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PUBLISHERS' PREFACE.

A MOST singular biogr~phy of a most .singular person is
here. presented to the world. We regard it as the first
J;ational and readable history of a Clairvoyant's experience
that ha.s appeared in the language ; and, irrespective of its
doctrines or philosophies, we look upon it as a valuable
acc_ession to biographical literature.
This book differs intrinsically,:, in style, method, and substa.nce,. from any of Mr. Davis' previous works, which
are e;x:tensively' read and justly held in high estimation
on both sides of the Atlantic. Indeed, t;~.o other American psychologist has obtained a more wide-spread fame,
or given occasion for such extreme differences of opinion.
There are, perhaps, thousands who regard Mr. Davis as
a person of almost supernatural abilities, while a greater
number treat ·him and his writings with unmitigated prejudice. Hence such a work ~s we now offer · to the
public is particularly needed to institute a mean between
these two mental extremes. The brief and fragmentary
biographical sketches of the man, which have from time
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to time appeared, have neithe; supplied the demands
and wishes of believers, nor met the objections and allegations of the unfriendly. Nothing, therefore, but a systematic autobiography- beginning with his first memories
and ascending step by step through every subsequent year
to the present period-could supply a desideratum so
generally felt and expressed.
This demand the present volume is intended to meet, giving, as it does, the public and private career of Mr. Davis,
and we respectfully offer it as an unprecedented record,
entirely authentic and beyond refutation. Many wonderful events, connected with his psychological development,
a:re published for the first time in this work; and the secret
of his extraordinary gift is expla,ined and established in _a
new and most satisfactory mann~r. We offer it, also, with
the belief that its pages are fraught with pure sentiments,
which may be advantageously read by parents and children,
teachers and pupils, reformers and philosophers. Indeed,
with a.ll due deference to the views of able critics and
scholars, (whose judgments upon this work are yet to be
pronounced,) we are free to express our opinion that every
class of readers will rise from its perusal, not merely delighted with the simple pathos and dramatic romance
which pervade every page, but with clearer views and
nobler purposes.
Nsw YoRK, May, 1857.
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INITIAL CONSIDERATIONS.
BY THE AUTHOR'S COMPANION.

IN commencing an Introductory Section to this AUTOBIOGRAit occurs to me that several inquiries, relative to the object
sought, will arise in the minds of many who may peruse the present volume. Some of these inquirie~ I will briefly state, in order
to assist the reader, by my succeeding responses, into the pleasurable path of satisfactory biographical research : 1. Whg should this .Autobiography be indited, instead of such
philosophical matter as has hitherto claimed the .Authors atten_tion1
It is in the attractive garb of narration that many most important tmths have been promulgated throughout society. But we
have no need of precedent. The Author of this work has been
induced to place it before the world by the conscientious conviction that in no way could the psychological principles which it
embodies be so effectually impressed on the thoughtful spirit, as
in connection with and illustrated by the incidents of a life. The
philosophical volumes, already among the things that are, give
detached fragments of Mr. DAVIS's extraordinary experience;
but still, the skeptical " How?" comes ever up from the restless
sonl of the invincible lo~ician. As ~~ ~nst~n~e (!f this, I will r~fer
PHY,

1*

'
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to a communication from James Barnaby, of Ohio, to one of the
Boston papers, in which he says of A. J. DAVIS:"None BUT HIMSELF can ever know that he has not [earned
from books, or other known sources, the scientific factS and technical terms found in his writings, as any one of good intellect
could learn all this without the knowledge of others.
" Here, then, is the evil. To admit these extraordinary claim~
is to admit Mr. Davis to be in possession of means of obtaining
knowledge of the laws of Nature and of man vastly superior to
those of others. The evil effects of such admissions are so numerous and apparent as not to need pointing out. Mental and
spiritual tyranny have always sustained themselves by similar
pretensions. The particular lack of discrimination to which I
referred in the beginning of this article is shown in the fact that
'The Liberator,' and other reformatory journals, have not pointed
out more cle1U1ly these dangers, and discouraged the course of
things that has- tended to produce them.
"It will be said; however, that if these claims in behalf of the
superior powers of Mr. Davis are true, we· need not fear any evil
consequences as a result of receiving them as such. But are they
tlllie ? Some of them, you seem to think, are established beyond
~spute. Of course, I shall not attempt to prove by testimony
that Mr. Davis does not possess this faculty of 'interior sight,' or
the other wonderful faculties attributed to him. Neither can I
admit these claims. The things to be established are opposed to
the consciousness, reason, judgment, and experience, of myself
and of mankind generally: hence, the testimony which sustains
them must be stronger than their own inherent impossibility; and,
to my mind, no testimony has been or can he adduced that is not,
at least, as liable to be false as the claims are to be true."
The above extract is but a fair specimen of the abounding skep•
ticism which obtains among various classes, relative to the life and
writings of 1\{r. Davis, and the grand subjective laws which underlie his development. Hence, the demand seems imperative
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that,.for the advantage and advancement of both physics and metaphysics, this work should be sent forth. on the current of the
world's literature.
2. Why does Mr. D.avis write his own h'istory,.- 41jd that, too,
while so young ?
"We live in deeds, not years; in thoughts, not breaths;
In feelings, not in figures on a dial.
.We should count time by heart-throbs. He most lives
Who thinks most- feels the noblest- acts the best."

In this light, the life of Mr. Davis has been long. During a
half-score of years, he vibrated from one extreme in externallifu
to the utmost verge of the other; while, interiorly, he swept through
a vast, rich field of doubt-dispelling investigation. By this process he has been educated. Since his powers were awakened by
the aid of human magnetism, he has been to a School of which Nature is the teacher ; and, with " attentive and believing faculties,"
has toiled for the priceless dower of Wisdom. In every sense he
has bean a tireless student, differing from the ordinary methods
only by going directly to the essence of things ; thus gleaning from
the very heart of the. Universe, so to speak, that knowledge which
others get, at second-hand, from books. Hence, his education is
now just as available, at all hours, as that of any other well-trained
intellect ; and it is only when some· new and intricate subject presents itself for investigation, t.hat he needs to abstract his mind
and enter the still more illuminated " Superior State." It i.s plain
to be seen, then, that his present ordinary state, in which he writes
this Autobiography, is vastly" superior" to that former dependent
condition in which he dictated " Nature's Divine Revelations."
' That Mr. Davis sho.uld write his own history seems advisable
from the circumstances of the case. His experience belongs to
the world, inasmuch as it reveals many subtile and most important
phases in the constitution of mind.; and also points to a time when
soul will be less under the sway of sense, and less dependent on
external appliances for expansion and progression. At the same
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time, he alone can relate accurately the events of his own life, and
give a faithful transcript of what would otherwise be for ever
obscured by misapprehension and consequent misrepresentation.
Besides, many a contemporary actor in this life-~rama can now
be appealed to, ,as a living presence, for evidence concerning these
simple and straightforward memoranda. Nor will such an appeal
be deem~d at all difficult, when it is known that the whole primary psychological development of " The Poughkeepsie Seer''
too!t place within ninety miles of the city of New York! Indeed,
many testimonials, from those well acquainted with his early history, might be.. added to those already published;* but I will
select only the following, which was addressed to me by a wellknown citizen : DEAR MADAM : This brief notice of my friend, your honored
husband, is most respectfully dedicated to your kind care and
keeping, as a testimonial of regard for merited worth.
In 1843, Professor Grimes, a lecturer on Phrenology and Mesmerism, came to Poughkeepsie, New York, and raised considerable
interest among the people upon those subjects. His lectures and
experiments were largely attended by all classes, and almost everybody began to mesmerize each other. Among others, Mr. William Levingston, a tailor, succeeded pretty well as a manipulator,
and many submitted to his experiments.
A. J. Davis was then a youth of about sixteen years, living
next door to where I was employed, with Ira Armstrong, as an
apprentice to. the shoemaking business. Said Davis, with other
boys, called· on Mr. Levingston to be magnetized, as it was then
termed. He proved susceptible to its influence, was put at once
into the clairvoyant state, and began to see through his forehead,
without the use of his natural eyes ; which phenomenon caused
much surprise to all who saw or heard of 'it, and many were anxious to learn about the strange manifestation. I became much
interested in the subject, and sought for all the information possible for me to get. I talked with Samuel Davis, Levingston,
Armstrong, &c., and learned what they were able to give concern-

* Sec Introdnrtion to "Nature's Divine Revelations."
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ing the origin, disposition, education, and character, of Jackson. I
became satisfied that he was poor in purse, honest, amiable, and
honorable. His education at that time consisted of reading, writing, and ciphering, and only rudimental in these. I found, by conversing with him, that he had read but very little, and did not possess any general information. He was a light-hearted, well-dis~
posed youth. In answer as to what books he had read, he said,
" I have only read a book called 'The Three Spaniards,'" which
I suppose was a romantic tale, as I have not seen it. I was fully
satisfied that his schooling had been very limited. · He had no
time, -then, nor for many years after, to apply himself to books,
and, from all that I can learn, _has not done so to this day. His
knowl'edge, now displayed, has been mainly gained in the clairvoyant state.
His n~ly-developed powers took a medical turn; and, after a
tew weeks of experimenting, to satisfy the curiosity of himself and
his friends, he commenced practising as a clairvoyant phySician,
Levingston being his magnetizer. Armstrong gave him up to follow his new calling. He continued in and about Poughkeepsie
for a year or two, taking a tour out occasionally, and again returning to see his old patient11 and friends. His descriptions of various ailments, both mental and physical, as well as his prescriptions
for. cure, were truly wonderful and astonishing to all who knew
him. Educated doctors would admit that his anatomical descriptions were correct, and that his remedies were curious and philosophical, displaying a knowledge of things of which he knew nothing when in his normal condition. At that time he had no power
to remember what transpired in his clairvoyant state, while in his
natural condition; but he bas since attained that power, as well as
that of self-magnetization. He does not therefore now need a
manipulator. His experiences are still quite as astonishing to
himself as to others, as he informed me not long since.
While living in Poughkeepsie with Mr. Levingston, and continuing to follow the healing art, Jackson received an impression: in
his interior state, that he would be the instrument of communicating a work to the world-" Nature's Divine Revelations''_:_
which work was dictated in word and sentiment, and written down •
from his lips, by William Fishbough. This volume contained
· · · 1)hilosophy and sentiments not in the mind of Fishbough, as hB

14

INITUL CONSIDERATIONS.

himself informed me, but contrary to his cherished views. Having read the work, I can decidedly pronounce it next to a miracle
for Davis to perform at the time it was published.
Ira Armstrong told me that he often had impressions that Jackson w.ould attain some distinguished position in the world, but did
not dream it would take the direction it has. He was a practical
utilitarian of the Dr. Franklin school, and never doubted the success of any one who had a trade, and a disposition to follow it with
patience and economy. He was a man of candor and philan·
thropy. His present address is Huntington, Indiana.
I have taken an interest in clairvoyance,' as developed in the
career of Jackson; and, being personally acquainted with him, I
have traced his progressive steps, and read most of his works up
to the present time. Having doubts upon the immortality of the
soul, I hoped to be convinced through that sourr.e, and have often
conversed with him upon the subject. He has ever told me, since
he became developed to a communion with spirits, that to himself
it was knowledge-not faith; for, in his interior state, he both
saw and conversed with the disembodied. I have no doubt of his
sincerity, nor of its reality to him; but, as I am low in the organ
of marvellousness, and constitutionally an honest skeptic, I do not,
up to this time, feel clear upon the immortal existence of our race.
But I am still investigating all alleged sources of information, with
the view of finding the "pearl of great price."
Let this be as it may, however, I can truly say that I consider
A. J. Davis as one of the marvels of the age, and his "Harmonia!
Philosophy'' as one of the purest and most reasonable systems of
religion extant. It professes to teach the gospel, as inspired by
"Father-God and Mother-Nature,'' and is fully worthy of such an
origin. Designed, in the "good time coming,'' of which it is the
prompter and forerunner, to establish harmony, justice, and happiness in the earth, and fit our race for blissful abodes in any future life that may await them, I bid it " God speed," and recommend it and its author to the favorable consideration of the world.
Hoping that I may one day realize the truth of his sublime an·
ticipations and exalted theories, I hereby subscribe myself the can·
• did friend and rational admirer of the life and writings of Andrew
Jackson Davis.
J.A.MES FLAGLER.

156 BnoAnw.u NEw YonK, February 17, 1856.
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3. Why. does Mr. Davis, in writing this history, portray events
minute~, and especially those of his juvenile days ~
Though many of these events are related in humorous style,
and with a particularity that may seem trivial; stiH, it should be
remembered that nothing is unimportant which tends to build up
the immortal structure of Soul ; and no language is irrelevant
that helps to picture the consecutive stag~s of its advancement.
That I am not alone in this es.timate, may be seen by the following suggestive quotation from a paragraph in the New Orleans
Picayune:" The world is made up of trifles~ The grand movements of
great events, and the changes of empires, are founded in causes,
very generally, which would be pronounced trifles .b y the world.
Yes, ' trifles light as air' have led to some of the most important
discoveries we have. The fall of an apple gave Newton the clue
to gravitation; the rising up of the lid of a tea-kettle gave us our
railroads, steamboats, ocean-steamers, and a thousand other things
-not to speak of the press-that, combined, put the world centuries ahead in· the mysteries of the universe and the purposes of
Gad. To. the observation of a flower dimly pictured on a• stone,
we owe the philosophical researches in chemistry and light which
ultimately gave us the daguerreotype••••••
" The foundation of the Roman empire was a cunning trick in
an individual combat, or duel. American liberty and thirty-one
glorious states arose from a strong cup of tea made by the Bostonians in 1775. A 'little piece of -magnetized steel led to the discovery of a New World. The erection of a sawmill in California
changed the currency of the world. The crossing of a little
stream of water speedily subverted the liberties pf Rome, and
gave the name of Brutus immortality. From a-little acorn the
grand American forests have sprung:-

so

.A pebble in the streamlet scant
Has changed the course of many a 1iver;
A dewd!'Op on the baby plant
ITa. waJ1led the giant oak for ever I'
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It is impossible to enumerate, especially in a newspaper article,
the almost numberless 'trifles' that have produced numberless
great events, and made numberless radical changes in the history
and destiny of the world. Suffice it to say that 'trifles' are not to
be scoffed at. The world may learn great, and true, and valuable
lessons from these same ' trifles.' The fable of the lion who was
released &om his prison by a little mouse, was written by a great
man. Upon a less foundation than this there have been erected
deathless poetry, wonderful tragedies, and many noble novels.
Hold nothing in contempt: nothing contemptible ever came from
the hands of the Almighty. The worlds which the microscope
has revealed to us in the drop of water, are as wonderful and
mysterious as the bright and beautiful worlds brought to our eyes
by the telescope. The loathsome caterpillar, which we long to
crush beneath our feet, will one day be a beautiful creature, with
rainbows for wings. The little pool of dirty wate1; into which we
have stepped will be wo_ven into a bright and beautifully-embroidered veil, by the miraculous sun, for the faee of the queen who
trails her robe of light among the countless stars !"
4. How can the .Author state with cert_ainty the circumstancu
of his earHest life 1
His father, Samuel Davis, and his eldest sister, Eliza P. Williams, are still living, and have a vivid remembrance of the varied
domestic scenes through which their rugged pathway bas led.
He'nce, they ha'\"e freely furnished particulars concerning all the
events which transpired previous to the hour when their juvenile
relative awaked into conscious memory.
5. Why does he give tlze exact language of his vernal associates~

Should our Author round out and grammaticize those chaotic
passages of conversation, which show his own early mental defects no less than those of his -illiterate companions, it would be a
departure from that st1·ict fidelity to truth which characterizes this
work, as well as every previous action of- his life. As it is, these
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faithfully-reported colloquies .show how far he was removed from
all advantages, such as r~fined .and educated parents, brothers,
sisters, and playmates, are likely to bring to the opening faculties
of childhood. Nor was the misfortune of such a beginning counteracted by any subsequent polish of the schools.
But, to the true child of Nature, time·and circumstance are not.
He has his own awakenjng, in the still regions of Thought-.over
which there is the flutter of.no wing-through which there is the
rushing of no tide. On and on, over the swift. pathway of suns,
is then his flight, till his feet press the centre of Universes, and
all around him stretches off the surging sea of Life !
6. What is the moral bearing of this .Autobiography?
To the young, its mission is evidently o( great importance.
While it holds their attention by the charm of anecdote, it will
teach them lessons of virtue, which any number of moral harangues, however finished and elaborate, might fail to impress
on their untaught faculties. The child-nature will inevitably be
encouraged, by perusing these pages, to avoid duplicity, anger,
dishonesty, profanity, and intemperance ; and to cultivate gentleness, kindness, hopefulness, purity, and integrity.
To parents and guardians, it will be as a living mentor, aiding
them to comprehend how tenderly the young mind should be
treated, how carefully and judiciously trained} in order that seeds
of virtue, harmony, and progression, may be early sown. In this
regard, the humble pair who gave immortal being to the writer
of these memoirs might be referred to as worthy of imitation by
many of far greater pretensions and intelligence. Untutored in
all that pertains to polite sotliety, poverty-haunted and contemned,
they still watched carefully the daily conduct of their son, and
kindly, though promptly and thoroughly, corrected every act that
seemed to lean toward moral delinquency.
To all classes, the story of such a life will be a well-spring of
hope. The experiences of the "Harmonia! Philosopher," thus
far, are sufficient in themselves to prove the blessed truth of im-
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mortality, and the possibility of intercommunion with the happy
dwellers in our radiant Spirit-Home. Nor is this all. The diverse situations, the temptations, the trials, the discouragements,
and the triumphs, that have marked his past career, are a study,
the pursuit of which will awaken courage and inspire aspiration
in the souls of the most aespised a~d desponding. That he has
reached a state of beautiful eXistence, where his affections are
warm and beaming, his intellect Clear and comprehensive, his soul
pure, serene, devotionlil, and steadfast, and his heart ever filled
with a "joy unspeakable and full of glory," by the dewy freshness
of Wisdom's precious gifts_;that he has ·reached this glorious
eminence, in spite of organizational faUlts and discouraging conditions-is a fact in human developmebt full of promise, even to
the lowliest and loneliest child of God I
MARY
NBw

Yon:tt, Apn1, 1857.
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CHAPTER I.
THE USE OF AUTOBIOGRAPHY.

"Tell me not in-mournful nnmbel'll,
·• Life is but an empty dream I'
For the soul is dead that slumbers,
And things are not what they seem."

IT seems to me that nothing less than the Divine Intelligence
can comprehend the infinite possibilities and the eternru destinies
that slumber in the forthcoming germ of a human 'being. Nothing can be of more importance, to such a being, than EXistence ;
all else, as time ultimately demonstrates, is secondary and subservient. The ·beginning and the end of all human endeavor is; TO
EXIST. The arts, ana ·sciences, and machinations, by which men
subsist, are as transient as the passing clouds-as ephemeral as
the shadows of earth-born dreams.
And yet, without these transient arts and time-serving inventions, human existence would be impossible. Indeed, the foundation of existence is laid in the art of subsistence, and no two relations were ever more in!!eparable. Nay, more, without the myriad
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items which on review we find strung on the rosary of the flowing
years; without the manifold imperceptible and unrecordable attentions bestowed by mother and father, by brother and sister, by
the friendly neighbor, and "the stranger within thy gates" -without these, there could be no preservation of body, no awaken~ng
of love, no increase of knowledge, no satisfaction with life, noEXISTENCE.

Hence it is, that, despite themselves, and apparently in direct
violation of broader aspirations, mankind devour with an instinctive relish whatever is supposed to be truly autobiographical. If
a person seriously report himself in some periodical, even though
an utter stranger, the world will receive the news with an appetite
insatiable. The realm of subsistence is the realm of biography.
For example, every adult reads with grateful pleasure of the dis·
covery of America; but when ·the private story of the IJiscoverer
is told, then behold how all classes, and all ages, of both sexes,
imbibe the biographical revealments !
The history of the world is interesting ; that of a person is fas·
cinating. There is always something in a stranger's experience
which no mortal can divulge save the stranger himself. The illifr
crate confessions of a human being about to be banged, are un· '
speakably more thrilling and impressive if told by himself than by
another, even if that other be his spiritual adviser, and an adept
in the art of narration. This instinct for autobiography is im·
planted in the nature of all men; but, when left to seek gratification unguided by Wisdom, it rapidly degenerates into deforn1ity,
und exhibits imperfections the most repulsive. Pernicious talebearing and extemporaneous gossip disturb an otherwise peaceful
community. The sanctuary of private life is ruthlessly entered
by a gang of headlong biographical investigators ; and the individ·
ual character is tarred and feathered, if not lynched, by an infuri·
ated mob of reputable newspaper-scribblers or unscrupulous pam·
phleteers. All this is deplored, both in private and in public, by
true men and noble women.
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Again : it may and does sometimes happen that the principal
events of individual experience are wrapped in mystery and uncertainty, or may be distorted by the flitting shadows of appearances and uncontradicted reports. Now, should ·a person thus
mishiterpreted pass along without taking his own life, why, then
he is liable to be unexpectedly assaulted, and perhaps murdered,
by some supposed fliend or unknown foe. Hence it· follows, as
by a logical necessity, that if individual life h~ in it developments
of any practical value to mankind-if it contains any fresh lessons
of encouragement and instruction, and is at the same time involved
in falsehood or mystery..:... then it most manifestly becomes a work
of justice and mercy for the said person not to retire at dea_ih
intestate, but to bequeath to all whom it may concern a straightforward and conscientious autobiography-a plain rendering of
the voyage of life-a confession of the inner Heart.
Man is born near the base of a hili-in a valley full of shadows ; but, once out of the cradle, he begins to climb. He forthwith
struggles and pants, impelled by the hidden force of destiny, to
attain the summit. With an eye upon the sunny future, but
kilowing not the pathway, he tugs, and frets, and tumbles, at every
turn. The mists of the valley may envelop him, the dreary waste
of poverty and disease may stretch away between the hill and him,
his path may pass even through the solitudes of the dismal swamp ;
yet, undaunted, and led by · unseen guardians, he pushes boldly
forward, and gains tliumphantly the height of his first ambition :
· when, lo! he fuds himself in a valley still, or-which is the same
Ghing, but more suggestive-at the base of an eminence yet higher
md more irresistibly attractive.
I make these symbolic affirmations, because the journey of my
~:wn life has been from the common level of birth to the summit
~f a commanding hill. The first position reached, I saw ,a vale
l>efore me ; imd, beyond this, a yet higher hill for my feet to climb.
[n due time and trial, this greater eminence was also safely reached ;
and, strange to relate, I found myself at the foot of still another
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elevation, which was yet more mountainous and more difficult of
ascent. Yet my way was plainly pointed out and shown me; and
so, amid impediments apparently insurmoun!&ble, I pursu.e d the
rugged mission.
The broad magnificence of the .scene, from the fertile summit o£
this majestic mountain, .far transcended every previous picture or
experience. For a while I dwelt contented on this gorgeous
mountain~home-from which I could see the errors, and wander.
ings, and mists, and tempests,. and significance, of every vale below, through which I, had passed. It was like standing on a solid ,
rock by the seaside,. away from turmoil and danger, beholding i
ships aa they rise and fall and struggle with the storm. For. thus
it was that, far down the hills, and everywhere in the vales below.
I could see my fellow-men, too proud to be taught, jumping from
gorge to cliff, and marring their personal welfare at every step,
vainly striving to reach. the Highest and the Best by methods
impossible to prove advantageous.
At length, however, I was moved to turn my face in the direetion of my pilgrimage ; and, lo ! contrary to my expectations, I
saw that the high elevation, on which I had made my home, was
hut the basis of still another mountain, more stupendous and distant than any over which I had found my way. There was a
work to do on this higher place ; and, as I will hereafter show,
that work was accomplished.
Between this last elevation and another mountain, which is yet
scar.cely: visible in. the extreme distance before
is an interv&.
ning vale. . In this valley I am now temporarily residing, just as
I have spent weeks and montha in other valleys behind me; and
my occupation, while thus tarrying, is to write this Autobiogrnphy.
This will be the first public writing, except the ordinary work of
answering correspondents, that I ever did while sojourning in a
vale. But this is not to be wondered at, because this valley is
higher up:-is more elevated and commanding-than the highest
peak of the second mountain ; thus giving me normal abilities

me,
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better than I then possessed, even after a thorough magnetization.
To relate what happened to me in the many and various regions
w:h.ich I have from time to time explored, both while in the valleys and on the mountains, and to give the rationale of the providential precision with which my feet have been made to step from
one mental position to another, will be the sole end and purpose
of this volume. Be patient, then, dear reader, and judge not till
thou hast travelled with me through the successive chapters of
my life.
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CHAPTER II.
THE LOCAL HABITATION.

IN vain might the inquisitive antiquarian read through Humboldt's scientific observations of natural scenery ; in vain study the
travels and discoveries of the world-renowned Peter Parley; in
vain dream through the poetic descriptions of Bayard.Taylor, the
cosmopolite, whose wandering footsteps on oriental lands are sought
by hundreds who choose travelling through books to encountering
perils by sea and land; in vain peruse any history-to become
acquainted with the existence of a certain isolated, unpainted, unfinished dwelling, in which was enacted the first scene in the lifedrama which is about to be delineated. You need not marvel at
this omission on the part of ubiquitous historians, because there
was nothing about this human habitation worthy of the least remark, save the conspicuous humility of its structure and immediate surroundings. It was built about the ·year 1824, in Blooming-Grove, Orange county, in the state of New York; and was
owned in part by a half-weaver and half-shoemaker, but wholly
honest man, who, in common with his wife, had amassed considerable of that property, both real and personal, which is most easily
acquired by the married poor, under the specific titles of Eliza,
Jane, Sylvanus, Amanda, and Julia Ann.
The husband had attained the summit of forty"five years. PovertY bad left its traces upon him. All the days of his youth were
replete with self-supporting endeavors. As soon as the sun of
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boyhood had arisen upon him, he was hound out as an apprentice
to learn the ah of weaving with the hand-loom : and while the
web of his private life was being woven by external circumstances,
he acquired the rare accomplishment, without hooks or school-teachers, of weaving linen fabrics, cotton and woollen cloths, and ragcarpetings. In subsequent years, on discovering thl)-t he could
not support a family h;t the loom alone, he set himself to learn the
trade of repairing dilapidated boots and shoes-an art which,
aided by his native talent to invent and persevere, soon expanded
into larger dimensions. In a word, he graduated from the primary condition of " cobbler" to the more productive and reputable
position of journeyman shoemaker. As he divided his time between the loom and the bench, with an occasional variation in the
way of farming for a few days now and then, we shall mark him
as the half-we~ver and half-shoemaker of this history.
The wife, upon whose form the weary weight of thirty-three
years had left its mark, was equally destitute of education, her
only dowry being a frail body, animated by a spirit which ever
appeared like a stranger in a strange land. Her inward nature
was simple and childlike. The heavy chains of inevitable poverty, which her husband could and did wear with only ordinary_
frettipg, on the contrary had the effect, combined with his intemperance, to cut deep channels in the very substance of her soul.
She had many excellent el).dowments, however, which, in moments
of great trial, shone beautifully forth. Of these traits we shall
have occasion to speak in subsequent pages. In regard to their
children it may be remarked-, en passant, that the imperishable
parts of little Jane and Amanda had flown from -the shadows of
:Earth. There was a melancholy vacancy ·in the family group,
and there were two more elevations in the churchyard, to remind
the bereft that they had been ..
The counlry in all that region, at the time of which we write,
was just becoming obedient to the spirit of civilization. Standing
in the door of the poor man's home, or looking from either window
2
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of blistered glass, a rough and rugged landscape would rest upon
the vision. And yet industrious farmers had cut and cleared
away the manifold hinderances to their progress ; and instead .of
unproductive stones and fields of useless undergrowth, you might
behold in many directions apple-orchards, and well-fenced tracts
of land, covered with a fair quality of grass and grains. The
work of refinement and extermination, however, was still unfin-,
ished. Besides other evidences of a semi-civilization in that region which could be mentioned, were an abundance of venomous
reptiles known as "pilot-snakes/' or copperheads, whose sociable
propensities became at tim~s a source of no little annoyance. We
are told by an eye-witness that these loathsome creatures would
crawl against the basement-lights and look fearlessly in, sometimes
entering the humble dwelling, as if to welcome the impoverished
family to that part of the world, with a special desj.re to exchange
hospitali-ties.
It was near the close of a sultry day, August 11, 1826, when
the half-weaver and half-shoemaker received the intelligence that
another iteni of prope.rty had been added -to his estate. The attendant physician, after due examination of the title, &c., declared.
it to be free and unencumbered.
"You don't say so!" exclaimed the exultant cordwainer, who
had just returned, with unsteady step, from the nearest vil,lage.
"Yes I do, sir,'' said the doctor; "and what is more, your baby,
sir, is a fine-looking boy.''
"A boy, eh ?" soliloquized the enriched man-" that's good!
;_-that's just what I wanted-that's the best luck yet!" Overcome by the congratulations of nurse and doctQr, and with his
he:td swimming in a river of parental delight, he seated himself
to collect his scattered thoughts.· But rest and sobriety were
impossible. In fact, if the sad truth must be told, .. the effect of
the intoxicating draught was already upon his brain. Thus conditioned, he went reeling and dancing to the sick-couch, to take
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a survey of the plump little parcel of poor man's' riches; whic~
as ~ady said, had been so recently added to his previous good
fortune. Mter feasting his eyes to his heart's content, and sntisfying himself fully that it was not all a dream, he bethought t.o
ask the prostrate woman <>oncerning her situation.
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CHAPTER III.
TilE NAME.

"Many have died in their misery,
And left theh· thought untold."

THE breathing of mountain-verdure and the sweet fragrance
of harvest-fields, added to the music that floated in from the purl·
ing streamlet below the sloping eminence on which the house was
built, had the effect to revive the mother from the sinking weakness consequent upon her accouchment. But the exhalations of
a whiskey-breath, which now passed like a pestilential miasm over
her, summoned a return of those despairing moods with which for
years she had been only too familiar.
"I do wish you would keep sober," she sadly said, "and get
things in the house to do with."
" Oh, never you fret and worry about me ; I guess I can keep
the family out of the county-house a while longer,'' returned the
still jolly father.
The presence of the nurse and a neighbor served only to increase the mother's mortification. She looked up into his face as
he bent over her, and, with one of those expressions which can
only arise from fear, grief, and despondency, she said:"Now, do try to keep steady! Don't stand here. Go awayaway!"
The nurse n?W offered her some scanty refreshment; and, from
sheer exhaustion, !!he closed her large, dark eyes in slumber.
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By this time the children, who for some to them unaccountable
reason had been sent to visit a neighbor, hearing that the doctor
had .left a baby for mother, came rushing in like so many young
colts. Eliza, the eldest, who possessed the not uncommon virtue
.(which tre~s hard upor: the heels of a vice) of being particularly
amiable only when everything went to please her, demanded an
immediate sight of the new-comer. The cheerful nurse held the
bahy up for exhibition. But it was a boy, and for that reason
received a provoked slap from. Eliza, who in a moment was ready
to quarrel with the doctor and everybody else.
"Don't let me see you do that again!" said the awakened mother, as she pressed the darling yet closer to her loving heart ;
"what do you mean by that-say?"
"Oh, pshaw!" exclaimed the wilful daughter; "why didn't the
plaguy old doctor bring ~other a little gal? I won't have a boy
'bout mel-can't do nothin' with such a young 'un. I want a
baby-gal to dress up and play with-so, there!" Saying this,
she walked sulkily out, leaving the less excitable and less disappointed brother and sister to look, and think, and indulge their
childish curiosity, on the new things that had come to pass.
At this time, as is usual for months previous to presidential
elections in the United States, there was more or less discussion
concerning the merits, and especially the demerits, of the antagonistic candidates. There was a certain major-general, well known
for the decisive. victory he gained over the English at New Orleans in 1815, which terminated the war. This notoriety was
still more extended, with which his popularity kept even pace, in
consequen~e of the invincibility o( his will to quell the Creek
tribe of Indians. The gallantry of his exploits, and the success
which ever crowned his efforts on the battle-field, secured the
gratitude and admiration of evety true democratic inhabitant of
America: in part expression of which,_the party bearing that
name brought him forward as a candidate for the highest honor
possible to bestow in a country so republica1:. •
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"Hillo, there! I say, you, hillo ! What's turned up ? How's the
woman by this time ? And how's the baby? Come, let's know!''
Uncle Thomas Maffet, from whom this abrupt salutation proceeded, at first acted as if determined to remain seated in his
wagon, with which he had just arrived from the village, freighted"
with a plough and other implements used in the art of agriculture.
Friendship and cordial good-humor generally, beamed forth from
his countenance, giving even a stranger to believe that any such
determination was to him quite impossible. And so it proved.·
Not waiting to be invited, out he jw:itped, and,. laughing with that
h~artiness which is so natural to nutritive temperaments, he entel'ed the poor man's habitation.
"Well, neighbor Davis, when did the thing happen ?" asked the
farmer, as be bent over the rough-hewn cradle of domestic manufacture, and turned off the coverlet that .concealed the baby from
his view.
" Four days ago,~' replied the cordwainer. "What d' ye think
of the little lapstone ?"
"Four days old, eh ?" and Uncle Maffet tried to get the infant
into his arms. But those days were without temperance lecturers.
Farmers co~sidered it next to impossible to work at mowing and
reaping, during the hottest d~ys, without some sort of stimulating
beverage to keep body and soul decently together. So thought
the present visitor, at least, as his trembling hand and unsteady
eye too clearly testified.
"Take the child," said the sick woman, addressing the nurse ;
~' I'm afraid Uncle Thomas will let him fall."
The baby was returned to the rustic cradle, and the still unreconciled Eliza-which disposition she contrived to make manife~t by sundry emphatic twitches and jerks of the rocker-wllB
told to keep the child from crying. Meantime, the two men
struck up a political talk, and went through the usual agreements
and contradictions regafcllng the merits and demerits of the popu·
Jar candidates.
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"Who d'you vote for, next election, neighbor Davis ?".inquired
'the farmer.
"I'm Old Hickory, up to the huh!" replied the cordwainer,
who prided himself on being right up and down on matters of
opinion.
"Ditto,'' returned the good-natured Thomas. "Now,· I'll tell
you what, neighbor-if you want to please me to•day, you'lllet
me name that 'are boy of yourn."
"Oh, I don't care who names him-what d'you say, mother?"
said t:Q,e father, addressing his wife, who was still extremely debilitated.
"Don't let the child fall, or get 'hurt-that's the most I care
about,'' she replied; which was taken as equivalent to a verbal
consent.
"Enough said !" exclaimed the laughing ':r:homas; "now let's
kiss the nurse !"
On hearing this, the excitable and irreconcilable Eliza sprang
to her feet and ran like a wild fox into the field, to tell the children who were ~t play. The whole thing was done in the twinkling of an eye.
"Uncle Thomas Matfet is come, and is goin' to name the baby.
Come quick !"
Whereupon, Julia Ann tried to get hold of Sylvanus's hand,
and Sylvanus g11asped after Eliza's, but missed it, and tumbled
headlong into the entangling grass ; then Eliza, who had by
this time almost reached the house, catching the sound of the cry
for help, went bounding hack to· jerk Syfvanus along.; when, .as
bad luck would have it, Julia Ann discovered that she" .had lost
her sun-bonnet, and couldn't go without it; whereupon Eliza,
whose nominal business it was to take care of the young.er members, flew round here and there through the grass in wildest haste,
and, not finding the article, had the additimial misfortune to lose
her patience ; then, sans bonnet and sans patience, back they scampered under a full head of explosive curio~ity, which as a.motiva

32

THE 1\IAGIC STAFF.

force is next to steam ; each running and tumbling against the
other alternately, and by diveh indescribable mistakes impeding ·
one another's progress, until the juvenile trio stood side by side,
nearly out of breath, looking at the farmer as he contrived to balance himself sufficiently to give the mother confidence in his
ability to hold the baby as safely as anybody else.
With his usual mental agility, the half-weaver and half-shoemaker mounted the high summit of parental excitement, and
shared in the momentary harmony of blended interests, to which
the maternal bosom was far from being insensible. A large glass
of brandy was placed in the farmer's left hand, while on the right
arm rested the infant candidate. The faithful old nurse stood
very near, however, to catch the baby, should it fall from the intoxicated embrace. This amiable assistant was not a little relieved when informed that ''kissing the nurse" meant drinking
the brandy, and nothing more.
"Attention, company !" said the inebriated Thomas. "The
first thing I want to know is, whether you'll call this 'ere boy just
what I say." Affirmative exclamations .leaped from every mouth.
" Well, then," he continued, " remember this : I'm a-goin' to vote
for 'Old Hickory,' the hero of New Orleans- the greatest man
a-livin' in the world ; and I want this 'ere boy to bear that 'are
great man's name-ANDREW JACKSON! And now, neighbor
Davis, keep in mind my words-! ain't so boozy as you seem to
think. I know what I'm a-sayin'-and (hie) I say (hie) that
'are great man's name (hie) hasn't reached further than will the
influence of this 'ere son of yourn! He'll grow up a young (hie)
'Hickory' -mind that; and you'll never be sorry (hie) that h~
was born!"
Nothing could be more evident than that the good Uncle Thomas
had waxed more patriotic, and more pathetic, and more prophetic,
than he at first intended, or supposed himself capable of; and
instead of the laughing mouth and dizzy eye, there fell upon him
the spell of a serious and religious temper, which seemed to sober
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his brain, and open a new place in his heart. It was a beautiful
scene! No magic art ever wrought a change so quick and thorough. A breathless hush, like that of death, spread through the
room-which stillness nothing broke, save .the heavings of the
farmer's breast. He seemed to blend his destiny with that of the
whole world; and, whil.t sobbing like the infant in his arms, he
invoked" the blessing of Heaven" to rest upon them all. Uncle
Maffet, almost entirely sobered, then hurriedly departed homeward ; and, although an apparently healthy man, he was, but a
few days subsequently, placed beneath the soil. The baby's sad
mother believed, for years Jlftel'ward, that the jovial neighbor Wail
made l!olemn by a providential visiop. of his own funeral.
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CHAPTER IV.
THE VENDUE AND DEPARTURE•
..NONE but the poor can fully understand the multitudinous per-

plexities which crowd themselves into their struggles for daily subsistence. The catalogue of items that stand between the family and
what is called-" respectable ·circumstances,;, are well nigh beyond
computation. Discour~gements stare the impoverished household
directly in the face, at nearly every turn in the path of life.
So, at least, thought the man whose unpainted and incomplete
homestead was not yet paid for, and whose various other exer·
tions to establish himself had met with many u~bearable defeats.
For two whole years after the birth of the last-named child, the
half-weaver ~d half-shoemaker, with now and then the terrible
exception of intemperance, steadily combated the host of petty
obstacles which ever arise in the poor man's presence; but without success. The self-consciou-s, non-adaptation of his wife to
the warfare consequent upon the rearing of a family, combined
with the frequent lack of patient and indulgent affection, which
her nature silently craved as the foundation-element of her every
thought and effort, had the effect to generate painful misunderstandings, and discouragements innumerable. On such occasions
the excitable husband would do the principal amount of talking
and fault-finding, while the wife, naturally deficient in the usual
case of expression wherewith to contend and explain, would sink
right down into a state of depression the most piteous to behold.
During these two years there happened nothing of any note to

THE VENDUE AND DEPARTURE.

