that 
there is nothing in the universe of God 
but this unseen, incomprehensible power 
w'e call the man, that can withstand and 
defy the ravages of time, much less the
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regionexcessive heat of that sulphurous 
hearing the sobriquet “hell,** where “the 
worm dieth not and the tire is not 
quenched.”

If, therefore, anybody or thing should 
by chance enter it, and successfully with
stand its terrible heat, it must ho this frac
tional part of Deity called the human soul, 
for the simple reason that there is nothing 
else in heaven or earth that could live a 
single moment in that boiling, bubbling 
mass of liquid brimstone.

In the above brief and imperfect deduc
tions, we have clearly shown what the 
real man is, and, as far as our limited 
knowledge goes, the source from whence 
it emanated ; also showing that while the 
longevity of the former is from “everlasting 
to everlasting,” as generally admitted, the 
latter, (the physical body) in contradis
tinction to the former, after performing 
its allotted part in the programme of pass
ing events, returns to its original ele
ments.

As we have extended our remarks long
er than we intended at the outset, we 
would leave the subject right here; but 
to induce our inquirer to push his investi
gations still further, we will relate an in
cident which we hope may benefit him, 
that came under our own observation, 
wherein it was shown beyond a peradven- 
turc that Spirits do commune with mor
tals, whenever and wherever conditions 
are favorable; thus again proving that 
man, in its true sense, is a sentient, intel
ligent being after leaving its earthly body. 
The incident referred to is as follows : A
talented, highly educated, and wealthy 
German baron with his family had been 
travelling in the United States for a couple 
of years, partly on account of his wife’s 
health, and partly to solve the great prob
lem of immortality, which he hoped to be 
true, but very much doubted. It was 
while waiting: in Boston for a steamer to 
take him and his family home, that Mr. 
D. K. Minor and self made his acquaint* 
ance; and hearing Spiritualism talked 
over a good deal among the gues 
hotel, and being a great talker himself, he 
availed himself of the oppor! unity of say- 
iug all sorts of things about it, calling it 
“the most brazen, barefaced humbug that 
ever disgraced the historic page ; and as 
for Mediums,” said he, “they would dis
grace the lowest and vilest denizens of 
pandemonium with their polluted pres
ence ; fur at best, as far as my experience 
goes— and that, I grieve to say, has been 
extensive— they are as a whole a pack of 
thieves and robbers.”i

However, seeing he was perfectly hon

est, notwithstanding his undualified denun
ciations of Mediums, Mi. Minor took an 
unusual interest in him, and after much 
persuasion, prevailed upon him to visit 
another Medium.

Leaving out details, Mr. Minor took 
him to a Medium in Harvard Place. After 
sitting a few moments— the Medium in the 
meantime occupying herself in sewing—  
she grasped a pencil, and pushing the 
paper over towards the aspirant for

more things in heaven and earth than are 
dreamed of in our philosophy,” returned 
to his hotel.

Upon arriving there and telling his wife 
what had happened and how he had ob
tained the evidence of immortality, she 
quietly observed, “I fear you have been 
again imposed upon,” concluding with, “I 
would like to see the lady alone; ' to 
which he said, “Get ready this moment, 
and I will escort you to the door and re-

Spiritual knowledge the length of her tire, while you are consulting the Medi-
arms, she rapidly wrote a message in pure mn.” She did so; and leaving out many 
Gcnnan, purporting to come from hisi details connected with her visit,
mother, who had been in Spirit-life m a n y  suffice it to say, she obtained precisely the 
years, signing her full name and giving same evidence and in the same way her 
her place of residence before she passed husband did ; and amid tears of gratitude 
from earth. welling up from the deep recesses of her

After scanning it a few moments, the 8 0 U1> 8̂ e left, but w’as so overwhelmedn  ’ i

gentleman pushed the paper towards the 
Medium, w ith the ejaculation, “ Bosh'” 
No sooner than he said this, she again 
grasped the pencil, and wrote the same 
message in French, as he afterwards stat
ed, and pushed it towards him. ’

This was a poser; for here was the 
same message written w’ord for word in 
two different dialects, both of which were

w ith joy at what she had seen and heard, 
that she could say nothing all the way to 
the hotel but “It is true, it is true, after 
a l l!”

The upshot of it all was, that after con
sulting other Mediums, with the same 
happy result, they became more and more 
certain of the fact that “If a man die, he 
will live again ; and purchasing all the

Greek to all but him. After carefully1 books upon the subject they could find, 
comparing the two messages, he pushed I sailed for their home in "fatherland, 
them towards her, with the modest re- where they arrived safely, and lost no 
quest, “I wish you would translate them,” time— as he wrote Mr. Minor— in spread- 
pretending he did not understand their ing the joyous news of man’s immortality 
import. among their relatives and friends.

Instantly grasping the pencil, she rapid- To sum it all up in a nutshell, here was 
ly wrote something else, which he subse-,an intelligent and highly educated man; 
quently told us was the same message in although he could neither see the commu- 
Latin. This confounded him ; but having nicating Spirits nor hear them speak, yet 
been “fooled,” as he termed it, so many he willingly took for granted what con- 
times by Mediums, he was determined | vinced his understanding and judgment of
not to be cheated 
paring the three

again.
with

So, after com-1 the communion of Spirits with mortals, 
each other, he entirely upon the testimony of second

pushed one of them over to ihe Medium, parties. Hence, as far as his own physi- 
asking, “Please translate into English.” cal senses were concerned, he was no wiser 

For the fourth time, pushing the paper after than before he commenced his inves-
over towards him the whole length of her I tigations.