35

the individual child whose biography we are now recording: but
to another member of the family an important change had occurred; the chronology of which is written on a blank leaf,
between the Old and New Testaments. There happened a
curious incident, in connection with that "change," which we will
here digress sufficiently to relate.
The children were out playing upon the hillside, bounding
hither and thither with a freedom quite spontaneous, when Sylvanus seemed to be suddenly transfixed with a visual wonder.
"Eliza!" he presently exclaimed, "come quick- d' you see
that?"
" See what?" she hastily inquired.
" That 'are light yond~r !"
"No, you foolish feller, I don't see no thin' !" returned she.
" Then you 're real blind," said he, so mew hat provoked, " can't
you see that 'are round white light moving right along over the
grass yonder, toward the woods?"
"No, nor you nuther !" replied Eliza.
Then little Julia Ann tried and strained her bright blue eyes,
but all to no purpose; whereupon SylvMus, actuated by a medley
of motives, in which alarm and disappointment acted the principal
parts, ran straight home " to tell mother all about it."
When the mother heard the boy's hasty account of what he
had just seen, she affected n<? interest in it whatever, and with her
accustomed quietness of tone, bade him return to his play among
the children. And yet, to one familiar with the woman's mental
peculiarities, there were certain lines on her countenance which
betokened an inward grief. When asked by Eliza, "what ailed
her," she sadly replied:"Sylvanus will soon leave us.''
But her reputation in her husband's mind for being a believer
in dreams, and for putting confidence in signs, and omens, and
~uperstitions, caused him to eject an unsympathetic "Poh !" at
everything of the "Kind. The day soon ~rriyed, however, when
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the ~keptical father might have been seen sorrowfully preparing a
coffin, to hold all that was mortal of his son Sylvanus. When·
ever his opinion of this circumstance was subsequently sought,
the cordwainer would reply, with ill-suppressed impatience,
" Poh, nonsense ; the light hadn't nothing to do with his death!"
Notwithstanding, however, this habitual rejection of whatever
appeared extraordinary ; notwithstanding even the common vice .
of intemperance to which he was addicted, it should be here
noticed, that this man's disposition was neither profane, uncharitable, nor irreligious. On the contrary, he seemed ever ready to
condemn penuriousness and dishonesty, as well as every expression of religions disbelief.
To return : believing it to be impossible to support the family,
and also to pay for the humble dwelling in which this history
hegins, the desponding cordwainer packed up his "kit'' (or tools)
and gave public notice that he meant to migrate to some other
section of the Empire state. No man ever possessed a stronger or
more resolute propensity, when once he fairly got the notion, to
sacrifice at auction every household god, and try his luck elsewhere.
And, perhaps, .there never was a feminine nature more fond of a
fixed and · settled "home," than that of his companion ; and, perhaps, also, no person's disposition was ever more perplexed and
injured by the frequent recurrence of such violent breaking up of
every local affection, than hers;
"Don't be in a hurry, father," she imploringly exclaimed one
day-as her husband avowed his resolution to make "a clean
sweep" of the pig, hens, house, and furniture-" don't be so impar
tienf to be off. We've had trouble enough already. A rolling
stone, you know, never gathers no moss."
"My mind's made up," he sternly and quickly replied, ''and
J'm determined to be away from this."
"Next season may be better for ·us," continued she encoura~ngly; ~· jt's 4ard to pack up, you know, and it's so painful to
JDPYe f!wa-, ~m.on~ IJtter strlJ.ngers."
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" I 'l.mn't 'be in debt," returned the honest half-weaver and halfshoemaker, "I'll be bound if I'll stay here- hanging by the eyelids, as I am-no! not I - I'll sell and quit.''
The certainty of having a vendue, and of selling (lverything at
a sacrifice, broke with a melancholy force. upon the domesticated
nature of the wife. lt was another wound to her inhabitative
heart; and opened afresh many sores in the inner memory which
had not yet healed up. " Change, change, nothing but change;'
she sighed..,--"Oh, when shall we rest?" And she went on with
a weary step, doing up the housework.
But the disheartened .cordwainer, having resolved, as he said,
"to pull up stakes and leave," continued to defend himself and
fortify his positions on the question of an auctio? and departiD"e.
Taking his wife's words to signify a proposition to postpone proceedings, the bare intimation of which, to his temperament, was a
quick cause of impatience and irritation- he began combating
the evils of procrastination, in the following definite stjle : "If there's anything I hate, it's this dilly.dallying along, and
this putting things off. What's the use ? Nothing ventured nothing had. When I see anything to do, I want to do it-and not
be for ever doing nothing. There hain't work enough for me on
the bench, nor at the loom nuther; and the farm-work is good
only a short spell right in haying and harvest-so there's no let
up- I'm determined to go I You needn't fret about it. We 'II
sell out-make a clean breast of everything-pay all we can,
and seek our fortune among strangers.''
There was a quick, keen, resolute twinkle in his brown eyes,
as he spoke; which was too well known to the worn and fragile
woman ; for her only reply was a long-drawn, sad sigh, as if her
heart was loaded with a full consciousness of the impending trial.
Now in regard to procrastination, there is surely much to be
· thought. Half the minor troubles of the domestic world may be
referred, with justice, to this cause alone. The indolent habit of
postponing the work .of to-day until to-morrow, is next to a vice,
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if, indeed, it be not, strictly speaking, a crime against the soul's
happiness and prosperity. Persons who gracefully put off, from
day to day, the performance of duties which belong to the time when
they are first seen to be duties, are usually considered as being
afflicted with only an amiable human weakness. But the truth is,
that no weakness ever came nearer merging into a heinous moral
deformity, and producing a vast multitude of misfortunes, than
this same procrastination ! Hundreds of families suffer domestic
annoyances, of which- but for· this indolent habit of postponement-they would never have the least practical knowledge. A
quick and reliable sense of justice is seldom found in that mind
which shirks the trial of the hour, and pleads the necessity of
procrastination.
But the difficulty in this instance was, an ungovernable impatience under the restraints and drawbacks of poverty. If the
conscientious shoemaker had been endowed, likt>. his wife, with a
spirit less iond of domestic adventure, and more of a disposition
to work right straight through a mountain of difficulties, like some
men, there would have been greater unity and more social satisfaction in the isolated habitation. There is, without doubt, much
wisdom in procrastination, under circumstances when the thing to
be done properly belongs to some future day; but only the truly
wise can safely and successfully practise it. Idleness is ever
more to be feared and shunned than energy and action. The
wife possessed a spirit of meekness and quiet, unqualified by any
really positive element of character; which frequently caused her
to submit and be defeated even by an ordinary trial; while the
husband, ever ambitious to be " up and doing," and with no submissive will, would urge her into positions the most distressing,
because foreign to her organization. Destitute of the commonest
education, and, therefore, without a charitable solution of human
weaknesses, each sadly misunderstood and painfully affiicted the
o~her-she, by feeling and saying disheartening things; he, by
disregarding her most tender and predominating sensibilities.
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We stop to notice these peculiarities, in order that the reasonable reader may the better comprehend the parentage and social
condition of the subject of this biography. It may be added in
this place, that this r-adical or temperamental incompatibilitythe barrier to conjugal peace and unity which Nature had unmistakably erected between husband and wife-came out with lifelike manifestations in the mental characteristics of Eliza, and, in
fact, with more or less distinctness, iu each of the subsequent
offspring. Hence, in this case, as in every other of like nature,
eaeh child was born with certain hereditary disadvantages of
body and disposition ; which, to modifY and control, required a
labor of many years ; besides making the summit of "personal
hc'l.rDlony" of no easy attainment, even after its outlines became
visible in the far distane~, and it was recognised as being within
the reach of human effort.
, " Well, I can't help it then !" the mother at length resumed,
with a complaining sigh, " we 'II all go to raclt and ruin ; and
where we'll go next the mercy only knows. When will the
vendue be ?"
. The half-weaver and half-shoemaker turned his eyes from the
"stone on his lap and the strap on his knee," and replied in a tone
somewhat subdued and mirthful:" pon't know, eh! Why you just said 'we'll go to rack and
ruin.' Day after to-morrow, at ten o'eloek, forenoon, the trumpery will all be sold under the hammer. 'Tis bard, I know,
mother; but-who eares ?" This tenderness and mirth were
ominous-indeed, they were a certain proof-that the bottle-imp
had perched himself on the throne of the unbalanced brain.
The noted day at last arrived, and the housekeeping articles,
of little :value, were sold one by one, and carried away to homes
and families more permanent and happy. The wilful Eliza
concealed some knives and forks, and smuggled them away with
a few revered keepsakes-thus retaining, contrary to her father's
expressed wishes, the basis of a future home. But nothing
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of importance was rescued from the ra-vages of the auction-sales,
save the bedding material, which was put straight into a baggage-wagon for immediate em1gration. Eliza was running and
jumping about with Julia Ann, regardless of the sufferings endured by the bewildered mother; while the fij.ther, full of fictitious
courage and alcoholic hopes, lent a hand to every one who asked,
and cheerfully laughed at his own calamity. Presently, the word
came-" All aboard !"-meaning, all in the travelling wagon~ 
and, in a few minutes, you might have seen the depressed · mother, with the boy-baby in her lap, the two daughters stowed in
between the bundles of bedding, and the half-weaver and halfshoemaker in front with the thirsty driver-all, pioneer-like,
except in unity of purpose, going, without compass or rudder, on
a reckless voyage of domestic discovery.
The thousand and one little hardships and shipwrecks which
the impoverished family experienced, b~tween the Blooming
Grove house and the less agreeable tenement of John Myers, in
Staatsburgh, New York, we will not stop to delineate. Suffice it
to say, that the wanderers eventually terminated their journeyings
in a spot yet more isolated than the one th~y had deserted-a
,place where the writer's first impressions of existence took their
rise-and where, therefore, the biographical character of prece.:
ding chapters becomes transformed into sober autobiography and
history incidental.
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CHAPTER V.
MY FIRST l\IEIIIORIES.

"When at eve I sit alone,
Thinking on the past and goneWhile the clock, with drowsy finger,
Marks how long the minutes lingerAnd the embers, dimly burning,
Tell of life to dust returningThen my lonely chair around,
With a quiet, mournful sound
With a murmur soft and low,
Come the Ghosts of Long Ago !"
WHEN the Soul makes its first record on the ledger-leaf -of
Memory, it then merges from the mystic vale of babyhood into a
definite and self-conscious being. Individuality and memory are,
therefore, inseparable in autobiography. The semi-unfounded
tales of contemporaries may thenceforward be revised and corrected by the individual himself. Without egotism, then, the personal pronoun "I" may be hereafter used. Henceforth whatever might appear uncertain in history, b~comes, by this direct
testimony, translated and actualized to the reader as being next
in value to positive knowledge.
Three years and a few weeks had glided away ere Memory
received the news tha~ without and beyond itsel~ there existed an
objective world. This was in the autumn of 1829. By means
of ·intra-and-retro-spection, the original scene is easily revived
and made manifest. I was in the open air, with my face toward
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a small, weather-beaten, lonely house, bnt which, to my inexperienced mind, looked ],ike a very spacious and wonderful superstructure. Whether I had ever been in it or not, I could not
remember. Towering treCfl environed the strange domicil; and
a road, the use of which I could form no conception, stretched
away through the dreamy depths of the encircling wilderness.
"What is them high things called?" I soliloquized, viewing the
erect and wavy trees so very far above my head. "And what's
that called?" I asked, pointing my finger toward the dilapidated .
tenement, the dimensions of which seemed so great.
But, quicker than thought, there flashed athwart my nature a
dreadful feeling of lonely and helpless desolation ; and awaking,
as it were, from a dream of fright and anxiety, I s~reamed a
word, the sound of which I had till then no knowledge of my
power to make- Mother I mother I Like the fabulous Robinson
Crusoe, while a lone wand&rer on the island of Juan Fernandez,
I started in surprise at the cry with which my own voice broke
the deep silence. And yet, as I can now well remember, there
was something in the term "Mother'' which seemed familiar and
full of blessed significance. Like a magic wand, it app!lared to
t>pen a narrow pathway through some well-known landscape: and
this path presently ultimated in certain definite enclosures-perhaps, reproducing an idea of the rooms in the rural dwelling
already described as my birthplace.
'' What is '1\'fother' ?" I could not tell. Whether it had form,
size, and dimensions, or was the absence of these, I could not
decide. Two sensati_ons I knew : my personal littleness, made
more .appalling by the contrast of the great trees and immense
house before me ; and my desolate state, more terrifying because I
could see nothing like myself in any direction. When I screamed
"Mother!" I evidently appreciated the fact that I was soliciting,
imploring, demanding, the presence of something which could
make me feel warm, safe, satisfied, and happy-somethin"' of
which I was a part, a lesser portion- without which I would be
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cold, hungry, thirsty, and miserable. But; strange as it may 'appear, it is true nevertheless, that I could not or did not form the
least conception of the objective appearance of that indefinite something which I called "Mother," and which I fully realized to be
somehow related to my safety and existence. This fact I now
regard as being rich in value to all metaphysicians.
I think no little boy ever cried, "Mother !" longer or louder
than did I. A host of indescribable terrol's crept through my
mind.. The tall trees were swaying to and fro by means of a
force ·or agency which, I had a vague idea, possessed the attribute
of motion. "Will it hurt me?" was my instant _query. Away
down yonder, looking into the forest, I saw darkness. "Do bugaboos live there ?" i: thought; and, louder and quicker yet, I called
for the warmth, protection, and sympathy, of my mother. As I
c1ied, there came from among the trees behind me a familiar
voice, singing a semi-unmeaning song, which was then very common in the plebeian homes about us. I listened:" This poor man came in from his plough,
Dando, dando!
This poor man came in from his plough,
Clam an' a clish and a cling go !
This poor man came in from his plough, •
And asked his wife, 'Is breakfast ready now~·
Sing, clam blarum glere arum,
And a cling go !"

My infant mind readily caught the song as my blessed mother
sung it--for I knew as by instinct that she it was whose voice I
heard-and I feel justified in recording the eccentric words, as a
tribute to the first impression which her spirit made upon the memory of mine. My loneliness, as might be imagined, was quickly
dissipated; for, with her arms full of bru.sh, to make the fire burn
fol' supper, up she came ; and, cheerfully bidding me to follow her,
we entered the house, wherein my father sat, making shoes. This
was the fust of my memory thereof; and also of my sisters, as
they invited me to go out and play with them.
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On comparing my primary reminiscence (in awaking thus suddenly to a consciousness of a world without) with that of others,
I find very few, if any, whose mental history reports a similar circumstance. Still, I do not doubt but there are many who, if they
could but distinctly recall the time and place wJien memory began
first to gather impressions from the outward world, might corroborate my experience and bear me company. Most people marvel
and look skeptical w~en I declare and describe this initial event
of my own biography; and this plainly enough assures me that I
am not reporting an experience which is regarded as common to
my fellow-men. Can I cause my doubting friend to comprehend
the fact? I will make the attempt.
During infancy; the inmost spirit of man is slumbering in the
cerebral substance, like an ungerminated seed in the earth's bosom.
The child-brain is riot yet impregnated with the immortal principle. The seed of the future being lies embedded therein. As
with germs in the soil, so it is with the gradual growth and up·
springing expansion of the mental energies. As a sequence of
this progressive germination of the mental seed, from its enveloping womb which is situated in the centre of the brain, the outer
fibres of the different organs, for the first few months of existence,
do not receive the indwelling spirit, without which reflection and
memory are quite impossible. According to this philosophy, you
perceive that the spiritual forces expand from the central germ,
till they fill, and thrill, and saturate with appropriate energies, the
myriad minute vessels and nerves which, together with the cerebral embroidery, constitute what in these days arc termed phren~
logical organs. It is owing to the absence of the spiritual forces
-to a defective circulation of the imperishable principle through
the fine extremities of these organs-that some Jiersons complain
of an incapacity to reflect and reason easily; and yet more especially do such deplore the unfaithfulness of their memory, even
when the records of that organ are most in requisition. On the
foregoing theory, it is plain to be seen that, should a person pos·
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sess a spiritual nature of slow growth, united to a temperament
which is nowise untrue, but definite and positive alike in the rejection as in the reception of impressions (as mine is), it follows that
the period preceding the taking on of a memory might be lengthened out many months beyond the time commonly supposed ; and
that when the awakening at length comes, so vivid an impression
might be made as that no subsequent events could ever obliterate
it. I know it is bard to remember exactly when you began to
memorize common impressions ; but could each one do so, I think
all would be amply satisfied with the above explanation of my
individual experience.
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01-I.APTER VI.
MY FIRST TEMPTATION.
LEAVING philosophy to other volumes, I proceed with my
record.
The occupation in which I saw my father engaged, day after
day, considerably excited my curiosity. It was so funny to see
him cut both soft and hard leathery substances into different forms
and sizes ; and still more, to watch him as he wet them, and hammered them, and fixed them firmly, with cunning .little nails, on
a piece of wood, fashioned after a big foot; and next to notice the
diligence and regularity with which he made holes, with a sharp
pointed instrument; and then to witness the quick, c.nerring exchange of bristles by which he pulled a waxed thread in opposite
directions ; and, finally, to look at the veins suddenly swelling on
his forehead, and to hear his invariable and characteristic "Ugh!"
as with a long, strong puli (which concluded in a jerk), he seemed
to satisfy his mind that the thing was done for good. There appeared to be an amusement in all this, in which I longed to participate. But the fun of it began rapidly to disappear one morning when I caught the impression that-from some cause which
I did not comprehend-my father felt compelled to keep doing
so, even while be wished to be absent from home.
My sister Eliza bad the charge and direction of 'me most of the
time ; that is, I found that I was forced to obey whepever alone
with her, and this frequently happened. On one occasion, she
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or.dered me in a whisper to go into .a sort of cellar, which was
bu)lt in the side of a small hill just in the edge of the woods, and
bring her my apron full of apples, which I would find there.
Lj:ke children in general, I was fond of such fruit, and so proposed
to go and bring them immediately.
" Don't tell nobody I sent you," said .she, i-n a quick undcrto.nc; " I'll knock the daylights out of you if you do!"
Headng this terrible threat, coupled with the injunction of secrecy, I trembled with a strange apprehension. It seemed to me
that I was about to do something which I should not do. This
seeming was entirely new; that is, I did not r.ecolle.ct ever doing
any such thing before. And yet, I would presume to write myself as being neither more nor less prone to good deeds than many
oth.er boys. But here :was .an innocent moment when I felt halftempted and half-fore~ to commit an undefinable evil act. Thus
confused and qgitated, I ~ed" 4in't them apples yourn ?"
"No, you lit~e goose, you !" she snappishly re~lied, "them's
John Myers's _apples; so mind, don't let him see you go no::,come!"
" I guess I can't go at all;" said I, attempting to run by her
into the house ; " I'm so afraid he']] see :me."
"No you don't nuther !" exclaimed she angrily. as she caught
me and turned my face toward the cellar, with a whirling force
that :made me £1)el and fear h!lr physical superiority ; 1• now you
go, as I tell you, or I 'U pound you- see if I don't!"
Children, l think, are all natural democrats. Moral obligations,
fine distinctions, or rules of right and wrong, are witl)out influence
on very young minds. Thus, not quite understanding what wrong
there could be in going for what I wanted -nor yet peJ,"ceiving
what moral difference tl).ere existed between apples in our cellar
under ~e house and apples in John Myers's cellar under the hill
-off I s~d, pushed open the unlocked door. and ·filled my
apron with that fruit w~ch tempted the fabled Eve.
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Returning with more apples than I could keep from rolling· out
of my uplifted garments, I had the fresh fright of beho,lding their
owner looking right at me from the road. What to do I did not
know; but, though the fruit dropped at every step, I kept running
to get home. The owner hailed me ; but 'twas no use. Fleeter
and faster still I bounded over the rough ground, until I reached
the house. Forgetting all my sister's threats of punishment, I
sprang toward my mother, buried my face in her lap, and wept at
the top of my voice a full confession! She heard me through,
told me to dry my eyes, and never to do so again ; and then, to
my great satisfaction, she went out to "settle" with Eliza for sending me on such a wicked errand. What happenOO. to my sister,
during that settlement, I will not pause to chronicle ; but, instead,
will enter my solemn protest against any similar temptation being
placed before the human spirit. For, although at the time, it
seemed like a harmless and playful enterprise, y.et there was a
poison lurking beneath, which, had I fully imbibed it, might have
debilitated m_y moral organism through every subsequent year.
My mother, being fond of solitude, often sought gratification by
I'ambling in the wild, woody environments. One day, _toward
evening, we all remarked "how long a time" she had been absent;
but consoled one another with the saying, " She '11 be back before
sundown.'' At length, however, the beautiful sun rolled down
behind the dense forest,. touching as it went the loftiest and the
fairest leaves with hues inimitable. But where was the lone wo:nan? The mystical drapery of night fell round about the world;
the cheer and chirp of daylight creatures were no longer heard;
and as we children stood tremblingly on the edge of the dark
distance, we fancied that we did hear a sound of wailing coming
from the woods, blending with the sad, low moan of the grandlyswaying wilderness. Every moment became more and more
painful. We looked and called, and called and looked, till choked
and blinded with fright and tears. "Mother's lost !" I cried, and
rcu; to get father out in search. 'Twas quickly done. He did
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not fear the darkness, neither the spirit of night in the forest, but
went boldly into it. Anon, in the midst of our listenings, we
heard the sound of voices ; and, ere we fully recognised "them, our
parents stood before us ! The pleasure of that meeting waB the
first positive joy recorded in the life-book of my memory.
Our family did not sojourn long in this isolated tenement. My
father returned one night, and said : " Well, I've found another
hut; so, let's be off this week." To this sudden proposal my
mother complainingly demurred ; and then I witnessed, for the
first time in the life of my memory, a prolonged, loquacious strug~
gle between them- the effect of which still lingers, as the most
shocking impression ever made upon my infantile mind. Well
enough do I remember, after getting under the clothes. in the
trundle-bed that night, of thinking thus: "l wonder whether the
Big Good Man up in the sky seen that! If he did, what does he
think about it?" While meditating thus, I WaB seized with a strange
terror; and, liB the most natural thing, I screamed " Mother !"
with all my vocal power.
"What is the matter, Jackson?" she quickly and kindly asked.
" I do n't know," I cried ; " I 'm 'fraid to go to sleep. D' you
think i '11 wake up again, if I ~ to sleep r '
" 0 yes, my son- nothing '11 hurt you.'' And so I tried to believe. But 'twas impossible. What troubled me I knew not,
except a terrifYing apprehensiveness that I should not open my
eyes again if I slept, and the dreaded loneliness of an endless
sleep. It reminded me of what I felt when our mother was lost
in the forest. Therefore I begged to get in bed with· my parents,
for there only could I feel safe in slumber.
" Don't humor that boy so !" said my father sternly; 't ain't
noth~n' but worms ailin' him."
Now, though a very little child, I felt that I knew better; and
so, for the firat time, I found my mind rejecting my own father's
judgment. Here was individual sovereignty in a trundle-bed.
But this unexpected development of an Qpinion, in positive oppo3
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sition to my worthy and venerable progenitor, served only to add
more strength to my indescribable terror. Having no knowledge
of words wherewith to dispute my father's worm-theory, I cried
and continued to cry, until, perhaps to get rid of me, I was taken
by mutual consent into the protective embrace of the sympathizing
mother-wherein, feeling a blissful security out of harm's way,
J soon forgot all trouble in a slumber too sound for dreams.
On reflection, I have since concluded that my awakenirig spirit,
young and untutored as it was, had received on this occasion some
vaguely intuitive conception of Deity and Death. An idea of the
"Big Good Man" had never been imparted to me by any person
that I could remember; neither had I ever witnessed such a
shocking event as "going to sleep and not waking again," which
formed the groundwork of my childish apprehensions. Therefore
I put this doWn as an interesting psychological fact, impairing the
doctrine that denies to the soul an innate organic knowledge of
corresponding outward realities.
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CHAPTER VII.
A CIIANGE OF SCENE,

"He lived not in himself, but ditl become
Portion of that around him.'

authority being greatly in the ascendant, our family
sorrowfully bundled together the housekeeping material; and two
days subsequent to my father's announcement, we were once more
on our way to a strange habitation. W alkiug and riding by turns,
on a rather hard and lonely road which led through a large tract
of woodland, we at length reached another isolated tenement, of
extremely limited dimensions. It was situated in the same town,
Staatsburg, not far from Rhinebeck, on the farm of a good-natured
Dutchman by the name of Bart Cropsey, whose years were rolling him down the afternoon of rudimental existence.
South of this incommodious dwelling you could see the fields
and distant farmhouse of the nearest neighbor; while on the
north there was next to no prospect whatever; only an indistinct
wagon track (a cheering sign that human beings had been there
before us) .leading far away around a hilly, stony section of the
old man's real estate. Toward the east, and but a few rods from
our door, there was, as nearly as I can remember, a chain of
irregular acclivities. These were overlaid with a coating of soil
too -sterile to yield anything abundantly, save tons of gravel and
countless splinters from the slate strata above. Looking westward
the eye would very naturally and pleasurably rest upon a swiftPATERNAL
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running stream, that skirted the timber-land just beyond it, and
which continued its musical pilgrimage downward through the
verdant fields that made our southern prospect almost beautiful.
When arrived, there transpired a succession of those burly-burly
events so common at such m~vings. Everything to do, and nobody ready to do it; yet each busy doing something with all available strength and speed. The house was divided into two r.ompartments-had what an extravagant imagination might term,
"a reception room," and "an attic chamber." The first was as
extensive as the walls of the foundation, and occupied all the
lower story; while the second, accessible only by climbing up
a flight of rickety stairs, had remained without lath and plaster,
OI' other finishings, from the first day of its erection.
But the half-weaver and half-shoemaker indicated no sorrow of
heart. His hand was quick to get the bedstead corded up, the
straw ticking on, the washtub (with a few tea things and crockery
wares in it) pushed into the old cupboard which was already
occupied by such natives as rats, mice, and spiders. The children
were not less industrious. They helped to unload the wagon,
and prepare the reception room for the best arrangement of our
limited stock. But my mother looked sad and weary. Her eye
was filled with an expression of .insight. There was a something
of distance in the air of abstraction which pervaded her. I
record this fact, because, although she may have appeared thus
interior a thousand times before, this is the first time when my
attention became arrested and fixed by it. Her mind seemed far
from the immediate scene.
Nothing of importance transpired worth recordinb for several
weeks. My father worked diligently on the shoe-bench every
day; and, excepting sundry frettings and fault-findings, all went
on very well.
One day I overheard some suppressed conversation, from which
I gathered that my sister Eliza might get married. What that
meant I could form no idea; it was something, I noticed, which
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mother did not like. I ventured to ask the reason, but was told
by .father to "mind my business," or he'd "take the sirap to me!"
But my mind would work.
I was not long concluding that
getting "married" m~t going from home to live with a stranger.
So believing, I thought that mother was right and father was
wrong- because she complained and objected to the marriage,
while father objected to her complainings and useless interf~rence.
And now I began to be reminded of something I witnessed while
we lived in John Myers' tenement. More than once I had remarked a strange young man who came through the woods to
our house, and laughed and talked with Eliza just as if they had
always been acquainted. And l remembered, also, how they
made molasses candy lUld sugar, once, from maple sap ; and gave
me some if I would run away with Julia Ann and play.
My sympathies were with my mother on this subject. And,
therefore, though but four years old, and hablted in a short woollen
frock, I coaxed her out doors, beyond my father's hearing, to ask
these questions: "Mother, will I ever be as big as father? Then
you won't let me be marr-ied- will you?" If my memory serves
me right she returned me no answer ; but went into the house with
more merriment and laughter than I had ever heard from her on
any previous occasion. This conduct had the effect to leave me
· void of satisfaction. " How curious,'' thought I, " to weep at
Eliza's marriage and then laugh at mine !" But the sight of a
stranger coming tht,ough the twilight of the evening, dissipated
my thinking, and made me once more ii portion of that around
ill~.
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CHAPTER VIII.
··-

THE DUTCHMAN'S GIIOST,

AT this time my mind began to take an interest in the varied changes and hues of human faces. As yet but few persons
had made a place for themselves in my memory. Before this
date I do not recollect seeing more than four individuals, besides
our family triangle. I do not say "family circle" because, for the
most part, my parents were stationed at opposite points, while the
children (my eldest sister, Eliza, more especially) stood, as by a
logical necessity, at the third point; thus forming, by a kind of
spontaneous geometry, a complete three-cornered family alliance;
out of which a circle was never more than foreshadowed and
indicated as a bare possibility, in certain · hours of domestic
spheroidal communion.
The existence of this condition could not fail to impress me
painfully. My infant tongue was, perhaps., never moved with
words of rebuke which I thought were many times deserved;
but this can not be recorded of my mouth; for, whenev.er I
thought that mother was troubled by father's moods, I could not
restrain a propensity to cry loudly and lustily, and thus restore
them to comparative unity by means of my counter-irritation.
Uncle Bart Cropsey's hired man seemed very fond of visiting
at our house. Through the deepening twilight we frequently saw
him coming down the indistinct wagon-track toward our habitation.
Rut he made his vi~its too early and late, as well as too frequent,
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to please even the generous Dutchman. Therefore, after numerous remonstrances, "Dave" (as he was called) made up his mind
to go home earlier. But what he termed "earlier" was to me
very late indeed. Often and often I strained my eyes to keep
awake during his stay, but sleep would steal oYer me at length,
and the next morning's sun _would sometimes shine ere the deep
slumber of childhood was again ~roken. It will be remembered
that our "reception room" contained our kitchen, our bedchamber,
our shoemaker's shop, &c., &c. ; and 'twas for this reason that, whenever visitors were there, it became a rather delicate matter for any
member of the family to undress and retire for the night. Hence
we all rejoiced, when Uncle Bart entered his positive protest
against Dave's long nocturnal visitations. But our joy was ere
lone greatly diminished, by his apparent forgetfulness of the old
man's injunction, Indeed, in a few days his visits co~menced as
early and terminated as late as ever.
One black and dreary night which I well remember, the jour,pcyman-fa~er left us later than usual.
The autumnal wind
whistled round about the old house, "and music made of melancholy sort." There was a moon -in the s~, but 'twas almost
totally obscured by the threatening cloud,s. H there had been
shutters on our windows, swinging and slamming on tb~ir rusty
hinges, it would, without doubt, have augmented yet more the
doleful melody of the storm and darkness.
"Ain't you afraid to go home, Dave?" asked my father.
"No, not I!" he courageously returned; "I've walked through
the,.woods in more'n one dark night! So, good-night, all!"
"There I he's gone at last," said Eliza; "now, let's go to bed."
The motion was seconded by all hands, and, in a few minutes, we
were all under cover, except father who, as be said, had "a shoe
to finish.'' We were just on the verge of sleep when there came
a loud knocking on the outside of the window, accompanied with" Rallo! hallo ! l say, Mr. Davis, come out quick!"
The only light in the room was made by the wick of father's
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exhausted tallow candle, flickering on a stick's end before him;
but which, owing to a false move of his hand, was immediately
extinguished, leaving the panic-struck family in poor plight to
render assistance. Nothing daunted, however, father opened the
outer door, and demanded:. " What's the matter ?"
There stood poor Dave quaking and trembling with fright, scarcely able to utter a sentence, but presently he stammered out:"I've seen a thundering s-pook-or-a-something white!"
" Where d' you see it?"
":..By the big oak tree, up in the corner of the woods, where the
little slab bridge is !"
"What does it look like?"
"Like a thundering great man, dressed in grave-clothes! Can't
you go with me till I get past the thundering thing, Mr. Davis P''
"Well, I'll see," said father. "Let's hunt up a lantern. I
(.".~ess we 've got one.''
While father was preparing to go with Dave, we all declared tha~
we couldn't and wouldn't stay alone ; and acting under the speed
of fright, the four of us (mother, Eliza, Julia Ann, and myself)
got quickly dressed and ready to turn out in the gloomy darkness.
It was all alarmingly new to me. I had not heard of a "thundering spook" before, and felt no little curiosity to see one. Perhaps I was also very much frightened ; if so, 'twas more than
balanced by the novelty of the object about to be seen ; and hence,
keeping tight hold of my mother's hand, on I trotted "in the foot!lteps of our illustrious predecessors," father and the farmer. .
"What's a spook, mother?" I pantingly asked while running
rapidly by her side.
"Oh, 'tain't nothin' to hurt us,'' she replied, "'tis somethin' that
means somethin', if one knows how to take it right."
Not satisfied witlt this explanation, I inquired:" How does it look ?"
"Hush-lmrk-keep still-hold yer tongue--can't you,"
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vociferated Eliza; " a body can't hear nothin' for your everlastin'
clackin'."
But lowering my voice, I continued to interrogate: "Mother,
what did Dave mean by a thundering spook?"
"Oh, never mind. Dave's a wicked man. I'll tell you tommTOw."
By this time, as the slackened pace of the vanguard indicated,
our party had nearly reached the point of interest. Father made
a voluntary declaration of skepticism and heroic fearlessness.
Whereupon Dave, being inspired with fresh courage, drew up a
verbal resolution to the effect, that "he wonldn't run now, even
if left alone. Didn't care for the 'thundering thing' when he first
got a glimpse of it. Came hack after us merely out of good
nature, to have some fun." And, so declaring, the ploughman
struck up a bold, courageous, don't-care-ative whistle; which, to
tell the truth, made but very little impression on the rude blasts
of wind that came roaring through the woods in the direction of
the open country.
But as if 'twere designed, at this ftigbtful and momentous
crisis, out popped the great, round-faced moon from behind its
cloudy curtain ; and, wonderful to behold ! just by the dilapidated
bridge, right against the gre!Jt oak-tree, there stood, towering up
in the darkness, a monstrous form-enveloped in a snow-white
sheet, with a hat on its head, and its -apparent arms flying and
flapping frantically in the howling tempest.
"Good gmcious !" exclaimed Dave-" D'you see that?"
As he said this, he stepped back so quick against us, that three
fourths of our party were thro11n violently to the ground. This
accident took immediate effect, in giving each the terrible impression of having been struck by the ghostly monster; and, acceler·
at.ed by the motive force of this horrid thought, our mutual retreat
resembled the flight of John Gilpin~ .A.s for me, I must confess
that my opinion was ex,:p~essed by an unbroken yell of agonizing
fear, poetically termed " weeping," which adde~ ~!'t ~ little to the
.R*
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awful condition of the fleeing quartette, headed by the more than
ever affrighted Dave.
"Stop ! Hold on!" cried father, who was just in our rear" What you running away for? Come back! Let's ask the
spook what it wants there."
Obediently we halted. The elder heads planned a battle, and
then all cautiously returned. When within hailing distance, my
father shouted: "Rallo, there-what's wanted?"
We were silent a moment, which seemed a great while, but no
answer came.
" Hallo, I say ! Who are you ? What d' you want?"
Autumnal blasts, full of strange sounds, gave back tl1e only
response. Father's candle, too, was nearly out in .his lantern;
and the fitful moon kept up a constant dodging in and out of the
heavy folds of the storm-king's drapery. Hence our prospect
was fast becoming very dark and doubtful. But my father's
intrepid conduct, on tl1is occasion, inspired me with a particular
respect for him.
"Poh ! nonsense ! If you don't answer me I '11 knock your
brains out with this 'ere stone," said he impatiently, picking up a
big pebble.
And sure enough ! To our great consternation, away flew his
missile, and down came the ghostly hat! Obeying orders we
didn't "budge a yard;" · but witnessed, with -rapidly increruing
courage, the bombardment and demolition of the White Spook.
And I believe tLe reader's disappointment will not be more provoking than was ours, when I record that some mischievous individual, knowing that Dave frequented our house and returned
that way late every night, had wrapped ttp a bundle of straw in
an old sheet, with Uncle Bart Cropsey's broad-brimmed hat to
indicate where a head might have been.
Our party returned home in fine spirits, and slept undisturbed
the remainder of the night. 'Tis my belief that the experience
al)d discovery of that memorable hour bas bad an unmistakablV
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wholesome effect upon my organ of mm"Vellou.sness, which is said,
by phrenologists, to exert only a very moderate and secondary
influence on my mental organization. Metbinks Providence could
not have better prepared my mind for investigating and discriminating between genuine spiritual personages and fallacious apparitions than by this midnight encounter with the phantom-man of
straw.
" Thus, when I am all alone,
Dreaming o'er the past and gone,
All around me, sad and slow,
Come the Ghosts of Long .Ago."
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CHA.PTER IX.
IN WHICll I MAKE liiORE DISCOVERIES.