To show our doubting skeptic that there
exists many cases, wherein common sense 
and reason are not only safe guides in 
solving important problems, but in many 
instances the only way to solve them, we 
will leave Spiritual matters out of the 
question altogether, and see how far his 
assumption will stand the test in purely 
mundane matters.

To illustrate: Suppose a friend of
yours should visit a foreign city, and he 
should inform you bjf letter that he had 
made the acquaintance of a merchant in 
said city, who, after ascertaining your line 
of trade, expressed a desire to exchange 
products with you, and which your friend 
thought would result to your profit. At

c
arms, the Medium wrote >omething in 
English, which proved to be a true ren
dering of the message in Anglo-Saxon. 
This he also compared word for word with 
the others, and found not a single mis
take.

Taking into account that the Medium 
wrote all four messuges very rapidly, at 
arm’s length, and right side up for him to 
read as she wrote, and of course bottom 
side up to her, coupled with the fact that 
from all appearances she was incapable of 
writing an}rthing but English, and that 
imperfectly, he owned up and acknowl
edged he was convinced ; and after quot
ing Hamlet’s observation to Horatio, after 
seeing his father’s ghost, that “there are
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you straightway open a business account fore each one. and for the -spirit of wil- 
with him and continue it for years, which, liugness that is manifested to sow the seed,
as anticipated, results favorably to both. 
.\ow, notwithstanding vour long and sue- 
cessful business connection, the actual ex-

that by-and-bye an abundant s))iritual har
vest may be reaped by humanity.

We ask for strength to do thy will, for

first, you might object to favoring the for- sing as we have never sung before our onstrate to each one in doubt the powerof 
eigner with your confidence: but after songs of triumph and of confidence in thy the Spirit to return to mortals. Already 
due reflection, and receiving more favora- ministering Spirits this coming year. We we see a change in the sentiments of some 
ble testimony as to his probity and honor, | praise Thee for the work mapped out be- | members of the circle concerning these

things. Great good is being accomplished.
Jane and Lizzie are constantly at work, 

trying to spiritualize and develope you. 
We are all at work. Go on, and good re
sults will follow. The years are swiftly 
passing; soon one more powerful Spirit 
will be added to our band from your midst 
—one who will have power to return and 
manifest. Fear not, for the Death Angel 
is a friend, who opens wide for every soul 
the gates of eternal life. This is but a 
beginning. I come to make way for other 
messages, and to gain strength in the fu- 
ture for more work.

Mv name is William Moore, sir; I have 
a host of relatives on both sides the grave; 
from one I bring blessings and encourage
ment and love to the other.

To Henry Moore, Artemesia, Canada.

LIZZIE ATKINSON.

I w a n t  to come; oh, I want to come, 
to say’ I didn't drown myself; it was purely 
an accident. I fell into the water; I surely 
did. Please tell my friends so; tell my 
brother; he is in Boston somewhere. I 
don’t know whether this is a good place or 
n o t; I haven’t been gone long enough to 
see. I am so anxious to have my friends 
enow I couldn't help it. But I suppose 
;t’s best for every' one, after it’s well over. 
It seems pleasant here ; I think I shall be 
happy.

[What is your name ?] Lizzie Atkin
son. I come from Portland, Maine. I 
don't feel like myself; but a lady tells me 
it will be all right soon.

istcnce of neither has been positively' de- wisdom to work aright in whatsoever we 
monstrated to the outward senses of thejmay find to do; to this end, bless every 
other, as the whole business was brought instrumentality throughout the world for 
about by second parties; just as the Ger-lthe dissemination of truth, for dispelling 
man referred to had been convinced of | the darkness of error from the human 
immortality entirely through second par- m>nd*
ties ; and which, not unlike your success- Bless, oh, Parent of Life, this Medium ; 
ful business trade with the foreigner, cul-! her material for the great work in
minated in much pleasure and unalloyed. wkich s^e en?a?e *̂ Ike duties assigned 
happiness to him and his Spirit-friends*. to her; may she feel its responsibilities 

Hoping the above imperfect analysis of,an<̂  importance, aQd the blessing that 
a subject that never can be fully solved in.** *s t0 become a co-worker with God, 
all of its length and breadth—for reasons, eternity and the angels ! 
given herein— may prove somewhat ben-* m a r t  f . r e il l y .

eficial to our anxious friend, we leave it | I d o n ’t  know what to do. [Do you 
for his more mature reflections. | not wish to send a letter to y'our friends ?]

Yes, sir, to my mother and father; they 
Magnetized  P aper.— John S. Scoven, of I live in Boston. I was twenty-two years 

Kokomo, Ind., sends us some magnetized paper, 0ld. I want them to know I can come 
which, tested in our own case of severe sore- back an(j sec them. Tell mother not to
throat, proved very efficacious. Mr. Scoven savs | feel bad . j am happy hen!i and I don’t
he has applied it in a few cases, and from all want to be back in the body again. When

articles are also deferred.

appearances it had much healing virtue; and,_ ,, , , . T * , ~
, . ,   ̂  ̂ , T j r  a  J l  died, I hardly knew what 1 should find,he wishes to give it a fair trial. And for that J
purpose only, he will send a sheet of it to any 1 1  loved ,ife 5 but‘ this is such a sweet world
afflicted brother or sister, for two three-cent where I I am contented now. I don t
stamps. Try it, invalids, and test its virtue. I think it is very long since I went, but it

Pub. Voice of Angels. | seems long to my mother, and I want to
tell her I am happy, and I come to her to 

On account of the pressure upon ourl oive her rest, 
columns, we are compelled to leave “Brief 0  Grandmother savs, “Tell Kate not to 
Items" oat of this number. Several e x ce lle n tly  for those ^  are gone. they are

happy and well off, and some time she 
, will be with them.”