IN due course of time there was established something like a
family circle of harmony concerning the impending marriage of
my eldest sister; the result of which was, a chee:cl'ul preparation
of sundry sandwiches, cracked walnuts, and a few small pies, the
crust being shortened, or more properly lengthened and toughened,
with what father called "white-oak splits." I looked upon the
whole proceeding with a curiosity common to children. I helped
place the wooden chairs in a row on either side of our "receptionroom,'' and wondered where all the people would come from to
occupy them.
At length the neighbors one by one arrived, and the seats, including father's shoe-bench and the two beds, were literally covered with visitors. I was too much astonished and intimidated to
speak or cry; and so, having acquired the habit, I yielded to it-·
that is; as often defined by father, I "clung to my m:;thc7s apronstring," and wouldn't let go-but followed her o:;t ~oors after
wood and water, down cellar after the molasses-jug, t!p s~rs after
a pair of newly-darned stockings ; and thus, round r,nd round the
ten-by-twelve tenement, I pursued her, as if to rclir.·,:1~bh my hold
was to be hopelessly wrecked and cast away among utter strangers! One of the women brought with her a·Eitlc g;r!., who attracted my attention, because hers was the first human form I had
ever seen more diminutive than my own. She wore frocks, and so
did I-a fact which my mind regarded as being nry curious.
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Presently a well-dressed man entered, who acted as if he knew
everything. As he advanced, the people got off the beds, and, together with the others there, stood up without speaking. My
sister came down the rickety stairway from the attic chamber
aforesaid, all dressed and beautified as I had never seen her previously. Then up stepped the young man, with whom I was now
well acquainted, who, taking Eliza's hand, stood with her in a
most solemn mood directly before the man who seemed to know
everything as well as the name of it. He opened his mouth, and
spoke some of the longest, hardest, biggest, stranges~ words I had
ever heard. Whereupon my mother began to weep; then my
sister wept; then Julia Ann cried outright; and last, as well as
least, I brought up the rear with a regular burst of uncontrollable
lamentation. What I was crying . about I did not know ; but
mother cried, and that was enough. However, the wedding was
soon ended, the sandwiches were quickly consumed, the walnutshells delivered up their meats, and father's bottle of strong drink
was passed from one man's mouth to another; when the company
began to dep~, each wishing our folks "long life and much joy."
The impression of that event was very unpleasant. It exerted
a sad influence upon me, like that of sickness, or fault-finding ;
which made me importune my mother, over and over ag~, never
to let me get married.
. Weeks hurried by, and ere long we stood on the margin of another year. The curtain that hung between our house and the
world-which folded in obscurity the private afllictions of our
family-I will not roll up. That which concerned my psychological progress is alone relevant in this autobiography. Hence,
I pass on to the advent of Santa Claus !
Hearing of his name and near approach-that he brought good
gifts for good children-that no one could see him as he crept
down the chimney, and filled suspended stockings with sweet
treasures-! ~esolved to be very good (that is, not cry or follow
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mother), and then see what would come as my compensation.
'Twas the last day of bleak December, when mother said:"Come, Jackson-you run out and draw your sled about, and
play till I <'nll you."
"What for, mother?"
"Oh, 'cause I want you to go."
" Sha' n't I get froze in the snow?"
"No, no-you go, now-I'll call when I want you."
Now, this was so new-asking me to do what she had frequently prev_ented me from doing without any reason as I sometimes thought-that it excited my imagination. Hence I persisted in questioning her : "What for, mother-what for?"
"Oh, never mind; g<>, as I tell you: and when I call, you shall
have a warm cookie."
"Why, mother-what for? l\Iother-say, tell me, won't you?"
But father, hearing me teaze the already half-overcome woman,
rapidly described a semicircle on his shoe-bench, and sternly said:
''Don't humor that boy so! Make him mi~d, or crack his
head !-Jackson, you sir! do as your mother bida, or I'll take
the strap to you, quicker!"
Of late years the American world has heard something of what
Albert Brisbane calls "attractive industry," in contradistinction
~ painful and unrequited toil .as suffered by the masses ; but I
venture to say that no embryo man (between four and five years
of age) ever more realized the beauty of" attractive playing," and
the distressing constraint of repulsive amusement, than I did immediately on the conclusion of my father's great speech on that
occasion. Amusement, when disagreeable, is repulsive labor; as
labor, when adapted to one's genius, is attractive amusement. But
at this moment, delay was dangerous to my personal welfare; the
paternal weapon lay curled up by the lapstone and hammer; and
thus, victimized and dejected, forth I went to ride down hill on
ice and snow.
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Up the eastern acclivity I drew my sled. But instead of coasting, I concerned myself with fishing for the reasons of the maternal anxiety to get me out doors. " Could Santa Claus have asked
them to send me out?" soliloquized I; "and who is he?" Glimmerings of the possibility of the existence of such a being seemed
to flicker and twinkle on the horizon of my awakening intellect.
And yet, the attribute of his invisibility-of his power to descend
the chimney, and put palpable things in my stocking, without exposing himself to mortal vision -this was a statement very bard
for me fully to believe, although it came from my worthy, loving,
revered mother, and challenged my confidence. " She's so big,
and so old, too,'' thought I, "why, of course she knows." And
straightway I believed alT:I had been told concerning the invisible
friend of gcod children. "But," methougbt, "ho:w strange that a
being so pure shoul.d get into and. shuffie down a dirty, sooty chimney to the very fireplace, amid tha embers and ashes there !"
Still thinking to myself, I said : " Good Santa Claus must go very
fast, and that's why no one can see liim." Whereupon I made
several snowballs, and hurled them into the air with all my force,
to experiment upon rendering objects i::"visible by the swiftness
of their flight. But I obtained very little satisfaction from· this
exe1tion ; and so, resoh·ing to sleep that night with one eye wide
open, I tried to amuse myself paradoxically-that is, by tugging
and laboring to gain the ·hill-top, in order to purchase the shortlived pleasure of sliding and tumbling head over heels into. the
snowbank below.
At length the married Eliza called, and said I might come in
and warm myself. Accordingly, I went in, but saw nothing unusual, except a few fresh-cooked doughnuts; from which I r&ceived some reward for remaining out so long, agreeably to maternal request and paternal command.
Night hastened on; and how glad was I to get into the trundlebed ! Next morning, early as I might awake, I was destined to
find pr!'sents in my stoilking! Mother hung a pair of clean hose
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against the sooty jam, just at the end of the great back-log; all
of which proceeding I witnessed by her permission.
"Now, Jackson, be a good boy, and go to sleep," said she soothingly, .. and you '11 see what 'll come of it."
Doubtless, like most juveniles under corresponding circumstances, I was remarkably obligiug, and got straight into bed.
Once or twice previous to her retiring, my eye met hers peering
under the corner of the blanket, evidently to see if I had my
lashes closed in sleep. This had the effect to make slumber still
more difficult.
Steadily, through a hollow fold in the bedquilt, I fixed one eye
on a right line with the suspended stockings, and looked, with no
ordinary anxiety, till our folks all found their pillows fo11. the night.
Presently I heard each inmate breathing heavily as in sound re·
pose, save my mother, who, after a while, crept stealthily from
her bed to the cupboard, thence to tl_te pendent hose; and .then,
through the moonlight in the room, I saw her put somethiug in
each stocking, and hasten back to her resting-place over mine.
It was perhaps an hour subsequent to this scene ere I managed
to obtain sleep. When~' Nature's sweet restorer'' at length came
9ver me, I dreamed that Santa Claus, dressed in a suit of black,
found his way down our chimaey, with his every pocket filled with
beautiful gifts. And in my dream I thought I got up, took hold
of his outermost. gown, pulled it off, and lo ! there stood my moth.er,
smiling benevolently, through one of her most winning and tender
expressions.
"Happy New Year!" shouted Julia Ann, so close to my earl.
that I started, fully awake, and sprang after the woollen reoepta.
cles which still. hung against the chiinney-corner. Filled to the
very top ! Santa Claus had not forgotten me ! And I hastened
back between the warm sheets to discover what was given. Out
came a small roll of candy; out came four doughnuts, tasting just
like those of the previous day, only shaped and fashioned after an
old man, a cat, a cow, and a little boy; out came three butternuts.
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-six chestnuts, and a very big potato ; and, to conclude, out came
father's shoe-strap- the veritable stirrup of this industrious disciple of St. Crispin-a gentle admonition from Santa Claus that I
" must mind my Ps and Qs.'' Vibrating between faith and
doubt, and tasting alternately of both fear and joy, I hopped up,
and, for the first time, got into a pair of undeveloped pantaloons.
"Mother, did u't you put them thing~? in my stockings?'~ I asked,
looking directly into her eyes. My dream was realized at once.
A benevolent smile pervaded her countenance, as she answered" Yes, Jackson, I put in everything but the potato and strap.''
This confession was quite satisfactory, and I felt that I loved
her for giving me so much pleasure.
Hut, deeper than the joy of that N~w-Year•s day, there was
made upon my mind an impression of incorrigible skepticism.
Nothing could have been more pertinent and salutary. Simple as
that event was, it tended greatly to strengthen my already awakened proclivitY to rigid investigation. A vigilant incredulity
regarding the existence of invisible personages was, by this human
solution of the .mysterious Santa Claus, made very easy of subsequent development.
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CHAPTER X.
OTHER SCENES IN THIS DRAMA.
ONE day I overheard some conversation between my mother
and 'an ~ged woman, who had called to make a visit, concerning
the premonitory signs of death in a neighborhood.
" How cur' us it is," said mother, "that a body what's born with
a veil over their face can tell sich things! There's my Jackson
-·he was born with a veil over his face: may be he'll be one o
that 'are sort."
" Du tell !" exclaimed the nervous, excitable listener; "is that
so ? Why, I want to know !"
'' Yes !" replied mother, with a deep sigh, and almost stifled
with a sudden gush of painful emotion. " Yes- I remember
well," she continued; "and when I looked at the baby, with the
veil over his hull face, then ses I to myself, ses I, ' He's born to
see trouble, or-somethiu' else-! don't know what!'"
But, returning to the subject of seefug signs of death in rural
districts, mother related, by way of illustration, how, on a certain
moonlight evening years before, she beheld a man solemnly walking, with his arms folded across his breast, as if meditating on a
theme pf the saddest and gravest import.
" Who was he ?" interrupted the old lady.
"Ah! that's what I can't say," returned my mother. "But l
tried to find out. I went to the winder fust; and then, as he ap·
peared like near, I opened the front door quick, to ask him to
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come in. Not a single soul did I see there ! Well, I thought
'twas queer 'nough; and so 'twas. But next night, same time,
I seen the same person ag'in, a-walkin' sad like, jest a'i he did
afore: ~and now,' thinks me, 'I knows who 'tis.' But I didn't,
after all."
"Du tell!" exclaimed the visitor:. "You couldn't say, ch, who
'twas there, walkin' so?".
"No_, I couldn't. But I know'd that it meant a death in our
neighborhood. And so it proved. For, a few days afterwards,
'Squire - - - , who loved to smell the snuff of a taller-candle so
much, died very sudden with consumption:'
"Why, I want to know !" ejaculated the amazed woman; "du
tell, now ! Was it true that he liked the smell of candle-smoke?"
" Yes, he did," replied l)lother ; " and, what's more, I've allus
noticed that short.JJ,ved folks allus liked the candle-snuff as a
somethin' to breathe.''
That night was rifu with trouble for me. When my industrious father planted his stick on the :floor, surmounted with a candle,
I seated myself close by, to ascertain whether I had any fondness
for such an odor. Horrible ! I did love, as I supposed, to smell
the feathery vapor that went curling up from the burning wick!
'Twas enough! Although the evening had but just dawned, I
asked permission to retire, because I was afraid I might get sick
if I remained up as long as usual. The favor being granted, I
went to bed with ·tears trembling on my eyelids. My thoughts
dwelt on going to sleep and awaking not again. How insupportable ! Overcome at last with sheer fright I cried outright, and
begged mother to tell me" Do I like to smell candle-wick? Say, mother, say-do I
like to smell the snuff of it? Will I die, mother if I do.? Say,
will I die?"
Father caught the burden of my lamentation, and laughed loud
enough to ·drown the sound of my voice. But this method of consoling me did neithe~· allay my rears n01· reduce the strength of
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my mental weakness ; and I persisted in soliciting aid and instruction from mother. She gave me rest, but no satisfaction; and I
could not get f.ver the fear of immediate death for many days
afterward. In the meantime my father would alternate between
threats to use his strap upon me, and the assertion that I was
"troubled with worms," and should take "a teaspoonful of brimstone and molasses every morning."
Tlie reader will now hasten with me over the uninteresting details of many weeks, and halt to consider another item of more
vital importance.
Poverty, with its hideous train, dwelt in our habitation. I do
not mean that vice and crime were with us, as the usual -sequences
of poverty ; but that sickness, and depression, and scoldings, and
frettings, and humiliations of many kinds, w~re constant visitors
at our home. Oft and again I have seen my mother busy baking
the last handful of Indian meal in our possession-without meat,
or potatoes, or the flour of other grains-and, wonderingly, I have
heard her ask my father where and when he would get more
provender to keep the family from starvation. Sometimes I would
inquire if everybody, in all houses, had the same trouble to get
food and raiment. To such questionings my father would impatiently and sternly reply:"No, hang it! the poor man gets poorer, and the rich man
richer: that's the way with the world."
Thus conditioned were we, when one chilly spring day receded
on her purple car, spreading a mystic t~ilight wide o'er hill -and
plain, and ushered in the star-gemmed night which, like a royal
pall, was thrown upon the bosom of the still Earth. Of course,
these natural beauties and changes I did not in my childhood per·
ceive. But, instead, I saw tears, sorrowings, and many anxious
looks. We had no food ! Neither had we been feasting recently.
But, having lived poorly for days, each felt that intensely fearful
desire to eat which only the really famishing can ever fully com-
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prebend. 1\fy mother said she believed that "Providence would
provide for us."
"Well; I believe so too," retumed the half-weaver and halfshoemaker, but wholly honest man, as he whacked a piece of soleleather for the reparation of a neighbor's boot; "but," he continued, " it seems to me that Providence always depends more upon
us than we depend on Providence.''
"Why, how queer you talk!" s:)id my mother, whose face now
began to light up with hope as the morning brightens the face of
Nature; aud she added: "I don't think no harm will befall us
jest yet; as old 'Squire - - - , who's now dead and gone, used
to say:.,.

'The Lord my pasture s!J.all prepare,
And feecl me with a shepherd's care.' "

Now, as the logical reader might easily imagine, all this selious
conversation about " Providence,'' · and being fed by a Lordly
" Shepherd," seemed to me very much in keeping with the story
vf good old invisible Santa Claus, or like the great white spook
made out of straw. And hence, though only in my fifth year, I
could not help believing more in the providence and protection of
my honored progenitors on whom I realized a sweet dependency.
At this moment we were mutually attracted to the door by the
sound of tramping horses and the rumbling of an approaching
wagon.
_
"What ean bring anybody this way at such an hour?" exclaimed
my .father; "-yvho can it be?"
" Hallo, there !" shouted a voice from the wagon ; "our folks
wants to get Mrs. Pans to come and help do our washing tomorrow.''
" Who are you ?" asked Eliza.
"Why; don't you know? We 're just from John Radcliffe's
fishing-grounds-just going home with the team.''
"Oh, goodness save us !" said my mother hopefully ; "let's get
some fish for supper. I know'd th~t Providence would provide.''
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" Yes ! yes !" said father ; " let's ask for a shad, or a dozen her-·
ring. Eliza, go out to the wagon, and see what he 's got."
'Twas uo sooner said than done. Out she ran, followed by
Julia Ann and myself, to get something for supper. But great
indeed was our disappointment when the driver declared that every herring and every shad had been sent down the Hudson to
New York; that he hadn't anything aboard, save the nets and a
few bunches of shad-eggs scattered here and there through the
me~hes. Mother said, " That'll do." But father exhibited considerable dissatisfaction, yet agreed that "shad-eggs would taste
better than nothing ;" while I did not realize any preference whatever. The difference in the quality of shad and shad-egg8 was
unknown to me. All I wanted was something to eat. 1 And the
family sharing in this feeling, the fire was forthwith kindled, and
the providential eggs were soon snapping and cracking in the
frying-pan.
" What you got to eat with them?" inquired the inspirited cordwainer.
"Nothing," replied my mother.
"Nothing!" echoed he-" nothing! Why, what the dogs will
be done ? Who can eat shad-eggs and nothing else, I'd like to
know?"
But the fact was that there could not be found in that tenement
a bit of bread of any description, nor any substance resembling a
~'egetable, except a few decayed turnips in the attic chamberor, more strictly speaking, in the unfinished garret up the rickety
stairway. Hence the marine provender had to be served up that
night alone, without a second article of diet. Fortunately, we
were not members of any vegetarian society. On the contrary,
each one was free to devour as many shoals of embryological shad
as his or her appetite seemed to demand. Therefore we · all ate,
and thus satisfied, for a time, the painful longings of hunger. This
time was brief. A thirst eame on-a horrid, crazy, sickening
thirst-whiclr. water allayed but for a moment.
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" There, I thought so !" groaned the impatient and again dis·
heartened· cordwainer. "Just as I thought. Fish will swim
twice!"
Hearing this, I h~tened to my mother's side to ask wltat father
meant by fish swimming twice ; for, besides the thirst I felt, there
were other unsatisfactory symptoms down my throat, which made me
fear that the eggs were possibly hatched, and that little finny flukes
might be sprawling and wiggling about inside! Mother explained,
however, that fish usually make one drink after eating. Receivin-g this explanation, I felt mentally quieted ; but, gastronomically,
the case was quite otherwise.
Father got very sick, and d~sgorged freely ; then Julia Ann's
turn came, and out bel9hed the most of her supper; whereupon
Eliza, with ill-suppressed disappointment, projected her head and
her last meal simultaneously out of the window; and then, to complete the shadowy trials of that memorable night, mother and I
groaned and vomited, and vomited and groaned, till each particnlar egg was cast upon that solid foundation which, according to the
oriental story, was so satisfactory to the ejected Jonah.
Oh, the sickness of that dreary night! Fatigued with the combined labor of supporting hunger, and the more recent trial of expelling the so-called providential food, we each at la.St found nutrition in the depths of dreamless slum~er. But the follow.ing morning brought healing in its wings ; for, ere the family agaht awoke to
a knowledge of their destitution, our father, now fully aroused from
tl1~> apathy of despair, had procured meat and meal sufficient to
give us all a good and grateful breakfast.
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CHAPTER XI.
SUNSIDNE AND CLOUDS.

"Life's but a walking shadow; a poor player,
That struts and frets his hour upon the stage,
And then is heard no more."
ALCOHOL is an accursed tyrant! His ruthless tyranny is terrible. His victims strew the earth's bosom. Their groans rend
the air. The stench of their corruption fills innumerable homes
with the seedlings of death !
My organ of memory, though usually prompt in the performance
of its functions, does not report the precise cause of our extreme
indigence ; but, starting from my knowledge of father's occasional
intemperate habits, I infer that Rum play~d the leading character
on the boards of our domestic theatre. Nevertheless, as I now
view the. scene backward through the gloomy vista, I seem
gratefully to see the paternal hand plying the awl indushiously
for the laudable maintenance of our impoverished hou~eholri.
Hence, I have no disposition to cast the imputation of neglect, or
of wilful unkindness, upon the being from whom, according to the
laws of marriage and reproduction, I received, in part, the price·
less boon of an eternal individuality of existence.
The lowest plane of depression, in the affairs of our pantry
and hearthstone, was reached at the close of the last chapter;
therefore, the next turn of the wheel of fortune carried us higher
in the scale of subsistence and external life.
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- Death is a phenomenon of the world; to which, as yet, L wat~
almost a total stranger. Neither in man, nor beast, nor bird, had
I seen the process. But by the advent of meat on our table, as
well as by other common indications, my mind became, as I supposed, familiarized with the fact that living creatures ceased to
exist. I was mistaken as to the extent of my familiarity, however, as the following circumstance will clearly show:In order to frighten and banish the members of numerous
nocturnal ratification meetings, that were held in different apartments of our isolated dwelling, our folks procured of some neighbor a fine purring kitten which in due time developed into ample
categorical proportions ; and, obedient to the design of its being,
presented us, one fine morning, with almost half a peck of very
diminutive cats, sans eyes, but chuck full of interest to me. I
busied myself supplying their supposed wants, by feeding the
feline fountain with full saucers of skimmed milk, and thus made
their growth a subject of daily concern.
By inquiry, I came to know that nine days were required to
· mature their visual apparatus ; and that then each individual kitten would open its own eyes, and take an interest in things external. For this event I patiently waited. But my father insisted
upon a destruction of the whole cat family-alleging, as a sufficient reason, that . "one ~et of hungry mouths was . all he could
manage to feed." And yet, notwithstanding the terrible threatenings and deeds of cruelty of which the cordwainer was ofttimes
verbally guilty, he had not the hardnes~ of heart to destroy that
inoffensive eat's numerous children. This gave me confidence in
father's real goodness; over which mother, Julia Ann, .and I, made
ourselves quite merry.
As bad luck would have it, he wever, there came to our house a.
disagreeable looking old man, with overh;:mging brqw, disfigured
by shaggy locks of uncombed bair, a wide mc:xth, and a voice like
. -the growling of some angry animal. I was surprised when fi\ther
hailed him as an old acquaintance. In the course of his stay, the
4
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kittE!ns were alluded to, and, much to my consternation, their
immediate destruction was planned and agreed to ; in pursuance
whereof, the helpless, sightless, guiltless, and crying little creatures
were seized by the merciless visitor; and, contrary to my wordless
but pantomimic entreaties, out he went with them (myself closely
following), when, one by one,
whirled and twisted them by the
neck and cast them unfeelingly away into the rushing stream I
Vividly do I recall my horrible prejudice toward that man. In
fact, that one circumstance was so shocking that it gave me my
first fear of a fellow-being: and, as a sequence, a dread of
meeting certain looking individuals has not even to this day
passed entirely out of my mind.
Horrid thoughts of death infested me for many days and nights
succeeding this scene; but my mother's gentle band and kindly
tones soothed me at length, and thus prepared me for another
event.
Although I had frequently asked to go and play at neighbor
Cookingham's house, which was located perhaps a mile south of
ours, yet I was uniformly denied; till, near the close a warm
spting day, mother said she wished me to go over there and stay
with the juveniles all that night. This sudderl' change in my
affairs and habits I could not comprehend. But obedient to the
unaccountable, yet welcome dictate, away we peregrinated, trudging along through thick and thin, till the desired threshold was
beneath our feet. When once within the strange and, to me,
wonderful abode, the striped carpets and painted chaiis, the brass andirons on the hearth, the window curtains and beautiful bedquilts, the wheat bread and sweet butter-all made my visit a
complete holiday. I was in a museum; and wondered why our
bouse wasn't made just as_attractive and comfortable.
On the subsequent morning, after a good breakfast of what they
termed spon and milk, I was led home ; across the two saplings
which formed a sort of temporary (short cut) foot-bridge, over
the rushing stream, between our house .and the woods. Entering
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through the door-way, I noticed a change, that is, Eliza's bed
was utterly hid by a canopy of old quilts. Next, I heard a groan
behind the enclosure ; hut, ere my tongue forged a word, mother
said:" Come in, Jackson-Eliza 's got sick."
Father's occupation was also changed. He was busy sawing a
board into several pieces; which he soon naiJed together, and
formed a small box. In reply to my interrogatories he would
authoritatively bid me to " stand out of his way, and not busy
myself about what didn't concern me."
But my curiosity was up, and I persisted in maintaining the
position of "spectator." The box completed, it received a lining
of brown paper; and then-what do you think ?-why, f."lther
went behind the suspended quilts, brought out a very, very little
baby which was motionless and cold in death, and then laid it
down in the rough and ready coffin ! Contrary tq his emphatic
remonstrances, I examined that human being in miniature ; with
.what emotions I know not, save those of extreme simplistic wonderment. Silently, I watched his every movement. Placing a
cloth over the· inanimate babe, down he pressed it ; then nailed a
thick cover on, and so closed out the world.
With spade in hand, and the box under his arm, forth he went
into the southern potato patch-which, poetically speaking, was
our garden- and, halting beneath an apple-tree, began digging a
deep hole. On this initial occasion my father was undertaker,
hearse, and se3tton; while I, without appreciating the solemn fact,
Vl·as at once the funeral train and the only mourner. -The grave
was dug, and got ready ; in the shape of a big iron kettle. And
then the sexton, still silei~;t as myself, deposited the coffin, and
returned the earth whence it came. Unspeaking yet, he went to
the house with quicker step ; and when I followed, I found him
at his accustomed and more congenial employment.
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CHAPTER XII.
WIIICll I ASK MANY QUESTION!!.

"Do not muse at me, my most worthy friends ;
I have a strange infirmity, which is nothing
To those that know me."

AN important and novel. region of human life was now partly
exposed to my view ; and true to the impulsions of the organ of
causality, I could not h~lp going for a thorough exploration.
Accordingly on returning from the funeral, I ran straigl1t to the
maternal fountain for light and knowledge.
"Where d' you get that 'are baby, mother?"
"Oh, don't bother me; I'm very busy now.'' And she hastened behind the quilt canopy, with a bowl of nourishment for
Eliza.
" What made Eliza get sick ?" I asked as mother emerged from
the concealment-" say, mother, say-what made her so sick?"
There was, evidently, "other fish to fry" than answering my
questions; for, though an expression of sadness filled her eyes,
away she flew, here and there, doing all sorts of things with the
greatest despatch ; and so I had as much as I could do to keep
up, and "get in a word edgewise" now and then.
"Say, mother-won't you? Where did you get that 'are
baby?"
After numerous evasions. and prevarications, which served only
·to stimulate my already much-excited inquisitiveness, she replied;·
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" Why, the doctor brought it?"
" The doctor !" thought I. " Who's the doctor? I hain't seen
oo nothin' like a dector !" But quickly gathering my recollection,
I asked:" W~.s th.t 'ure man what know'd so much-what spoke such
great, long, hard words when Eliza got married-was he the
doctor?"
"Why don't you crack that dummy's pate?" vociferated a voice
from the hidde~ bed. '-'If I had hold of him, I'd shake his daylights out if he didn't stop ! That I would !"
Although emanating from a weakened and prostrate if!dividual,
whose form was wholly obscured, yet I was not at a moment's
loss to know who originate.: the awful but characteristic threat.
There was in that exclamation a something so irritating and so
self-evidently unnecessary as applied to me, that I felt nettled
and combative ; and hence, readily remembering Dave's big word
when frightened by the ghost, I tartly returned : " I guess you hain't so thundering sick as you make b'lieve."
But contrary to my anticipation, if I had any, this emphatic
retort greatly disturbed the equanimity of my mother. At the
same' time it had a marvellous effect on the muscular fibres of my
father's right arm. His hand grasped the ever-present strap, with
which he struck at me; but missed his aim-an accidental result,
for which I a1n even at this la~ day very, very grateful. Be<'.ause, as I thought at the ti111e, I did not deserve to be punished ;
and if, in spite of this private moral conviction, my father had
hurt my budding self-respect by brutal blows upon my person, I
tremble to think of the germs of hatreds and cruelties which
might have been then implanted, to ripen at some subsequent
period, into fearful deeds of violence toward dCimestic animals,
and, perhaps, even against my fellow-men.
· No! Explosive as were the promises of punishment made by
this paternal veteran, and hasty as were his gesticulations in the
direction of their immediate fulfilment; yet, as the gentle angel of
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memory joyfully testifies, he invariably preserved my infantile
mind from the life-long injuries and maddening mortifications,
which are likely always to result from a forcible correction of
the errors and wrongs of childhood!.
In the mere pronunciation of the word "thundering," I could
not perceive the least harm. In fact, as I thought when first I
heard it used by Dave, it seemed the very best name for anything
greatly disagreeable. Therefore, the evil of the. speech being .
unknown to me, I esteemed my father's anger as a great discount
on the excellency of his judgment. Conseq~ently, as the genius
of natur~ infallibly dictates to the young, I hastened to my mother
for unbounded sympathy and protection.
" Don't scare the boy's life out," said she to her husband.
" He didn't know no better."
"Yes ! I '11 warrant it," be returned snappishly, "you'll spile
that young one, and bling him to the gallus. Don't humor him!
If you do, my word for 't, you'll-rue the day you begun it."
The good woman sighed heavily, and continued in mute silence
the discharge of her household duties ; while the excited cordwainer, though repairing ihe sole of a neighbor's shoe, continued
at an inverse ratio to impair the soul of his domestic happiness.
In short, there was developed a fearful dispute between husband
and wife-the "bone of contention" being me, and only me!
But as time brings flowers to earth, so brought it comparative
peace to the family triangle ; and I, once more rescued from the
danger of castigation, revive~ the_subject of my curiosity. Pursuing my afFectionate apologist out doors, I asked:"Mother, now tell me-where did the doctor get that 'are baby?"
" What makes you ask ?"
"'Cause I wants one to play with: only I don't want a dead
baby though.''
She smiled benignly upon me, and said:"You must be still and wait, child, till Uncle Bart comes over
to our house; then ask him, and see what he '11 say."
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This gentle advice was sufficient. The subject was never
broached again, till the venerable Dutchman, who owned the
tenement we occupied, arrived one day to hoe the corn and examine the sprouting potatoes in the garden. He was uniformly
very social and jovial; and we, children, having been told to use
either the ~refix" Mr." or "Uncle'' when addressing those mother
called "grown-up people," preferred the latter expletive for our
patronizing friend.
" Yell, mine leetle poy,'' said he to me, as I followed him to the
lower end of the lot, "how ish de sic voman ?"
" Eliza's got well now,'' I replied; busily plotting meanwhile ~s
to how I could open up the interesting subject which had been
referred to him by my mother. But his next question assisted
me.
" V ell, vat ish dat place under de tre yonder?" he asked, .pointing to the unturfed mound made by the baby's grave.
"Why, don't you kl;low, Uncle Bart?" I i,nquired; ''that's
where father buried the little dead baby, that the doctor brought
for our folks."
"Vy, ish dat so, mi poy ?" askeq t,he good-nature4 Hollander,
a11 be busily remove(!. .the we,eqs wjth his hoe. " Vy dat was vari
padt, inteat."
"Yes! 'twas so,'' respon,ded I mournfully.. "But I wants a
live baby of my own to play wHh. Can't you tell me where the
doctor got it, Uncle Bart?"
" Ha ! ha! ha !" he~ly laughed the joll:y man. "Vot l you
·
vont life pape ?"
"Yes, Uncle Bart, I does," said I, blushing. "I wants a live
one, too."
"Vel den, pe a coot poy, and I -vil tel vare de doctor cot it.''
With much ·enthusiasm I promised to be good; and he thus
cop.tinued : "In de fust plash de doct pounds de holler tre, den puts ~sh
ear to de tre ; an if de chile isP. widin an wake, den he hears dim
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cry for sum milch ; den he saws te tre down, an taks te pape t()
hish own housh; den he scl te lectle cretur to de fust sic voman
\'Ot vonts dim."
Wondrous revelation ! Astounded by the grand sweep of the
venerable Dutchman's superior intelligence on the origin of "leetle
papes," I became, contrary to my reputed character, very reverent and well nigh worshipful. The simplicity, sincerity, and
willingness, with which Uncle Bart instructed me in the art of
procuring a live baby, as a pet to play with, encouraged me to
make him a clzum for the time being; and I was consequt:ntly
emboldened to question him still further on other subjects c.f interest to my young mind. The entire baldness of his head had
often greatly excited my childish curiosity, and ~ow I asked :"Say, Uncle Bart, say-what's the reason you hain't got no
hair on?"
At this the old man's face flashed out and gathered up inw multitudinous comical wrinkles, the result of mirth restrained, and he
replied:" Nix kom ahraus~ mi poy! How vari punny ! Vot you vonts
to kno dat fur, eh? He! he!-vel-ha! ha!-ef yu ish coot
to say nothing ven axed, den I vil tel bows de ting vus kom to
happen."
This mysterious introduction to the forthcoming information
exalted my anxiety a degree higher; and rendered any delay of
the sequel so hard to bear, that I cheerfully promised to preserve
secrecy. Conditions complied with, the bald-healzd ;-,:ad broadfaced Hollander supported himself against the hoe-handle; allll
laughing and sober by turns, _as near as I can remember, he thus
proceeded : "Vel, ef I mus tel yu, mi poy, I vi]. Mine frow had pen
vonting von printle kow. Vel, I goes an finds de vari ting vot
she vonted. Te man taks mi tollars an I taks te printle kow.
Mi frow wus vari pleast, inteat, mit to cretur-'cause he give
town a pig pa;l ful of milch. Put von morning apout noon, jist
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ash mi fi·ow wus making te pot boil fur spon and milch for supper,
mi headt itcht an itcht lik te vari tifel ; an mi fr~ sed te dondering printle kow's tamt lish hat cot sprinkled mit mi pig mesh of
hair. Vel, dey voldent pe combed out-no tamt a pit of itput dey eat aud eat and grubbed avay till de hair wus all gone !"
The deferential emotions which moved me toward Uncle Bart,
previous to this narration, rapidly subsided, as he concluded it,
into a horrid repugnance to continuing longer in his presence.
With mingled feelings of alarm and loathing I listened to the last
se.ntence, and then fled precipitately houseward-to make, despite
my promise of secrecy, a full report (as I did in the apple case)
of the old man's disagreeable story. I did so; and, with apprehensive tears and shuddering whimpers, besought my mother to
save my head from a like calamity. She quieted me, as usual,
and gave me the most satisfactory assurances, that Uncle Bart
had only told me what he did in fun. But somehow, through
several subsequent years, I could not get over a fear of having
my own hair destroyed in a manner equally disgusting and horrible.
The sport of this verminly narrative gratified my father and
sisters considerably. They seemed to think the joke a fine
feather in the old man's cap : whiie I, being naturally disposed
to confide implicitly in the wisdom and authority of those advanced in years, received a shock from which I did not soon fully
recover. And, therefore, I hereby put in my individual protest
against that ruinous laxit;r of moral principle, on the part of aged
persons, which permits them to talk to children as if they were
idiots or imbeciles in matters of truth. 'Tis my belief that more
than one child may be found, in every community, whose ordinary
propensities are privately regarded in self-estimation, as better
authority than the decisions of older minds ; all as a sequence, to
the flippant and disrespectful manner in which the delicate confidence of infantile intellects h~s b~c~ too frequently neglected,
repulsed, or abused.
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CHAPTER XIII
I:!\ WTIICH I GO BABY-HUNTING.

" Can such things be,
And overcome us like a summer's cloud,
Without our special wonder!"

THERE is doubtless a marked difference in the original susceptibility of imagination in different persons, as of any other mental
possession ; but, if I write the exact truth of myself, I must confess
that the finely-drawn lights and shades of external Nature had next
to no effect whatever upon my juvenescent sensibilities.
Only this do I remember-that, taking counsel with myself
alone, I set out one bright day on the very romantic mission of
hunting up a live baby. Previous to my departure, I crammed
my pockets with round stones of various sizes, as a means of
rouJng the sleeping innocents which, according to the Dutchman's
serious account, were to be found only in the dark concealment of
hollow trees.
An imaginative and sentimental mind could easily picture to
itself the delicate beauties of objecti>e creation, ~hich, poetically
speaking, broke lovingly and lavishly upon the eye from every
point of human observation. The glorious monarch of heaven,
the mighty sun, shone resplendent between the horizon and the
meridian. There was a transparent, crystalline brilliancy in the
air, giving to each object a sharpness of outline, and inspiring the
human scnseo with an intense realization of existence. I presume
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that the feathery songsters warbled their melodies in each tree ;
and I suppose, also, that the music of many dancing streamlets
was cOnveyed to my ear. Wild, melodious, and free, doubtless,
earuc every note from the song pf the circumscribed world in
which I then lived.
But of all this, and many .other enchanting realities surrounding
me, I had not the least appreciation. This .fact in my own psychological history predisposes me to the belief that certain idealistic writers, when describing the myriad beautiful romances and
dreams of juvenility and adolescence, indulge it;~ a poetic license
of no ordinary magnitude. The blooming Eden of childhood is
known only to the full-grown, healthy man ; that is, 'tis a pure
maturity alone which can truly appreciate the good, the romantic,
and the beautiful.
The plain truth is, without any poetical embellishment, that my
huntmg-expedition was mentally planned to come oft' i.Q the great
woods, across the stream, just west of our rq.stic residence. The
nearest way to this woodland was by the foot-bridge already de~
scribed as being composed of a couple of limber saplings reachi,:!g
across from bank to bank. WMn once I got n:tY feet upon it, the
poles vibrated and dashed so. rapidly up and down in the rushing
tid~, that I ea.Il).e very near being precipitate!l. headlong into t~
swollen current. This at first terrified me much ; but, throwing
overboard some of my ballast, I reached the opposite bapk without
accident.
Having gained the field of discovery, in high hopes of success,
I commenced my novel peregrinations. As I picked my way
through the brush and quagmires, I thought thus: " Suppose I
should wake up mor~ babies th~ one, what _shall I do .? ''!'would
make me sick to leave them crying in the woods ; bu~ 't would
make me sicker to see that grim, ugly old man wring their heads
off as he killed the kittens !"
With the mentai .eonclusion tc step along lightly, and pound t,pe
trees as carefully as :possible,. I reli¢ously approached a lofty rock-
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oak, which I regarded as large enough to be " hollow ;" and then
and there I inaugurated the quickening or awakening process. I
knocked and listened; and listened and knocked, and then I whispered, and presently shouted aloud ; but without hearing the infantile " cry," which I was tremulously prepared to hear as my reward. Then I tried my experiment on other trees, and finally
upon various logs which lay scattered here and there through the
forest; but nothing save my own sobs of disappointment and whimperings of fatigue broke upon the listening ear.
Disheartened, I began to retrace my steps. 'Tis said by some
that childhood is the happiest period of life, because it is esteemed
to be freest from the vexations, and onerous cares, and possible
disappointments, of weighty responsibility. But, so far as my own
experience goes, I verily believe that no man was ever made to
feel more humiliated or saddened by the misfortunes of speculation
and commerce, than I, as a child, felt as a consequence of my failure of success on this particular. expedition. Fancy me, dear
reader, returning to the home of my early memories childless, and
without any adequate compensation !
1
Of course, I was of necessity thoughtful. "Now," said I mentally, "that 'ru·e plaguy old Uncle Bart has been foolin' me ag'in;
I don;t b'lieve notllin' what he ses no more!" My simplistic confidence in the goodness and reliability of gray hairs began to decline. Superannuated wisdom, though crowned with a bald cranium, and leaning on a most useful instrument of agriculture,
seemed next to foolishness.
Thus thinking and concluding, I trudged on to the brink of the
swift waters. The stream appeared considerably more swollen
and more rapid than before, for a he_avy rain of. a prmious day
had greatly enlarged the tributary streamlets through the upper
country.
To walk the shaking foot-br!,dge, made of insecure saplings, was
beyond my pedestrian skill. So, down I got on "all fours"-a
quadruped form of locomotion by and through which the human
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in£'11Jt is developed into a permanent biped-and, cautiously creeping, I made some headway toward the opposite shore. But the
rushing waters, splashing and dashing on every side, added to the
rapid undulations of the elastic poles beneath me, proved too great
a trial for my strength.
" Mother ! mother !" cried I. But the distance was too great
f.:>r my voice to be heard. "Com~! help !-1 can't stir!" I
screamed, as, with every nerve, I strained to retain my hold. No
aid came. A dreadful dizziness seized my head, which seemed to
make everything whirl and buzz with a frightful celerity. Another moment, and the springing poles seemed to fly from under me,
throwing me with violent force into the roaring torrent ! In my
agony I graspeJ the horizontal sa~·lings-now above me-when
the speeding tide, at U1e moment, carried my head beneath and
projected my feet into the air ! I tried to shout and vociferate for
assistance ; hut the foaming water ran down my throat and painfully closed out my breath ! Although the sun was now at the
zcnitl1, yet do I remember how dark the world suddenly appeared;
and I recollect, also, as I lost all fear, how the twinkling stars
carne out in the bending heavens, causing me so gently to think
of sleep. They soothed me, like my mother's eyes, and I slept!
I~arents, guardians, superintendents of public schools! "Come,
and let us reason together.'' Let me ask you-" Should little
children he taught to disrespect and insult their more matured
and more experienced protectors and associates ?"
You may think yourselves very expert in evading your child's
questions on delicate subjects ; you can invent momentary subterfuges ; you can gracefully and stealthily prevaricate; you can
manifest your superior discretion through a squeamish denial of
what you know ; you may he too delicate to tell the truth, but not
too delicate to construct a festooned refuge of cunning little ''white
lies," just suited to your child's undeveloped capacity and inexperience ; you may treat youl' juvenile pet as if it had not a memory
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that, one day, will rise up to rebuke and charge you with deception:
your amiable prudery; your silly denial of the ever-beautiful facts
of maternity ; your profane shirking of what underlies the origin of
man-all, too plainly declare that your delicacy is spurious, that
your veracity is mixed with deception, that your refinement is uncivil, that your capacity is not adequate to the comprehension imd
rearing of the young I
But how many parents there are, good tllld intelligent, who really do not know what to reply when questioned by children.
Such inquire, "What shall we say?" In reply, I will refer to the
qase described in preceding pages. Let us suppose that the boy's
mother, instead of answering, "The doctor brought the baby," had
simply replietl: "The doctor knows more than I do about it.
When you see him, perhaps he will tell you what he knows. If
he does not, the reason will be that you are now too young to understand him."
With such a reply in his mind, the little inquisitive urchin
would rest satisfied for the time being ; and, on making the discovery at some future day, and recalling what his mother said; he
could not withhold either his ailipiration for her truthfulness or respect for her refinement. And so with the venerable Dutchman.
Instead of filling the youngster's brain with ridiculous im!lginings,
suppose he had said : " Vel, mi leetle poy, dar i.s!:I. m!1lly tings dat
shildren can't do mid dar han's, as yu vel know ; an' so dar ish
many tings dat shildren can't understand mid dar heads. Now,
pe a coot poy, and, ven yu ish pigger, and ven yu can vork as
pig peeples vorks, den yu shall know jest how te doet' bro't (le
pape to yourn housh."
Now, it seems to me that the :most limited understanding can
at once p~rceiye the moral benefit of such counsel. The SIJbject
of this history wowd have been, hy those few words of tr!Jth,
res®ed from the fasjAI.owing waters ; and saved not less from
many batl. i;mpl-'es~i9P.§l coneerniJJ.g the f'oolishness Q.nd falsehoo<l of
pC/-'son,s Qdyaneed in yellofs.
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CHAPTER XIV.
THE CURTAIN AGAIN 1il:ISES.

"To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow,
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day,
To the last sy liable of recorded time."

along over a dead level of commo:Q.place experiences,
of several weeks' duration, the reader may behold, in th~ year
183~, the exodus of the cordwainer's family-bound for another
tenement, in the town of Hyde Park, Dutchess county, New York
-hims~lf, meanwhile, hopeftft ~d jovial under tll.e despoP<: enchantment of the infernal wizard Alcohol.
There was now, as o~casions of similar trial, an expression
of deep dejection upon the countenance of his wife. In her large
eyes ~re was a look of Extreme Distanee ; as if beholding a
vision of some other, fairer, holier, higher state of existence.
Mournful indeed was the sigh with which she openly announced
the fact tpat, at certain moments, o'er the Pi!.St hc;Jr thoughts were
sadly roaming. Her dissatisfied expressions too plainly told (to
those who could read them) that she felt herself a stranger in a
strange Jand-a dove, set forth from th& Ark of Life, finding not
where to rest the sole of her foot in safety. If, at such moments
of inward retrospection, her thoughts had been truly rendered into
symbolic language, they might have reminded one of the " De~
serted Villag~ :"GLIDING

" Sunk are thy bowers in shapeless ruin all,
And the long grass o'ertops the mouldering wall;
And trembling, shrinking from tbe spoiler's hand,
Far, far away, thy children leave the land !"
~

For thus, when viewed as a whole on the background of her
deeper life, appeared the many homes she had been compelled to
desert, in obedience to the fiat of her restless husband. In justification whereof he would in substance say:...,..."Nothing ventured, nothing had. What's the use o' staying
here, with my nose to the grindstone? Make or break-that's
my y;ay !" And thus organizationally impelled, he treated his
wife's constitutional yearnings and spiritual lingerings as the child- .
ish ebullitions of a childish intellect. Was that right in him ?
Was that wrong in her ? Where shall the praise terminate?
Where shall the blame begin ? Who can infallibly judge them?
Who will answer? Away o'er the mountains of rudimental existence, methinks I hear the responsiv:e echo, " Who ?"
As the loaded wagon rolled along on the highway toward the
house already indicated, the desponding woman was by an urchin
thus addressed :"Mother, tell me once more-how did I come to breathe?''
"Why, child, 'twas so ordered that you wasn't to leave us
then."
" Who ordered it, mother?"
"'Twas Providence, Jackson. li was so to be. It couldn't be
no different. You wasn't a-goin' for to die so young. That's the
reason, bub."
"Say, mother, say," continued I, "hain't that 'are Prov'dence
somethin' like that 'are Santa Claus what you told me ?"
At this, the unsophisticated and reverential woman shuddered,
as if alarmed, but repliecf:" Oh, don't talk no more like that, Jackson! Providence, you
must know, is the Maker of the hull world~the source of every
blessin'; and 'tain't good to talk so about Providence."
"Well, I won't no more," I replied., blushing with a regretful
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feeling that I had unintentionally wounded her spiiit; "but, I'd
like to hear you tell, mother, bow I was made to live again."
In her own provincial and unpretending dialect, she proceeded :
" Somehow or ruther, it so happened that Eliza and l!enry (her
husband) was a-standin' by the well-curb a-talkin', when, all to
once, she looked down at ~he big creek, and, seein' somethin' curious pokin' up by the poles, she tells Henry to go see what 'twas.
So down the l1ill he goes, and, when he got near enough, he
screams, ~Why, as I live, it's Jackson's feet!' Then Eliza
!mocked at the winder, and yelled to me and father, and ses'.Make haste! our bub's got drownded in the brook!' We both
jumped all to once, and didn't stop for nothin', but run out jest as
Henry was a-bringin' you up to the house. Oh, how the water
dripped off o' your clothes ! You was as wet, bub, as a drownded
rat. Father sed, ' I guess he ain't dead.' But we'd heerd that
rollin' was good to bring drownded folks to life ag'in. So we
rolled and tumbled you, over and over, on the hard floor but you
didn't sliow no sigus of breathin' or livin' at all. But I know'd
Providence wouldn't take you from us so young. Henry went
and got an old barrel, and father rolled you face downwards on it
very quick, and shook you .at the same time. Oh, how glad I was
to see the water begin to pour out of your mouth ! __You was very
sick, and threw up as much as a gallon of water ; then you groaned,
and I know'd you would get well. We wrapped you up in warm
flannel, and covered you all over with thick bedclothes. And by
night you was able to set up and talk-don't you remember that,
Jackson?"
"Oh, yes, I remember that, mother," I responded ; "but why
didn't Prov'dence keep me from fallin' in the creek?"
·"'Cause," she replied, "'tain't his way. He lets folks go on
jest as they pleases, till they gets in trouble ; then, if he lilies 'em,
he helps 'em out; but, if he doesn't. like 'em, then he Jets 'em get
out hap-hazard, or any way they can.''
At this moment, the inebriated cordwainer came running bark
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to us from the forward wagon-with his dark eyes dancing a hornpipe, while his shaky legs seemed ludicrously endeavoring to perform that function which is characteristic only of the sober-minded
-to announce that yon bouse, whose chimney-top was just visible
across the fields, was to be our next habitation. The ride thither
was brief. Without detailing the fusion and confusion incidental
thereto, I will just record the agreeable fact that, ere the ebony
drapery of Night clothed the fairy, frosted landscape o'er, we were
pretty well fitted in and, :reconciled to our new quarters.
We were really pleased with and proud of our exchange. Instead of a crumbling rookery, we found ourselves in a comfortable
cottage, situated in the midst of apple, peach, and plum ~es, and
not more than two rods from t4e public road. How rejoiced we
were! Jt,Uia Ann and I expressed our enthusiastic delight in various fantastic ways; and when we got into the trundle-bed that
night, I _:remember exclaiming aloud : " Hain't father real good,
mother? lie's helped u~ out of a bad place.......,.jest like that ·~e
Prov'dence what you told me."
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~V.

IN WHICH ARE SIGNS OF SECOND-SIGHT.

"I fear, too eacly; for my min\! misgives,
Some consequence, :yilt hanging in the stars.''

OUR indqstrious and thriving landlord, Hiram Marshall, was
our very best friend. He cbeerfqlly provided my father with
sufficient field labor io pay the rent, to buy a young cow, and
otherwise to. advance the private fortunes of our domestic triangle.
One warm afternoon in mid-summer, the farmer called at our
bouse for a drink of cold wate1·; and while there be remarked to
mother, that be bad just spent two whole hours in searching for
·an ox-chain, but without success. As he spoke, I observed an air
of dreamy abstraction sweep athwart her mild face; and, contrary
to her habit, she appeared not to hear anything he was relating.
Presently, however, she recovered from her involuntary revery,
and said: ".I guess 'tain't lost, Mr. Marshall."
" Guess what ain't lost," he replied, "the ox-chain?''
"Yes! that's what I mean. It'13jest where you left it your
own self/'
"You're mistaken-good woman,'' said he, smiling with inorcdulity, ''The last time I had it, I was drawing stone in my
upper lot yonder; and, as I've looked that field all over, I'm sure
it ain't there."
.
"Yes, 'tis, though," returned she with unshaken confidence,
"you 'II find it jest where you left it-agin the b~g stump, ill tbe
north corner of the lot-now, see if you don't."
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Actuated by the simplicity and definiteness of her direction, off
he went to the specified spot. When next we saw him, he acknowledged that the chain was just where she said, but declared
he couldn't imagine how it happened, unless mother "was a
witch.''
Aided by the refinement and delicacies which have resulted
from years of subsequent discipline and culture, I can look back
upon the sensuous experiences of my youth, and allow myself to
timcy, as many individuals do, that the poetic and the beautiful in
external nature made a legi.timate impression upon the canvass of
imagination and memory. Doubtless it is true, that some very
young children, born of certain parents, do have, like Lucretia and
Margaret Davidson, an early perception of the beautiful ; but, as
aiTeady said, if I write exactly of my own reminiscences, I am
. constrained to acknowledge the realization of no romance, no
fascination, no spiritual delight, in anything connected with early
life. On the contrary, I remember that I valued trees, in hot
weather, for their fruit and their shade ; iu winter months, for the
fire-wood they made after being laboriously sawed and split.
Stones existed, to build fences with ; grnsR, for cows to eat; water,
for all to drink; the sun, to keep us w::u-m; the rain, to make
vegetation grow; the snow, that children might ride down hill;
the ice, to slide and play upon ; thunder and liglitning, because
(as I thought when mother was frightened) sometl1ing had got
loose in the Clouds, and might fall like a great rock on somebody's
head; and thus, throughout the entire programme of my juvenile
experiences, I valued all objects and sensations-my parents and
sisters included-in proportion as they administered to the desires
and gratifications of my bodily needs and sensibilities.
But now, facing the past, and looking with eyes measurably
trained to detect the delicate and the super-terrestrial in the commonest things, I know that there was great opulence in the
poorest blade of grass beneath our window ; music, in the patter-
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ings of the rain upon the ?ottage-roof; pictures, in the furlongs of
landscape visible from our door; angels, as much in clouds and
darkness as in sunshine ; poetry, in summer's and winter's myriad
lights and shades ; and a divine substance, in the dark and dreary
depths of every shadow! But, alas ! not knowing of the existence of these imperishable riches-whic~ were as much ourB as
that of any other family in the world-we felt ourselves frequently
and painfuiiy embarrassed. OuJ.;. oppressors were-Ignorance,
Iutemperance, Poverty, Discord. These terrible despots. seldom
exert.ed their power· at once ; hut, like so many demons in the
poor man's path, took turns ~ tormenting and chafing us.

\
One day my mother had upon her th~t look of Distance, which
I began to dread, as the· certain precursor or omen of domestic
evil. A.t different· time.s, w~ile engaged at her housework, she
appeared like one lost in the vision of some far-off scene. With
her great eyes wide open, she would look abstractedly against the
waii-or through it as it were-into the vacuity of a remo~e and
unknown space ; at which, more than .ever before, I felt disconcerted and terrified ; and, all unconscious of any filial disrespect,
I tried to make her act social and natural, by pulling at her dress,
arid by passing my hand rapidly to and fro, between her eyes and
the- direction in which their vision seemed to set. But all this,
I
\
noticed, had next to no effect. When recovered from her dreamy
and dreary revery, she gently rebuked me: "Don't do so, bub!
do n't you know no better than that?"
Generally speaking, almost every healthy boy at my age would
have been out-of-doors flying a kite, or at some other amusement
usual to the ali-glorious month of October. But, to this sport.
loving season of childhood, my history is a uniform and positive
exception. Instead of gathering walnuts or grapes in the woods
-rather than climbing treeli for favorite fruits-! chose to dweii
with the lone woman: "hanging," as my father sneeringly said,
"to my mother's apron-string." She was not alone in any social
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understanding of the term, for every member of the family was a
constant inmate of that house, except Eliza, who had gone to live
elsewhere with her husband. But, to me, she ever appeared to
have an undercurrent of private life, with which there was mingling the affection of no congenial spirit. Not a creature was there
to understand her; no soul to sympathize with and help her on
her ir:comprehensible pilgrimage. It was a vague conviction of her
loneliness, doubtless, added tO .. the natural selfishness of my dependent nature, desirous to be cared for and indulged, which
caused me to make her my particular associate and confidant.
After she had passed through another aay's uncertainty and
absent-mindedness, imparting that dreaded and wandering expression to her eyes, I asked:"Say, mother, what makes you act so queer all the time?"
My question, so unexpectedly and pointedly put, evidently dis
turbed her, because she replied: " Oh, 't ain't nothin' to nobody
but me." This rejoinder was neither new nor satisfactory; and
hence I started out on another track, and said:" Hain't we be:ter off than what- we was in Bart Cropsey's
house ? Hain't father more soberer and steadier than what he
was in that 'are old shanty? He's a workin' on the farm every
day, hain't he, mother? A.n:d hain't our cow e'ne most paid for?
Say, mother, what's the matter of you?"
'
To all this juvenile review of the improvement in our existing
circumstances, over those of previous months within my recollection, she despairingly replied:"Oh, 'tain't no use a talkin', child. There's more trouble a
comin'! 'Tis man's lot! It's so ordered to be; an' can't be no
different Pm 'fraid."
"What trouble, mother, what's a goin' to happen next?"
"None but Providence knows," said she gloomily, "but I have
seen the signs.''
" What s~gns ? What was it that you seen ? Tell me, mother,
l won't tell father-nor nobody else.''
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I've been feelin' jest as I felt when lo,st in John Myers's woods,''
she replied ; "I've seen the new moon over my left shoulder
lately; and last night, when washin' the supper things, I dropt a
fork on the floor, tine foremost; and then, in the middle "or the
night, I dreamt one of my bad dreams, about crossing muddy
water and combin' my hair ~ith a coarse comb, when my hair
come out in bunches; and besides, I seen some dark shadders out
in the road four or five times, within a couple of days ; so I know
well enough, as I allus knows, that there's trouble for this 'ere
poor family."
To this recital I listened with childish wonderment, mingled
with considerable agitation. I knew not how to utter a word of
comfort.. Indeed, in writing thi! history I have, as I fear, reported my mother's as well as my own speech as being more
direct and less uncouth and bungling than it was in fact. At
this day, with my present knowledge of the English language, I
recall the tautological talking, the rustic chatting, the ungrammatical convercations of our family, with unfeigned surprise and suba.ued ·amusement.
'l'hus brought np, or rather puslfed up, I did not know words
enough wherewith to convey what. little sympathy my limited
capacity allowed me to experience for my mother in her psychological trials. But I began to feel a need of confidence in· the
protective watchfulness of the Good Big Man in the sky ; and
that night, with considerab'ie enthusiasm and emphasis, I repeated many times this supplication: "Say, kind Prov'dence,
you W'l"'i; let nothin' happen to our folks ; will vou ?"
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CHAPTER XVI.
JIIY TEMPTATION TO BE PROFANE.

A spirit not my own wrenched mo within;
And I have spoken words I fear and hate."
THE harvestings and com-cuttings over for that season, my
father, agreeably to his established custom, went about in search
of shoemaking, as a means of supporting his family through the
fall and winter months. Success crowned his exertions at length,
and he took his seat on the throne of St. Crispin with all the regal
majesty and self•satisfaction at his command.
One genial autumnal day, as this industrious artisan was departing-with the results of his labor, for the wholesale and retail
shop, located in some distant village beyond the hills, whence the
work had been procured-he pleasantly accosted me, and said:
"Look here; Jackson, if you 'II bring brush all day from the
woods, to kindle fires with, I'll fetch you a jewsharp."
Now this notorious musical instrument was the greatest and
most extraordinary _human invention, to yield melody, that had
ever come within the range of my natural vision. It possessed,
to my imagination, unf{lld charms, and embodied the greatest advantages. What made the harp seem peculiarly attractive was,
the idea of playing and getting pleasure out of it with one's mouth
-just as gratification was got out of cherries, strawberries, apples,
peaches, and other delicious eatables. .As a natural consequence,
then, I cheerfully ratified the spontaneous bargain ; and, taking
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only time enough to acquaint mother with the promise and conditions of its fulfilment, I straightway went to my day's labor.
If the. reader knows anything about gathering brush all day in
the woods-especially while too young and too weak to pull and
draw the best pieces from clinging brambles and entwining briers
-then will I be understood when I describe it as one of the most
vexatious of occupations. There is much work, but little show.
I tugged away for hours. Toward night I got very tired-very
nervous with anxiety- and a piece of bread and butter. But at
last I actually accumulated what I proudly regarded as a great
pile of kindling-wood and brush near the garden-gate. My object
in stacking the evidence of my industry there was, to overcome
father's mind at first sight witl1 the conviction that the jewsharp
was fully earned and honestly deserved. To this belief I had
already brought my mother, by getting her to come out to see for
herself the unmistakeab1e triumphs of ~y toil.
Thus satisfied, I stationed myself against the outside doorpost,
to catch the first glimpse of the absent progenitor, whose return
fll'as every moment expected. Anon, through the lengthening.
t~hadows of the approaching twilight, I beheld with joy the wellknown man, staggering along laden with a great package of
leather, to manufacture into boots and shoes during the next two
:\'eeks. Self-control being now absolutely out of the question, I
ran to meet and welcome him, and so get my musical remuneration in advance. He bade me wait till we reached the house.
<\.s he passed the garden-gate, and saw the brush-heap there, my
lars tingled witli delight when he said, "Why, you've been very
,.>rr.rut !" But who can express my disappointment, when he dedareJ tLat he. had entirely j'orgotten to bring me the jewsharp !
What a revulsion of feeling ! A wealthy landholder, hearing that
all his property had been swallowed by an earthquake, could not
nave felt worse. My sudden bankruptcy, for a boy's. mind, was
just as hard to bear, as a man's misfortune is hard for a man's
~pa,city. I wm; both sad and angry. I was honestly and stoutly
5
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enraged against my father for his negligence. Half-suffocated
with the contending emotions of disappointment and rage, I determined to go otit by the wood-pile, and swear an awful oath I I
saw no other plan to get relief-no other way to do the subject
justice. This resolution took immediate effect. Thither I deliberately proceeded; and concentrating, at one burning focus, all
the ugly words I could recall at the moment, I actually and knowingly swore : " rll be dod darn to dod darnation if that hain't too
thunderin' dam bad, any how!"
Twilight bad died away into darkness, in which I stood alone
and enveloped. Serenely shone the evening stars. Not a breath
of air moved the foliage in the garden ; not a sound could I bear
from the apple-orchard ; not a sigh of sadness from the woods
whence the brush bad been so laboriously obtained. Still, very
still, too still, was all the world-within the reach of my physical
senses-at the moment when I so wilfully disturbed the s<;ene
with my terrible profanity.
Hark !. What's that ? In an instant after I bad vented my
rage, there passed into mine ear an exclamation, heavy laden
with that mysterious condemnation which penetrated me to the
very core of my being-" WHY, JACKSON!" '
'Twas my mother's voice-or I thought it was-and in a moment my frame quivered and shook with fear. Darkness fell
round about me with a sudden and alarming density. The very
air seemed undulated and convulsed, as by the throes of some
offended deity. A swift wind seemingly circumgyrated and
b~zzed close to my head, and, as I imagined, lifted my cap and
replaced it several times.
" Wltg, Jackson!" Once only bea~d I these plain words; but
they thrilled me with an unaccountable horror. They unmistakeably conveyed, and awakened in me toward myself, astonishment,
rebuke, grief, commiseration! "0 pi>baw ! what's the use bein'
'fraid of mother?" soliloquized I; " she can't blame me, no bow."
This thought refreshed, my courage ; and though still uncontrolla-
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bly agitated, into the house I went, aud poutingly exclaimed:
"Don't care if you did hear me swear. 'Twas too bad, any
how!"
Fortunately, the maternal ear alone heard my spontaneous confession. The fatigued mau, having walked far aud imbibed much,
was almost asleep by the fire ; while Julia Ann, ever kind and
ever active, was busy with preparations for the evening 'meal. The
good woman looked very sad and much troubled, which caused
me to regret still more my profanity.
Supper being over, aud the sleeping-hour arrived, she said:
"Now, Jackson, me and you must talk. What I wants to know
is, be you becomin' a bad boy? Be I to be disappointed in everything in my life? Is· you a-goin' to act jest like other folks's
bad children, an' bring sorrow to your poor mother everlastin'ly ?''
Her despond,ing discourse greatly intensified my sufferings, aud
made the tears come, with words of self-justification : " Don't you
think 'twas too bad? W arn't father to blame for not gittin' the
jewsb:i.rp ?"
" Oh, 't ain't no use talkin' that 'are way;" replied she peevishly;
"everybody does wrong sometimes. AIY if you're wicked 'cause
other folks is bad, then there's no use for to live no more. Now
tell me jest what you said out doors there."
Sobbingly aud regretfully I repeated, ad literatim, the string
of wicked words, and asked, "Didn't you hear me?"
"Mercy save us!" she exclaimed. "No, I didn't hear you;
and I'm thankful I didn't. Providence know'd I couldn't bear
to hear my boy speak·such bad words."
This answer astonished me greatly. " Then, who called me ?''
said I. "Who hollered so lend, and said, 'Why, Jackson'? I
tho't 'twas you; but bein' so d~rk, I couldn't see. Must be 'twas
Julia Ann."
"No, 'twasn't nuther," ·returned my quietly-listening sister.
" This is the fust I've heard of your swearin' ....._an' I hope to
mercy 'twill be the last."
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"Now I know why I seen them shadders in the roatl," sighed
my mother. " 'Twas so ordered to be, an' can't be no different,
I'm 'fraid. That 'are voice, child, makes me think of what the
Bible ses about Cain bein' hurried on from one bad thing to another, until he killed his brother. Then he heerd a '/Joice cryin'
from the blood on the ground, an' from the clouds over his head,
sayin', 'Where 's your brother .Abel?' 0 dear me," continued
she gloomily, "I'm 'fraid there's trouble a-comin'. Providence
has been a-callin' you to be good, an'. you don't mind a word he
ses!"
Perhaps the thoughtful reader-remembering the chidings of
a parent who employed kindness as the only rod of correction~
can imagine the painful, heart-broken, inexpressible regret which
the foregoing conversation engendered in my young and sympathetic spirit. But the most painful trial was yet in store for me.
As the last word was complainingly uttered, the good woman
arose and procured an old book-with one leather cover, but
without pictures-which I had seen father peruse many times, on
sabbath-days, when he never worked. She laid the dusty volume
open on her lap, and began rumaging it in quest of something to
read. At first, this manreuvring rather interested me, because
'twas almost new-my mother being next to no reader at all.
"This 'ere book is the Bible,. Jackson," said she; "the book of
kind Providence. In this 'ere Bible is a sayin' about what'll become of bad folks. I want you to hear all about that 'are."
Finding the right verses, she began spelling the words in order
to read of the horrid fate of wicked people. But the uneducated
woman could make no headway .with the sacred orthography. Arr
cordingly, she quietly closed the revered volume, and, trusting to
her defective memory, said:"Providence is good to them that's good. But he's jest as
merciful as he's promised to be, to all them that's ugly and wicked. He ses that the good people shall be happy with him everlastin'ly. And he ses next, that them what lies, and steals, and
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swears, shall be sent headlong into a dretful big lake of b'ilin'-hot
brimstone, where there's nothin' but a-weepin', an' a-wailin', an' a
foamin' at the mouth, an' a-'nashin' of teeth, an' a-frettin' to get
out, an' a-wantin' to drink dretfully, an' a-prayin' everlastin'ly to
die! But there's no comfort-no rest-no aleepin'-no water
to drink-no friend to help-and, NO NOTHIN' !"
Overcome with the accumulated horrors of the soul-sickening
revelation, I could listen no longer. " Do let me go to bed !" I
cried. "I won't swear no' more, never." My request was granted. But no sooner had I got under the bedclothes, than mother
began to coax and insist that I should repeat after her the wellknown juvenile prayer commencing with"Now I lay mo down to sleep."

The third line-" If I should die before I wake"- revived all
my original -fear of death. Nothing seemed more risky than
slumber. Silently I lay awake. I fancied that my breathing
was becoming every moment more and more short and difficult.
All doubt fled, and I supposed I knew that I was surely dying!
With great pulmonary exertion I screamed for immediate help.
But I had the misfortune to suddenly awaken my father from his
deep sleep of fatigue, who impatiently exclaimed: "Why didn't
you give that 'are boy some brimstone and molasses, to physic his
blood? He 'll never git red of them plaguy worms if you don't!"
This absurd and repulsive diagnosis of my psychological complaint, had the ·effect to neutrallze and dissipate the "hypo" of
my imagination- a result which acted so beneficially, that respiration became as healthy as ever, and every symptom indi~ted
a speedy convalescence. Of course, the aroused sire did not
know that I had just swallowed an immense quantity of "b'ilin'hot brimstone," to purge my spirit of blasphemous inclinations.
Slumber soothed me tenderly after a while, however; but, ere the
next morning's sun shone upon me, I was a victim of disease in
the form of fever-and-ague.
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Memorable, indeed, was the terrible feswn -of tbat ~ight ! So
deep and so impressive was it, that never, from that date to thi1
hour, have I 'been conscious of uttering a profane word. And in
the depth of my sonl do I desire that every young mind could be
made to feel, in some manner equally impressive and .salotary, the
uselessness of anger and the vulgarity of the language which
expresses it.
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CHAPTER XVII.
MY MOTHER'S DRE AM.

As music's Goddess taketh down her lnte,
Touches the silver cords of dlllcet #!Ound,
And sets the summer melodies to words ;
So from ~be Spirit Land an Angel comes,
And, when profoundest slumber folds us fast,
Wakens our highe11t faculties of ~oui
Into serenest contemplation.

A SEVERE headache, accompanied with symptoms of chilliness
and thirst, caused me to awake earlier than usual on the morning
that succeeded the trials chronicled in the last chapter. Looking
about, I saw the still anxious mother sitting close up 'neath the
projecting mantlepiece, drawing consolation fi·om her pipe.
As the narcotic vapor floated out leisurely upon her breathescaping with the smoke of bits of the memorable brnsh now
burning in the ample fireplace-:-methought, "Oh, how I'd like
to use a pipe and tobacco! Why not? Old folks does- big
folks 'who allus knows what's good_:tlwn why not I?" Selfinterrogating thus, and dreaming o'er the advantages of doing just
what my seniors do, I asked:" Can 't I have one of your old pipes, mother ? I want to
smoke as well as you. Father chaws terbacker, you know; but
I doesn't like the tas~ ; only sm6kin' like you is what I wants."
"Mercy on us!" she exclaimed, ' i what 'II you want next?''
"I don't know,'' I replied, "I want to be good, mother, an'

104

THE l!IAGIC STAFf".

I'm goin' to foller you, an' do jest as you does; then I know I'lt
be what you allus wants of me."
At these words her countenance betokened grief. But knocking the ashes from her pipe, and refilling it to the brim with the
narcotizing and seductive weed, she persuasively and soothingly
said : " Don't 'spose, bub, that I'm good. I tries to be so allus,
and want you to be better than me, an' so you mustn't smoke,
never."
"My head aches so, mother, I doesn't know what to do. I
guess smokin' would make me feel better. If 'tain't good to
smoke, what makes you smoke?"
"Why, bub, didn't I tell you once? Two years afore you was
b'orn, when we lived in the Jarseys, ~ had the dropsy dretfully.
No doctor couldn't do me no good; an' I come near to the brink
of my grave; when an old woman happened in. Ses she to me,
ses she, 'I know what 'll cure you.' Ses I to her, sesi, 'What is it?'
Then ses she, 'You must throw the water off o' your stummic by
smokin' terbacker.' I follered her remidee an' I got well agin.
But somehow or ruther, I can't leave off the pipe now; if I does,
I feels bad at my stummic, an' I can't do nothin' about the house,
which you knows I must keep a doin'.''
This b1ief and unartistic history of how she formed the habit,
took from ine all desire ever to follow my mother's example.
Indeed, so tractable was my nature when thus appealed to, that
neither the pipe nor anything resembling it (except once a bit
of lighted ratan) ever got between my lips. And I am very
thankful.
On every alternate day for two weeks, I shook with the ague and
sweltered with the fever; but, owing to some medical preparation
which I do not recall, the symptoms subsided and convalescence
set in ! To cheer and strengthen me, mother proposed that I
should accompany her to the village on a trading expedition.
These pedestrian excursions, almost more than any othe1·
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custom among the lowly, indicate the ignorance of the North
American peasantry. There is, perhaps, intelligence enough
among this class in the exchange of country produce for housekeeping articles, dry goods, groceries, &c. ; but, intimately associated with such families as ours represented, there is ever to be
seen a deplorable lack of that knowledge which finds economy no
task or hinderance to happiness. For instance : my mother, obedient to her own habits and the husband's commandments, would
save dozens of hens' eggs and make rolls of sweet butter, (from
our brindle cow's milk,) and exchange them for such useless,
injurious, and expensive substances as, Young Hyson tea, burnt
coffee, plug tobacce1, and tobacco fine-cut for smolcing! While
in other things-rice, sugar, molasses, calico, newspapers, books,
pictures, &c.-we lived on the extremest edge of want.
Returning from the scene of traffic in the afternoon of this
chilly autumn day, with what our folks termed "necessaries" for
the family, I was threatened with a revival of the driaded fever
and ague. So severe were the aching and chilliness that pervaded
me, that mother seated herself and pillowed my head upon her
lap. In order to divert my attention from the distressing symptoms, she said : "Now if you 'II cheer up and be a little man, I 'II tell yon a
dream what I had once."
I .promised to try and not cry till we reached home, and nsked:
" When did you dream it, mother ?"
"When I got lost in John Myers's woods,'' she replied. "Don't
you remember ?"
I answered in the affirmative ; whereupon, in her own untutored
style, sh':l continued in substance as follows : " Well, as I was a walkin' an' a lookin' for kindlin' wood, a thin
shadder fell over my eyes. I tuk up my apron an' tried to wipe
it out. I couldn't do it, though. And pretty quick I forgot everything, an' didn't rec9llect nor know nothin' no more. Then I
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dreamt I lived on the side of a high mountain ; alone by myself;
an' away from every livin' cretur.
" But a strange man kept a walkin' an' a walkin' toward me.
When he got up close to me, I ses to him, ses I, 'What do you
want o'me, mister?' Then ses he to me, ses he, 'You hain't fit
to be a livin' all stark alone on this 'ere high mountain.' 'Oh,
yes I be too,' ses I to him. 'No you hain't nuther,' lies be to me,
' an' I won't have it so.' Then ses I, ' You clear out an' let me
alone ; you 're a strange man to me, an' I don't want nothin' to do
with strangers.'
" But somehow or ruther, he made me foller him down into the
hollar, at the foot of the mountain, where the' grass was green, an'
the blummies a bloomin'. 'Now,' ses he to me, ses he, 'good
woman, I'm a goin' to show you a sight what you never seen
afore,' ' Well,' ses I to him, ses I, ' let 's see you do it.' I kinder
tho't I was sassy to an utter stranger; but I looked an' seen jest
what he p'inted at.''
" What d' you see, mother ?" interrupted I with the greatest
interest, and quite forgetful of my weariness and pain-" what
d'you see?"
"Why, I'll tell you, bnb. I look'd an' I seen a somethin'which I didn't see, a kind o' strong hand out o' sight-lift a big
white sheet up in the middle of the field. Under it there stood
anuther man whose face, somehow or ruther, I seem'd to know
very well. Then, as I look'd, I seen three men a oomin' from
different corners of tl1e country. They kept a walkin', nearer
an' nearer, to the man what was under the sheet. Bimeby, they
got to him. The first put in the middle man's hand a bundle
of pens, to the number of a dozen. The second put a jug of
very black ink in his t' other hand. The third opened a big package of very white paper an' laid it right at his feet."
" Why, mother !" cried I in the height of childish- excitement,
''didn't you wake up an' stop dreamin' ?"
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"No," she replied, ''I didn't wake up till I heer'd father a
callin' my name."
"Didn't you see no more?" I asked, my health nearly restored.
" Ob, yes !" she continued, " I seen the three men stand still.
An' the man took a pen an' dipt it in the ink an' writ over a hull
lot o' paper. Then he took another pen an' done the self-same
thing ; an' so on, first one an' then t' other till the pens was all
used up an' there was n't no ink nor no paper that was hisen.
"Jest at ibis 'ere instant there came up a whirlwind an' scattered
the paper, what was writ on, all over the hull country, some one
way an' some a nuther. An' I was kinder scared when I seed
the hull dozen pens turn into a dozen full-grow'd men, drest in
pretty white an' blue clothes. Each man went to \vork, without
no orders to work, an' collected the scattered sheets o' paper.
When they put a leaf o' paper down it turned right into white
wheat bread; an' the ink flow'd right off jest like oil, an' turned
into somethin' wh~t looked like port wine, which the men pour'd
into stone pots all round there.
"Now I tho't that there was a goin' to be a famine, or a war,
or a somethin', I didn't know nothin' what. For the hull country
was full of folks. 'fhe strangers kept a comin' up, closer an'
closer, to where the dozen men stood; the one man standin' bolt upright in the middle of the lmll tribe. The folks what kept comiu'
was so many, that I couldn't see nothin' o' the ground nor nothin'
t' other side. It look'd jest like a river-an' like human bein's
a swimmin', with their faces jest out o' the water. But up they
come, an' ses they to the dozen men, ses they : ' We be all hungry
an' we be dry: won't you give us somethin' to eat an' somethin'
to drink; say good folks, won't you ?' An' then the dozen ses to
the hull, ses they-' Yes! we'll do it in kindness to you all.'
Then they all falls to an' eats an' drinks. jest like hungry wolves.
An' while the hull world was eatin', an' a drinkin', an' a laughin',
an' a dancin' for joy, I heer'd father hollerin' an' screamin' afte\'
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me to come hum. An so I woke up an' found 'twas dark, an' I
lost in them 'are pokerish woods !"
Imperceptible as the fall of dew was the displacement of my
physical uneasiness by the fascination of her just-related dream.
"Mother I" exclaimed I, as we proceeded homeward, "what
makes folks dream ?" ·
"Ah, that 'are's what I can't say," returned she; "but I allus
believes that 'tis Providence what does it for them he loves."
" Does Prov'dence make you see the new moon over your left
shoulder ? or makes a fork fall tine foremost ? or makes you see
them shadders in the road ?"
"No, child," replied she, "them's bad omens- bad signs-of
bad things what's a goin' to happen to them what sees."
"Mother!" I still persisted, "you told me once all about good
old Santa. Claus, what nobody couldn't see-an' you sed once that
the doctor brought the dead baby to our house-an' I found out
that 'twas n't jest so; now doesn't you think that that 'are white
spook what Dave seen, an' the bad shadders in the road, an' the
Prov'dence what makes you dream, be all jest alike-one jest like
t' other?"
The good woman was at once silent and sad. My quesLions evidently perplexed and non-plussed her mind. She walked gloomily
on and on, making no reply, till we reached home. Before going
to sleep that night, however, I coaxed her with all my might to
tell me once again that curious story; which, as a reminiscence
of my early years, lingers like an angel's song of glad tidings.
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CHAPTER XVIII.
SltlNS, AND THE THINGS SIGNIFIED.

"Reason can not know
What sense can neither feel nor thought conceive. •
There is delusion in the world-and wo.
And fear, and pain."
IGNORANCE is man's strongest enemy; and the cause ofhis greatest misfortunes. Besides the main trials this unblushing Monster
tyrannically imposes upon his countless victims, he is tl1e commander-in-chief of an innumerable host of minor forces ; with which,
at any time, he can attack the citadel of individual happiness, and
take the defenceless inmates into months and years of diabolical
captivity.
The term "superstition" was the first word employed by the converted Roman Pagans to signify what moderns mean by the J;lhrase
" Religion'' that is, to stand above the world, to put one's trust in
whatsoever is supernatural, to doubt the known and rely confidingly upon the incomprehensible. But in the philosophical progress
of recent centuries, the original meaning of the term has been
changed to convey an idea of idle fancies, or a belief in the existence of imaginary personages, as ghosts, witches, imps, &c:, who,
by the superstitious are supposed to exert more or less influence
on the character and destiny of human beings.
Now what is quite singular, and therefore remarkable, is, that
Religion or superstition or a belief in whatsoever is divine and
celestial and eternally 11teadfast, and a faith in omens and sign11 and
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changeful wonders -require the same class of mental faculties ;
which goes to establish the universally conceded fact, that the possession of knowledge makes all the difference there is between the
religious opinions of the inhabitants of North America and those
of the people of Lapland or the Sandwich Islands. It proves that
every ordinary mind is superstitious unless it be refined and exalted by education. And the private mental history of hundreds
serve to fix the fact, that, in sailing from the continent of Superstition to the harbor of true Religion, there is a strait (or narrow
strip of water) that may be called Sk~pticisin; in which the person
is beset by tempestial gales from the shores of both hemispheres,
but feels none of that beautiful repose which either form of faith
sometimes so graciously bestows upon its faithful follower.
My cherished mother was one of those very few persons who
never doubt the incomprehensible. Her native faith was supported
by irresistible evidence. She never saw the new moon over her
left shoulder, never began anything on Friday, never dreamt about
crossing muddy water or combing her hair, and never saw certain
shadows in the distance, but the circumstance was in due time succeeded by some sort of domestic trouble; between which affiiction
and the signs, the believing woman never could detect the slightest discrepancy. Although the husband would refuse all credence,
with his ejaculatory and significant "Poh !" yet she never swerved
.
a hai,r's breadth in her own belie£
From my present knowledge of spiritual things I am led to conclude, on retrospection, that my mother's ignorance of the subjective causes of several of her experiences, not only rendered her
incapable of discriminating between the real and the imaginary,
but also greatly increased her unhappiness and despondency. She
was cOmpelled by organization to "borrow trouble;" but although
a righteous neighbor she would not, because she could not, return
it. This was her omnipresent misfortune, as it is everybody's who
remains in ignorance of psychological principles. She had real
clairvoyance, and1 all I think, real spirit intercourse. But not be·
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ing able to distinguish between fact and fancy, her Ufe became a
meandering stream of trial, sadness, and nervous apprehensiveness. In order to show how the maternal faith was established
by what was to her "irresistible evidence," I will proceed to
chronicle a chapter of accidents anq. family misfortunes.
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CHAPTER XIX.
A CHAPTER OF ACCIDENTS.
SHORTLY after the trading-excursion mentioned in . foregoing
pages, there happened a serious accident. It occurred thus: Our
landlord's hired man was conveying husked corn from the field to
the barn. Besides the oxen and cart, he was using the great
lumber-wagon, the pole of which he had lashed to the two-wheeled
conveyance, in order to transport a double load each time. Or.
one of his trips he halted with both vehicles in the public road
adjacent to our house.
" Here's a chance to play ride horseback!" cried I. Unnoticed by the workman, I bestrode the wagon-pole behind the cart,
and, with gleeful impatience, waited for the driver to exclaim,
"Haw buck, gee bright-go 'long!" The gladsome moment
came ; the oxen pulled the cart ; this jerked the pole ; and I, .
losing my balance, fell into the loaded wagon's track. I screamed.
Hearing which, the driver stopped the team suddenly, with the
front wheel directly upon my waist ! He sta.rted and stopped
them again, with the back wheel resting its dead weight upon me,
just as before ! Another revolution forward released me ; but I
was taken to the house as one upon the verge of death. Hours
subsequently, being restored to the use of my faculties, I asked
my mother if I would die; when she. replied: "No, child, 'tain't
so ordered. Providenci iil good to them what~ loves him. But
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you was hurt jest where I seen them black shadders." Thus
fixing in her mind, and clinching there, the reliability of her painful presentiments.
This severe accident left me such ·reminders as a weak back, a
soreness in the sternum-bone, a stiffness in the intercostal muscles,
and a very sensitive stomach. A debilitated digestive system is
still in my possession. The weakness and frailty that lingered
through my breast ofttimes made an hour's sitting on the shoebench next to torture. But my energetic and wilful father, though
never cruel in a physic3l way, would stoutly reject the explanation
of my uneasiness, and say: "You're a lazg feller-that's the reason. You '11 never earn your salt. What to do with such a young
'un I don't know !"
Although that accident, at the time of it, was a seeming evil,
it turned out, as every· other has or will, to be a " univ~rsal good."
How so ? Obviously, it unfitted me for being a useful disciple of
St. Crispin ; it made exposure to sun-beat unbearable -as I suffered froin indigestion, which produced biliousness and headache
-and so rendered the usually lrealthy employment of agriculture
repulsive and impossible; and, lastly, it curtailed my desire to eat
heartily of any heavy substances. This was undoubtedly advantageous. Every domestic as well as public physiologist is well
acquainted with the fact, that abstemiousness in diet has much to
do in developing the intellectual faculties.
Declaring this opinion, on one occasion, to a person who was
extremely anxious to become clairvoyant, he asked : " Would you
then advise me to get run over by a wagon loaded with corn?"
To which I replied: "If you would not voluntarily throw yourself
beneath the Juggernaut of your own physical appetites, and thus
stultify the spiritual within you, the accident which I now celebrate as embodying a good, would appear to you as a personal
misfortune of no small importance. If, then, you wish to be clearheaded, don't get run over-especially not, by your own habitual
intemperance and over-eating."
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Succeeding this bodily injury, I shivered through many weeks
with fever-and-ague. But, getting well again, I was induced to
accompany Reuben Kipps (a Quaker neighbor's son) to a distant
school. Here, as I now vaguely recollect, I imbibed no lessons
of instruction. I wondered greatly where all the · children came
from, who they belonged to, and where they were going after
school was dismissed. I think I went two or three weeks, with
several intervals of remaining at home ; and got- among other
things - a scolding, a black mark, a bad cold, and a penny primer
full of pictures I This inaptitude for acquiring my letters, or even
a good name for trying to, was another source of trouble to my
solicitous mother, and fulfilled to a fraction one of her bad dreams!
It was now midwinter. About this time my father, returning
one evening from the village with his package of work, was seized
with a ~d of paralysis · which caused him to fall in the snow,
unable to rise or to make himseH' heard, while (as he relates) his
mind was clear and conscious of his perishing condition. The
poor man lay there all that night, wallowing and struggling in the
snowbank, while our house was ·a scene of painful watching and
piteous lamentation. The neighbors brought him to us on the
following morning, almost frozen. For a poor fnmily, this was
another great trouble. We all depended upon his daily toil for
our subsistence, and he was for many days quite disqualified to
make any exertion. And mother, as usual, said " 't was jest what
she expected from her bad dreams !"
Not long after this we received intelligence that sister Eliza
was left alone, penniless and nearly starving; that her young husband, Henry, ltad deserted both her and his infant son, and departed to regions unknown ; and, as a matter of course, that my
father must get his suffering da,ughter and grandchild, and bring
them under his own roof for maintenance. This was accordingly
done, much to our general disadvantage ; but it served to bring
true one of my mother's bad dreams!
Chills-and-fever again invaded my young and debilitated body.
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Sickness, as the reader is well aware, is very tloublesome and expensive in an impoverished family. It is too frequently one of the
worst signs of ignorance. I suffered long with the malady, even
till the opening spring. On one of my well days, when the active
cordwainer was going out to separate our cow from her young
calf, I accompanied him. Heroically the poor animal fought for
the possession of her offspring. But father- having the might and
the right- battled the frantic creature with a club till she yielded;
yet, seeing me standing at a little distance, the infuriated beast
bowed her crazed head and plunged al; me with terrific violence.
Bounding to escape the blow .of her sharp horns, I had the good
luck to stumble, and her tremendous speed carried her whole body
quite over me ! Ere she turned for a second attack, my fearless father had rescued me from further danger. The psychological fright
was so great a shock .to my nervous system, that, between that day
and this hour, I have not had any physical difficulty resembling
fever-and-ague. Yet, I do not recommend this cure as a sovereign remedy for the troublesome disease; because it is not always
entirely safe, neither is it convenient to bottle for transportation.
Although I could not see any connecting link between the cowfright ll.lld my mother's bad dreams, yet she said that she was
" expectin' somethin' to happen,'' and my narrow escape from
physical death met that expectation exactly!
Some time after this event, my qwet sister Julia Ann-who
was now assisting at housework in the family of Peter De Garmo
-returned home to relate a singular circumstance. She said :-."I was a-sleepin' in the second story, or tryin' to sleep, when I
heer'd a peckin' right up ag'in. the winder-pane, outside the room.
Oh, how scared I was ! But up I gits, an' looks out in the moonlight. Seein' nothin' there, I goes back to bed. No sooner was I
under the clothes than I heer'd the same noise ag'in. I looked up,
an' seen a white lamb peclcin' with its fore-foot, tryin' to come in I
Oh, I was real scared, for I know'd there was nothin' that the animal could 1:1tand on ; an' so I tho't 'twas a spook. But in a minute
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it wasn't there r.o more, an' I couldn't hardly sleep any that 'are
huU night. What d'you think 'twas, mother?"
As the blessed mother listened, I shudderingly saw the wellknown look of Distance steal over her features, till her entire expression was like that of one lost to consciousness. But when
Julia Ann asked her what it .meant, she roused up and replied:
"Oh, 'tain't no use a-talkin' about such things, child; the meanin'
ain't for you yit awhile." For several weeks after the narration
of this vision, the seeress was pensive and desponding.
Another circumstance great importance, in my moral history,
remains to be related in this chapter. The experience may be of
use to parents, as weU as to those who may hereafter come into
that responsible relation.
One day while playing in the woodshed of our landlord's father,
Willet Marshall, my eye rested on a bit of bowed iron in the
toolbox, which had once formed a portion of a saddle. It was a
very funny-looking toy, and I wished it was mine. At first I
thought, " I'll go and ask Uncle Willet for it." But, as he uniformly appeared cross and stiff toward me, I could n't muster sufficient courage. Then I thought: "0 pshaw! what's the use?
He 'II never want that 'are old piece o' iron; he '11 never miss it;
and I want it every minute to play with." That seductive rea.soning did the job ; and I hastened home with the stolen toy ! On
entering, I must have looked very much ashamed and guilty; for
the quick eye of my father caught the expression, and he peremptorily exclaimed : " Look a-here, you sir ! Where 've you been ? What you been
doing ? What d' you get, over there ?"
Without hesitation, but in the midst of many tears, I freely confessed what I had done.
"Stop that bawling, you sir, or I'll give you something to bawl
for!"
" Can't I keep the plaything, father ?" I asked, with many impediments in my speech ; " don't you think I can keep it?"
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"Don't d~ to ask me that again," said he with stout severity,
"or I 'II thrash you within an inch of your life !"
·
My mother heard this trial, with a countenance expressive of
anguish ; hut, for some private reason, she did not interfere. Disconsolate indeed was the maternal bosom. There was a humid
ether between her eyes and mine. Something told me that she
felt an inexpressible despair in the fear that I-her only son
-was already on the highway to certain destruction. Hence,
she couid not conscientiously protect me ; her words did not come
to excuse my deed; and doubtless her mind recognised the justice
of father's summary proceedings. Doffing his begrimed leatherapron, and· donning his coat and hai, he said : "Now, you sir! keep that 'are iron in your hand, and go with
me."
He walked very fast, and uttered many hard tl1ings. He said
that I was "idle, good-for-nothin', and mischievous !" But I did
not altogether feel the truth of his epithets; therefore I could not
respond •' Amen." Thus I was hurried on back to the very toolbox whence the toy was purloined, and there the honest cordwainer compelled me to leave it ; making me promise, on pemilty
of great punishment, that I would "never again take what didn't
belong to me."
•
'Twas a mortifying ordeal. But that night I felt very happy
and contented. My father's method sank deep in my moral organism ; aml I do not know that I have ever violated the promise
he then forced rize to make! A course less prompt, less energetic,
less impressive, might have engendered dangerous carelessness
about matters of conscience. Arid who knows but that little circumstance, with the rigorous way I was treated, has saved me
from those vices and Climes which so disflgure the biography of
many intrinsically noble natures? A world of deformity and misdirection is open to every young mind ; and a parent, it seems to
me, can not be too prompt in ·wisely checking a child's departure
from the strait road of individual righteousness.
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CHAPTER XX.
THE G.A.lllBLER'S FIERY FATE.