SPIRIT MESSAGES, I v f  * af r  * i i t . .* Mv name is MarvF. Reilly. I want to
G iv e s  at th e  “Vo ice  of A ngels” C ib c le , L end '  lo v e  to every one. I remember

THROUGH THE ORGANISM OF M. T. SHElJ 3,1 fn en d s’ father 8 Dame 18 Ph,1,P
HAMER. Reilly. He belongs to Boston. I hope

in vo ca tio n . b y  b o b z b t  anderson. chairmax. I they will all believe this is me, and be
Oh, thou Infinite Presence, that per- glad I came.

vadest the universe ! At the commence-l w il l ia m  m o o be .

ment of another year, we are gathered I would like to send out a few thoughts,
here, and we offer to Thee our homage sir, to those who read your paper. I have
and adoration for all that Thou hast been I been trving for months to come. I want
to humanity. We are reminded by the to say to those of my family remaining, I
past of thy fatherly kindness and loving know all you are doing, and am glad.
care ; we thank Thee for the blessings con- We are working for you; we are daily
ferred upon us individually and collec- 1  gathering more power and strength; for
tively ; we thank Thee for the lessons Thou we wish to make your little circle a glori-
hast taught us in the name of Truth ; we I ous one for the manifestation of the Spirit.
bless Thee that we have been permitted to i One of you can speak acceptably for the
meet with angels, who mingle with us in [Spirits. You will remain passive, and
our songs of praise to Thee. (follow your impressions ; another will de-

We thank Thee, that with this con- velope in clairvoyance. W e co-operate
sciousness in our spirits, we feel tonight to| with you in the work ; for we wish to dem-

W I L L I A M  FISH  KR.

R e c o r d  my name ns William Fisher, 
sir, from the city of Philadelphia. Should 
my friends see this, I shall be glad to have 
them know I remember them with love. 
I suppose it is some time since I passed 
out, because I have been engaged in many 
different ways since then, in searching into 
the law* of existence, and in participating 
in events which on the mortal plane would 
occupy much time. I have become deeply 
interested in this Spiritual Philosophy and 
its promulgation among men, and being 
naturally endowed with considerable fone 
and energy, I enter into it with all my 
heart end soul. I go about here and there 
seeking to draw others into investigating 
this truth for themselves, and in Philadel
phia I have found one whose mental capac
ity assimilates so well with mine, that 1 
can use him as an instrument fon my work 
very considerably at times, especially in
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NELLIE PRESIiEY.

the public meetings; and I think it will and I want her to see that others get it. now all is for the best; and I come with 
interest him to know, that he is assisting One of our family— two 1 think— will soon \ remembrances and love from myself and 
a congenial Spirit to perform that work be over on our side; and I see changes all with me, and promises to meet each 
which is necessary for him to do, in order coming for others. Clouds come thickly, one when they too crosa the border and 
to complete his earthly experience. The but they will be swept away after a time, enter our country, 
gentleman's name is Joseph Wood ; so I Tell Maria not to fear; her Spirit-friends I passed out by accident, the result of a 
have heard him called. We in Spirit pay gather around her and bring her strength gunning expedition. It was a sad and
little attention to external names. I am in the time of need. Through me they sudden blow to my father and all. I shall
shown here by a little angel of light, who send their love. Her mother is with her, be glad to be permitted to come again and 
guides him. Thanks, sir. | and saves her many a heart-ache by giving communicate more. Life over here is

her peace and rest. I am with her mother practical and also beneficial to the soul; it
now; we are re-united in the Spirit-world, isn’t all roses ; we have other things to
I havn’t much else to say, only I hope my grasp as well as flowers— stern realities, 
few words will do some good. I want to duties that cannot be set aside ; each one 

.meet all my family when they come, and owes kindness and assistance to his neigh- 
an owers r° m f ei*e . ^0lj I want to find them satisfied with their bor in need, that must be paid; all give
ive, eai * ] n } e ar >a a y >nnc e I past and ready to take up what comes to and take of that unity of feeling that binds

me to sen home my love wif the flowers. ‘ ,.r ,, . . ... J . them in the other life. ns all together; and in this reciprocity we
I was free years old. [What is your , ,  . , ,  .... . . T I . , , .. .. __ I My name is Moses v\ mgate, sir. I am grow stronger and better in our natures

drawn here by the desire of my daughter, and lives. Such I find it, and I am glad
to receive a communication from some of it is so.

. .her friends. I tell her to do the best she! My name is Joseph Smith, the son of
ever} 0  y» ai* *e em se ,n a )C*° u can, and we will aid her all in our power. Nathaniel Smith, of Chelsea, Vermont, 
place, where the flowers grow. I se dont T , . - ,
K . . . F. 11 do not now see any prospect of her re- ---------------■------------

. . - Ceiving what belongs to her; but if it is I Do unto all m enu ye would hare other* do unto jou,
The Spirit who brought this child says I . I c . I And then what pleaaing chaoses would pass before your, 1 , , ,  , , ,  r. possible to make use of present conditions . , w a s  .

the message should be sent to Mr. b . 1 1 * •
Presbey, Hyde Park, Mass.

I w a n ts  to come. [Come right along.] 
I has some booful flowers. I wants a man 
to write me a letter, an* fill it with love

papa’s name?] Papa. [Is that all?] 
Papa Presbey ; I ’m Nellie. I dess it’s a 
good while since I went away. I love

for her benefit, I will do so.

M e s s a g e s  G i v e n  J a n u a r y  1 1 t h , 1 8 8 0 .

EUNICE CLAPP.

I w a n t  to send a word to friends in 
Braintree, sir. Tell them I come round 
and watch them ever}' day. I’m young 
and spry now, and I want ’em all to feel it 
was a good thing that I lived so long in 
the body. I was very, very old, but I 
was smart; I could read and sew and help 
others. I made a beautiful patchwork 
quilt, and was proud of it; I could tell 
many a story about the pieces in that ’ere 
quilt. Tell the folks I’ve a real pretty 
place now, with a flower-garden to it, and 
I take real comfort looking after the roses 
and such.

There are folks in a good many towns 
round about Boston who knew me, an’ I 
kind o* hope they’ll hear I ’ve got back ; 
but some in Braintree read your paper, 
and I think they’ll be glad to see my name. 
Tell ’em I’m happy and comforlable. I’ve 
found all my folks on t'other side. I send 
my love to all the folks.

Much obleeged. I ’m going now. Oh, 
my name is Eunice Clapp. I don’t know 
how long I’ve been out of the old body. 
I’m so happy and contented, I don’t take 
no count of time.

MOSES WINGATE.

I b e l o n g e d  to Bangor, Maine. 1 was 
a blacksmith by trade. I would like to 
reach my folks. Maria will see the mes
sage, for she reads your paper every time,

e m m a  Ca r y .

I a m  a little g ir l; my name is Emma 
Cary. What pretty flowers you’ve got. 
I have some beautiful ones too. I ’m nine 
years old. This is a new world to me, 
but it’s splendid. I’m just there a little 
while. I was sick and I died ; I’m glad I 
did, too ; but I want to come and send my 
love. Please, Mister, say I can come 
home and see everybody, and I bring my 
love, and I don’t want them to feel bad, 
’cause it makes me want to cry. I want 
to come home and talk ; I want them to 
go to a Medium and let me come. I ain’t 
dead now, and I can talk and tell all about 
this pretty place where I live now. I’ll 
bring some flowers too. [Where do you 
wish your letter to go ?] To Gloucester.

J08EPH SMITH.

Good evening, sir. [Good evening.] 
Like all other returning Spirits, I have a 
great desire to make my presence known, 
and to send a word of love and cheer to 
my relatives and friends; to tell them I 
am satisfied with life over here. I have 
entered into new pursuits, and am trying 
to develope the best attributes of the Spirit. 
True, I was young to go out of the body; 
but the experiences of the past few years 
have taught me much concerning life, that 
it would have taken very long to learn on 
earth. I cannot say that I would have 
chosen to go so soon, had I any choice in 
the matter. I was fond of material life, 
its duties and pleasures ; but I feel to say

Throughout man's r u t  dominions what pleasures wo a Id b« 
found,

If the blessed law of kindness did ererywhere abound!

[For the Voice of Angela.I

“ L I T T L E  H E L E N . ”
No. 1506 North 7th St., PhilVl , Pa.

B r o t h e r  D e n sm o r e  :— In the “Angel 
Voice” of Dec. l."»th, your dear Angel- 
daughter Tunie puts me again under obli
gations to her for her further explanation 
of the effects of the black smoke referred 
to by Little Helen, in her communication 
several months ago. I thank her for the 
information given, and hope I shall be
found worthv of the interest she seems to * •
take in m e; and much more do I feel to 
be thankful for the interest she manifests 
to and for that Angel-birdie, Little Helen. 
Tunie says “she is a very active Spirit ’ ; 
and truly it is so ; for she comes to me, 
or is with me, whenever and wherever I 
am in the presence of a Medium, or nearly 
so. A short time since, she hade me tell 
Mr. Densmore that “you are going to 
make me write for the ‘Angel Voice’ ;’' 
and also told me “I must write more about 
little children— about the poor children.” 
She has appeared very happy at the 
thought of the approaching holidays, ex
ulting over the prospect of a Christmas 
present; hut in an instant she expressed 
deep sorrow that so many poor people 
would not be so kindly and happily 
blessed.

She has also told me that there would 
something appear for me in M ind and
Matter-
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I think that she has not deserted the 
“Ansrel Voice, ’ and will vet contribute to 
our columns.

Helen takes  ̂ large interest in the sean
ces of Mrs. Powell, presenting herself in 
very extraordinary messages to those 
present, and in bringing Little Spirits to 
their parents and other relatives.

<oe is a welcome Spirit always, and a 
"Teat favorite.

It was with regret that, a few evenings 
since, she referred to the fact that she 
could not reach her mother: but for all, 
she was consoled with the contemplation 
that it would come around all right in 
time, and when so, she would be enabled 
to go forward and make progress in the 
land of pure delight. Angels send that 
happy day to Little Helen !

Yours, <£c., i. w.

.34

[For the Voice of Angel*.]

AN INSPIRATIONAL MESSAGE.
THROUGH MRS. A. BAILEY, AT GOLDEN* CIRCLE, 

LOTTSVILLE. P E S S .

So the shadows come and go, and all 
lives are wont to drink in the sweetness 
of the sunshine, the happy music of the 
birds and the sweet incense of the flowers, 
rather than turn their faces upward to 
greet the gathering tempest and the cloud
ed sky.

Humanity rejoices in prosperity, but 
when affliction comes upon them, they are 
bowed down in spirit, because they cannot 
see beyond the transitory things of earth 
to the fulfillment of all that is grand and 
true in mortal life ; neither can they com
prehend the use of these earthly sorrows 
and disappointments, nor the relation that
they bear to the soul’s triumphant march 
onward.