--"!recall
My thoughts, and bid yon look upon the night."
CERTAINLY I would not be deemed guilty of filial irreverence
if I should say that, upon the railroad of our domestic experience,
the restless and impetuous cordwainer was tbe only reliable locomotive. He would put on the steam, blow his whistle, and admonish all hands to clear the track ! On a short run, with a moderate load, he was a fine engine, and gave satisfaction to every
passenger, till he began to let off steam-a proceeding which
would have seemed normal and congenial enough, had it not been
accompanied with an inconvenient amount of blinding smoke and
burning cinders. _
In the spring of 1835, he got us all on the train, with the baggage and furniture, and, landed us at another depot. If the reader
is curious to know where it is, he can see it when he takes a drive
from Hyde Park to Pine Plains. When passing the ample homestead and out-buildings of Hiram Marshall, just look directly
south, and observe a crumbling structure situated about six fur·
longs from the public road. That is the very place where our
triangle, with the implements for scanty housekeeJ>ing, was deposited by the mutable force aforesaid. Our conditions and comforts
were distinctly on the decline. We found ourselves minus several
items of property, especially our youn~ and valuable cow. Why
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Lhis move was made I can not remember. But I think it was
done to bring father into closer proximity with his various pursuits, and to enable my mother to perform more days of remunerative labor in the neighbors' kitchens.
In this sequestered and dilapidated dwelling my father erected
a weaver's loom. 'Twas quite_ a spectacle ! When rainy weather
drove him from off the farm, he would repair or manufacture
shoes; and, when destitute of this employment, he would mount
the loom, set the warp, and put in the filling, with enviable artistic
success. In the branch called " quilling" I was occasionally of
considerable assistance. But I was 9f more service to him, as he
thought, in the faithful discharge of certain commissions. I refer
to repeated errands, the burden whereof was a Jug of cider! If
one neighbor declined selling me a gallon to intoxicate my father,
my orders were to go on till I obtained the desired quantity. It
is with no little regret that I find these errands pictured on the
canvass of Memory. I trust the reader will be strong to save
anybody's child from such memories ; for the heavenly angels can
not always stand between the young and those influences which
contaminate. It was fortunate for me, however, that my taste was
in no instance tempted by the inebriating beverage.
The philanthropic heart that throbbed in my mother's bosom,
together with her mysterious faculty to foretell the future, made
her a favorite among the rural inhabitants. They appeared to
enjoy a visit to our humble dwelling. Parties of unmarried persons would sometimes call and depart with expressions of d~Iight.
By the active help of such, we had a joiiy "apple cut" one night,
which concluded with a rustic dance. On another occasion, there
was what mother called a "quiltin'-party" in our house, which
was succeeded by several novel amusements-such as fortunetelling, blind-man's buff, guessing riddles, playing the fiddle, telling
anecdotes, and card-playing. But on the occasion of each of these
assemblies, I remarked my mother's reservation. When she
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looked into the teacup, to tell some one's fortune, she invariably
treated the operation as mere sport. And yet, being accustometl
to her expressions, I could at times discern that look of Distance
- a blankness and introspectiveness of vision-which made even
her most ordinary verbal statements replete with an interest quite
undefinable.
In this connection I will relate an impressive circumstance.
The card-playing entertainment became gradually attractive to
me, although I did not participate in the game. But those who
did take sides seemed to be so full of wit and joy, that I was induced to believe there must be something funny and bewitching
lurking in the constitution of the pack which none but the players
could comprehend and enjoy. To test the validity of this thought,
I one day went about among the young men of the neighborhood,
and, on my· own private responsibility, invited them to a cardparty at our house that very night.
Many accepted the invitation, and arrived at the appointed
hour. My parents were astonished at the large assembly. The
visitors said, " Your boy asked us to come and play cards here."
Accordingly, the pictured folios were brought out, and the party
were permitted to enjoy themselves just as if the invitation bad
emanated ft·om headquarters. But I thought I saw that there
was a recollection of a bad dream going on in my mother's brain,
and that its fulfilment was near at hand~ At length the young
~eople departed, and we all retired. A cloud hung between tl1e
sad woman and my disturbed spirit. That night I prayed many,
many times, in the silence_ of my heart, for immediate pardon and
better lucjt. Finally, I slept. When I awoke next morning, the
afflicted mother was smoking her pipe by the fire on the hearth.
As 890D as I got dres~d, she approached me and said:"Now, me an' you must settle. What did you ask all them
folks to come here fnr ?"
"'Cause I wanted to see 'em play."

THE GAMBLER'S FIERY FATE.

121

" What did you get by them playin' ?"
"Notbin", but to see 'em play high, low, jack, and the game,"
returned I with painful confusion.
" What's in that to you ?"
"Nothin', only I want to see 'em when they saves their Jack!"
"Oh, that's it, is it?" she returned.
"Yes, mother, "tain't nothin' else," said I.
"Well, I'll tell you how I'm a-goin1 to save my Jack?" replied
she calmly. In her right hand I observed the well-known pack
of cards. " Now look," she continued ; " I'll let you see what's
sure to happen to them what loves to play cards." While speaking thus, she laid the package directly in the midst of the fire !
Holding my hand firmly, and riveting my attention upon the rapidly-oonsuming symbols, she exclaimed : " See that ! In that burning pile is picters of many grandees !
There's the king an' queen o' spades, an' there's the king an'
queen o' clubs, an' there 's the king an' queen o' diamonds, an'
there's the king an' queen o' hearts-an' there's the ace-spot, an'
there's the dretful JAcK! Now, child, save 'em if you can!"
There was a majestic dignity in the woman's manner, and a
deep and magic strength in the meaning of her words, that startled me and went like lightning through my being. I trembled
in every nerve. I was sick at heart-very, very sick! But as
she had commanded me to save the jack, I was forced to reply : "Mother, I can't! 'tis burnt almost out o' sight."
" Oh, it is, is it ?" said she triumphantly ; " then see in that jack
what'll become of every man what lives by gamblin'! The good
Providence can't do him no good: so the Evil One takes and puts
him in the fire of destruction."
It would require a more skilful pen than mine·to portray the
overwhelming horror of that conflagration to my young mind ! I
was los.t to the obvious fact that only pieces of pictured paper were
being consumed. As the flames leaped up and danced around the
cards, it seemed to me that great men and beautiful women were
6
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actually going through the gambler's fiery ordeal. "Mother,~ I
exclaimed, '~dOn't scold so-l won't never play cards-I won't
never do so no more !"
Twenty-one years, full of temptat\on, have rolled by since that
morning, with its remarkable lesson. My perception of the Divine
government-of how the good are rewarded and· the evil punished-differs greatly from the plan suggested by the maternal
companion of my early life. Yet I think that, essentially considered, she bad a true knowledge of the inevitable mental sufferings
and heartburnings of that misdirected class called gamblers. And
it is with profound- gratitude that I can retrace, one by one, my
footstep'S-"-contemplate my pathway up the mountains .of the past
-and see no instance when the pledge I made in that isolated
dwelling bas been broken.
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CHAPTER XXI.
IN WHICH I GO TO s ·CHOOL.

"And then the whining school-hoy, with hia satchel,
- And shining morning (ace, creeping like snail
Unwillingly to school.';

ABouT one mile east of Hyde Park village is a small cluster of
dwellings;. called Union Corners-that is to say, a wheelwright's
shop, a blacksmith's shop, a contracted grocery, and a spacious grog~
gery .termed a" tavern,'': (by 'the imaginative a hotel;) for the accommodation and destruction of both wayfaring men and those who
live ~thin its deletexjous atmosphere. Directly opposite this baneful resort, there stood (perhaps yet stands) a tenement of most unwholesome dimensions ; with but _two rooms, the first occupying
the whole body of the .structure; the second being quite as large,
right overhead, hut just under the rafters, and accessible by what
might be termed a flight of ladder-st~ir!l. . Not a shade tree or
shrub was there to shut out the cheerless and ominous prospect of
that pu.blican's house. Neither did there exist·the slightest obstruction to a free coinmunication. Only space to the extent of
six yards, and time to the :tmount of ninety seconds, served to
draw a line of distinction between the inmates of the house and
the interior of the groggery.
Well, reader, while the spring spirit of 1836 was vivifying the
ample fields of Dutchess county, we were moving into that_narrow
and dangerous dwelling. Within the light of the front window
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you might have seen my father practising his predominating profession. .And in that contracted place, too, you could not fail to
observe the sorrowing woman; binding shoes, mending clothes,
and performing other labors without respite, for which by nature
she was far less adapted than many merely physical ladies who
adorn wealthy and fashionable homes.
I was now in my tenth year; the first decade in an eternal life!
Had you seen me, you might have said-" I take this youngster to
be somewhere in his seventh year.'' Deficient in almost every
expression of bodily strength, as also in that energy of countenance
which betokens a teachable intellect, .I was at first regarded by our
new acquaintances as a very good boy to have nothing to do with.
Thanks to my parents, I was now sent to school. The teacher
was a middle-aged lady, and very kind to the children. But with
all her kindness and exertions, I could not be made to recollect and
comprehend at the same time the letters and unity of th~ alphabet. At length, however, her place was occupied by a masculine
teacher by the name of De Witt. He put me through the A-BC department with inconceivable speed- so rapid, indeed, that,
when I came out at the bottom letter, I invariably lost nearly all
memory of the preceding sounds and connections. But I went
forward, nevertheless, and got triumphantly into my a-b, abs.
Shortly, however, this responsible teacher of the district-school
was superseded by a religious-minded man, named Lacy.
Under this gentleman's austere training and vigilant supervision, I progressed into spelling words of two syllables ; but so
badly and clumsily, that my perpendicular position at the foot of
the class became a fixed fact! The great Napoleon never had a
sentinel who stood his ground and gtiarded his outposts more
faithfully. My fundamental position, as logicians say, was well
taken; nor do I remember that I had the misfortune to be displaced mo_re than three or four times, and then only for a few
minutes. But this teacher was quite gentle and patient with me,
withal, :1M concluded to set me at the multiplication table. He
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wished to make me believe, through my understanding, that that
table was laden with sumptuous articles for the juvenile intellect.
He didn't convince me at all 1. Writing lessons came next.
But the cramping of my thumb-joint, in order to hold the quill
just as the other scholars did, had the effect to postpone my penmanship to a period remote and indefinite.
Acting, as I supposed, on the master's suggestion, . my father
invested forty cents in a Pictorial Geography; authorized by the
renowned Peter Parley. That unpretending volume captivated
my eyes ; and, perhaps, also, instructed my mind. The frontispiece is in itself a charm to children. There is a comfortablyfurnished room, a cheerful fire crackling on the he~th, an elderly
and fatherly gentleman reposing in an old armchair, his disabled
foot resting on a more common one, with a company of storyloving. juveniles crowding around, to induce the cosmopolite veteran to relate another travelling adventure -and, then, just
below is the sentence, making one wish to be there also- " Take
care there ! take care, boys ! if you run against my toe, I 'II not
tell you another story !" The author employs the story-teller's
phraseology, and presents his ideas in a pictorial way, almost
irresistible to childhoOd and you_th. By some means I was
induced to memorize the few lines:"The world is round, and like a ball
Seems swinging in the air;
A sky extends around it all,
And stars are shining there."

llut I could not make myself recollect the remainder. In fact,
my mother's memory and mine closely resembled each other.
Neither could fix a recollection of words, dates, or names, so as
to reproduce and use them properly and exactly. Map .lessons,
therefore, were almost utterly out of the question ; as well as the
names of various towns, villages, and cities. The map of the
world looked to me something like a cobweb into which the bookmaker had dumped here and there a mess of wordi, too hard to Iilli
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either spelled or spoken ; and hence, notwithstanding the captiva·
ting influence of the pictures and images of houses and of strange
people, I could not make any headway with my geographical
studies.
But here let me say that Peter Parley's (Mr. Goodrich's) geography for children is the onlY, school-book I ever valueq, cherished,
or studied. I value it now, as I did not then, because it throws
the attractions of imagination around the facts of the world, and
imparts pleasure and instruction at once to the unfolding faculties.
I have preserved that book as the only charm of the hours I spent
in school. My eyes have looked the ·pictures almost out of sight.
The beautiful dresses of the English, . French, Scotch, &c., are
worn almost threadbare. That book is my pyramid. The contents thereof, like so many embalmed mummies,.serve as a link
of connection between that year and this I
Among the numerous scholars at the district-school, of either
sex, I was never quite at ease. The boys were rough and harsh
to play with, and seemed most happy when quarrelling; while
the girls inspired me with an unconquerable · shyness, a painful
and embarrassing timidity. The result was that I found myself
entirely without any agreeable associate. Several of the boys
called me "gumpy ;'' a few girls caUed me "sleepy-head;" the
former teacher called me "blockhead ;" and my eldest sister
called me "dummy." These epithets tended to increase the chlll'·
acteristics in me which suggested them; and so I grew no wiser
or happier among those of my own years and circumstances.
The code of honor among boys of a cel'tain stamp is' very remarkable. I will give an instance. One afternoon, just•subsequent to the dist:nissal of the school, my father wished me to take
a package of work to his boss in Hyde-Park. Procuring a very
gentle old horse, belonging to the venerable and generous Isaac
Stonghtenburgh, I mounted and set out on the errand. It was
about twilight when I arrived at the proper destinatien. The
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return work not being quite prepared, I was {)bliged to remain
outside near the store longer than I wished ; f{)r, to tell the truth,
I had never been so far from home before without ample protection. My only fear was the quarrelsome village-boys ! I had no
cQmbative propens~ties of my own to gratify, no ambitious inclinations toward physical prowes!!, and I trembled to think of the
cruelties that rowdyistic characters sometimes practise upon helpl~s urchins. ''.I' was getting dark very fast. As I expected, the
village-boys like so many young barbarians gathered around, as
I stood .on the sidewalk, to teaze and ineult m.e.
" Who be you, sonny?" asked one tauntingly. "Where d' you
live when you 're to hum?" shouted another. "What's your
daddy's name?'' said a third, as he run violently against me, and
knocked my cap into a mud-puddle.
I answered them just as well as I could; m~king no show of
resentment, as I felt none; only a shrinking timidity which they
made fun of. I besought them not to injure me as I hadn't in
jured them, and did n't mean to ; at which they set up a mortifying hoot, and called me by names too vulgar to reiterate. They
stepped on· my toes, twitched my ha't off many times, and otherwise indicated their savage desire to get me angry and resentful.
At this mome~t of trial, I distinctly heard what sounded like
my mother's voice calling me by name, as if she was seeing my
peril from the upper window of some building ! It strengthened
and encouraged me to be very calm with my persecutors. A little
resentment on my part, a show of rage and fight, would have been
to them sufficient justification for striking me. But I thought
thus : "If I should do what these boys do, I should be ashamed
and af!aid to go home to my mother." Thus thinking I did not
feel revengeful, nor even unkind, toward my tormentors. And
yet, contrary to the non-resistant doctrine that the peaceful soul is
safe, one of the tantalizing band, more hasty and unprincipled
than the rest, jumped against and knocked me down ; and then,
for no reason except that I waa "a country pumpkin," and i». thi •
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village alone, he struck me many times with great violence, causing a hemorrhage at my nose and several sore places in my face
and breast!
But my interior bosom was not bruised, and the face of my
spirit was still radiant with kindness, at which I was myself greatly astonished. I wept to be sure ; but 't was for bodily suffering
only. I told my mother all about it. She gave me an abundance
of her approving smiles ; and my wounds were soon healed. But
there is a sequel to this apparently irrelevant incident, developing
an important moral principle, to be unfolded in a future chapter.
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CHAPTER, XXII.
m·

FATHER AND ALCOHOL PART COMPANY.

" Strength is born
In the d,eep silence of !ong-suff!Jring hearts."

A RUM-SELLER may be just as honorable and philanthropic as
a rum-drinker. Twenty-,one years ago, and even now in some
unrcfurmed places! the man whose daily occupation produced
Ul'inkers, paupers, gamblers, and victims for th!l prisons and the
gallows, was considered by professing Christians and the masculine
community in general, as being quite as respectably employed as
other merchants and men of business. Il'or example : I never
heard any complaint about my father's intemperance, and the
means by which it was induced, outside of our contracted domicil.
Inside, the misery the1·eof was replete with the most painful con·
comitants.
Look at the temptation! Leaning leisurely against the tavem
window, with secluctive smile and crowned with beads, was a redfaced chap- called Brandy! Next to him sat a loaferish, grinning,
imbecile, w~tery-look~ng individual...-with a very p!lle and sickly
countenance-called Gin! Beyond the red-faced and bloated
brandy decanter, you could see a lazy, filthy, swiney vagabondtoo indolent to shine by candle-light and ashamed to open his
fiendish eyes before honest people-called Whiskey! And besides these ruffi~s, there w~rc other and lesser scoundrels who
caused husbands to forget their 'YiY'C!lt fatherlil to neglec~ their
(I•
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children, brothers to insult their sisters, men to trample on the
priceless innocence of virgin women-ye;:, good reader, a detachment of the alcoholic band of incendiaries who produce misfortunes beyond the power of words to describe, c0nld be seen at all
hours of eyery day in the window of the commodious tavern just
opposite the cordwainer's hovel.
'Twas first of January. The snow was deep; the weather
extremely cold. Now and then two affectionate neighbors met,
wished each other "Happy New-Year," and subsided into the
bar-room to ratify the wish.
Obtaining permission, I slung my unmated skates across my
arm and sallied forth to find a strip of smooth icc. I enjoyed the
sport for awhil~, but the intense cold caused me soon to return.
~assing the door of a debauched but friendly old dram-drinker,
whom father well knew, I thought I would j!;lst step in and wish
him happy new-year. I entered and did so. He was alone,
dozing by a hot stove. He asked me to be seated.
Presently the intoxicated man went to the closet, mixed some
molasses whh brandy, and, after drinking a portion himself, offered
me the remainder. I tasted; and its sweetness refreshed and
.charmed my palate ! Our folks couldn't afford to let me have
anything so sweet! And so I made the most of that New-Year's
luxury; of which the gray-headed and unscrupulous drunkard
gave me every few minutes. I became remarkably social and
loqul!(lious. My present m~mory and judgment assure me that
I talked like an unconscionable fool. My words, which indicated
nothing, I laughed at heartily! What was worse, I did not realize
that I was intoxicated. But when I arose to go home, then, alas!
I knew too well my deplorable condition.
The room spun like a top ! Stove, chairs, tables, doors, windows, the old man, and all, reeled and rolled horizontally around
me like ~o many millstones. I made a plunge for the street door;
but it elulled my hand, and ilhot off to the other sid& of the apart-
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ment. Now the floor began to wave up and down, bendiilg like
thin ice beneath my feet ! What was to be done? The besotted
old man was unable to aid me. In his recumbent position by the
stove he had long since become incognizant of the mutations of
surrounding circumstances. He was not favorable to rotation in
. offiee, while I became an anxious seeker for a permanent footing
in society.
· A lucky thought struck me : to spring upon the .door-latch next
time it came around ! As the 1·oom revolved- bringing the
specific door within my grasp- I eaught it with ·energy. Wasn't
I glad ? To reel and stagger through the naJTow passage, and to
plunge into a great snowbank outside, was comparatively an easy
task. But to arise and go to my mother, that I could not do !
Only two things remained within my power: to groan and gasp
in my frosty bed-weeping at my own calan~ity-and to shout
feebly, "Oh, I'm so drunk ! so drunk ! so drunk!" I was suffering, perishing, and willing to die ! Oh, the horrid mortification
of that New-Year's day! My driveling lamentations-going up
as they did on the clear air-finally brought me timely .assistance;
. and I was forthwith carried home in a condition well nigh bestraught and insensible. The brandy and molasses-" black
strap"-ilowed out of my mouth, and, at first, gave my mother
the impressio~ that I had ruptured a blood-vessel while skating.
But the well-known " odor'' gave ample testimony as to the nature
'Jf my wound. Oh, how dangerous that wound!
Dear reader! do you vote in favor of distilleries? Do you
put in office_men who treat and traffic with the ruffian-monster,
Alcohol? Do you believe in granting a license to your neighbor?
Will you put one man's pecuniary interest at deadly strife with
the health, prosperity, and happiness of hundreds of fan~ilies?
Are you a friend of riots? Do you wish to increase the number
of fatal accidents ? Do you desire to build a railroad and run an
express train from every man's door to asylums, poor-nouses,
prisons, gambling dens, and the scaffold ? Do you cry " Down
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with vU:t!le, up with vi~ I down with happiness, up with misery?"
Do you work to diminish the comforts, demo~ish the characters,
destroy the health, and shorten the lives of the people about you?
you mean to sow the seeds of sorrow in the blood of myriads
of childfeQ yet unborn? If not, then vote for a Harmonia} gov- .
ernment. If not, then work for the Era of Harmony on the
Eafth. Will you do so ? We shall see ; for no individual act,
hoyvev!lr private, is lost to ~he vast FuTURE I
Gl!ldly and gratefully do l record the fact, that the demonI>CJ:P.~~t, 4.1cobol, never got me fixed within its deadly embrace,
sa:ve
this one ipstapce; when the sed!lctive hospitality of an
i!\ebriate!l old man was added to the larger fJ."Cedow aqd unguarded
!.i])erty of a New-Year's day. Twenty years have elapsed sipce
that disgusting experience, but thjs fiendish foe of man has not
fQqp.d the l~st refuge .in my affection or judgment. And I verily
l:lelieve that my prophetic mother perceived that it would not;. for
she manifested less anxiety and grief at this circqmstance than
at ei~er of tho~e trials already chronicled.

Po

m

Shortly ~ter this, my quiet and tender sister Juliq. Ann, retlU'IIed home very ill. Her melancholy face w~ discolored with
jaundice ; and her deep-sunkep eyes be~ken!'ld a vital and mortal
disease. Poor girll :IIo~ I pity her through the sympathy 9f
memory ! There she lay stretched on the l:led of death, so very
feverish and se~sitive ip. every nerve ; in the midst of all the
housek~eping turmoil, anq the hammering of the shoemaker,
wi~hin that one contra!)te!f and inadequate room. A physician
was summoned, and her disease was treated, pr{)bably, with tl!e
usual skill; bqt no power on earth could lteep her from soaring
to the " House not built with hands," in which there are neither
riel! nor poor, but plent9 for all God's c~ildren!
One night, as my mother sat watching by the bedside of the
departing girl, I was made quite sad by observin~ in her eyes tha~
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ominous vacant stare...:....that loolt of Distance-which I had 10ng
~~ded as the forerunner of domestic lllisfortune. The sufferhtg
patient asked fur something, but the maternal ear did not catch
the sound thereof. This demonstr~ted the dept}J. of· her . revery ;
which continued unbroken for s~veral minu~e3, When again ahe
aroused to aid the sick girl, there was a cabn resignation in her
fac!l, but in each e:re there tre~bled a tear of sorrow. Retiring
tp the back window, and gazing out upon the frozen earth, she
wept aloud. This expression of grief I did not coiQ-prebend, and
asked:-:" What mal!:es you cry so, mother I"
"Jul~ ,Ann is goil:lg to leave us, afore long," she replied.
" How do you know that 'are?" said I. " What makes you
think so?"
'''Cause," answered she, "I seen the little white lamb."
'"What white lamb was it, mother?"
"The same heavenly messenger what Julia Ann seen at Peter
De Garn1o's upper winder.''
" When d.' you see it ?''
"'f9-night, jest after dark ; wheq father went out to the tavern."
"Why, mother !" I exclaimed ; "did it teall:y and tl'uly come in
this 'ere room?"
"Yes, child, it slipped in when father went out."
" What did the lamb do then ?"
"Why, I seen it walk on all-fours to the poor. girl's bedside;
an' then it took hold of the quilts by its mouth, an' pulled them
very gentle. " There !'' ejaculated she, lookin~ blankly at the
door, as father entered-" there! the pretty lamb is gone away,
an' I 'm real 'fraid ·~ will take Julia Ann along."
"What d' you see ?" asked my father impatiently.
'' Oh, 't ain't nothin' to nobody but me," she replied ; and tearfully did that anxious, yet resigned, woman proceed to nurse and
console the dying daughter.
"Don't be a frettin'," said father. " -Don't fret about wl1at
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can't be helped. What can 't be cured must be endured you
know. As for me I'm ready for anything what's likely to
happen."
A few days subsequent to this conversation we followed the
deserted body to the burying-ground. My parents and sister
Eliza wept excessively at times ; but, though I lamented to part
with my relative, I could not shed tears. . They said my grief was
too deep for weeping. But the fact was, that joy overbalanced
sorrow in my heart. A voice told me that my sister's present
situation was to be envied and sought rather than grieved over;
and I longed to tell our folks that, while I dreaded the dying
process, I felt mysteriously drawn to the life which came afterward.
But the graveyard was a terror! Those ghostly white marble
posts and slabs, and the solemn sound of the bell which rung the
knell of my sister's departure, conjured up unwholesome imaginations. And when the sexton threw a few shovels of pebbles and
cold earth upon the deposited coffin, there came back a sound so
hollow, so subterraneous, so sepulchral, and heart-broken, that my
very soul was harrowed up to the most doleful and repulsive ideas
of death. After.this, I feared to go without company through a
churchyard at night. In fact, I could not conquer a disagreeable
apprehensiveness whenever I slept alone in a dark room-a painful timidity-which lingered upon me until that glorious day
which inaugurated the Era of my spiritual illumination.
How well do I remember the dark and stormy night when the
rum-drinkers, at the tavern across the road, brutally pushed my
father into our front-door in a state of beastly intoxication. He
was more absolutely in the enemy's power than I ever saw him
before. I will not stop to portray the desolation that his condition spread through the garden of my mother's heart. How
every hope seemed crushed ! How every struggling prayer
seemed to be sent b~ck unanswered upon its fountain source!
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How every faintly-cherished expectation of "a better day" was
crowned with the cypress wreath of death and disappointment I
No l I will not present a picture of despair so appalling! Do
you not see that we needed the power of some efficient Reformer? Verily, we needed the friendship and aid of a man
whose mission was-" To grapple with the fell destroyerThe Lethe draught that brutifies the soul ;
To banish from our home the pcace-annoyer,
And on ou:r hearthstone dash the fatal bowl."

But I am about to record one of the most glorious examples
of individual reformation. After this dreadful night my father
never tasted alcohol again !. The resolution to be " a temperance
man," was taken and kept in the calm silence o~ his· own heart !
With the enemy full in view, with tempting associates all around
him, and through weary months of deadly and desperate struggle
with the foes in his own nature, he gained this noble victory!
For nearly forty years previous to this he was intoxicated frequently~ and very much so about once a week while at ·union
Corners. Hence, toward the end of the next week my mother
expected to witness another scene of desolation. But neither
that drama, nor any part of it, was ever. again enacted!
There is hope, then, for the drunkard's wife ! The calm, pure
heavens are peopled with hosts of strong powers whose great
sympathetic hearts beat, through all the intervening space, responsive to our every soul-born prayer for purification and righteousness. And, believe me-every such prayer is some day wisely
answered.
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CHAPTER XXIII.
INITIAL EXPERIENCES lN HYDE PARK.

ONE of B_elden Delamater's unpainted tenant-houses is (or was)
situated on the post-road that leads the traveller directly through
the village of Hyde Park, either toward New York or Albany.
On the north, in close proximity, was Mr. Parker's blacksmithshop. On the south was a much larger wood-frame residence, a
rod further back from the highway-the families of the two houses
drawing water from the same well. Into tbe former habitation
we moved in the spring of 1837 -my futher having secured permanent work in· the journeyman department of John Hinchman's
boot and shoe manufactory.
I was now in my eleventh year. So far as the development of
either body or mind was concerned, however, I was considerably
behind most boys four or five years younger. . Timid, sensitive,
prone to solitary rambles, and meditative at times, I was quite
disinclined to seek the companionship of village-boys, or to participate in their r~ugh-and-tumble sports. In view of this seeming
apathy and worthlessness, I do not treasure up any unkindness
toward my energetic and working father because of bis frequent
exclamation" You ain't worth your salt !"
To which my maternal protector and ready advocate would
reply:-
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"Don't scold the boy! What can you expect of a child?''
"A child I Poh! Before l got to that 'are boy's age, I was
bound out for my victuals and clothes," the father would rejoin,
"and I don't see that he's any better than I was. I won't bear it.
He's old enough to help support himself:- You .sir!" he continued, addressing himself to me, "keep a s)larp lookout for somebody
who wants a boy."
Accordingly I went in quest of employment, and succeeded in
procuring a situation with our landlord. He owned a large :flour
and plaster mill in the village, and wanted "a boy to tend hopper.''
Seated by the horizc;>ntal grinding-stones, my business was t{) see
that the grain fell steadily from the containing-box above into the
revolving pulverizers below. This monotonous occupation ·required not the least exercise of intellect, and scarcely none of my
muscular system, save the right arm, and that too leisurely to keep
one from dreaming and absent-mindedness.
Although not more distant than an hour's walk from my moth- ·
er's side, yet I could not resist the enervating melancholy of
" homesickness.'' When I went to my sleeping-place in the land
lord's garret, and got under the buffalo-skin for the night, my
thoughts would fly to the dearest object I knew on earth-my
mother! And now, somnambulism-more commonly called sleepwalking- began to show itself in my nightly exercises. A thousand-shadowy forms of wheels and revolving upright shafts would
cover the entire surface of my brain. Besides those mill-works
which I had seen during the day, I could perceive and comprehend the operation of new structures. Complete machines for
splitting shingles, for grinding grains, for pulverizing plaater-stones,
for sawing and planing boards, for doing the drudging kitchenwork usually imposed upon woman-these and several other very
novel representations of mechanical improvements would weave
themselves into the substance of my daily experiences- all brought
together, and yet never confounded, during the .silence of the bending and brooding nighL
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The exceeding vividness and unfailing recUITence of these
" dreams," together with my almost irresistible propensity to tramp
about and actualize them during hours properly devoted to slumber and recuperation, soon fatigued and discouraged me ; and
hence, without asking permission to depart, I one day hastened
homeward. On entering, my father, being at dinner, eyed me for
a moment, and said" What sent you home?"
Not knowing how to explain, I replied, "'Cause, I couldn't stay
no longer.''
" What the dogs is the reason you couldn't ?"
"'Cause the plaster-mill hurts me- an' the flour gets me
a-dreamin'- an' I'm '£raid to s-leep up garret," replied I,.much
disquieted and alarmed-fearing he would send me back without
judgment or mercy. But, fortunate as ever, mother came to my
justification and rescue, and said : "Oh, what can you expect of a
child ? How d' you know but the boy tells the truth? Let him
stay home to-day, at tener rate; for to-morrow we'll know more
about it.'' And thus I was permanently prevented from becoming
a professional and practical miller.
For weeks subsequent to ·this first absence from the parental
pres-ence, I tried to whittle out some of the mechanisms that had
painted themselves upon my imagination, but without success.
Father would persist in the declaration that I ~' bad n't gumption
enough to make a whistle," and many times avowed his belief that
my main trait was "laziness,'' combined with a fOndness for play.
Nevertheless, the tireless vigils of my somnambulic faculty kept
me at various midnight employments. Without artificial light, I
would move about the little bedroom, never making a misstep,
and use the penknife with entire success. These nocturnal exercises I did not remember on the subsequent morning; but I can
now recall them, and make the record as if I was outwardly conscious at the time. My contrivances, however, were so sneered
and jeered at by my father, that i kept them out of his sight~ and

INITIAL EXPERIENCES .I N IIYDE PARK.

1_3 9

.6nally abandoned them altogether, as being utterly worthless even
as curious toys for children.
About this time I formed the acquaintance of a n,ot~rious villageboy named "Bill;'~ who was the terror of nearly every other youngster in that community. He was a.n .appren;tice to a wl.leelwtight,
whose manufactory was located a few rochl SQuth of .our Jlou~e.
Like other folks's boys, I went into the wagon-making department
for shavings to kindle fires. I had long dreaded the great risk
of an encounter with this belligerent apprentice. At last be spied
me, hastily :lilling my basket with the desir~ kindlings. The boss
being out, he fearlessly yelled : "Hey, there, you d-n turkey-buzzard! who sent you here?
Tell me, you blunderin' lummix, or I'll give you a touch under
the fifth rib !"
With the greatest difficulty I replied, "Our folks."
" Who's our folks ?'' he vigorously demanded. " Tell me, you
lumberin' young cuss, or I'll hide you !"
.As well as I could, I told him who my parents were, and said
coaxingly: "Please, don't hurt me ! I won't come here no more,
if you don't want me to."
"Oh, go to thun<ler !" said he, smiling contemptuously, "and
come back when you want more shavings. I wouldn't liclt you!
You're too big a coward-too much of a spoony-altogether!"
But when again I entered the shop, and found him alone, he
was remarkably docile and inclined to ask me questions. He
was my senior by some five years ; and I looked upon him, through
the strong colors of his pugnacious reputation, as being a person
to fear and shun under all .circumstances. His bQdy was firmly
and powerfully proportioned. His features were rather large, ~d
somewhat irregular; but his eyes, though black and commanding,
sofl-.ened his entire countenance by the genial smile which they had
the power to diffuse over its every lineament. In short, notwithstanding the fearful reports of this boy's fighting prope:nsitie:;;, I
my o:nly out-door companio:n.
could not help accepting him

as
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Shortly after the commencement of our acquaintance, I introduced
him to my parents and sister; and, contrary to my expectations, he
was also quite agreeable to them.
Subsequent to my first interview with this combative fellow, I
never heard him utter a word of profanity, or propose a fight in
the street. Of course, I was not his constant associate. But I
did not bear any more reports of his quarrelsome enterprises.
What could have wrought this change in his conduct ? I know
not. But this I believe, that he had the foundation of a good man
under his outward characteristics. The timber sufficient to the
erection of a moral temple was within him rough hewn, and his
nature awaited the period when the true superstructure could be
commenced.
One warm summery day, while rambling together in Dr. Boosack's beautiful park just north of the village, he said : " Let 's take a seat here -tight under this 'ere shady treefor I ~ant to tell you somethin'."
Seating ourselves, be began: "There 's one .thing in my mem·
ory that troubles me more than all else what I ever did."
" What is that, Bill ?" I asked.
"Why, hang it! the thing's foolish enough, like a bushel of
other things I've done, but I can't get over it somehow." After
a brief silence he continued : "And I never seen nobody I could
tell if'to before you _come to live in Hyde Park."
" Well, Bill, you can tell me anything, you know : I won't leak
it out, never." (And yet, dear reader, here I am letting it all out
into your confidence.)
"Well, 't ain't nothin' worth a-mentionin'," said he; "but it is,
though, or I wouldn't be a-thinkin' about it so."
"Oh, go on, Bill," said I; "don't stop ag'in."
He proceeded: "About this time last year, I was mean enough
to kick, an' cuff, an' lick a country-feller who hadn't done nothin'
to us village-boys ; an' I 'II be blamed if I hain't felt more sorrier
an' more madder at myself sine~ than ever before."
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"Why, Bill!" exclaimed I, concealing my actual emotions, ''did
vou really hurt him ?"
"Yes, and bad enough, too !"
."Didn't you :know who the boy was?" I asked.
"No! 'Twas dark almost afore I heer'd the muss down the
street. When I got on the ground, I couldn't sec his face hardly;
but I pounded him like sixty, you'd better ·b'lieve."
"Well, Bill," said I, "you needn't fret no more about that 'arc ;
for I am the boy what you hurt, but I don't owe you no ill will W
".You !" shouted he with great surprise; "you that 'are boy
what I licked so like thun-"
" :Qo n't swear, Bill! Yes, I'm that 'are same country-feller.
But what makes you so sorry about it, Bill?"
"Well, now-ha! ha! By the powers of mud, if that hain't
the most funniest thing yit! Wh~, the reason I didn't feel right
about the thing was, because you didn't get mad an' try to strike
back ! If you 'd only done somethin' .like that, I'd felt all
right. But you didn't; an' what's more, you didn't act as if you
felt mad at me at all-on'y cried an' took on har;l 'cause you was
hurt like thun- sixty."
" Never mention it, Bill," said I affectionately ; " I don't feel
hurt any now, you know-so what's the use?"
"Well," said he, rising to return to the village, "I hav' n't hit
but two fellers under the fifth rib since that 'are night, an' then
'cause I couldn't be dared more 'n once to do it. Now see here,"
continued he, "I'll jest take odd spells out of my own time in
the shop, an' make you a real first-rate peeler of a sled for next
winter."
Earnestly I assured him that he owed me nothing, but that the
sled would be a rich present to possess. His promise was soon
redeemed, and I kept for several years that carefully-constructed
pledge of lasting friendship. And thus, dear reader, in the practice of self-controi and non-resistance, we behold the ultimate development of an impressive and salutary mo.ral. Had I returned
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blow for blow, or even indicated a disposition to Violently oppose
my antagonist, would he have been so deeply rebuked? Would
a painful regret , have lodged and wrestled in 'his soul ? I think
not. The beautiful lesson of this· story reminds me of the poet's
forcible assertion:" If men, instead of nursmg pride,
Would learn to hate it and abhor it;
If more relied
On Love to guideThe world would be the better for it I"
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CHAPTER XXIV.
A. CURIOUS CASE OF WITCHCRAFT.

"Onr superstitions twine
Each with the next, until a line
They weave, that through each varied stage
R11ns on from infancy to age,
Linking the spring with summer weather,
And chaining yonth and years together."
THE banishment of alcohol from our house was soon followed
by substantial evidences of domestic prosperity. One step toward
comfort and luxury was the purchasing of enough rag-carpeting
· to cover half of our main floor ; another was, a new two-dollar
shawl and. a beautiful calico dress for mother ; another, a warm
cap-· and a pair of satinet pants for me ; but the best of all was,
the procuring of and paying for a fine-looking cow, whose snowwhite stream of daily benefaction flowed with great ease and uniform abundance. My mother seemed to place a great deal of
natural affection upon this valuable creature, and felt a genuine
pride in preparing marketable butter and selling the extra milk
.which was thus obtained;
For many weeks everything in tbis respect went on swimmingly, except one slight· circumstance which grieved· my mother, and
caused her to dream out one of those warnings of impending
trouble. That circumstance was : the manifest jealousy of our
next neighbors, froJP whose well we drew all our pure and sparkling water. These neighbors mao owned a cow, less beautiful and
less fonntainous· than ours ; · and they,.· too; · made butter for the
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market, and sold morning's milk to some of the inhabitants.

But

our butter was the sweetest, and our milk was the creamiest, and,
as a matter of course, our customers were most numerous, and
our stocking-foot purse received the most frequent accessions of

filthy lucre. Both cows were pastured in the same meadow ; and
it was ofttimes my business and pleasure to drive them- that is,
our own noble animal, ·and our neighbor's merely ordinary " crittur"-to and from the field every morning and night. But the
green-eyed monster, jealousy, soon generated a bitter and unspeaking antagonism ; and, as one result, the opposition· cow was
soon driven to and fro by a member of the opposition family.
Things continued in this unsatisfactory state for some four
weeks; during which no woman ever suffered more from vaccination than did my well-disposed and inoffensive mother. " She
couldn't help it, if our cow was the handsomest! Neither were
the inmates of our house to blame if our cow did yield the most
milk and produce -the best butter !" In shoti, we were entirely
innocent -don't you think so, dear reader?
Conditions, however, became every day more complicated and
critical. In fact, a real crisis soon happened in our cow-pen,
which served to_bring my mother's dream almost true ! One
evening our unfailing quadruped would not give down a drop of
milk ! Mother tried every inducement. She climbed over the
fence, pulled an armful of beautiful clover, and put it before the
domesticated creature, but not a particle of gratitude was exhibited in the milky way. All further effort was postponed for the
space of an hour ; then resumed, but without succes~ ; and, lastly,
was abandoned. At the usual hour on the morrow our friendly
customers came; but the answer was," Our·cow won't give down
no milk." So I drove her to the pasture as before, where she
remained till brought home at night; when the same ominous
fact was repeated. Not a drop of the sweet beverage could be
obtained! Meanwhile, the opposition family got plenty of milk
(such as it was!) from the opposition cow, and we had the mor-
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tification of seeing our patrons go and purchase it. On the su(',
ceeding morning the milking operation again proved a failure ;
and from the evening's exertions my mother returned with a like
de~eat.

Different persons presented different theoriea to account for this.
One said the cow had the horn distemper; another, that a snake
had imbibed the milk during the day; another, that she had
swallowed her cud ; another, that she had a wolf in her tail;
another, that there was a spasmodic contraction in the muscles of
the udder. But each individual hypothesis was triumphantly
exploded by each speculator successively making his own examination and applying his experimental remedy. The creature's
horns were pronounced all right. The snake theory could not
stand in view of the fact, that from day unto day her bag was
greatly swollen and painfully distended with an abundance of its
undischarged secretion. The cud explanation was acknowledged
worthless when her mouth revealed its presence there. The man
who egotistically retailed the latter end doctrine was permanently
shut ~p, on finding groun~ for believing that the creature's wellformed caudal terminus was perfectly sound and useful ; and,
finally, the muscular centraction postulate was just as completely
refuted by mechanically depressing the animal's back, with a
simultaneous attempt at ·milking.
Not the, least progress was made toward a satisfactm~y solution.
of the case. But there was one person whose fixed opinion remained unexpressed. That person was my mother. Her confidence in the supernatural, as I have heretofore said, had never
been impaired or disturbed. Superstition seemed an inevitable
concomitant -of her genuine spiritual experiences. The ticking
of a harmless insect on the bedroom ceiling, the howling of some
nervous dog at midnight, the running through the house o( a
strange black cat, the striking of a clock weeks after it had ceased
to record time, the sudden cracking of a looking-glass- any unusual sound or unexplained sight- were signs of approachinl?
7
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changes and calamities in the affairs of our hm,1s_ehold. And,
strange to tell, several just such mysterious things had been occur·
ring through the summer months in our little domicil! In a word,
my mother was a believer· in charms, obsession, witchcraft, and·
sorcery. She admitted the alleged possibilities of the Black Art.
The power of some persons to prevent cream turning into butter
in a neighbor's churn, or to cause the transformation of the shape
of one living thing into that of another, she did not doubt; and
yet she seldom made these things subjects of conversation.
Among my early recollections I can find but just one of her
stories, concerning curious old women "Who roamed the country far and near,
Bewitched the children of the peasants ;
Dried up the cows and lamed the deer,
And sucked the eggs and ki~led the pheasants."
-

Fom mornings and four evenings did my mother, aided by
various experimentors, try to obtain milk from our gentle and
beautiful cow. Then, without qualification, she exclaimed" That are poor cretur is possessed!"
"Wliat d' you mean, mother?" I asked.
"I mean," she replied, lowering her voice to a distinct whisper,
" that our poor cow is under a spell."
"Poh !" ejaculated father, who had just returned from the shop,
"I don't believe no such stuff as that!"
Nothing daunted, however, my mother rallied to the encounter
with home skepticism, somewhat as Bunyan's Christian did in the
great valley where Apollyon straddled over th~ whole breadth of
the way, and replied-" N othin' else can make that poor thing
act as she does."
"Act how?" asked father.
" Come out apd see for yourself," she confidently answered, at
the same time leading the way with milk-pail in hand. We all
followed, and saw with amazement, that as soon as mother tried
to milk her, the affiicted animal, quiet before, was seized with a
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singular frenzy which I'apidly induced a fantastic witch-dance!
Yes, incredulous reader l I testifY only of that which I actually
witnessed. The poor beast literally lifted her feet quickly up and
down, with a swaying motion, as if impelled by some demoniac
musician invisible, while her eyes seemed like balls of fire that
might almost inflame and burn her to death. And what made
the case stronger and yet more aggravating, was this : as we
turned to go into the house our eyes caught the gaze of our opposition neighbors l It really seemed that they looked amused, and
even jeeringly triumphant, at the cow's pranks and our mutual
misfortune.
Mother's opinion (or belief) became forthwith infectious. We
each shared her suspicions as to who it was that had laid an infernal spell on the innocent animal. In the midst of the family
deliberations, however, I asked if witches were not like Santa
Clauses and such ghosts as Dave saw; but my inteiTogatory
made no impression on the excited mother, whose anxiety about
"losing the poor thing" was every minute growing more and more
insupportable.
After· a semi-serious deliberation, it was unanimously resolved
that father should go after a seventh son. He did so ; and at
length the witcbmaster came. His solemn examination of the
cow's condition was brief and mysterious. He first felt of the
creature's nose, then punched her side with his thumb, and,
lastly, which was· quite logical, be twisted her tail- a little, and
then said-"-what ails this crittur is more than I can say tonight."
His test-prescription, however, and his directions for the disenchantment of the fielq in which the beast had been pastured, I
distinctfy remember. They 'were so remarkable that, under the
circumstances, I think the record of them will' be pardonable :
"Watch and catch about a pint of the animal's urine- put it in
an iron pan, with nine sharp sewing-needles-and, while boiling
it, see who comes to your door l l\Ieantime, you must take some
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hair'from the cow's cars, forehead, and tail- bore a hole in some
tree in the meadow- put the hair into it, and seal it up."
Saying this, the mysterious seventh son- with a truly remarkable combination of physical proportions and wizard-like features
-departed, promising to return on the following morn.
Father straightway disposed of the pasture business ; and then,
with all commendable vigilance, we took turns in waiting for the
primary ingredient of that wonderful prescription. When obtained,
the pan was carefully placed over the previously prepared fire.
That fire seemed determined to do its duty. It was not confined
within a black, prison-like, idiotic stove (as most stoves are),
neither did it arise from some subterraneous heating apparatus
(which suggests an idea of how Infernal regions may be kept at
a high temperature); no, indeed! that fire burned briskly and
beautifully in the proper place on the old-fashioned hearth, and
threw its glowing light honestly out upon our awe-struck countenances. "A wood fire," said Cornelius Agrippa, " doth drive
away dark spirits." Whether this assertion be true or false we
did not know at the time, as neither had ever heard of the saying;
but there did seem to be an intelligence in the prompt behavior
of that fire, which imparted a sort of courage and confidencr. to
each member of our domestic triangle.
At this critical juncture, I will not stop to paint the horrifying
thoughts awakened during that dread incantation! We were
half-jovial and half-te~ified. The magician's prescription was,
doubtless, being administered through the air to somebody! But
who could it be? There the great conjurer~s testing-fluid was
-bubbling, and simmering, and spirting, before our marvelling
eyes! It was a dreaded and irresistible summons-far more
certain than if served by an officer of justice. Yes, in that pan
we beheld the master and magic spell that was to do one of two
things: either break and remove the subtler and weaker charm
on our cow, or bring the malicious witch (or wizard) in person to
our very door! If the latter, whence would come the sorceress?
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And how would she travel ? Perhaps, 'twas a hideous monster
-some dark, ghostly, demoniac being-who,
"O'er bog, o'er steep, through straight, rough, dense, or rare,
With head, hands, wings, or feet, pursues his way,
And swims, or sinks, or wades, or creeps, or flies."

What would happen, or ~ow, was as yet all a speculative mys~
tery. But the boiling and bubbling"continued. Now and then a
needle (there were nine in the pan) would come upon the liquid
-would whirl and float on some bewitched bubble for a moment
-and, then, down it would plunge into the sedimentary deposite
beneath. Was that strange? Mother remarked it first; and
then we each watched for another needle.
" Hark !" exclaimed Eliza, "what's that a-knocking?"
We listened, and distinctly heard some gentle tapping at our
kitchen-door. "Who'll go and open it?" asked Eliza: "that's
the question!" The night had become very dark, and our employment made that darkness visible. Ever and anon while
boiling the fluid, our cow would tramp about and bellow in the
yard, close to the house ! Yes, dear reader, we had the disenchanting prescription over the fire, when we heard that knocking
at the door. How, then, could we receive a visiter? But the
seventh son had said," See who'll come to your door." In order,
then, to obey directions some one must go and see who stood without ! Didn't that require some courage ?
Well, the stout-hearted cordwainer was not to be frightened
"at such nonsense,'' and forth he proceeded to welcome the stranger in. What next? Nothing to alarm us; only an elderly lady,
a recent boarder of the family who owned the opposition cow ;
and nothing more.
"What d' you wish?" asked my father good-naturedly.
"Only to borrow a teaspoonful ~f salt," she tremulously replied,
"I'll return it to-morrow."
Oh, to be sure," returned ~other, with characteristic prompt-ness to accommodate a neighbor; and, well nigh forgetting all her
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suspicions, she placed the salt in the old woman's cup, and smilingly said-" You may have it, an' welcome."
By this time the incantation was over! The marvellous liquid
had evaporated ; and the nine needles, having good eyes, looked
just as sharp as ever. Therefore, without further experiment or
controversy, we retired for the night, sorrowing for the distress of
our domestic favorite ; but laughing also at the ridiculousness of
the bare idea that the harmless and uniformly well-behaved old
lady was the witch we sought to exorcise. And yet, it was so
very strange !
Shortly after our breakfast next morning, the disenchanter
entered, and interrogated : " What did you do?"
"Jest as you sed, an' told me,'' replied mother. "But nothin'
happened."
I' Didn't anybody call during the boiling operation?" inquired
the seventh son.
Mother then informed him of the ordinary circumstance, to
which he hastily replied: "You shouldn't have given her the
salt."
Who can imagine our confusion-almost consternation-when
the man thus reprimanded my mother for her indiscretion. ''Mercy save us !" she exclaimed, thinking, no doubt, that she had unconsciously put the long end of the lever into the hands of our
opposition neighbors. They again had the advantage and we
were the victims !
Mother took the pail, and went out to try the milking experiment once more. There came a small stream of milk, but a less
gleam of hope; for the lacteal excretions were disgustingly mixed
with blood and mucus.
A.sc~rtaining that the salt ha~ been given to the old woman, the
conjur~r, planting himself on the dignity of his reputation, grimly
preceded my mother into the yard, and instituted a more careful
examination of the animal's reel condition ; while I occupied
myself, at this investigation, in observing the changes in hia fea-
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tures. His face was this moment ridiculously solemn ~ next it
was gathered up into knotty wrinkles ; then every muscle seemed
to be puckered up on one side and elongated on the other; but,
finally, with a voice made low and coarse by the absence of true
intelligence, he said: "This 'ere cow of yourn is diseased; and
my 'pinion is, you might as well fat her for the market."
" Diseased!!' exclaimed· mother, "where is the poor thing diseased?"
"This crittur has the horn-distemper," replied the man, "an' a
wolf in her tail. No mistake, marm-that 's just what ails her."
" What ! both disorders at once," muttered my father incredulously. "I doubt that any how."
"I 'II satisfy you," confidently replied · the wizard, " if you'll
jest let me bore her horn and cut her tail!'
This more rational test agreed to, the gimlet and knife were
furnished; and the cow-doctor (before a witch-finder) soon demonstrated the accuracy of his recent affirmations. Therefore, as the
kindest act now possible, the suffering animal was soon despatched
by th:-· unerring blow of an experienced arm.
Thut> we see how much trouble a little scientific knowledge,
applied at the first, would have saved this humble family: as it
would, no doubt, hundreds of others, who are now beclouded and
well-nigh demented by common superstitions. The fantastic
movemente of the distressed beast, with these two previouslyundiscovered diseases upon her, were entirely natural; as were
also the peculiar coincidences which we construed into events of
supernatural significance.
The unwholesome effect of this case of superstition ·did not
pass away for several months. I remember how mortified my
mother felt-how ashamed and penitent we all were-over the
silliness and injustice of the imputation. The proceedings of that
night of incantation we managed to keep very private. Indeed,
the whole experience we· sougpt to bury in the tomb of oblivion.
But the opposition neighbors with the opposition cow did not
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become wholly disenchanted of a tendency to antagonism, until
the resident clergyman (of the Dutch Reformed Church) was
called in to exert the m.agic of his influence upon them. The
closing up of that valuable fountain of rich milk and sweet butter,
was a serious loss to a struggling· family ; but, thanks to the temperate cordwainer, we soon possessed another cow, and t~till other
evidences of domestic prosperity.
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CHAPTER XXV.
OTHER EPISODES IN THIS HISTORY.

ABOUT this time an Israelitish merchant visited our villagt.,
with the avowed intention of opening there a "branch store" of
dry goods, groceries, and a general assortment of useful articlesranging, with nicely-shaded gradations, from a case of jews-harps
to a bale of brocade silks, from a toy wheelbarrow to glass and
china ware the most beautiful. Having nothing to do, (which was
the only thing I could work at without bunglin~,) I endeavored to
make myself as usefu\ as possible in assisting the clerk to open
and dispose of his goods in the building which had been secured
by the merchant. This agreeable gentleman liking my voluntary_
performance, engaged me for a few shillings per week to remain
with and help the young man, to whom the business had been
intrusted.
While ubpacking, arranging, and classifying the goods, I was
pronounced a satisfactory subordinate and co-la~orer. But when
the people began to ask the price of certain articles, then it was
that I tumbled from my lofty position down to the common level
of those whose education had been neglected. 1\Iy computing
faculties were obtuse in the extreme. I couldn't figure up even
a shor(catalogue of prices. And my incapacity b"'ecame still more
apparent when fractions of dollars had to be deducted from or
multiplied into a customer's bill. Neither could I give the correct
name to any unusual description of merchandise. Add to this a
conspicuous lack of vivacity and gracefulness-nay, an awkward
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and clumsy habit of saying and doing things-and you may
readily anticipate my discharge from that establishment. Before
I left, however, my mind was freed of an unavoidable prejudice
which I had unconsciously imbibed against the Jews. While the
store was being arranged for business, I would many times hear,
when going to and fro for my meals, such reproachful speeches as:
" A Jew 'll cheat you out o' your eyes !" " The Israelites is under
the cuss of God." "I wouldn't trust a Jew with brickbats,'' &c.,
&c. Nevertheless, during several weeks of constant observation
and famil~arity with this Jewish clerk, I never heard the slightest
suggestion of cheating, nor did I ever receive any directions from
him to give a purchaser wrong impressions of the real quality or
true price of any saleable article. But I can not record as good
a testimony in favor of several of those who jeered and scoffed at
the gentlemanly Hebrew merchant.
"What to do with that boy, I don't know !" said father, frowning with impatience, as I related to moth~r why the storekeeper
~ould n't keep me.
" Why, the boy wants more schoolin','' replied my mother encouragingly. "He can't never keep no place in no store if he
can't say his figures,- you know." This reasoning was sound, and,
in harmony therewith, I was. sent to school. When the pleasant
teacher, a lady, asked my age, I replied, " In my twelnh year.''
To her question about how long I had attended any school, I said,
" Only a few weeks at Union Corners." When she wished to
know precisely where I stood in my studies, I responded, "At the
foot of the spellin' class.'' She desired to ascertain what I had
learned, and I answered-" In the spellin'-hook I got to 'baker,'
an' in the g'ography all the way thro' every picture." Whereupon she gave me a lesson in the English Reader, which, after
two days' hard spelling, I did commit to her satisfaction. Subsequently, I was placed at minor studies and made some permanent
progress up the hill of useful knowledge.
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By the epring of 1838, I had gone through the lesser portions
of the m!.!ltiplication table, but I invariably encountered difficult
obstructions whenever I reached "nine times nine." In ciphering I
waded through all the problems of simple and compound addition.
In spelling words of not more than three syllables I bad considerable vexation and trouble. In writing I made some visible
advancement. I could and did describe books and trammels afte,r
the teacher's examples. In the orthography class there were
about a dozen children, considerably younger and smaller than
I; yet I must confess that, during the most of the time, I came
within ten or eleven of standing triumphantly at their bead!
When the days of absence are deducted, I think the amount of
my schooling there did not, altogether, exceed six weeks.
Gloomily I left school, without any promotion consonant with
my years. Not a laurel wreath could be seen upon my fevered
brow. The fetters of inwrought ignorance seemed to bind my
soul to the earth. The foot of a great mountain appeared to rest
upon my youthful neck. My desolated head was covered with
the cap of no climax. The car of Time sped by, conveying onward my jolly school-mates, and left me crying at the Blockhead
Station. The bright scholars seemed to embrace each golden
opportunity witho~t blushing; while I, willing to buckle on the
armor of a conqueror, always neglected the spur of the moment.
The wings of the morning never shook out a quill for my chirographical benefit. Neither did my scholarship sail in the winds
of adversity like the crafts of other boys. And so I was desponding.
In the early springtime of that year I felt the symptoms of a
hepatic and gastric "disease. A bilious fever centred and burned
upon my forehead, and my .st{)mach rejected all forms of nutrition.
I grew rapidly very sick, which was a sad misfortune; but another
was soon added, that is, an allopathic physician. For several
days and nights what little of substantial Nature there was in me
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fought bravely and without cessation. In spite of leech and
lancet, however, :tn spite of subtile poisons arid murderous calomel,
I won the battle and felt myself victorious !
But my previously impaired frame was yet more shaken and
disabled. It bore marks of violence. My arm was weakened
with a wound from the enemy's lance. The beautiful present
which I had received from the hand of Mother-Nature-a set of
pure and pearly teeth-was colored, and cracked, and opened to
the march of General Decay, whose chief officer is called Toothache, and whose trials in Court-Martial are conducted by Judge
'.rurnkey and the lesser tools of torture. My tongue silently lay
in the midst of carnage-nearly slain on the battle-plain-full
of gashes and bleeding pores made by the spear and pike of that
valiant Knight of the Cross, known throughout the world as Sir
Calomel. My bands were worn away and palsied; my knees
kept up the strife by smiting each other on the least exertion ; my
feet would not obey their head and master; but, amid all, my
innermost spirit was stronger ~han before.
"Your son must not drink cold water, ma'am," said the visiting
physician to my solicitous mother. "Hi's ease is a very critical
one. The least cold taken at this stage of salivation, ma'am, will
endanger his life."
The careful reader is already aware of my lively dread of
dying. The thought of ceasing to breathe-of closing my eyes
for ever-of being put in a coffin-of that confinement in the
ground-was inexpressibly horrible. And yet, notwithstanding
this awful dread added to the physician's emphatic warning, I
seemed to hear something whispering, " Yo'11r-1na!J-drink-the
sweet,....-water-of-maple-trees." At first I thought it was but
a fever dream ; the suggestions of ·my burning thirst; a hint from
the liquid fire that coursed wildly through my veins. But 'twas
twice whispered between mid-1tay and evening. The breathing
thereof was refreshingly welcome. And, I could not longer restrain myself. The voice was like imagination's-very low, clear,
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sweet, dreamy, influential. Hesitating no more, I told mother
every word of my supposed dream-and insisted that, early in
the next morning's dawn, I must drink the sap of sugar-maple.
She believed with me, cherished my request, and obtained from
the tapped trees a pailful of their drippings. Freely and fearlessly-yea, in perfect faith-I drank of the cooling water!
What foijowed this draught? A substantial convalescence; and,
in a few weeks, physical health and hopefulness.
Shortly after the conclusion of thi~ illness, I obtained a situation
in the household of .W. W. Woodworth, a lawyer of acknowledged abilities and extensive reputation. He was, I believe,
widely respected for the refinement and democracy of his hospitality; and not less for his manly bearing and legal skill whenever
his talents were called into public action. He ascended from the
position of private counsellor-at-law to that of judge, and was
afterward elected to.a seat in the National Congress.
This humane gentleman, knowing that our family was in somewhat straitened circumstances, interested himself in our behalf
and assigned to me the responsible position of porter at his residence. I tried to serve him with faithfulness and integrity. But
my inaptitude and constitutional clumsiness-each finger being as
stiff as a thumb, and each foot as awkward as that of a clodhopper-soon made me an unpopular candidate for that honorable
profession.
These personal disqualifications, however, did not impair the
lawyer's friendship. He was an agent for tlte aristocratic family
and widow of Dr. Hossack ; by which means I was removed from
his house to their great farm north of the village. My principal
employment while there was that of a shepherd-or watcher and
keeper of about seventy head of cattle, that grazed upon the
beautiful park, environing the horticultural gardens and the magnificent mansion of tl1e widow.
Could the space be spared, I would here digress sufficiently to
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paint the gorgeous scenery that lies upon the spectator's eye
while viewing the Hudson from the heights just west of the
lady's attractive country residence. It is diversified and beautiful
in every direction. My imagination can now luxuriate in the
charms of that. well-remembered pastoral experience ; but, while
passing through it, I enjoyed ngthing worth recording-save the
sight of my punctual mother wading every morning through the
surging and dewy grass, with a tin-pail containing my breakfast,
and the encouraging words that ever and anon flowed from her
heart's deep fountain into mi~e.
All the nabobs and aristocratic fam.ijies that lived in such
princely magnificence- along the roman tie banks of the Hudson,
"worshipped" in the Episcopal church, of which the Rev. Mr.
Sherwood was the esteemed and established pastor. Judge Woodworth's family bowed before that altar; and I, being in his employ, went to the same manger for religious nutriment. A ve1-y
devout, proper, discreet, even-mannered lady, manifested genuine
interest in my sabbath exercises. She gave me a lesson to memorize, and lent me a Sunday-school book embellished with many
pictures. By gint of swerveless perseverance, I perfectly committed, as I supposed, the catechismal answers ; 3Jld, on the next sabbath, presented myself at the proper place, in a proper state of
mind, to deliver them in a proper manner, to the proper lady.
" Who made you ?" asked, the devout and precise lady.
"God," I replied-inwardly delighted that I had not forgotten
my Maker's Christian name.
"Who redeemed you ?" she softly and sweetly asked.
The meaning of the word "Tedeemed" dwelt rather vaguely in
my brain, and· caused me for a moment to forget the printed answer; but, quickly gathering my thoughts into form, I replied" Christ." How glad I was that she did not·question me as to the
precise time when my redemption happened! If she had, I felJ
sure that my memory would have failed me.
·
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" Who sanctified you?" she then inquired.
" The Holy Ghost," I promptly answered.
"What do you believe?"
"I b'lieve," said !-flushing with a sudden fear that my memory would not hold out to the end-" I b'lieve-in-God, the
Father, Almighty Maker of heaven and earth; and-in-Jesus
Christ, his only Son our Lord, who was conceived by the Holy
Ghost, born of the-of the-born of the-of-"
"Do you not remember your lesson?" inquired the teacher, with
a withering expression of chiding illld surprise.
"No, ma'am," said I, "I hain't got a good mem'ry."
She thought a moment, and then asked : '' Did you know every
word of it befo~e you came here ?"
"Oh, yes, ma'am," I replied; "'twas all in my mind afore today. But when I come to that 'are word 'Ghost,' I kinder
lost myself a-thinkin' about somethin' else what happened afore
this.''
" Of what did that blessed word remind you ?" she asked; with
a look of overtaxed forbearance.
"Oh, nothin' much, ma'am," I responded with trepidation, blushing to my very temples. "But,'' I stammeringly continued, "that
''lre word made me think of. a straw ghost what a feller named
lJave once seen up in Staatsburgh. Yes, ma'am-that's jest what
I was a-thinkin'! I forgot the lesson-'cause I got to wonderin'
whether one ghost meant anything like t' other.''
Hearing this, the dignified and sanctimonious teacher bit her
lips-having hard work to choke down the profane laugh .that
kept rising out of her bosom; but presently, collecting all her
wonted circumspection and gravity,· she gave me one of the severest of rebukes for ·my irreverent treatment of ·sacred subjects.
In that reprimand, however, I regarded her as totally misapprehending the nature and magnitude-of my difficulty; an~ therefore
the only effect of the reproof or admonition was, to turn my reli·
gious inclinations or prejudices toward the Dutch Reform_ed church,
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of which my serious and spiritually-minded mother had recently
become a member and practical advocate.
During all that autumn I cheerfully accompanied my parents
every Sunday morning to the village-church. There was here
less exclusiveness. As to practical piety, however, I could discern
no difference between the supporters of the two institutions. But
the 'spectral shadow pf that meetinghouse rests upon my memory
yet! The steeple rose high and saintly. The reverberations of
the tolling bell went tremblingly through the still sabbath air, or
vibrated with moral accents on the night-winds, that went away
to sigh in village-homes, and then die among the distant hills. In
the graveyard there I could see a mound, marked by two rough
stone slabs, reminding me that Julia Ann's face once smiled on
mine. . Oft and again have I seen my mother saddened by words
from the preacher's lips, and homeward take her dreary way, with
thoughts on awful subjects rolling-" damnation and the dead!"
Out of pure filial sympathy, I began to believe all the minister
said on Sunday. To be sure, I did not comprehend scarcely any
portion of his teachings; but that there was something awful in
being alive, and still more in being dead, I was distressingly cer- •
tain. Many a night I have huddled myself into a constrained
and painful heap, after going to bed-fearing that something
Ii:J.ight happen to our family before morning. Regularly, however,
I attended that Reformed Dutch church ; studied out lessons in
its catechism; and, with characteristic freedom, talked right out
what I thought. The eternal attributes with which the Calvinists
dressed up their God, became measurably familiar to my understanding. The doctrine of election and reprobation was one day
.ably explained to the Sunday-school class of which I had been
rather a silent member. I listened with anxiety, mingled with
confusion. On a subsequent l!'ccasion, an elderly gentleman, who
was seriously devoted to the propagation of the essential doctrines,
delivered a brief exposition on the momentous subject of "ele~
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tion." .At my particular request, he repeated his theory of God's
ways to mankind. My head could not receive the profound explanation. The other children affirmed that they understood and
believed it all, and, as usual, gave me the jeering and tantalizing
elbow-hint that I was non compos mentis. I thought I could understand just a~ much of theology as the rest, but they seemed to
entertain a different opinion. The silver-haired teacher, h;wever,
though somewhat inclined to their estimate of me, earnestly compounded, expounded, and pounded the sacred theme, until I became confounded, and at length found myself believing less than
ever. Taking courage one day, I thus interrogated:"Uncle Isaac, you told me that God is Love-didn't you?"
"Yes, my child," he smilingly replied," I did."
· ".And didn't you say that God is wise too?"
"Ce~ly, my little son," said the old man; " God has both
Love and Wisdom. .And just as much of the one as of the
other!"
" Well, you say I must be very good, and love and obey my
parents, else God will send me to hell for ever ?"
"Yes, the Scriptures plainly teach that."
"Now, Uncle Isaac," said I, "let me tell you why I can't get
that 'are belief into my head like Eill, an' Joe, an' Tommy."
" Well, tell me, child," said the venerable teacher.
"It seems to me," said I, "that if God is all-wise he know'd
before I was born whether I would go to hell or heaven."
"Why, y-e-s," interrupted the old man with solicitude, "but
he-you know-he-God, in his great wisdom and gracious
mercy, has-you know-opened a strait and narrow way for all
to be-for most all-for a few-to be saved if they will but enter in th!)reat."
"But that are hain't what I'm wanting to know, Uncle Isaac,"
I replied. "What I want to know.is this 'ere: Could a God of
Love, knowing for certain that I would be miserable after death,
bring me into existence? Yes, Uncle Isaac, that's what I want
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to know. I keep a-thinkin' in my brain that a God of Love and
Wisdom is TOO GOOD to create anybody to suffer in hell for
ever."
"Oh, my child!" exclaimed the teacher, apparently much
astonished and alarmed. "You mustn't talk so to those who
have read the Scriptures. The ways of God, my son, are past
finding out. Men's •hearts are naturally depraved, you know;
their reason is carnal and surely delusive. The Evil One tempts
men-tempts you I fear-to have such thoughts and doubts
about the ways of God."
This startling admonition was substantially the last lesson I
ev_er received at a Sunday school. I was deeply impressed with
the awfulness of my impudent contl-ovcrsy with a man whose emblem~ of wisdom floated, like a snowy screen, round about his
matured brow. Straightway I went and told my mother all.
Her mind was not constituted for the examination of doctrinal
questions. But the holy genius of pure religion dwelt in the
sanctuary of her heart-teaching her that Goodness is the only
happiness, that Virtue is the only key to unlock the emerald gates
that open upon the gardens of Paradise- and thus, ih this my
first of theological troubles, she could lend me no aid, but, instea:d,
sought to wash away the stumbling-blocks by a flood of tears.
Soon after this, being nearly half-way up the first mountain of
my life, I experienced a sudden and brilliant development of somnambulism. It showered a clear radiance over the entiie bed in
which I lay, and as I then thought, made an external representation of light like the Aurora Borealis. But I now know that the
effulgence was strictly a spiritual exercise of my own perceptive
faculties.
While passing through this anti-sleep experience, which then
continued nightly for some three weeks, I persistently sought the
repose of soli~ude duljng each day. This I could do only by
means of pretexts of various kinds ; such as getting permission to
bunt in the woods, or to fish for herring by the river-side. So
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attr~ctive .to me were these solitary rambles that, much to my
mother's discomfort, I sometimes lingered whole nights by the
water's edge, listening to the ceaseless moaning of the regurgitating
waves. Physicians, I believe, usually consider " sleep-walking"
a disease. But my experience was based invariably upon the
healthiest conditions. And, besides, I was not what might strictly be called a sleep-walker. My mind was more self-possessed
and intelligent at such times than during the day; and my eyes
(whether open or shut I know not) could see things about me
with far greater·accuracy. In short, I had to go through a certain sleeping process in order to become as bright and quick-":itted as other boys of my age. In one of these nocturnal crises, I
arose eight nights in succession, and painted upon a small canvass
(which I had previously prepared, without knowing at the time
why I did it) a beautifully diversified landscape which, subsequent to completion, I recognised as a view of the Garden. of
Eden which had been impressed upon my mind at the Episcopal
sabbath-school.
R~membering nothing more in my history for several months
-of any psychological interest to the reader- I will close tJ,.is
chapter and begin the next with a different experience,

,.
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CHAPTER XXVI.
IN WHICH I IIEAR STRANGE MUSIC.

M:r parents bad become acquainted with two industrious men,
who were exemplary professors of both agriculture and religion ;
and, being of a practical turn, they never failed, to my best knowledge ·a.nd belief, in the .discharge of duties commonly allotted to
days called-sacred and secular. At this time, (the spring of 1838,)
these friends were associ;tted in culturing the vast fields wh!-cb, as
heretofore said, were known for many leagues around as "the
Hossacks' Farms.'' It was ascertained that these farmers wanted
a strong and active boy to perform the lesser labors consequent
upon tillage. Therefore, unable to store my mind with the primary accomplishments of a public school, my father concluded
that, excepting the "strong and active," I could otherwise well
enough fill the proffered situation. After due deliberation, the
husbandmen agreed upon the question of victuals and clothes ;
and, a few days subsequently, you might have seen me dropping
corn or hoeing my own row-tugging, and sweating, and fretting,
with an intense headache, to keep up with the somewhat companionable group of skilful workmen.
I became quite handy with the hoe, and so had a day's work
marked
for me. One extremely warm day, however; when I
chanced to be left alone at my appointed task, in the middle of a
twenty-acre cornfield, my attention was arrested by the sound of
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sweet, low, and plaintive music. It seemed to emanate from the
airy space above me, and had a pathos like the sighing of autumnal
winds. Being far away from trees and human habitations, its
source was unaccountable. Unlike anything I had ever before
heard, it appeared to. be breathing in the very fibres of my brain
-yea, throng~ the &ubstance of my inner being and throbbing
heart-awakening there the tenderest emotions, and filling my
juvenile mind with loving sympathies toward the unknown human
world. Previous to this moment I had entertained no enlarged
affection'for strangers. The idea of loving anybody not loved by
my immediate relatives, or of disliking persons who were openly
recognised as the friends of our humble little household, never appeared to me before this as being other than unnatural and blameworthy. Indeed, my sympathies and antipathies, like those of
uneducated youth generally, were bounded by the selfish affinities
of the family group. But, now, there was born in me an inexpressible yearning to know and love everything hu!llan· I seemed to
be lifted, as by a mii·acle, above the mists of selfishness. While
•. I listened, confounded and transfixed with joy and wonderml:lnt
combined, I seemed distinctly to hear, floating down upon the
glistening solar ray, as it were, and indescribably blending with
the JEolian strains of the mysterious melody, these words: " You
-may-desire-to~ravel."

Breathless and exhausted with increased amazement, I stood
leaning on the handle of my hoe, by which I kept my trembling
form from falling, nervously hearkening-oh, how intensely!for whatever else might reach me through the dreamy music of
the abounding air. But, ere I knew it, the oppressive silence of
the immense field was upon me, and only familiar objects in the·
surrounding distance reflected themselves upon my wondering
gaze. For three or four days afterward the enchantment lingered
upon me. I would involuntarily halt near the charmed spot, all
forgetful of my work, and devote myself to wishing for another
strain of atmospheric harmony so delightful.

166

THE MAGIC STAFF.

The shrill toot of the dinner-horn went bounding over tl1e extensive plantation, summoning the various laborers to their accustomed nooning, myself among the number. The associated farmers, as already said, were tilling the land on shares. Hence their
respective families lived in opposite apartments of the same spacious farmhouse ; and, to make expenses equal, divided the time
between such of the workmen as engaged themselves by the month,
with board included. On this plan, I ate during the first three
days of each week with one of the joint-stock employers,_ and the
remainder with the other- always going home on Saturday night,
and returning Monday morning.
The younger of the two farmers was an awfully-and, as I
thought, a miserably-religious man. There was a thoughtfulness and solemnity in the expression of his eye, a prayer-like tone
even in his.most ordinary vocal exercises, and a kind of churchyard precision in the measured tread of his feet~ which invariably
exerted an unwhoresome restraint. Besides, it tended to produce
and confirm a disagreeable apprehension that the cheerless obligations of " Sunday'' had become, by some tremendous acc'ident,
flatted down and crushed into the meshes of the secular fabricgiving all to feel that "religion is the chief concern of mortals
here below.'' But he was, withal, a just man, and, in his own
way, uniformly kind to me. And yet, when I ate at his table,
notwithstanding the blest food, my appetite was somehow impaired.
My teeth would masticate well enou.gh, but, when I came to swallow, the provender would stick and tarry by the wayside. In
short, toward the end of the second day my bead would ache, and
my stomach report indigestion. The senior agriculturist, on the
other hand, although conscientious and equally strict in his attendance at public worship, was very far less rigid, and presented a
more human and approachable aspect to all who dwelt with him•
.Some four days subsequent to the event recorded on a preceding page, I was eating at the table of the gravest of the two
farmers. .After thanking Heaven for bestowing the meat, pota
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toes, and turnips, that lay smoking before u~, and invoking a
continuance "f the Dirine blessing, the farmer fixed his eye inquiringly upon mine, and I felt that something would be soon said
for my specific edification.
" Did you hoe one row across the field this forenoon ?" he asked.
"Not (lnite,'' I replied, with a choking, lumpy sensation- in my
throat, as if the small boiled potato then in my mouth had gone
down before it was sent.
A b1i«f silence reigned, however, during which my thoughts
flew back to the field to estimate how much work I had really
done ; but, instead, I could only think of the delightful sound!! and
mysterious whisperings of that music so unaccountable.
"We can't hire boys to idle away their time," he at length
solemnly remarked, "or to stand looking at crows :flying over
cornfields."
On hearing this, the aforesaid lump in my throat suddenly extended itself downward; and produced a feelil'lg in my stomach as
if I had unexpectedly swallowed one half of everything on my
plate. My embarrassment was painful. Never did any boy
more wish for a few words wherewith to explain and get excused ;
but I venture to say there never was a boy more impoverished in
a knowledge of the simplest forms of language.
I walked out, and seated myself on the
in the garden.
" Can it be," thought I, "that he saw me standing when I should
' have been at work ? He spoke about crows I I didn't see them.
Besides, I don't believe any bird could make all I heer'd." But
a doubt was evidently started in my mind as to whether I was not
deceived by some person, or in a sort of dream ; and, wishing to
be considered as smart and useful as other boys, I resolved that,
should I be again left alone at my task, never to squander away
that time which justly belonged to my esteemed employers. And,
indeed, I was not without certain unpleasant misgivings lest the
report of my idleness should reach my father, and result in casting me, as before, on his protection and industry.

grass
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We will now pass over an interval of several months. In the
winter of 1839, it was parentally decided that I should attend the
district school. But my memory reports no progress even in the
commonest branches of education. The _teacher put .the same
questions concerning where I stood in spelling, reading, writing,
ciphering, &c., and my responses were as heretofore recordedthat is, in statu quo, at the caudal extremity of the several classes
thus distinguished and denominated. Nominally, I got the credit
of going some two months ; but, in fact, sixteen days would probably cover the whole extent of my attendance. I had an inwrought
repuguance to the compulsiveness of studying a book. In order
to avoid the hateful constraint, I procured little jobs and errands
to occupy the most of my time, and thus furnish me with a good
excuse for non-appearance at the institution of learning.
Early in the spring I had the good fortune to obtain more employment on th_e Hossacks' farms. One day, while clearing some
new ground for a crop of buckwheat, methought I heard that marvellous music again ! I was fortunately alone at my work, and
could devote myself to giving .audience. When first I listened,
no extraordinary sound reached my nervously-intensified ear.
Anon, however, the pure and bird-like melody floated dreamily
through the heavens ! And again all was silent.
In order to :6..x that .lEolian harmony in my recollection, I tried
to imitate some of its properties-to reproduce a few of those
tremulously-delicious sounds which had previously so utterly·
charmed me, by preponderating the emotions of astonishment and
admiration. To my great delight, I could and did imitate certain
notes by a sort of ventriloquism-of which, till then, I had no
knowledge. This peculiar, purling symphony- a breathing
through the epiglottis and pharyngeal passages-! have since
ofttimes produced in the presence of familiar friends.
Ever since _the mortifying case of witchcraft and superstition'
at our house, I had concealed from my parents the most of my
individual expPrience. Dreams and omens frightened or saddened
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my good mother unnecessarily, as I thought; and hence I withheld a relation of my musical enchantment in the cornfield. Oft
and again, however, I have when alone inaudibly asked myself:
"What did it mean? And those insinuating words,' You-may
-desire-to-travel !' what did they mean? Was that a voice
from kind Prov'dence, or was I jest then a-dreamin' as mother
does ?" And again : " Was that a permission, or a prophecy ?
Which word does the sentence tum upon ? If upon 'may,' then
it is a permission. If upon 'travel,' then it is a prophecy. How
perple:xingly vague! How dreamlike and, mysterious!"
Thus, after imitating the celestial notes, I mentally questioned
the blue space above me. But no answer was returned. Resuming my work at length, with the conclusion that I had only been
imagining music, I heard, apparently near my ear, the same wellremembered voice (like my mother's), whispering, "To-Pough•
keep-sie." With the celerity of thought the whole matter flashed
intelligibly before me. " What !" I exclaimed, " then I may desire to travel to Poughkeepsie?" I waited for a reply, but none
descended. From that hour, however, I yearned to have Olll
domestic interests removed to the-mysteriously-specified locality:
As might be expected, this new experience-added-to and explaining the preceding -lent irresistible enchantment to the idea
of travelling. I began to recall the pictures in Peter Parley's
juvenile geography-to realize, through them, the wonders and
advantages of large villages and populous cities. My organ of
inhabitiveness was evidently subordinated by the locomotive power
of other faculties. I regretted to be the cause of suggesting a
change so expensive to a poor family. But I did suggest it nev·
ertheless. After a while, I induced my father to think of it; and,
finally, I persuaded my mother to agree to the movement also, if
it could be accomplished with but a moderate outlay of labor and
means. My main expressed reason was, that I hl;td become tired
of the village-boys, &c. At last, father and I walked to beautiful
Poughkeepsie. He found an opportunity for steady work at .Mr.
8
.
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John M. Cable's manufacturing establishment. Next we discovered the locality of three rooms, all vacant and to let, in the im.
mensa tenant-house of Mr. Thomas Simpson. And so, in the
early autumn of that year (1839), our family moved to what, by
virtue of adoption, I have frequently and affectionately termed my
native village.
And now, aa new characters may soon have the unsolicited
pleasure of appearing in this drama, I will just remark that my
sister Eliza, having again united herself in wedloek to the heart
of her choice, was left behind, and in all probability will not reappear until near the close of this Autobiography.

1\IY LA.NCA.STERIA.N EDUCATION.