All life is in its progressive stages of 
development; the highest condition must 
rise still higher, as well as the lowest. 
This is a decree of Nature’s law, and 
there can be no condition where the sum 
of human happiness may be regarded as 
fixed and complete; there must be a con
tinual unfolding! a continual outgrowth of 
all the flowers and faculties of the human 
mind. It cannot be truly said of the 
Spiritual condition of humanity or of the 
Spiritual life of any man or woman that 
their daystar is no longer in the ascendan
cy, that they have passed their meridian 
height of power, or that their time and 
opportunities for acquiring intellectual cul
ture arc brought to a culminating point 
where they can proceed no further. On 
the contrary, the future opens up in 
grander themes than it is possible for hu
manity on the earth to conceive of, anc 
the same omniscience of power that fills

creation imbues the human spirit also, and 
blends it in sweet accord with Nature's 
Soul.

What mi"htv changes are wrought by 
the evolution of time upon the pages of 
human history! This fact is plainly visi
ble to the world of mortal consciousness, 
in its short span of life upon the earth ; 
and how insignificant the changes must 
appear, compared to a succession of chan
ges of infinite variety and account!c- *

Mortal life should not be passed away in 
an idle, speculative manner; mankind 
should aim to put themselves in possession 
of those facts which immortality discloses, 
and such as find corroborative testimony 
in the honest convictions of their own 
lives should be received and acted upon 
in their deliberations for future bliss and 
prosperity.

« • -------------------------

[For the *• Voice of Angels.*'|

TO SOLOMON W. JEW ETT.
THROCGB ALLIE B. P. ROBERTS, CANDIA, N. H.

H o p k  on, dear one, not always gloom 
Shall shadow o'er tby way;

The tUrkest night of all thy life 
Brings yon a brighter day.

Though disappointment pressed thee down,
Though dark has been thy sky,

Hope on; the cloads bnt hide the scene.
The tempest passe th by.

Hope on, for better days await thee;
Tropt angels of thy God;

If for thy good they chasten thee,
Now they will hold the rod.

Perhaps envy or malice dare 
Assist, with Upas tongue;

Tby courage now is strong to bear 
The darts against tbee Hang.

Hope on—the longest, darkest night 
Will tom to day at last.

And then a clearer, brighter light 
Shall o’er tby way be cast.

Thou hast the promise given tbee,
Let courage bear tbee np,

Nor let dark memories of the past 
Poison tby present cap.

Hope on; mind all tby toll and care,
And in thy faith be firm;

The angels ever at tby hand 
Yield not to dark despair.

Hope on—a brighter day will dawn,
Tby soul be Truth’s pore shrine;

Tby happiness be evermore,
And m ine be ever th ine . F i d e l i a .

JFor the "Voice ol Angels."]
A PROPHECY.

[Sent to ns from Chicago, the Medlumsblp not to be known
at present.]

T h e  y e a r  1 8 8 1  w ill c o m e  in  w ith  a  d e 

m o ra l iz e d  c o u n t r y ,  a  w a r  in  a  f o r e ig n  
c o u n tr y .

A President will be assassinated in that 
year.

Poverty and want will stare Ireland in 
the face.

Commerce will be stopped. All nations 
will mistrust one another.

Much blood will be shed for nothing.
Man will arise against man—brother 

against brother. But such things needs 
must come before we can come back in a 
New Life. G. W a s h in g t o n .

PEARLS FROM SPIRIT LIFE.

TIIUOL’GFI DR. \V. L. JACK, HAVERHILL, Mg.

MAY DELL.

P e a c e , peace, sweet peace, O  what a 
tranquil feeling possessed my Spirit as it 
left its worn-out old body and took its 
flight heavenward—as it was borne through 
apparent space, and led and cared for by 
angels. O, it was then, indeed, that those 
rapturous strains fell on my ear which I 
had so often heard of in my earth-life. It 
seemed to waft my soul with such rapidity 
through the avenues of light that I almost 
lost myself; and had it not been for those 
higher senses that imparted to me the 
blest assurance of my upward flight, I 
would have been lost in a sea of glory; 
but sight of the soul and feelings of a de
lightful sensation made known to me that 
I was a new being, aud I found myself io 
the new life of that golden world of im
mortal truths, the depth of whose mind 
can never be fathomed by finite creatures. 
The music, dear one, indeed, is far more 
harmonious to the ear, the melody more 
sweet than the song of the sweetest sing
ing bird you can conceive of. Birdie 
greeted me first on my entrance to my 
Spirit-home. I knew her and she knew 
me, by that chord, dear Clarence, that
n e v e r  c a n  b e  s e v e r e d  f r o m  t h e  so u l’s high-

\_

e s t ,  p u r e s t  a n d  h o l i e s t  r e la t io n s .  Not 

m a u y  y e a r s  s h a l l  p a s s  a w a y ,  b e lo v ed  hus

b a n d ,  u n t i l  w e  m e e t  a g a i n ,  a n d  you then 

w il l  f in d  t h a t  “ s o m e b o d y ’s  c o m i n g  when the 

d e w d r o p  f a l l s . ” M a y  B e l l .

BERTIE.

I  w a n t  this to reach my papa and mamma, 
to let them know through the V o ic e  of 

A n g e l s ’ mail, that I  am still their dear 
little girl, and that I am going to what is 
called a Lyceum, and there’s lots of little 
children there, and they, too, are angels, 
and they march, oh. so beautifully, to the 
sweetest music ever heard. It is a great 
deal better, papa and mamma, than going 
to that Sunday School where they taught 
me catechism ’till it made my head break 
almost. And then they give us some
thing better than a piece of red paper— 
what they called a ticket—for being good. 
You sec my dear papa and mamma go to 
church, but then they know what it is for 
angels to come. It was a beautiful church 
where they went, and we bad sweet music 
—a great big organ. Mamina taught rr.e 
to sing—

Who Ir watching o’or my darling ?
Who la caring for her now ?