111

CHAPTER XXVII.
MY LANCASTERIAN EDUCATION.
PEI!HAPS no member of the Society of Friends was ever more
friendly to youth than Joseph Lancaster, of England. Through
many parts of Albion's isle he travelled and delivered eloquent
orations on education, to which the noble, wealthy, and fashionable, listened with the strongest and cheapest evidences of approbation. His benevolent exertions were followed by severe personal
embarrassments. Patronage of the rich was not accompanied with
sufficient money; and the philanthropist fled to the "land of the
free'' for relief and sttbstantial co-operation. But America did not at
once assist the enthusiastic Quaker-whose deepest heart throbbed
with profoundest aphorisms for the youth of the world-and so,
having been accidentally and fatally injured in the great metropolis, his spirit ascended to .a land where mutual methods of instruction are universally received and set in harmonious operation.
In Church street, Poughkeepsie, there stood a large, utilitarianlooking building, where about four hundred <ihildre11 were daily
sent to school. The plan of teaching was professedly Lancasterian- that is, a regularly-graduated descending
of monitors
and admonitors-beginning with the principal, Mr. Howe, and
terminating with the personal presence and intellectual exercises
of the writer.
\ The truth is, that my father, after several weeks of unsuccessful
effo;t to make me of use to him in his art, bade me attend the.
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J.,ancaster school, "to keep me out of mischief." Obediently I
went, reported myself at the desk, and, like Oliver Twist, wanted·
to know what was coming next. After one day's hard drilling,
the "head and front" of the institution pronounced me "behind"
in spelling, reading, writing, and arithmetic. The intelligent
teacher, therefore, put me under the supervision of boys younger
than myself, but who were greatly more ad~anced in the several
branches above specified. And I too, though a pupil, was likewise
promoted to the honorable and flattering distinction of monitor.
But this promotion did not occur immediately. No, indeed!
The honor was conferred only after many days of pupilagewhen the superintendent had determined, by virtue of observation
and tests, just the situation to which my genius was adapted.
Where was that? What particular group jn the vast assemblage
of classes was I qualified to teach ? I had attended school, as you
know, at Union Corners and in Hyde Park: to what point of exaltation, then, had Il,ly mind attained? Reader, I will tell you.
Mr. Howe placed me as monitor over the A-B-C class! A miscellaneous hand composed of above twenty snarly-haired, badodored, ·dirty-faced, ragged-dressed, comic-acting, squinting,, lisping, broar: -mouthed, linkum-slyly, and yet somewhat promising
urchins, surrounded and looked upon me as their respected teacher.
My memory was well trained to the required mission. My eye
could discern any alphabetical character at a glance. The lettered
cards hung in front of my heterogeneous class. With simultaneous pronunciation of each letter by the pupils, I taught them the
rudiments of the English language-yea, of all external bookknowledge! Oh, how proud I was then-how proud I am now
-with my work on the plan of Joseph Lancaster! But I would
have passed it over in silence, had I not promised to write a truthful history. During the ten weeks of my attendance there I
made no advancement save in writing and ciphering. My atten·
tion was apparently stultified whenever the larger studies were
placed before me ; and hence, excepting several new games at
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marbles and ball-playing, I left school without learning scarcely
anything.
Before leaving this section of my pilgrimage, however, I will
reaffirm that while at school I was not put to the study of history,
grammar, geometry, nor any of the intermediate branches of sci~
ence. The fine arts-geography, astronomy, drawing, music,
dancing-were strictly withheld. And who will indite the vol~
umes of my gratituce? The schoolbooks did not prejudice my
mind, for their really useful teachings I could not receive. In
the presence o( my playmates, in the higher departments, I was
intellectually a dw:irf. ' This backwardness and dullness sometimes grieved me, but a few skips in the open air would restore
my usual contentment.
This was the last of my schooling. Added to the several weeks
before, it made little more than five months-the whole amount
of my attendance at places of instruction. With the most limited
appreciation of the elements and uses of books and education, I
returned to my parents; and never, from that day to this hour,
have I ever attempted to study any book treating upon grammatic,
historic, scientific, or philosophical subjects.· The reason why I
have not will fully appear in future chapters. Since that memorable winter I have allowed myself several times to ask "whether
the spirit of Joseph Lancaster ever looked down upon the numerous classes that were then being educated according to that system
of mutual instruction, which he, while a dweller of earth, had so
earnestly promulgated on both sides of the Altantic ?" To this
question I have as yet received no answer ; perhaps, because the
reply hath no value of wide-spread importance.
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CHAPTER XXVI!"!.
THE UPS AND DOWNS OF LIFE.

"If his call
Be but our gathering to that distant land
For whose sweet waters we have pined witll thirst,
Why should not its prophetie sense be horne
Into the heart's deep stillness, with a breath
Of summer winds- a voice of melody,
Solemn, yet lovely ?"
BENEAl'H the ripple of mirth I ever realized a calm flow of
serious thought. While bubbling and bounding along through the
ordinary channels of subsistence, I could feel the motion of a
deep fountain of existence which I had no words to reveal.
There were within no volcanic, eruptive, explosive forces that
yearned for vent and expression. On the contrary, the mystic
current that set through my soul was like the deep, calm, ebbless
f:low of some baptismal river. Gentle beings, bowed down with
sickness and sorrow, walked spectre-like upon its banks. Their
tears dropp'ed upon the soil, and beautiful flowers sprung up. I
could laugh, and sing, ·and dance, (in my own way,) but, ever and
anon, my soul was conscious of the tremendous profundity of
existence.
Such were my mental realizations immediately subsequent to
leaving the Lancaster school. Mother said to father, who was
complaining because I could n't sit still on the bench : " Do n't
find fault all the time. He 's nothin' but a child yit."
"A child!" returned the cordwainer satirically. " Let me tell
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you he ain't worth his salt. He's old enough to earn' his victuals
and clothes. He 's got to do it too."
'Twas now the full spring~time of 1840. Sunbeams were
liberated from theif frosty imprisonments. Ioo-bound streamletA
were unmanacled by the solar ray, and fled away through the
meadows dancing for joy. The sublimest epic of North American
waters, the noble Hndson, waa again chanting its melodious song.
And eommetce, too, the mighty river of human traffic and subsistence, began to roll its tides through the beautiful village.
:But my soul was bound, hand and foot, in the prison of doubt
and d~Jp-ression, "Why did we move &om Hyd~Park ?" I
asked myself one day, as my feet were listlessly takmg me down
Main street. "There I was of some use. I hain't of no use
here. My b:reaat pains me so that I can 't sii bending over the
shoe on niy lap. And my mind hain't on it nuther! Father
don•t like me for it-:.mOther iB unhappy about it-and I'm real
sorry that I can't learn somethin' and be somethin' useful."
At this moment a solid-looking and out-spoken individUal,
standing on the sidewalk; accosted me and said: "See here1
sleepy youngster, help that young man unload his potatoes,"
pointing to a farmer in the street, who had evidently sold his
su;ck of countt-y produce to the speaker. "Carry the bags down
there," he continued, indicating a basement-grocery to the right,
"and count 'em too. Come! be astir-k-eep your eyes opendon't miscount 'em, mind· that."
Notwithstanding the salutation that emanated fromthis stranger,
all commanditJjt atid unexpected as it wgs; it did not fully counteract the depth and extent of my abstraction. · Doubtless I hesi··
tated and acted as if disinclined; until I heard the voice like my
mother's: "Jackson, do it." Instantly I was awake and ready to
serve the basement-grocer. I did so, arid continued till 'twas
time t<i go hQIDe for my evening meaJ, when the Irierchant said:
"Come back to-morrow. I'm not young now, nor in good health;
so a boy is what I want for a while.',
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My delight was great. Entering home with a bound, I told
mother all that had happened, and received her counsel to return
next morning. Thus was commenced the baSis of my usefulness
in a retail grocery. The proprietor was Nicholas Lawrence.
Under all circumstances he gave me his confidence, made me his
clerk and companion during business · hours, and remunerated me
to my satisfaction. My calculating faculties were so deficient,
however, that he had to make out the bills; but, fortunately, I
could write well enougli to keep a correct day-book record of
business transactions. But from day to day the merchant's health
failed. Disease crept through his frame like an assassin. The
periods of his absence from thP. store, to get bodily rest and relief,
became more and more frequent and protracted. And so, being
excessively fatigued one day with the cares of the little property,
he.said: "Why don't your father buy this small stock, and put
you in it? You '11 make a good grocer, I '11 ·b et: tell the old man
to think of it."
The mere idea of my father purchasing a grocery for me was
extremely preposterous. The stock was not wort.h more than
three hundred and fifty dollars ; but my respected progenitor
hadn't a dollar over paying his weekly bills on Saturday night;
so what could he do toward a purchase? And h!l!lides, the energetic cordwainer did not fancy the idea of forced publicity.
" Poh !" exclaimed he, "jest think of my name on a sign-board
over the door-' ~amuel Davis, Groce~ -without a dollar in my
pocket to keep the plaguy concern in operation !"
Mother's countenance shone with a mild radiance. The suggestion seemed to inspire her with hope. She sympathized in
every exertion I made to escape the constrained posture consequent upon aiding my father at home. An opportunity to place
me in congenial employment, therefore, was seized upon and
cherished by her as a providential opening. _Hence, in opposition
to the ste.rner partner of her life, she replied: " 'T ain't so dretful
impossible as you think. I'm willing to live right down in the
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basement where the grocery is-'-'-so save the rent-and tend the
store when Jackson is gone out to buy things."
Father thought about the matter, talked it over, rejected the
propositioli, laid it oil the table, put it to vote, suggested emendations, kicked the plan sky·high, waited for it to cOlile ·down,
laughed at the enterprise, believed it would work, knocked
mather's counsel into flindets, gathered up the fragments, concluded to go it=and, wouid n't postpone a day! He disliked to
be doing thittgs by the liaives. So down street he went, and told
Mr. Lawrenee that, alihough he had n~t any money, he had plenty
of industry and honesty, and would pay fot the stock by degrees,
(ten dollm every Saturday night,) and, if that was satisfact~;ry,
be would take possession of the whole concern immediate"Iy. The
proposal was aooepted. And at the end ot the second day we
were liVing in the dark, damp, gloomy basement.
The details of my expei'ience in that subterraneous place are
of no public importance. Perhaps, however, in passing, l might
remark upon my own deficiency a5 a merchant. Ow1ng to the
fact that we had no extra capital to w-ork upon, our Umited stock,
without feet; soon got low and ran out. Father obtained credit
for 8ome seventy dollars' worth of saleable articles ; but when the
day arrived to pay that bill, we were_hopelessly bankrupt. The
news of our insolvency was whispered through the interstices of
trade, and our creditor, J. 0. Van And-en, authorized ·the sherifF
to close up our baseless enterpris·e in the basem; nt, whereupon we
moved back a.,aain into Mr. Simpson's tenant-house.
But there was one circumstance \vhich greatly depressed us ali
-'-the rapid decline -of mother•! health. Her exertions to maintain our position :......·to bolster up father's fretful courage, to su·stain
the trembling and tumbling business --impaired and exposed her
feeble constitution to the invasion of a -distressing disease. She
was very ill. This heavy Iilisfortane, added to the weight of
pecuniary enthralments, almost crus~ed rny father's spmt. HG
8*
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grew impatient and irascible, and compelled me, regardless of the
lameness and pain in my breast, to assist him on the bench.
In a short time, it was difficult to .obtain sufficient employment.
Hence our circumstances were becoming oppressive and embarrassing. The entanglements of poverty hemmed us in on every
side. But to warm and sustain us there was the sunshine of our
honest purpose. Lower and lower still sunk the clouds of misfortune. Soon it was hard to obtain the commonest necessaries
of daily subsistence. The disabled and patiently-suffering woman,
worn and wan, needed attentions which she did not receive, and
palliatives, too, which we had not the power to bestow. The
philanthropic physician gave no encouraging word concerning her
restoration. The horrid agonies of neuralgia swept through her
shattered fabric. A chronic inflammatory rheumatism lurked
about her head and neck, and, like a deadly enemy, dealt fatal
blows at every exposure of its victim. And-but no, I will not
dwell upon harrowing scenes of human suffering i.ong past.
In our straitened and desperate condition, my father wrote a begging letter to the pastor of the Cannon street presbyterian church;
of which my mother was a member in good standing, (morally
speaking,) and where we periodically went for our religious refreshment and instru~tion. The venerable minister responded in
person. He delicately inquired into our private circumstances.
With becoming regret, he assured us that pecuniary aid was not
in the line of his congregation, but gave father two dollars out of
his own pocket! The pastor was himself poor, and so his charity
fell like angel's tears upon our hearts. But the assistance was
too circumscribed ; it did not cover our needs for twenty-four
hours. On the following morning, in accordance with a silent
resolve, I ascended " College Hill" to beg for cold victuals.
Did you ever behold that glorious eminence, dear reader? and
the cla~sic structure with which the elevation is crowned ? If
not, and your means will sustain the trip, I commend you to visit
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them. There are distant mountains which . reflect themselves
upon the surveying eye, and a broad expanse of farming landscape to the south and east. The beautiful scene from this summit .is almost worthy of Eliza Cook's melodious lines:" There are forests, there are mountains,
There are meadows, there are rills,
Forming everlasting fountains
In the bosom of the hills.

*There are* golden* acres bending.
*
In the light of harvest rays,
There are garland branches blending
With the breath of June's sweet days;
There are pasture grasses blowing
In the dewy mool"land shade,
There are herds of cattle lowing
In the midst of bloom and blade."

This imposing mount, with its temple of knowledge, had awakened my reverence. Its advantages to" youth, contrasted with
those of the Lancaster school, see~d unspeakably superior.
But . I was invariably glad that my path. did not lead through a
college. This singular gladness came, as I supposed, from my
dread of studying books.
Toward the attractive edifice I now bent my reluctant steps,
urgeP, on by the necessities of a destitute family. When arrived, I
rang the bell, which S\lmmoned an elegantly-dressed gentleman to •
the door. As well as I could I made the humiliating object of
my visit known ; . whereupon his previously graceful manners and
amiable smile subsided into a stiff attitude and gruff denial. I
returned with a full.heart but empty pail. Before reaching home,.
however, a thought struck me like lightning. The surprise and
force thereof made me tremble and reel for a moment ; but my
mind retained the proportions of this sentence : "A-little-leaven
.....,..l~av.erteth-;-tke-whole-lump." Now the meaning of the word
"lea~en'? .was doubtful, but it made ine think of .yeast; such as
our folks. had used for bread, I'J?c1 .Alld this suggestion .was succeeded by th~ self-instituted ~uery: " Suppose I peddle yeast
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every day....:..:.cotild ri't I earn a loaf of bread and a. po~nd of
ineai? Yes! 1 'll do it!" Accordingly, without reporting where I
had been or whither I #as goirig \vith my tin-pail, I coaxed twelve
cents out of fathe¥8 ii.hnost exhliusted exchequer; and started <--'
in great haste for M; Vasser & Co.'s immense. brewery by the
river. Investing my entire capital in th~ frothy substance, and
thanking the clerk for w:i<h'ng liitie ale to increase the quantity,
I proceeded on my novel pilgrimage to people's kitchens and
housekeepers.
"Have some yeast to-day?" I asked.
.
" Some what ?" returned :i certain colored cook•.
" Some yeast, for r~si.p' bread an; buckwheat cakes."
"Oh, sartainly I does ! . Give us two centS' worth. It's kinder
new business ain't it? i :likes tte commii.dation of it though.
When 'Il yoti come agin P"
I huide my appointnieilt there, and thus also at many other
residences ; and; befoi·e the sundown of that day, I disposed of
my entire stack; and had laid the foundation for a Wider extent
of custOm.
On examining my cash account, I found a profit of twenty-five
cents. Carefully prese~vfug my capital for the next morning's
operations, I fuvested the daJ's proceeds in one loaf of bread; one
pound of nie~t; and a little fruit; to cheer the appetite of my suffering ii.nd sinking mother. That was a glorious night fur irie !
To fiild thlit I could earn money enough to ptircha.Se food for us
all gave me a perfect inward jiibllee of
and gratitude; though
I signified it by n~ boisterous <iutward ilemoristration: For se'i~
eril.l su'ecessive ~eeks I continued to be a pedllii- of yeast, utterly
aioite an~ well-iiigh in tatters ; but :tlly efforts gliiterea with 'bits
of that Iiiagi!i metal which rules the proudest worldliilg. In my
busine~s perambulations, I met face to face With persons who,
then austere and unapprorichable, are now gentle and hospitable
in the extreme! Verily, the ups and downs of hUman iife, Iik~
die flowings and ebbiitgs of a· mighty river, work out maiiy mar-
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vellons transprisitions. Let the silperciliou~ irum check his pride,
therefore ; and let the child of sorrow fotsake his grief.
Near the close of a chilly day; Febi-uary 2, 1841, when I was
about to open the back-yard gate which sep~rated our door from
the public street, something likt; d 'htaclc veii suddenly chopped
over iny face; shutting out every object imd enveloping Die in
utter darkness. l groped and fmnbled fny iVay alohg like a ~iind
boy; as if in a dark riight, while the sun
yet sliinilig in the
wHen under
west. My consciousness was much ihe sanie
somnatribulic trance ; blit, unlike that oondltidh, my closed eyes
now could discern nothing, and my ungtttded· feet stumbled
against unperceived obstacles.
In this place, however; I should chronicle my reflections whne
~eilditig Diy way homeward; from thnt day's unprosperous peddling of yeast. ,, Why did I want to inove froin Hyde-Park?''
thotighi I. " Why did I coax father and mother to make the
change? There, we bad n't such trouble to obtain work. There,
we had a cow and none of this sickness. 'i'Mre; mother seemed
more contented and father less irritable. Now, everything is
changed. Sadness; sickness, s·orrow, l:iunget, dwell with us now.
Oh, why did I want to come here? i 'm 'fraid that 'twas owing
to that 'are cornfield ·(lremnin'. Well, one thing iS sure, I won't
do nothing blind ag'in." 'fhis resolution wa8 formed and fixed
just as I had . reached the garden-gate. But now, lo! i was
made blind in open day!
Arion, while I was without feeling for the gate-l!ltch, ail space
seemed to be instantly filled with a golden radiarice ! The world
was transformed' Winter snows and icy barriers b.a<i melted and
glided away; warm breezes played with glowing sunoeams ; "fiuittrees were blossoming in the garden before me ; bright birds sent
o~t their meldious songs upon the perfumed air; new and 'beautiful flowers decorated the margins of many paths that led tO
gorgeous palace which stood where the tenant-house was just
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few moments previous ; a celestial bloom and an immortalloveli
ness shone forth everywhere; and I heard what, as on other
occasions, sounded like my mother's voice calling as from an unseen window of the palatial superstructure-" Come here, child:
I-want-to-show-you-my-new-house!''
Without an emotion of astonishment or haste, (at which I am
even now astonished,) I opened the b<>gemmed gate before me,
which gave out music from its very hinges, and then I walked
calmly through the pure air, between the spraying fountains, beneath the waving gleeful trees, amid the diversified bloom and
unwasting glory, until I gained the gilded door of my mother's
high and holy ~ome!
A moment I hesitated, thinking " how shall I act if she 's got
visitors ?" ,"The thought departed, and, mstic-like, I knocked
loudly against the bespangled andover-arched door. No answer!
While waiting for admission, I turned to review the magnificent
habitation. With thought's own speed, I recalled the many miserable houses we had occupied. The contrast made this lovelier
than all else my mind had ever imagined. My bosom swelled
with ineffable pride-then with a gladnegs-which made me
shout and dance. I think my joy was very fantastic and boisterous ; for, in the midst thereof, the stately door swung open, and a familiar Hibernian neighbor raised.her forefine;er ominously, and said:
"Jist wait a bit. It's yer own poor mother that 's a dyin'!
Yer a bould lad to be killin' her, swate heart, wid yer noise. It's
a power o' sad news for ye. Shure an' _dyin 's no play. · Go in
softly-put yer pail snoogly away up-stairs-thin go an' spake
a bit to yer mother."
An this solemn talk seemed extremely ridiculous ! Could n't
I see? Didn't I know better? The hall before me was spacious,
the walls glittered with golden embellishments, the stairs to which
she pointed were radiant with flowery carpetings, and was n't I
the proud son of the healthy and happy mother who owned tlie
palace?
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I had as I thought evidence enough that the sympathetic lady
of Erin was simply checking my mirth, so that the joy of our
new home might break more calmly on my mind. And so I
wouldn't _be restrained. Lau.ghing aloud at her foolish words of
caution, I bounded by her through the enamelled doorway. In
an instant the resplendent vision vanished ! The black veil was
3.c,aain before me ! It fell- and, lo I the ill-furnished room- the
darkened bed - the emaciated woman - alas ! I stood in the
midst of poverty and death ! Who can portray my feelings ?
The doctor whispered-" She's dying I"
.Again the matronly Hibernian, in a subdued tone, addressed
me: -" Oh, lad! it's the Bible ye should be reading. 'T would
sarve yer swate mother now. Poo~ sowl ! she 's laving the world,
l''ld if. ye wants to be prayin' for her pace, this is the time. The
could world is yer own after this. So quit yer singin' an' yer
dancin', lad. She '11 be a lang way off soon, an' ye 'II know it
whin she's dead, mind ye that."
But I could not weep. I did not even feel sad. In fact, I was
filled with a certain tameless enthusiasm at which I greatly marvelled. in spite of my father's woful dejection, and my sister's
abundant tears, I was overflowing with gladness ! I wanted to
exclaim: "Hain'~ this 'ere good? What a great house we have!
Mother ! hain't you a queen in a beautiful palace?" I did not
speak, however, but gazed only with a wild joy n~tling in my
heart. " Hain't this feeling wicked?" soliloquized• I. The answering thought said-" No, you can't help it." And such, inJeed, was the truth. In that peculiar and extraordinary state of
mind, (for which I had no explanation aside from dreaming,) I
witnessed the death of the confidential companion of my early
years ; the name of whose relation my tongue first engraved upon
the tablet of memory- my ever-strange- ever-propheticever-cherished -Mother !
The natural spring of that year was hut the covering of a
spiritual spring for me. Not that our circumstances were im·
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proved, not that my body was any stronger or more mailiy, but a
stouter and nobler heart beat within my bosom; IntellEictually,
and to all appearance, I was yet very dull, uninteresting, and
ciunisf. Bui spiritually, (i. e.; in my soul's heart,) 1 was aiinost
born again. 1\fy spirit had no tears for the sepulchrai urn! The
ll.Shes of the dead contained the genhs of iife. 'the sealed eye8,
the faded smile, the pallid lips, the dew of death- what wei·e
these t0 me ? Signs and symbols of a new creation ! Celestial
perfection, beyond ail speech, was set like a diadem oil the brow
of Nature. I was present at the coronation of the unknown !
After the funeral of my mother, and when ai1 the members of the
lamenting family were hushed fer ihe night, i rem-etnb~r_ that 1
many tii:nes repeated : " I tharlk you, kind Prov'dence, I thank
you for taking her out of trouhie; and, kind Prov;dence; i pra.:r
you Won't f'orgei the rest uf our folks never!"
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CHAPTER XXIX.
A. LESSON OF SELF-DEPENDENCE.

SooN after the impressive event last chronicled, my father
renied part of a dwelling on Mansion square- belonging to and
mostly occupied by the family of Jonathan Clark, of the Society
of Friends-into which we moved; and where we assiduously
labored.
From our side-door could be seen the collegiate superstructure$
with its calm front and imposing columns, like a signet bf intelligence set on the brow of the hill. Its supposed wondrous lore
frightened and repelled me far away. I reverenced, and feared,
and shunned it. 1\fy well-remembered visit thither, too, and the
classic elegance of that rocking-charity which I witnessed, made
me believe that we were wide a8 the poles asunder.
Recent trials had considerably dispirited my worthy progenitor,
which, taken in connection with hfs growing disinclination to visit
the shoe-merchants even to secure either labor or its needful reward, threw the responsibility of both on me. In addition to this,
I had the commission of procuring nearly all the commodities of
daily doing and corporeal subsistence. And steadily as I could,
in the midst of father's increased fretfulness, I co-operated with
him in those branches known to practical cordwainers as "closing
uppers" and "in-seaming'' women's grain-leather buskins. In fact,
many and weighty responsibilitie~ rested on my shoulders. The
pressure thereof caused each particular joint to settle more firmly
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in its native socket. And I began to feel the existence of capabilities which, till now, had slumbered in the folds of my being.
During this season, I obtained from Mr. Wilson's "circulating
library" in the village, a number of books of narrative and ~ven
ture to amuse my father. He seemed to read them with pleasun~
and profit, and one day said : " Why don't you try to read something? You'd better stop moping about, like a sleepy-head, and
learn your letters." Now I knew my letters, and could read tolerably well; hence, I did not relish his satire upon my characteristic stupidity. But I attempted to follow his counsel. After
searching the lengthy catalogue through, I resolved to take out a
book entitled ."The Three Spaniards." To the spelling and reading of these thr-ee Spaniards I devoted my spare time for several
weeks ; and then I gladly returned the volume, the extravagant
and ghastly absurdities of which I had almost wholly forgotten.
The influence of what I then considered a beautiful dream, on
the eve of my mother's death, had now subsided. The outlines
thereof lingered in my memory still; but even such parts as were
not effaced, merely dwelt among the tombs of buried hopes. Like
the departed one, my spirit ofttimes wore an expression of sadness,
for which I could neither realize nor vocalize a reason. One day, •
however, while walking in one of those depressive moods, I distinctly heard my name pronounced (as it were from the large,tree
then near me), and these words: "Eat-plenty~f-bre~nd
-molasses." This circumstance roused, while the words amused
nie; and I hopped and skipped along with lively merriment.
" Hain't I a real dreamer?" said I mentally ; "why, I can make
myself believe that I hear a voice ! How funny !" But, strange
to relate, from that day forward into the extreme autumn, I had
an appetite for no other food ; and this I consumed with such unfeigned relish, that my father could not ;estrain his propensity to
fret, criticise, scold, and exclaim with irritation: " Look at that
'are boy! see him soak up that molasses ! He'll eat us out of
house and home!;' But, thirty·four months subsequently, I had
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acquired sufficient wisdom to comprehend the utility of that exclusively sweet and simple nourishment. My sanguineous system was
greatly purified thereby ; and my nervous forces were equalized
to some extent, and refined in their normal operations.
Near the close of this year I obtained a clerkship in the boot
and shoe store of Simon Bierbaur, a temperate and industrious
German, who more than once made the paradoxical declaration
that he "didn't want to make nothing-only a comfortable living,
an' lay up a leetle." Previous to this, however, I held for a brief
period the position of assistant with Charlie Roe, an extremely
quiet man, who kept an extremely quiet refectory in the basement
of the courthouse, which was seldom visited except by extremely
quiet customers.
My situation with the paradoxical German was but the stepping~stone to my acquaintance and engagement with 1\'Ir. Ira·Armstrong. And, inasmuch as my path for the ensuing two years lies
directly through the business affairs and domestic relations. of the
last-named individual~ I will now, without hesitation, let down the
curtain that has been for so many years rolled up, exposing my
father's personal peculiarities and private circumstances to the
gaze and criticism of the unknown public.
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CHAPTER XXX.
'

MY LIFE WITH IRA ARMSTRONG.

IRA ARMSTRONG was a boot and shoe merchant, and a manufacturer also, to some extent, in the most business portion of Main
street. (The reader will of course bear in mind that these latter
records take their rise in the village of Poughkeepsie.) His physical form was composed of excellent materials, capable of enduring
much labor; while his mind was self-possessed, thoughtful, and
devotional. Constitutionally, or by nature, he was a strict political ~
economist ~nd utilitarian ; spiritually, or by heart, he was a steadfast friend and private ~~nefactor of human kind.
How I rejoiced, in the spring of 1842, when we entered upon a •
mutual agreement of good-will ! He gradually intrusted to me
the general conduct of the retail trade. In due time he carefully
instructed me to make records in the day-book, to put them into
the ledger, to keep the cash-account, to deposite money in the
bank, to calculate for and take up notes, &c. ; all of which I was
only too glad to accomplish faithfully, ;s an expression of the
gratitude his kindness awakened in my bruised and jaded spirit.
Whenever a customer asked for credit, or wished a reduction of
price, I was usually inclined to grant it ; because I conld not but
recall periods in my own life when a little "faith and charity"
would seemingly have saved our family from months of discouragement and suffering. Mr. Armstrong, however, detecting this
disposition one day, admonishingly but kindly said:-
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"Jackson, I fear you place too much confidence in strangers.
Honesty is not a universal trait. It takes a business man to find
t.kat out."
"Folks don't mean to cheat, do they?'' I asked.
" Perhaps not," he replied. " But some of them are very slow
in paying up ; while others shirk their bills, and never settle them
at all."
" Then I'm real sorry," said I regretfully; "for I have trusted,
Mrs. - - - with a pair of red children's shoes, and your neighbor - - - with a pair of pegged coarse men's boots."
I supposed that, without doubt, I should get a short chapter of
disapprobation and mercantile discipline from the utilitarian boss
then _a t work on the bench ; but instead, I heard him laugh with
a critical expression, and exclaim : " Red children, eh ? and pegged
coarse men, eh ? Did you ever see any red children, or pegged
coarse men ?'' But seeing that Edwin, the· eldest apprentice, was
freely enjoying the " rig" at my expense, he sobered right down,
and gravely continued : "If you wish to speak or write correctly,
Jackson, you should say ' children's red shoes' and 'men's coarse
pegged boots.' "
Referring again to the credit system which I had involuntarily
adopted and granted to customers, I said: "I '11 not trust nobody
no molie, unless you know it, that's certain. Scarcely had I terminated my promise, however, when the religious-minded businest:
man sought refuge from the mutations of time, in singll;lg, as well
as he could:"I would not live alway,
I ask not to stay,
Where storm after storm
Rises dark o'er the way !"

But the chilling suggestion that I "placed too much confidence
in strangers," occupied my mind to the exclusion of the criticisms
on my grammatic blunders. And the result was twofold: I forgot what I was thinking about, and also how to speak and write
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cmTectly as I was told. Therefore, some months subsequently,
when Mr. Armstrong conferred upon me the honor and responsibility of composing and mailing an order to a wholesale dealer in
the great metropolis, I wrote nearly as follows:~
"PouGHKEEPSIE June 1843

"D Daniels & Co-dear sir :Mr Armstrong wants me to write
to you to send to him 2 doz red morroeeo childrens shoes 1 case
of fine mens calf boots 1 case do of coarse stoga mens shoes and
1 do of pegged mens cowhi4e boots
~ and oblige &c"
With this chirographic and mercantile accomplishment I was
quite proud-espeCially when the stock arrived precisely in accordance with my employer's verbal speci:fieations-and would
have remained innocently so till this day, doubtless, bad the firm
not communicated my ridiculous transpositions to the esteemed
utilitarian, who thereupon gave me one of his critical but good·
natured looks, and another hint about "red morocco children" and
" coarse stoga men.''
Under Mr. Armstrong's benevolent administration was inaugurated the first opportunity in my life of jingling money to the
amount of fifty cents on the 4th of July. Listen, Young America!
According to family records in an American bible, I was over fif.
teen years old, an American by both parentage and nativity, without
an American education, in a useful American business, with a
ehequered and uninterpreted American history at my back, an unknown and uninterrogated American future in the distance, going
out in America after one o'clock, P. M., with the first half of an
American dollar in my pocket, to celebrate the anniversary of
American Independe~ce ! Powder and pride, fire-crackers and
baker's biscuit, friendship and peanuts, headache and spruce-beer,
formed the basis of my patriotic enjoyment. Doubtless I acted
just like a country-village boy transplanted into the soil of a future
city. While the cannon boomed from the hill-top, and the fireworks showered the air with innumerable stars, and my money
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held out,l was in the height of patriotic enthusiasm, and cherished

a feverish regard for the possession of American independence.
And now I feel inclined to ask the reader whether moat of what
men term patrioti-9 celebrations of American liberty are not precisely Uk.s my thoqghtless excitement on that glorious Fourth?
;By 1\{r• .Armstrong's f~tmily l was acc~pted more as a member
thap. an appl"~tice ; and I ~ve trei!Bured up many kind words as
golden apples <lropped ti'om the tree of Lire. .Although 'then a
member of the liethodist church, and the devout pronouncer of
thanks over each meal, yet I never remember thqt Mr. Armstrong.
asked me to attend public worship. Hence, being allowed the
freedom <lf the ho1,1se ®d t4e yard, the children would frequently
unite with I!Jld aid me in trying w sing W ashlugtcmian teJDperance
songs. One Sunday, while l!inging~
" Where are the friends that to me were so dear,
L~g, long ago 1" &c.-

there happened a pleasing mystical circumstance, of which I was
the sole recipient. When we sung the words " In their graves
laid low," I heard the word "No!" distinctly and emphatically
shout~d in my ear.
u Don't do that, Russell," said I to the eldest son.
" Do what?" he inquired, with a look of surprise.
''Don't holler' No!' when 'tain't in the song," I pleadingly exclaimed.
{<I didn't,'~ he qnickly replied; "and I didn't hear it neither." ·
The younger children, Austin and Freddy, also denied any participation. So we proceeded with our singing. But whenever
we sung the affirmation that our friends are " in their graves laid
low," I would hear the negative "No!" as clear and positive as
any wol'd pronounced by ourselves ! At the time, I could not
comprehend it. My belief (if I had any) was, that my dearest
and most loved relatives were mouldering in the grave ; that death
was an escape from trouble-a kind of sleep; that their souls
would be awakened one day, and rewarded or punished 'according
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to deeds done in the body. This, or something like it, was the
belief of all the gray-headed men and wise-looking women I ever
knew. My mother seemed to think somewhat so. The esteemed
Mr. Armstrong, too, held to this doctrine, as I supposed. So,
also, the learned men at the academy. And, more impressively
tremendous than all, so believed (as I was told) the elegantlydressed and classic gentleman who presided over and directed the
mental destiny of rich men's sons on the revered College hill!
Hence I 9.ould not imagine the voice to be anything but what I
had heard in years previous- a self-imposed dream !

In these chronological statements, I desire to introduce such
recitals and events as bear directly on the psychological objects
and aims of this volume. The story of my life is not based in
fables. It is all a sober and solid reality, and is interesting only
when and where it differs from common manifestations. And
yet, no reader can truly comprehend the bearing of extraordinary ,
experiences unless they are seen to rest upon and mix familiarly
with the ordinary occurrences and daily transactions of human
existence.
:Mr. Armstrong's nominal attachment to and apparently unwavering belief in the eardinal doetrines of the Methodist denomination was a suffieient inducement to cause me seriously to attend
sueh meetings, and to put forth an honest endeavor to be recognised as a Christian by him and others enshrined in my confidence.
Occasionally, but without divulging the full extent of my wishes,
I would obtain permission to attend evening prayer-meetings ;
also the probationers' class of inquiry and mutual encouragement;
and, lastly, I sought aid f}\Om listening to Sunday expositions of
the sacred tl;lxt. And -in the spring of 1843, I think, I was somewhat excited Zionward by a revival in the Methodist church.
Whenever business and Providence permitted, I presented myself
among the anxious seekers, and in silence prayed that the Divine
Spirit (or anything else holy) might propel or lead me to the altar.
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This process of self-indoctrination or voluntary seeking for and
willingness to accept of grace, I kept up p:rivately for several successive nights. But it was almost fruitless, at which I felt no
little consternation. What alarmed me most was, the more I desired the further I receded from conversion. On one occasion, a
thin-bodied journeyman shoemaker, with a high and remarkably
narrow forehead, but who had. the religious excitement very severe, whispered to me:"May I call you my brother in Christ Jesus?"
" Yes," I obligingly replied, "you may if you want to;"
" How do you feel, brother ?" he confidentially inquired.
" Got a pain in my breast," I fraternally responded ; "but 't ain't
nothin' new. I'm used to it."
The excited and sympathetic convert groaned in behalf of my
achirig breast, as I supposed, and said: "My bowels yearns for
you, my brother-my bowels ye~rns !"
Now, being deficient in a knowledge of the scriptural phraseology, and equally stupid in the organal department of inlagination,
I I)lllde the characteristic blunder of taking the convert•s- metaphoric words literally; and so, with unfeignedly pathetic tones, I
replied: "B'eii eatin' sometbin' what don't agree with you, I
s'pose. Better take some catnep-tea when goin' to bed. It's
·good, b'lieve, for stomic-ache."
Hearing this, he gave me a very extraordinary look, and subsided into the midst of a shouting group of brothers and sisters
across the aisle. What had happened I could not imagine.
The abruptness of his retirement from my side, and the half-angry
expression of hi~ coi.mtenance, made the whole talk about being
"my brother in Christ" seem extremely foolish and absurd, if not
absolutely hypocritical and wicked. This little circums¥mce
greatly diminished my ardor ; and therefore, in a few ~nutes, I
cautiously slipped out of the meeting, and bent my steps, at full
gallop, toward Mr. Armstrong's suburban residence.
9
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Good, honest Edward Southwick, a tanner and currier at the
:Lower :Landing, was in the habit or cailing upon anci chatting
\~itli D;y esteemed empioyer. On one particuiar occasion I ovei:heai·d a conversation in subsiance as foliows :,;At the last election there was plenty of 'hard-cldei-' talk, but
next io Iiot.bmg on the rights of the siave/'
'' True,'' Edward replled ; "still, i ii~e in hopes."
"The folly, tyranny, and injustice of the system," resillned the
utilitarian,, .. will be acknowledged some day, no doubt, but not by
unprincipied poiiticians either Nortll. or South/'
" Peaoo, and jlistice, and trUth, the people are siow to see,"
suggested the moderate
"But," interrupted Ira, "the nationOl governm'ent is made to
.sustaiD. ~ s1stem opposed to the entire interests of the North.
When the peopie once see that, a change will then come thi·ougli
the .influence of the Northern abolition vote."
.
The t:Wo friends continued their conversation, untii others arrived who changed tlie topic. i mention this slight event because
it was the first time in my life when I came to a knowledge ofthe
existence of siave:i-y in the United States ! I had a great many
questions to ask about it. When told that there were millions of
men,
women, and childl-en, with no pretended di8qualification
for liberty save ignorance and a black skin, who at that moment
were dwelling in hopeless bondage ; kept, as the farmers keep
oxen and horses, to perform heavy toil; deprived of personal freedoni, and bought and sold like beastS-when I heard all this, my
heart throbbed with mingled emotions of surprise, sympathy, and
unutterable .alarm.
"Jest
think
of itl" thou;,.ht
I; "s'pose I'd
.
.
.
0
b'en born black down South, with my igilora.'tice, why, I'd b'en
5omebody's slave!" The mere idea chilled me to the core. It
made me ci:oucli, and fold my arms in silent consternation. "How
strange that my mother never told me about 'these slaves! :How
curious that I never heer'd the 'ministers preach about 'em!"
Thus 1 thought, and was greatly troubled. But a few weeks

trumer.
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uf labor served to bedim ·the impression, and soon I lived on,
nearly as before, without a conscious prejudice. In this connection, however, I will express my charity for those uneducated and
sluggish individuals who come into being and go beyond the grave
destitute of a oonscience on the question of human rights. When
thinking of such, I remember myself-that I was sixteen years
old even before I beard definitely
chattel-slavery, and had attained the summit of' twenty-two years ere I possessed an abiding
oonscience ~gainst it.

of
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CJIAPTER XXXI.
THE DAWNING OF LIGH'll.

"The dawn flowed forth, aml from its purple fountains
I drank those hopes which make the spirit quail."
ONE day I had a brief but useful conversation with 1\Ir. Arm·
strong concerning the exercise of conscience in all business transactions. As n!)arly as I can recollect, he said : " Honesty is the
best policy, and no man will succ~ed without it."
"Yes," returned I; "but what must I do in a case like this:
John - - brought in a pair of customer's ~>hoes yesterday, with
the upper cut and pasted down so it needn't be seen, but I know
it's cut and that it won't wear as long as sound leather. Now,
shall I tell the customer or keep still?"
"Ah !" ejaculated he, ·evidently disturbed, "did John cut the
upper bad?"
"Yes, real deep,:' said I," most through."
" Let me see."
I produced the morocco buskins. After a moment's inspection,
he said-" That won't do-can't have such work as tltat!
Put them among the sale-work, and send out another pair to the
binders."
"Must I allus tell a customer everything I know about shoes?"
I inquired.
"Make a point never to sell bad work," he replied ; and then
continued-" Do you know what Robert Burns has written upon
honesty?"
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I answered, that "I didn't know nothing about that 'are gentleman." Whereupon he proceeded to quote, as with a hearty relish,
the poet's words :" To catch dame Fortune's golden smile,
Assiduons wait upon her ;
And gather gear by every wile
That's justified by honor;
Not for to hide it in a hedge,
Not for a train-attendant;
Bnt for the glorious privilege
Of being independent."