Tell mamma I answer her back, through 
the V o i c e  o f  A n g e l s , and in their chorus 
ahig—

Angela now are guarding me,
And caring for my aonl.
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Oh, I do love you, still, dear papa and 
mamma ; and I am still your Bertie. I 
want Tunie's papa to put this in his paper.

C H IP l'Y .

P a l e - f a c e s  :—With the smiles of the 
Great Spirit, whose blanket is woven with 
bright sunbeams of joy, whose folds wrap 
you around with tender mercies, and whose 
loving embraces secure you all safely from 
the molestations of evil spirits; with this 
blanket do I come unto you, and would 
let it gently descend upon you all, with 
my best wishes. #

Not many sleeps of the sun, nor yet 
many full moons, before some of you will 
come to the hunting-ground, and with this 
blanket will you secure an admission into 
the happy council, where you will sit 
down and commune with the red-man of 
the forest, whose Spirit will extend to you 
a soul’s best greeting. The council fire 
already is lighted, and the flame is bril
liant, making a blanket of celestial inspir
ation that shall envelope your souls with 
a halo of glory which shall eclipse the 
golden splendors of the setting sun. And 
when you arise in the council of soul-life, 
you will be enabled to testify of the merits 
of that blanket which the angels have ever 
endeavored to bestow upon you, even be
fore you enter the Spirit-world.

May you always keep your faces towards 
the sun to catch its beams, and gather 
strength from them, and thus be enabled 
to travel to the Better Land, where those 
Angel-chiefs and mighty warriors, who 
are stars of glory, are associated with 
those grand constellations whose lustre of 
soul-beauty is the crowning feature of that 
blanket which the Great Spirit is willing 
to give you all.

Clear water for you to drink I bring; 
warm sun in the cold moon to keep you 
warm when the cold blanket covers the 
bosom of mother earth. And with the 
voices of angels, which sing these grand 
songs of peace and truth to all, would I 
ever speak unto you these words : If a 
man die, he sh a ll live.

May the flowers of purity ever grow in 
your paths, and the fragrance from them 
give you strength of soul to journey on 
to the land where the holy dove will bring 
you the olive-branch of angelic peace.

To all the friends and pale-faces of mine 
—for enemies I have none. Good moon ; 
good moon. Chi i t  v.

AUNT ANN JOHNSON.

G o o d  m o r n in g , massa. I jus’ thought 
I would step in, as de rest ob de folks was 
gwine to meetin’, and put in my song of 
joy, and let de white pussons know dat de 
cullud folks could walk over de plank from

glory to dis yer earth, and tell of dcre 
’sperience of de new church of do new 
Jerusalem, which was not made wid hands.
I "’as happy now, and was wid my ole man, 
uncle Benny. And dere’s no more gwine 
down to Johnson town alter jug of ’lasses 
or half-peck of Injun meal; for de Lord, 
de bressed Massa, has taken ray ole man 
and myself into his own heabenly family,
and given us a room in his heabenly man
sion.

You see, massa, I want dis to reach 
some of de white folks down dere in de 
Souf, and some of my ’ticular friends in 
de Jerseys.

Well, I’se tole all I was given to, and 
if you tink dat white gemman what has de 
paper will put this in, I shall be de more 
happy, and tank him for it. I was a 
’spectable cullud pusson, and once a slave 
down Souf, and I made de best biscuit, 
massa, you ever tasted. My name is Aunt 
Ann Johnson.

THROUGH C. E. W IN A N S.

FROM LITTLE JAY SESSION'S, TO HIS MOTHER.
MRS. NELLIE SES8ION8, LAMMON’s LANDING,
OCEANA CO., MICH.

How do, Mister? I want to send a let
ter to my ma and pa. Can I? [Yes,you 
cau. Little boys can talk here if they are 
good boys.] I try to be a good boy. I 
want to say a Happy New Year to pa and 
ma, and grandma and grandpa, and to 
everybody, and to all the little boys that 
are in the earth-plane. There's many that 
don’t know what a happy new year is. 
Do they? I  am so happy today, ’cause .! 
can jump in this big man and send 
letter to pa and ma.

I died, mister, but when I got to God, 
I got alive right away. I cried like every
thing for a while, ’cause you see ma and pa 
wasn’t there. Wouldn’t you have cried, 
too, if you had waked up in a strange 
place, and found you was in a strange and 
new body and in a new and beautiful home ? 
But there was a whole pile of other little 
boys there, too, and I soon forgot all about 
my troubles, and we all of us little boys 
are looking and waiting for our mas and 
pas; for you see when they die, they will 
get alive when they get to God, and then 
they will come to us.

1 want ma to know I was with her at 
Christmas, and helped to eat some of the 
—I don’t know what you call it. [A tur
key ?] Yes, I think that was i t ; and they 
had some cakes all twisted up, and so 
many other nice things too ; and I enjoyed 
myself, too, ’cause I ate at the same table 
with ma. There was a whole pile of us 
there, and a whole pile of folks too.

I want ma to know that I am not dead ;

'cause I am not. I am just as alive as any 
other little boy, and I can see and walk 
and talk, and cry too; and I cry too when 
I see ma cry. I don't like to see big women 
cry ; do you ?

Ma, just think of me as gone home, not 
as dead. You and I will meet in heaven.
I must go ; I will come again if I can. 
Jump in. You will help me: won’t you, 
sir? [Yes, I will.]

Love to ma and pa, and love to every
body. From your little Jay.

Oh, I will come to your heart, ma, in its sadness,
When twilight begins to smite:

And, roa, I wilt flit your lone soul with gladness,
And drive away all care for the while.

Little J at.

[For the Voice of Angels.]

FOR THE LITTLE ONES.
RY SPIRIT MAY.

D e a r  little children, do vou not like to 
hear pretty stories and sweet little song9 ? 
I am sure you do ; and sometimes, when I 
think of you in your 9nug little homes, 
enjoying yourselves with your little play
mates, or listening to the songs your dear 
mothers sing you, I think I would like to 
tell you some Little stories of the Summer- 
land, where angels live, and where you 
will also live some day, if yon are kind 
and good to those you live with and those 
you meet.

Some of you dear little folks live in nice 
houses, have kind parents to care for you, 
and make you happy. I wonder if you do 
not sometimes meet other little children, 
who do not have kind parents to care for 
them, or if they have a father and mother, 
yet these parents are notable to give their 
little ones the man}’ good things that you 
receive from your friends? And these 
little children you meet may not have good 
clothing like yours; they may be hungry, 
and perhaps they look with longing eyes 
upon your fine sled or pretty doll; and I 
wonder if you speak kindly to these poor 
little children, if you share your goodies 
with them, and let them look at or play with 
yonrtoys? Or do you call them harsh 
names, and drive them jway from you ? 
If I should visit each one of you, I could 
learn all about i t ; for you all have with 
you a bright, beautiful Angel, who once 
lived on earth a9 you do, but who passed 
away to the Summer-land, and grew up 
good and kind there ; and they come back 
to take care of little children, and when 
you are gentle and loving to your parents, 
brothers, sisters and friends, when you 

speak kindly and help the poor little boy 
or girl who has not the good things you 
lave, then your Angel-guide is happy, 
and they make you feel sunny and happy, 
and as though you loved every one ; but
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when von are selfish and unkind to anv 
one, the Angels arc driven awav fr»m vou, 
hurt and sad, and you feel unhappy and 
restless. Xow, my dear little friends, I 
hope you will always try to he good and 
kind to all around you ; and if 3*011 have 
the good things of life, you will please the 
anrrels hv sharing them with those who 
have nothing; but if vou do not have anv- 
thing to give, or if vou have not all the 
good things that others have, the Augels 
love and care for you just the same ; and 
if you arc gentle, and give pleasant smiles 
and kindly words to those around you, 
the good Spirits will I>le99 you, and you 
will help them to come and keep j'ou from 
all harm.

The poor child and the rich are both 
children of one loving Father, who lives 
above ; and he has a sweet home in a beau
tiful garden, where flowers bloom and birds 
sing, and where there is no sickness or 
pain, for every one of you who are kind 
and loving and good to one another.

There was once a dear little child upon 
earth; his parents were very poor, and 
he was born in a lonely and lowly spot. 
He had no rich food, costly clothing, or 
choice toys ; he worked and toiled for his 
dear mother, and he grew up gentle and 
kind, for he loved evervbodv. His voice* w

was low and sweet, and his smile drew an 
answering smile from all. He was always 
poor in purse, but rich in love and con
tentment : he went about doing good ; he 
visited the sick, he comforted the sad, he 
blessed little children, and all loved him.

By and-bye, he went home to his Sum
mer-land, and though all were sad because 
of his departure, thejT blessed him for his 
good works, and they love him y e t ; while 
from his heavenly home, (where he has 
everything beautiful and sweet, and where 
little children cluster around him because 
they love him,) he looks down upon the 
children of earth, and when the}' are good 
and kind, he smiles and feels he will have 
them with him in his beautiful home; but 
if they are unkind and selfish, he weeps, 
for he fears they will grow up sinful and 
careless, and will not reach him in the 
Sweet Land where the fragrant flowers and 
singing birds make life joyful and glad for 
everv one.

VERIFICATION OF SPIRIT-MESSAGE.
Sa xoxvim .p.. Mas*., Dec. U. 1870.

knew nothing of my existence, or his either, it 
can but be one of the most remarkable tests on 
record.

My mother and sister May and my dear old 
father all send words of cheer.

God bless you, my brother, and may the 
Voice of Angels continue to sail over the seas 
of superstition and ignorance, until the whole 
brotherhood of man shall be made free !

Fraternally yours,
F rederic H. Groves.

ANOTHER VERIFICATION.
Fort Seneca. Ohio, Dec. 18, 1870.

Dear Bro. Densmore:— In the December 
loth number of your paper, your Angel-daugli- 
ter Tunie came with a message from the Spirit 
of my kind father. Many thanks for his coun
sel and advice; each message being a proof of 
his continued love and affection for me.

Please say to Tunie, Accept my heartfelt 
thanks for her kindness. Also, set one dollar 
to her fund, to be used as she may please.

Also, many thanks to the good and kind 
Medium, Miss M. T. Shelhamer.

Yours, fraternally,
W il l ia m  M o n t g o m e r y .

W hen  men shall learn th a t  God’* their  friend,
Virtue their real good and happiness their end,
Then shall error, pride and superstition fail,
And Reason over all the world prevail. a . c.

“TUNIE” FUND.
Wp. hare been requested by the Band controlling the des- 

tier of this paper t - call npon those of our patrons who .arc 
able, to contribute to a fund for sending the Voice of An* 
gels  fret to thoso unable to pay for it. To any and .all our 
patrons who can send .any amount, if ever so email, for the 
above purpose, wp will credit the amount they may send, In 
the next l»*ue of the pa|>er.

Since our last, we have received the following donations to 
the “Tunie" Pund :

Daniel P. Buzzell, Sycamore, III., • • 90.65
Geo. W. Hall, IMphos. Ohio, • • 0.35
.Mr*. Susan Jack, Oil City, Pa., . 0.35
Mrs J. Fluke, Salem, Mass., • . 0.35
C. A. Cose, Wheatland, Clinton Co., Iowa, 0.25
Capt. John McNah, Derby, Orleans Co., v t ., . 1.35
W. X. Hart, Mattapan, Mass., • * 0.35
L. C. Clark, M Church st., Boston, Maps. t 1.00
Elli* Davidson, Hallowell, Cherokee Co., Kan.. 035
W. L. West, Sparrow Busb, Orange Co., N Y., 0.35
Mrs. E. M. Hyde, Pleasant Valley, Iowa,I • 0.3.5
Miss Pliella Wickham, Waukegan, HI., e • 0.17

" Lull© “ " • * 0.17
<• A||je « «« «• • t 0.17

A. C., Toronto, Canada, • • 0.25
A Friend, Illinois, . . . . .  . 2.00
Edwin Mitchell, Benton, Tex., . # * 0.35
G. A. Carle 2*1, Carom I cl et Av., 8t. Lnulii. Mo., 0.35

MISS M. T. SHELHAMER,
Medioal Medium, 493 E. 7th St., between H and 

I 8 ta., 8 0 nth Boston, Mass.,
Prescribe* for, end treats all kinds of Diseases. Lung, 

Liver and Kidney Complaints are specialties. Particular ot> 
tentlon paid to Stomach Diseases.

Term* for Examination, Advice, and Prescription, $1.00. 
Office hours, 0 A. M. to 4 P. M., on Mondays nnd Thurs

days only.
Parties writing, encloto lee, stamp, and statement of 

symptom*.
D ear B rother  D e n s m o r e :— In the last 

V oice  I was very much pleased and gratified 
to find a message, through M. T. Shclhaincr, 
from my uncle, Joseph Roberts. It certainly 
was the be6t test of Spirits coming back I ever 
knew, as lie relates incidents that no one bu; 
he knew; and considering that the Medium

M r s .  I r a  13. E d d y ,
B U S IN E S S  AND T E S T  M E D IU M ,

<W16 Pulton St., C lilfago , 111.

LUTHER PAINE,
( ’l a i r v o y n n t  S l  M a g n o l t c  H e n l e r

A ddress—EuiRBURon, J o h n so n  Co ., I n d .

THE SPIRITUAL RECORD.
The above paper l* published woekly, under the aat- 

plee* of the Firxt Society of Spiritualists of Chicago, coo- 
talniug Discourses and rooms through tho Medlumililp of

MRS. CORA L. V. RICHMOND, 
and other matters pertaining to the Spiritual Philosophy.

Subscription price, two dollar* por year: seven dollars for 
five copies one year; single copies rivo cents. Specimen onp- 
ies sent free. Address URIFKEN IIROTHEKS, Publlibsrs, 
104 La Salle Street, Chicago, III.

RELI6I0-PHIL0S0PHICAL JOURNAL,
A Lnrge Eiurht-Pnge Weekly Paper, De

voted to Spiritualism.
E'tablished In 18&V it has overcome nil opposition, anl 

has attained a standing and circulation unprecedented In tbs 
history of liberal publication*. The most profound nod bril
liant writers and deepest thinkers In the Spiritualistic ranks 
wi jtc for the Jot/ltvat.. Through able correspondent* It hu 
facilities uuequnllcd for gathering all news of interest to tbs 
cau»e, nnd careful, reliable reports of phenomena.

NEW SCALE OF PRICES.
(Strictly In advance; paper to be Invariably shipped at the 

expiration of the time paid for.)
One copy one y e a r , ........................................................ $LfiO

" ** six m o n t h s , ................................................IX
Clubs of Five, Yearly Subscribers, sent In at one time, 10.00 
Clubs 6f Ten, Yearly Subscribers, sent in at one time,

and an extra copy to the getter-np of the Club, . UM
Hereafter we shall make no charge to the subscriber for 

postage.
Remittances should be made by Money Order, Registered 

Letter, or Draft on New York, payable to

J N O . C. B U N D Y , Editor,
MERCHANTS’ BUILDING, CHICAGO, ILLINOIS.

B ^ J S T J ^ T F F t  O F  L I G H T ,
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Lu t h e r  Colrt.......................................Editor,
John W. Dat , .................................Associate Editor.
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The Banner Is a llrst-class. eight page Family Newspaper, 
containing forty colum ns-f interesting and instructive read
ing, embracing a Literary Department; report-* of Spiritual 
Lectures; Original Estay*, upon Spiritual, Philosophical
and Scientific Subject?. Editorial Department; Spirit-Mes
sage Department. Contributions by the most talented 
writer* In the world, etc., etc.

Tkkms ok SunHCitimoN, in  A d v a n c e .—Per Year, $3.00; 
Six Month-I, 8 1 -5 0 ; Three Months, 75 cents.

Postage fifteen cents per year, which must accompatf 
th» subscript'um.
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or a Draft on a Bunk or Ranking House in Boston or Ne* 
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able to Bunk Notes, since, should the Order or Draft be lost 
or stolen, it can be renewed without our loss or the sender. 

G5F” Specimen copies sent free.
Advertisements published at twenty cents per line for Lbs 
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MIND AND M ATTER.

A SPIRITUALIST PAPER, PUBLISHED WEEKLY IN 
PHILADELPHIA, PENN.

A  SPECIAL IN D E PE N D E N T A VD LIBERAL SPIRIT
UAL JOURNAL .

P U B L I C A T I O N  O F F I C E ,
Second Story No. 713  Snnsom fctreer, 

P h ila d e lp h ia .

J . M. ROBRItTft . . . .  PtHILlSHKR AND EDIT!)!.

TERMS OF 8UB80RIPTI0N.
To mall subscribers, $2.15 per annum; $1.09 for 0 months; 

67 cent* lor 3 months, payable In advance.
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C E. WINANS,
Test Clairvoyant and Business Medium.
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