IIi accordance with the animus of this extract, I have frequently heard my employer, when orally addressing the throne of
Grace, quote the very reasonable words of Agur•s· petition :
" Give me neither poverty nor riches: feed me with food convenient for me; lest I be full, and deny .thee; or poor, and take
the name of my God in vain."
Shortly after this excellent lesson, concerning the use and exercise of strict ·candor and principle in mercantile pursuits, an
itinerant revival minister entered the store; and seeing me
engaged and alone behind the . counter, he inquired-" Well,
Brother Davis, how do you feel ?"
"Very well, sir,'' said -I, cheerfully.
"No, no, my young friend- I have reference to your religious
welfare.''
Now, thought I, here's a chance to be candid in business. So,
suppressing as much as I could my arising confusion, I replied" I don't know;sir. Some how or ruther I can't get converted
as easy as the rest.''
" Do you feel sorry for your sins ?" he asked with a searching
look. " Do you feel that your soul is sinful and hateful before
God?"
It seemed impossible to answer. But I was resolved to be
lwnest in business-'; for the glorious privilege of being independent.'' Hastily as possible, therefore, I mentally reviewed
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my p4ildbood1 p:~y boyhood, an«l my youth. First, l thought of
the apples take~ from John Myer~' cellar; next I shud«!er!ld a~
my terrible oath when father forgot ·the jew's-harv ; then., I re.,
called the article purloined from Willet :Marshall's tool-box; then,
the card-playing party which I invited on my own responsibility ;
and, lastly, I reproduced the dis!Jlal seen~· ~f my intoxication.
These were the missteps of my life which I regretted. Nevertheless, I did n't feel " sinful and hateful befure God," and therefore replied : "No, sir, I don't feel that I'm very wicked; only sorry for
some t4ings, which J won't neyer do again."
" T.his is the time, young :6-iend, for yo~,! tp get religion,~' returned the plergyman gravely, "Have you sough~ to make
peace with your Go«i ?"
"To make pe~cc with I!lY God !" soliloquize«! I, grcatJl bem~d
dled-" Why, I hain't never had na disturbancf; with hi'fft in all,
my life!' But in my e~b!J.ITli,Ssment; I ma_na{;'ed t<> stauJ.mer put,
"No, sir!"
"Well," continued he, with increased surprise1 e10phasis1 and
reprehension, ill his tone, " do n't you fear to meet your God ?"
"No, sir," said I, (still determined to exercjse h 0~esty in busi~
ness,) "I ain't afraid to ~eet my Gog."
'
" Oh, unconverted youth ·, , exclaimed the pastor with a .deep
groan, and a censorious and withering expr~ssion. "I fear the
day of grac~ .i s past! I fea,r you wiU be lost for ever/" TJms
saying, :he turned ;md left me.
Oh, reader, can you imagine my thoughts, as I,e closed this
atrocious sentence? The love of my young nature ~a,s chilled
into the coldest hate, ;md suggcstipns horrible occupied JJlY soul!
For a woment I fear.ed no one- dreaded nothing! Neither did
I love anything -life, myself, man, earth, heaven, nor God!
"A long life," thought I, with novel sensations of despE!ratiop." a long life is before me- 'thy not turn vagabond .or pir,ate at
once? ;If llive a pure ·and bl~eless life, damnation will be my
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destiny; an!l if I should be desperately wicked, it could in the
end ~ake no difference ; for if it b~ true, as this man say~, that
the d!!y of grace
is p~t,
I am etern~liy. lqst
~lost in hell.
.
r
where, as mother «!ld me, 'there's 11othin' h11t a-we~pin' an; awailin; an' a-gnashin; ~f teeth !' " I paused a m~in~nt, and a
beautiful tranquillity succeed~d IDY !lgiiation.· A soft pre~thing
passe~ ~v~r mY . fa~e, and ~ .hca~d iii ~ v~ice like tpe gently
whispe1ing summer . breeze-" Bl?-calm!
The-pastor-is
?!Jrong; you--shfll~see !"
'Twas p~rhaps two days after this, when a resident pastor (of
a persecuted denomination) placed in my hand two pennies, to
pay _for a p::t.ir of shoe-string's whlch I had sold to him many weeks
Jlrevio~!l, ~~ ')Vhich time he chanced to be without the amount.
"WeiJ, what of th~t ?" sa:y you. Nothing rem~rkably important,
4ear reader; only tqis, that my mind waS iinpressed ·with a con~
trast :whi~h ·il). memory is vivid still. I had let customary ~c
quaintances hfl.ve ~boe·-~tring11; an4 other small arti~l~~. before.:_
Iead~rs at Me.thoqist meeting~, an<l young mjln gifte<J in oral
prayer-who said they wouid pay for them some time. But
1mch never did pay, however, e~cept in three l:)olitar:y instances.
Yet this man, round about whose religious convictipns the priljudices of tlie peopl!l surged like an 0verw,Jlelmin,g flood, with o~t
stretched hand, prese~ted to me the f.orgo~tim" sum; and s,aid, with
an honest smile beaming from his mild blue eyes-" Owe no man
anything, but love."
)?J;om the little fountain S'.Vells the ocean-tide. Iq like manner,
this small tran~actio1:1 h,ad the e~ect to e~tablish a sweet and lasting friendship petween our two souls- bjlsides bringing to light
tl:J,e fact that therjl e;x:isted some }leOjllC who did ~qt believe ~n ·~
God of implacable 'Yratb ! TJieir novel · and unpopulru: conception of a :Qeity of love seezqed more congimial at;td desirable to rpy
better nat.u;re; s9II, even th~J.t never satisfi.cd my SOJll like th.e
whol,!l-hearted and straigh,t-forwarP, friend~h,ip of t4e persecut~d
clergy~an. Somet,imes, during my intimate acquaintance . and
~
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intercourse with Rev. A. R. Bartlett, (for this was the name of
my friend,) I would get the loan of books for others who wished
to ·read, but who did not sufficiently kuow the pastor to borrow
for themselves. My own time was too much occupied for reading, even if I had realized any inclination to do so. And I could
not interiorly accept my friend's theology, because it implied a
personal knowledge of language, and a love of biblical criticism,
which I could not bring to the examination; and yet, owing solely to the attractiv·e influence of pure friendship, I allowed myself
one day to be openly recognised as a brother in the Faith ! Mr.
Bartlett was a practical preacher- too much so to be popular
with his own people. His lessons were quite straight-forward
and comprehensible. But when some controversial dignitary of
the denomination arrived, and occupied the desk, then would come
all sorts of outlandish and to me meaningless words-" sheol,"
"Hades," "aionion," "gehenna," "apo-aionos," "le-oulom," &c.,
used to explain or refute popular ideas of hell, darkness, generation, everlasting, &c., as set forth by scriptural writers who teach
unmistakably the doctrine of future rewards and post-mortem
punishments. Noticing one of those -long words in a newspaper
one day, I asked my utilitarian Director, "how he would speak
it?" He replied: "When I see .a word that looks hard, I give
it a hard name and let it go."
In short,.! got no relief from the deep-seated and painful ~p
prehension that the Bible did teach just what my mother had
declared; and, therefore, in spite of large words and learned discourses, I feared that the most of mankind would be severely
dealt with after death for sins committed before that -event. Indeed, so horrid and gloomy were my contemplations one night; in
view of the possibility of dying, and going to a pit of inextinguishable fire, that I leaped from my bed, dressed myself, and was
about to ask permission to sit by the kitchen-stove till morning,
when I heard the voice-soothing and loving like my mother's
-repeating in minor tones: "Be-calm I Jackson. The-
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pastor-is-w,rong; you-:-shall--see !" The promise of this unseen and unknown annunciator-that I should in due time see
the clergyman's doctrinal error-tranquillized my troubled heart.
" Dream or no dream," thought I, devotionally, "I 'm real thankful to kind P~ov'dence for it anyhow!"
The villagers became about this time greatly excited by reports
of certain mesmeric miracles then being performed by an itinerant
expositor of Phrenological science. Flaming announcements were
made through show-bills headed," Mesmerism"-a word entirely
novel to me-which stated that" Professor Grimes'' would continue to exhibit his l\'Onderful experiments at the Village-Hall,
&c. .Almost everybody laughed at the stranger's pretensions,
yet all wished to test the ~tter by personal trial. .The excitement spread like an epidemic. And, among many others, I also
was seriously attacked with a desire to be conv~yed into the mysterious slumber.
But ~· .Armstrong looked very dubious and s~eptical about
the utility of the professor's. exhibition of magnetic buffoonery.
He did not, however, _refuse to grant me part of one afternoon in
which to place myself under the magician's power. .Accordingly,
Edwin and I proceeded down to " Hatch's Hotel," where, in a
quiet room up-stairs, we joined some fifteen young men who, like
ourselves, had arrived to present themselves as willin~ subjects of
the new mystery.
The party were seated in systematic order, each facing the intelligent and somewhat egotistic operator, and thus we remained
nearlj two hours. .At length it became almost impossible, at
least for me, to resist a natural sleep ; but a vigilant curiosity, to
know which of our group would receive the enchantment, still
served to keep my mind on the alert. The professor went
through a series of motions-resembling the." presto change"
of legerdemain performers - and th~n imperiously said : "You
cet n 't open your eyes !" fle W!'lS Ir\istaken. I did open my eyeil
.
.
.
9*
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·with perfect ease. Whereupon he passed to the next subject,
then to the next, and so on, to the end of the line, without particularly affecting any. I make this statement in order to correct
.the subsequent unqualified assertions of Mr. Grimes, "that he was
the first to magnetize me, and to reject me as a subjeCt for experimentation ; because," as he alleged- even in my own bearing;, 'he recogil'ised a clairvoyant propensity in my mental organism,
which wo~ld not serve his publ~c purposes.''
A few days after this -abouftbe 1st December, 1843~ William
Levingston called at our store. During a recital of many magnetic n:iarvels he bad himself P.erformed, both at home and abroad,
he a~d1'essed himself to me and said : " Have you ever been mesmerized ?~> In reply, I informed him of the unsuccessful experiment upon me by Mr. Grimes. Then he said: " Come to my
house to-night. I 'II try you, if you don't object, and Edwin too."
There was no reason for declining, and 1 therefore accepted his
invitation.
Before relating what happened on that memorable night, however, I wish to call attention to the fact, that having no ccinfidenoe in the alleged phenomena of mesmerism, I was acimited
simply by what seemed to be the suggestion of the moment-just
like others whose curiosity had become superficially excited.
Furthermore, as a foundation on which rationally to rest the
extraordinary results of 1\fr. Levingston's manipu1a:tions, 1 wlil
give a summary of my mental peculiarities and physical condition
at the time.
First, mentally: I had a love of truth ; ·a reverence for knowledge; . a somewhat chee1ful disposition ; a deficient imagination;
:m unbelief (or ignorance) concerning the existence of ghosts,
&c.; an unconquerable dread of death; a still greater dread of
encountering wbat might exist beyond the grave; a vague, apprehensive faith in the Bible doctrine of eternal misery; a tendency
to spontaneous somnambulism; an car for what I then called imaginary voice;; ; a memory defective alil to da~es ; a mind nearlv
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barren of ordinary education ; a heart very sympathetic in cases
of trial and suffering ; and, lastly, I was disposed to meditation
1
and the freedolll of solitude.
Second, physically: my body was imperfectly developed ; my
breast was narrow ; my spine was short and weak; my stomach
was very sensitive; in my blood flowed the subtle poison of my
father's !llcohol; my muscular fabric was unsound and inefficient;
my nervous system was highly impressible and injured by the
parental use of tobacco ; my face was pale ·and marked by a
prominent nose ; my reverted eyes were almost black, and slightly near-sighted ; my head was small in circumference, with a
retreating forehead ; my hair was jet black, and fell awkwardly
over my brow ; my hands bore decided marks of my trade; and,
lastly, my whole appearance was calculated to inspire strangers
With but little interest iii my existence.
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CHAPTER XXXII.
IN WHICH I YIELD TO THE MYSTIC POWER.

"From the nerves at each pulsation,
From the mystery of sleepComes a lesson, a monition,
Whose significance is deep."

the reader may have never witnessed the magnetic
operation. At all events, I will venture a few descriptive
sentences. Situated in close relation to the one who intends to
produce the physical sleep, ·the subject is compelled, (jn order that
the state may be properly induced,) to sit in an easy positionentirely quiet-w~th mind free alike from external intrusions and
internal desires. The subject's thoughts should be calmly concentrated ; to accelerate the accomplishment of the end. At
length he will become wholly passive, while the operator is active. ·
Care should be taken to exclude all unfavorable circumstapces
that · might render the operation either tedious or unsuccessful.
In due time he will know the result-flowing from such reciprocal
exc1ange of sympathy and sensation. The following account
embodies the result of the first operation under which I placed
myself at the residence of Mr. William Levingston: (see the first
diagram, p. 205.)
I felt the operator's chilly hand pass and repass my brow, the
chamber of thought. The living blood which bad flowed undisturbed through my youthful form during its brief existence seemed
well-nigh arreited. The ten thousand avenues of sensation were
PERHAPS

No.1.

The Ordinary State.

No.

sa.

No.3.

No.4.

The Psychological State. The Somnambulio State. The Superior Condition.

8EFARATE PEBIONAL

P ARTUL BLENDING OJ'

COlllFLETE BLENDING OF

MENTAL SFBEREB -SEFA·

8l'BERES,

8FHEBE&.

SFHEBES.

RATED.

The above represents the The above condition is
The above state brings
The above state leads to
and iinbj~ beginning vorable to sympathetic -and excursional, examining, and dependent cla.irvoyanee and
ma.gnetic process. ·
~ansitio~al phenomena. '
medical clairvoyanee.
tuitional wisdom.

206

THE MAGIC STAFF.

illuminated as with the Iivld flames of electric fire. Anon, all was
intensely dark \Vithin. Dreadful and strange feelings passed over
my body and tnt-ough my brain. My emotions were painfuL
·As the reader knows; I had horrid convictions ·of what the world
terms DEATH. "Oh, mother I" thought I with :terror, ·u can this be
the period of my physiCal dissolution?" My heart continued to
:perform its office l but itS be11-tings were less frequent. I felt the
different senses "that connect the mind with the outer 'world gradually closing. "Alas !" methought despairingly, "are they ~lo
sing for ever 1'1 Thus, ·my senses yielded impercepti.·f)ly to the
subdUing power. I iX~uld iio longer hear the busy and active
world witliout, nor reel 't"he 't6uch of any ·object; living or dead.
''.No longer," though--t I; ''can I behold 'the l!ystem of nature.
The frs.gtant fieliis af'e g6ne ; never more to he rue scenes :ar
:happy contemplation.;, .
Thought!! esseriHafty rtke these flashed rnpidiy through my awestruck mind. .,, What am i 'ta do?" I queried silently. "To
resist the seilsatidns is to resist the effect anticipated. And ytlt,
to remain in ·ibis condition iriuch longer will ·result; perhaps, in
closing out for ever the beauties of the material u·niverse."
But 'the counter ·and skeptical query now occurred, "whether
all this wils any more ·than lhe illu!lion of the imagination?"
"Certainly, I i'hinlc I feel sti;mge; but do I actually /mow that
my sensations are real~;, Thus questioned I myself-without
making the least exertion 'to satisfy my judgment. I sat almost
breathless ·a few -Beeonds '16riger-encouraging a hope that the
experlment inight not succeed ; :and yet, .paradoxical as it may
seem, I was actually assisting to produce it. ''I am wive yet,"
thought I over-joyea, "fm--I benr the operator inquire the hour~
I hear him respond seeming~ to something said by anotber'-but I do not hear any 1>ther .:p~on speak ! Ain't this exceeding
strange?" (See 'fh~ · second diagram, p. 205.) ·
Another silence occurted, longer than before, during which I
endeavored to analyze my fealings. Tha enchantment had pene-
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trated the innumerable recesses of :my whole structuril. Shortly,
I heard il voice-low, distarit, strange, unp'leas·a ut-frol:n the
human world, calling me back to earth which l was mentally leaving. This sound troubled me. " It is true, then/' thought I
sadly, "that my sense of hearing.:...._along whose delicate halls has
reverberated the pleasura:ble music accompanying ihe sacred voice
of pure affection and fiiendship.:...._is closed I Closed to seal the
reality ·of an eternal' silence ? Can this be so !" contiil1ied I
silently. No, indeed! The moment ·hits arrived. I Will submit
no longer to this dangerous and· dreadful expei'ilnerit. Never
shall my mai-vel-seeklirg and 'dreamy mind i:tgain lead me into
such fearful perils ! Y'ils ! I will ·speak ·and protest ·against this
dreadful operation.''
But oh, how fiightful ! 'My tongue seemed instantly to be
enlarged and Clung 'Violently to the roof of my month. :My
cheeks seemed eXtremely swollen and my lips were joiried as if
by dei:tth-appareiltly to move no more. Another ·resolution
passed through my brain, and instantly I obeyed its suggestion.
I made a desperate effort ·to chailge my position:.:...... particularly to
disengage my hands-but (horrible beyond description!) my feet,
triy hands, my whole bOdy, were entirely beyond the control <if
volition. I could no longer claim the proprietorship over my own
person. All was lost-it seemed-irretrievably. lost. I felt
convinced that external life was for me no more. What could 1
do? True, I could exercise my mental faculties to ·the highest
degree-could reason with a startling clearness-but I could not
hear, see, feel, speak, or move ! I ·had no means of ascl}rlaining
my true physical or mental situation. I queried and reasoned
within myself thus: "I have a body, a tangible body-I reside
in the form-but is it my' natural or spirituai body? Is it
adapted to the outer-world, or to the post-mortem life? Where
am I? Oh, I am so lonely! Alas, if this be Death!" A natural
consciousness, however, pervaded and reassured my mind. Preconceived or innate ideas were evolved from my inmost sensi-
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bilities. What surprised me more than anything else was the
gushing forth of novel and brilliant thou~hts-extending appa-'
rently over the vast landscape of some unknown world of indescribable beauty-comprehending more than it is possible for me
even now to relate. These conceptions-as I am now fully persuaded-were an influx of many interior and immortal truths.
(See" Philosophy of Question and Answers," in the Penetralia.)
Presently, all was dark as before! This moment demanded an
absolute decision. Death seemed an inevitable consequence of
my helpless situation. Every .moment I approached nearer and
nearer to a mysteriously dark valley! Perverseness and resistance
filled me with strength, but even this strength impelled me onward.
Again and again I retreated in mind. But every wave of thought
wafted me nearer and nearer the fearful vale of inconceivable
darkness ! Now was the time for a powerful exertion. Resistance was necessary-or else I should be lost in the impenetrable
gloom ! But I advanced nearer and nearer still. In thought, I
leaped back suddenly, and lo ! I stood on the margin of the ocean
of Eternal Night! The warmth of my whole person was exchanged for death-like coldness. Horrid th.oughts of disorganization continued to distress me. I was filled with terror. The
darkness grew more dark and appalling. I was seized suddenly
with an unearthly shudder, and-terrible to relate-! found
myself whirling in that blackened gloom with an inconceivable
velocity ! I seemed to he revolving in a spiral path, with a wide
sweep at first, and then smaller; so that every revolution, on my
descending flight, contracted the circle of my movement. And
thus, dear reader-down, down, I sank-till immersed in that
dreaded ocean of darkness, the mountain waves of which grasped
me within their mighty folds, and I sank to the lowest depths of
forgetfulness! (See the third diagram, p. 205.)
This psychological event makes a bold and ineffaceable mark
on the first mountain of my pilgrimage-the mountain of Us!iio
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Looking back upon that magnetic experiment, with its precious
results, I am filled with speechless gratitude. Immutable, indeed,
are those powers which manifest themselves throughout Nature !
Nothing can possibly occur opposed to the highest well-being of
the innumerable worlds intrusted to their exclusive and eternal
control. After years of study, I am compelled so to believe. Explicit evidences have been presented 'to my mind. All minds, I
know, are not equally susceptible to these impressions. Nevertheless, the evidences can not he doubted by those who P.ractise
the privilege of observation. That my own conviction rests upon
a substantial basis the reader will be prepared to admit, when I
relate the mysterious restoration of my lifeless bOdy and distracted
mind to the enjoyment of external existence. The story is very
short:! awoke to physical consciousness, mentally revolving in a
circuitous f01:m. The darkness continued (with my a~cending
movement) to uicrea:se and expand, till I gained the margin that
bounded the ocean of the dreaded oblivion, whose restless waves
conveyed me to the longed-for state of thought and wakefulness.
My senses, the windows of the soul, were again opened; light
broke in upon my dimmed vision ; sotmd vibrated through the
labyrinths of my ear; sensation :Bashed over my whole frame;
and I moved, shouted, and opened my eyes. But how joyfully
surprised! I was in precise~ the same position as when I first
seated myself for the experiment. Many acquaintances were
sitting near and around me, with countenances be8.I)ling with
pleasure and astonishment. For a moment, however, I felt dissatisfied. I ·could remember nothing, except my mental sufferings; and somehow, in ~y bewilderment, I did not feel quite
certain that I had not died. I could not realize that I had; in
reality~ returned from the dark "valley of the shadow of death."
But a few penetrating glan~s about the room, and upon the
familiar faces of those around, convinced me; whereupon I arose,
as if from the gloom of the gra"·e, and with strength renewed,
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greeted tlle amazed and delighted ~!tnesses. (During this exrerience~ I did not rea,ch the fourtl) state :r.epre8e~ted by the magnetic diagraiD.)
"Wh~t.'s tqe matter?" I asked with Ul)-feigped anxiety. "What
J>rought these foij_{s l:J.ere? W.\Iat h11ye I heen about?"
1 1 11
"I sent fqr them," replied the operator, "to see you perl"orm."
"ferform !" sai4 ~' perfe~tly oblivious of the siglrlficance of his
words.
""¥es, )?erfqrm !" retqrned he with a trit~mphant smile. ':You're
a queer youth, to be sure ; but I know what your Povver is called."
" What ~s it ?" I inquir!'!d·
" Chancey lfare Townsen4 calls it ' Clairv()yance,"' replie.d the
operator. "I'v(l read his book on ' Facts Jn 1\fesmerism,' wherein
he describes cases of seeing, blindfolded, just as you h~v!'! 4~ne
to-night to perfection."
~'What's been done?" I again asked, "'fell me all abput it."
"Why, aft~r a little, you read fro~ your forehead ~e large
lette~ on a newspaper; told the time by our watches, &c.; pesi!les, you described where some of us are diseased; all to our
perfect satisfaction."
Well do I remember my reflection!~ that night, while WJllking to
Mr. Armstron~E! suburban home. Translated into my presept
use of words, these were my queries and medita$io~~ :. "Wh:J,t
is tills power? This magic. spell? This wizardly oP.eritti.l!ll?
What was that which so benumbed my flesh ? Whlcl:J. slmt out
the world? Which caused me to die a dreaded death? Which
brought me back to life a~ain? How strange, t.hat so much time
should. have uncon.>ciou~ly elapsed! An unremeiii.b.ered perioda blank in my mental ):listory·-yielding a harvest so mysterious!
C~ th.Js be prophetic power? Is it lik!l the witchcr.aft .of the
ancients? Can it he a !};re~J.~? An il:naginary display? Is it
mental hallucination? 4-m I a victim of sat~nic inc-antation?
Nay! there is a somet~iug deeper tbari thought, which assures me
.that this J.s an imporUint and peautiful truth. And I remeiDber,
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sweet, familiar v~i()e1 eoftly breathing through the air:
You--skall,-see."
That nighh ~f? ~he reader might imligine, I could not sleep.
1iext morning earl;r1 I related all that had bappened. On the ·
face of the utilitaJi~ !]:lere was a scrutiniziz!g l!)ok of incredulity.
He did not d.fspute it, however, neither did he deny ~e the solicite4 ~e (tho~gh b.c ~~d often told me that "time is money") for
f4rther IDllgneti~ exp~rimentation. D~ng business p~>U!-"s, neverthe~ess, I was punctually in my place-discharging the _several
~uti~s cons.eq~en~ on IllY calling.
But there ~as a mystery
h~mging o-ver IDY JlatJ:l-a spelf on my soul-a higher calling
from the pinnacle of some unkqown rnpuntain-which impelled
me, every evenin~, into Mr. Levingston's J;larlor in order to test
and demonstrate will!,t the new power could accomplish. 'Twas
a mental struggle, dear reader-a laborious and continuous ascent
- a weird and wild experiment for both my body and soul. It
was a region of life unexplored-an ocean without a shore. Yea,
I was literally "going it blind;" not flippantly and carelessly; but
with apprehensions inexpressible.
By thus subjecting myself periodically to the magnetic process,
I excited the curiosity of the surface population ; and the marvelloving would flock around my chair, and contend for chances to
get individual tests. Like the poet of "the lonely shore," it
seemed that when this mysterious sleep first passed from my
quivering frame, "I awoke and found myself famous." My popularity, however, was far from being co-exten.sive with my notoriety. The latter, without the former as a shield, made me a target
at which certain "college boys" projected snow-balls and hoots,
while sundry older heads-professional men and the fashionables
-discharged the cold-hearted hot-shot of ignorant condemnation.
In a word, I was universally the object of private scandal and
public ridicule.
Almost every night, however, our experiments were successfully
continued. .At each session some new truth or interes_ting wonder
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would make its appearance; and. by verbal report its influence
became scattered far and wide over the community. But the
heart of the monster, Ignorance, was quickly touched ; and the
prejudice of gloomy religionists began to be aroused." Individuals
of various denominations arose in rebellion against the developments ; and, in their blind zeal, protested against further proceedings in the operator's parlor. As the surprise"and persecution
of the inhabitants increased, so were my apprehension and anxiety
magnified. Ever and anon, I prayed to be informed whence came
this power? whether I should continue to exercise it? and what
constituted its true nature and purpose ? Know, then, gentle
reader, that the events whieh I have related, and the emotions I
have portrayed, comprise all the actual recollection and knowl~dge
then in my possession concerning this marvellous illumil)ation.
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CHAPTER XXXIII •
MY FffiST FLIGHT THROUGH SPACE,

" 0 backward-looking son of Time !
The new is old, the old is newThe cycle of a change sublime
Still sweeping through !"

•

IN order to bring the progressive steps of this mystery properly
before the mind, I will now det9.il the impressions that I received
on first viewing clai.rvoyantly the surface of the globe. (The philosophy of this mode of interior observation is explained in the
third volume of "The Great Harmonia.")
By placing myself in sympathetic relations to the operator- by
turning my thoughts inwardly, and shutting out the fleeting disturbances and interruptions of the outer world-i passed readily
into the third magnetic condition. This particular event occurred,
I think, on the eve of the first of January, 1844. At that time,
(and during the four subsequent years,) I could not recall to my
mind, when out of this condition, anything which I had seen or
said while in it. But now the vast s~ene breaks upon my memory, in all the vividness and beauty with which it was originally
invested; and I can ·view and investigate-with far more certainty and with deeper satisfaction- the same fields £n connection
with still higher planes of existence and thuught.
Before I seated myself, facing the ope~ator, I observed a few
individuals in the room ; as usual, they were after tests and won·
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ders ; but I had, at the time, but. little idea of having anything
resembling a successful experiment. I knew as yet but very little
of the nature of magnetism ; had not learned anything definitely
of the wonderful phenomenon of clairvoyance ; did not, in fact,
entertain a clear conception of any such condition•. Nevertheless,
the mystic magnetic state was completely induced in less than
thirty minutes. As usual, my mind was rendered incapable of
controlling the slightest muscle, or of realizing any definite sensation, except a kind of waving fluctuation, between what seemed«>
me to be either decided action or inertia. This was a very strange
feeling, but not at all unpleasant. in a few ·minutes, however, all
this mental commotion subsided; and then I passed into the most
delightful state of interior tranquillity. Not a discordant sensation rolled across my spirit. I was coirtpietely "born again"being in th'lt spirit. My thoughts were of the most peaceful character. My whole nature was beautifully expanded. I thought
of the joys of friendship ! . of the unutterable pleasures of univerSal
love l of the sweetness aiid happiness of united souls ! :And yet,
strange to say, I experienced no unusual heart-emotion, which
one might suppose would be ·a natural consequence of themes so
pleasurable.
Notwithstanding the fact that my mind was exalted and meditating in this manner, I perceived as yet not the least ray of light
in any direction. Therefore, I concluded that I was physically in
a deep sleep, mentally ·engage·d in a peaceful revery, and nothing
more.
:But this concinsion had no sooner settled attJ.ong my thoughts,
as a probability, than I observed an intense hlack:Dess befure me
- apparentiy extending hUndreds of miles into space, and enveloping the earth. This re'miri.ded me of iny fi.rst night's experiment. Gradually, however, this midnight inass of darkness lifted
and disappeared ; and, as graduaHy, my perception was awakenea
and enlarged. .All things in our toom.;_togetber with the individuals in it..:..:.... were surprisingly illUminated. Each human body
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was glowing with riiariy holoi:s, nidre
less brilliai:it and magnetical. The figure of each person was enveloped in a light atmosphere which emai:ui.ted froin it. The same em!ili.ation extended
up the ariils, and pe~vaded the entire body. The nails had one
sphere of light surroundiit~ them, the httir another,' the ears rul.other, lUld the eyes still another ; the head
very himihoristhe ettian:ttioris, taken hi combination; s~readiDg out into the air
from four inches to as inimy feet. (The reader :Will see this illustrated in the diagrams, by the oval line around each person.)
The utter novelty of this View overWhelmed ihy i:rtfnd With astonishment and admirntiori. I could not comprehend it. Again
I felt confounded, and Mrttd hot feel perfectly cerhiin that I was
living on earth. It seemed that the Whole earth, with an of its
inhabitants, had been suddeilly traitsiated into some Eiysium. I
kne~v then of no langilage which eould describe my perceptions:
h'enc'e, i did .not yieid the eiightest exci.amaiion, nor attempt an
utterance ; but continued to observe, as one in solitude, With a
feeling of unutter.ti:ile joy and holy reverence. A few moments
more; dea:r reader, and I riot only b~held the exteriors of the indi- viduals fu that room-clothed with light as it were-btit I also
as easily perceived their interiors; and then, too, the bidden sources
of those luminous magnetical emanation..~~. In my natural or ordinary state, remember, I had never seen the organs of the human
viscera ; but now I could see all the organs and their functionsthe liver, the spleen, the heart, the lungs, the brain'-all with the
greatest possible ea.Se. The whole bmly was transparent as a
sheet of' glass ! 1t was invested with a !ltrange; rlch, spiritual
beauty. it looked illmriinaied as ~ city. Every separate organ
had severai ·centres 1>f light, besides being enV'elope'd by a general
sphere peculiar to itself. .Aild i did not see the physical organ
only, but its fortn, asp'edt, and eolor also, simply by observing the
peculiar emanations surrounding it. For example : I saw the
heart-surrounded by one general combination ofliving colorswith special points of illumination interspersed. The -auricles ani!

was
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l"entricles, together with their orifices, gave out distinct flames of
light ; and the pericardium was a garment of ~gnetic life, surrounding and protecting the heart while in the performance of its
functions. The pulmonary or respitorial department was also illuminated with beautiful :flames, but of different magnitude and color.
The various air-chambers seemed like so many chemical laboratories. The fire in them wrought instantaneous chemical changes
in the blood that :flowed through the contiguous membranes ; and
the great sympathetic nerve, whose roots extend throughout the
lower viscera, and whose topmost branches are lost in the superio~
strata of the sensorium, appeared like a column of life, interwoven
and super-blended with a soft and silvery fire !
The brain was likewise very lu$ous with prismatic colors.
Every organ of the cerebellum and cerebrum emitted a light peculiar to itself. I could easily discern the form and size of the organ
by the shape and intensity of its emanations. This view, I well
remember, excited in me much admiration. But I was so deeply
in the magnetic condition, and so impoverished in language, that
. I neither manifested any delight nor described a particle of anything which I then beheld. In some portions of the smaller
brain I saw gray emanations, and in other . portions lower and
darker shades of this color-in many and various degrees of distinctness-down to a sombre and almost black :flame.
On the other hand, in the higher portions of the larger or superior brain, I saw :flames which looked like the breath of diamonds.
At first I did not understand the cause of these beautiful breathings ;
but soon I discovered them to be the thoughts of the individuals
concerning the strange phenomena then manifested in my own condition. Still I continued my observations. The superior organs
of the cerebrum pulsated with a soft, radiant fire ; but it did not
look like any fire or flame that I had seen on earth. . In truth, the
brain seemed like a crown of spiritual brightness-decorated with
shining crescents and flaming jewels. Here I will parenthetically
remark, that what is thus natural to the human brain in this .iUI
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first siage of existence, is preserved and indescribably improved
in the Spirit-Land to which we all are surely tending. Each
brain seemed different-different in the degrees, modifications,
and combinations of the flames and colors-but very, very beautiful ! From the brain I saw the diversified currents of life or
magnetic fire, as they flowed through the system. The bones appe~ed very dark or brown ; the muscles emitted in general a J,"ed
light ; the nerves gave out a soft, golden flame ; the venous blood
a dark, purple light; the arterial blood a bright, livid sheet of fire,
which constantly reminded me of the electric phenomena of the
clouds. Verily, gentle friend, I saw every ligament, and tendon,
and cartila:girious and membranous structure, each illuminated with
different sheets and magnetic centres of living light, which indicated and set forth beautifully the presence of the spiritual principle.
Thus I saw not only the· real physical structures them11elves,
but alSo their indwelling essences and vitalic elements. .Apother
thing was very remarkable : I knew the individuals had garments
upon them, because I could see an element of '!Jitalit'!l, more or less.
distinct, in everyJ fibre of clothing upon their persons I Just as
you would look, by an act of ·volition, from the blisters in a pane
of glass, through it, at the objects_and scenes beyond, so could I
discern, and that, too, without a conscious effort, the whole mystery
and beauty of the human economy-and enjoy that festive illumination which the ten thousand flames of the golden candles of life
imparted to every avenue, pillar, chamber, window, and dome, of
the human teinple !
But tbe sphere of my vision now. began to widen. I could see
the life of nature in the atomS of the chairs, tables, &c. ; I could
see them with far more satisfaction- as regards their use, structure, locality-than I ·ever remembered to have lmown in my
ordinary state. Next, I could distinctly perceive the walls of tbe
house. At first, they seemed very dark and opaque;_ but soon
became brighter, and then · transparent; and, presently, I could
HI
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see the walls of the adjoining dwelling. These ailso immediately
became light, and vanished-melting like clouds before my nd~
vancing vision. I could now see the objec~, the furniture, and
persons, in the adjoining house, as easily as those in the room
where I was situated.
.At this moment I heard the voice of the operator. He inquired
~'if I could hear him speak plainly." I replied in the affirmative.
He then asked concerning my feelings, and " whether I could dis,
cern anything." On replying affirmatively, he desired me tp convince some persons that were pvesent, by " reading the title of a
book, with the lids closed, behind four or five other bo.oks." Baving tightly secured my bodily eyes with handkerchiefs, he the!l
placed the books on a horizontal line witq my forehead, and I saw
and read the title without the slightest hesitation. This test and
many experiments of the kind were tried, and :oopeated ; and the
demonstration of vision, independent of the physical organs of
sense, was clear and unquestionable.
At length, feeling somewhat exhausted, I resigned myself to a
deeper sleep which seemed to be stealing over my outer form.
Presently, my former perceptions returi)ed with greater power.
The village was now instantly subjected to my vision. It was
now as easy for me to see the people moving about their respective houses as in the open thoroughfares, and it was also as easy
to see their most interior selves as the external lights and shades
of their physical bodies.
'Twas the first of January, remember-cold, bright, cloudless,
frosty, beautiful! .A piercing wintry wind swept o'er the earth,
chilling and freezing as it went ; but my perceptions waved onthe village with its inhabitants melted away before me, and my
enjoyment was greater and fresher than ever I experienced in
the glow and beauty of May or June.
By a process of inter-penetration, as I now term it, I was placed
en rapport with Nature! The spirit of Nature and my spirit had
instantly and for the first time formed-what seemed to me to be
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- a kind of psychological or sympathetie aequaitltance -the foundation of a high and eternal communion. Her ·spacious cabinet
was thrown open to me, and it seemed that I was the sole visitoi'
at Nature's fair-a royal banquet!
The properties and essences of plan·ts were dilltmctly visible.
Every fibre of the wild flower, or atom of the mountain-violet, was
radiant with its own peculiar life. The eapillary ramifications of
the streamlet-mosses-the fine nerves of the cicuta-plant, of the
lady's-slipper, and of flowering vines-all were laid open to my
vision. I saw the living elemen:ts and essences flow and play
through these simple forms of matter ; and in the same manner I
saw the many and various trees of the fore~, fields, and hills, an
filled with life and vitality of different hues and degrees of refinement. It seemed that I could see the locality, properties, qualities,
uses, ana essences, of every form antl specie6 Gf wild vegetation,
that had an existence anywhere in the earth's constitution. The
living, vivid beauty and overawing sublimity of this vision I can
not even now describe ; although, as the F!:lader will sec, I have
since frequently contemplated scenes far more beautiful and ineffable.
But _my perceptions still flowed on ! The broad surface of the
earth, for many hundred miles before the sweep of my visiondescribing nearly a semicircle- became transparent as the purest
water. The deep alluvial and diluviaJ. depositions were distinguishable from the deeper stratifications of stone and earth, by the
comparative and superior brilliancy of the ingredients of the former. Earth gave off one particular color, stones anoilier, and
minerals still another. When first I discerned a bed of minerals
-it was a vein of iron-ore-! remember how I started and shivered with a sensation of ..fright. It seemed that the earln was on
fire! The instantaneous elimination of electricity, ffom the entire
mass, gave the appearance of a ~eep-seated furnace under the
earth. A.nd my agitation was not lessened by perceiving that
these rivers of mineral fire ran undel· the ocean for hundreds oi
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miles, and yet were not diminishe$1 in a single flame- yea, could
not be extinguished !
., Innumerable beds of zinc, copper, silver, limestone, and gold,
next arrested my attention ; and each, like· the different organs in
the human body, gave off diverse kinds of luminous atmospheres.
All these breathing emanations were more or less bright, variegated, and beautiful. Everything had a glory of its own ! Crystalline bodies emitted soft, brilliant, azure and crimson emanations.
The various salts in the sea sparkled like living gems ; sea--plants
extended their broad arms, ·filled with ·hydrogenous life, and embraced the joy of existence; the deep valleys and dim-lit ravines,
through which old _ocean .unceasingly flows, were peopled with
countless minute animals~au permeated and pulsating with the
spirit of Nature; while the sides of oce~!l-mountains-far, far beneath the high pathway of travel and human commerce--:-seemed
literally studded with emeralds, ·diamonds, gold, silver,. pearls, and
sparkling gems, beyond computation. Oh, the ocean is a magnificent cabinet of beauty and wealth immense; and,.by virtue of
more recent investigations, I am impressed to say that man shall
yet possess it!
Be patient, friendly reader, for I have yet other scenes to relate.
I now looked abroad upon the fields of dry land, and saw the various species of animals that tread the earth. The external anatomy and the internal physiology of the animal ku;gdom were alike
open to my inspection. An instinctive perception of comparative
or relative anatomy filled my mind in an instant. The why and
the wherefore of,the vertebrated and avertebrated, of the crustaceous and molluscan divisions of the animal world, flowed very
pleasantly into my understanding; and I saw the brains, the viscera, and the complete anatomy, of animals that were (at that
moment) sleeping or prowling about in the forests of the Eastern
hemisphere, hundreds and ev!1n thousands of miles from tlte room
in wkich I was making these obse1·vations!
It must not be expected that I shall detail a three-hundredth
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part of the particulars of my first introduction to an intuitional perception of Nature. At best, I can but give you a rude outline,
for words do not answer the purpose : they seem to me like stone
prisons in which too often we coercively incarcerate our highest
thoughts.
In this mystic vision, gentle reader, I saw everything just as you
will-with the penetrating senses of the spirit-.,.-after you pass
away fi-om the visible h9dy at physical death. It was very, very
beautiful to see everything clothed with an atmosphere! Every
little grain of salt or sand ; every minute plant, flower, and herb ;
every tendril of the loftiest trees-their largest and minutest
l~ves ; the weighty mineral and ponderous animal forms, existing
in the broad fields before me- each and all were clothed with a
dark, or brown, or gray, or red, blue, green, yellow, or white atmosphere-divided and subdivided into an almost infinite variety
of degrees of intensity, brilliancy, and refinement. And-mark
the fact !-in each mineral, vegetable, and animal, I sAw soMETHING OF MAN! In truth, the whole system of creation seemed
to me like the fragments offuture human beings I In the beaver
I saw, in embryo, one faculty of the human mind; in the fox, another ; in the wolf, another ; in the horse, another ; in the lion,
another: yea, verily, throughout the vast concentric circles of
mineral, vegetable, and animal life, l could discern certain relatiouships to, and embryological indications of, Man ! Had I then
·possessed my present instinct of language, I would have exclaimed,
in the language of the poet-psab:r$t : " Herbs gladly cure our flesh, because they ·
Find their acquaintance there

*

*

* *

*

*

All things unto our flesh are kind."

*

Understood in this sense, candid reader, how instructive and approriate was Peter's vision- related in the tenth chapter of Acts
-in which he saw a great white sheet let down from heave~
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containing all manner of four-footed beasts; CYeeping thing~; &c.,
and was told to slay and eat! All this was saying simply thus:
" Peter, thou need est not feel too c1tclusive, too partial, too a:ristoera;iic1 too high-tnmde<l:,. and lifted above the mean~st of thy fellowmen, nor yet above the little worm that crawls beneath thy feet;
for, behold, thou art related to every four-footed beast and creeping thing that the Lord hath mad~· : aeknow1edg~~ therefore, thy
universal relatio _tr.hips and eoneentring sympathies, and be kind
and lenient henceforth w everything that lives." Now, since that
memorable night, I ha~e met with too many who need Peter's
lesson. They, like him, sllt:ink from this new method of traci11g
oot th~ir genesis or ancestral lierivation ; and sueh say1 '' We are
not used to eating unclean things/' B1it th& tim:e is fast approaching, I believe1 whey mankind will feel their oneness with Nature
and its God~to the total annihilation of all futrrow":mindeeess
and empty supemeiaJity.
In my, glorious vision, I well remember how 1 gaze-d a:t the
little :plants in the fields~ai1d saw, lovingly elleireliflg eaeh o»e,
an atmosphere of lif.e peculiar to itself. This golden afld h!!tZJ
emanation~encircling some species of vegeUitiw~was appllrently from four inehes to eight feet in diameter. Some auifflals
gave o:ll" a: sombre sphere three or fOur {{let thick, and b~t'fd t~is
a very dark, thin aii·~a:.s in!ttly fee1 inore~which &haded aft' ilbto
the surrounding space. In an ihisr tha :i.a'W of Sympathy 1tils.
very distinctly visible. (See third voltime of •• The Grea:t Hat•
monia..'') I saw that everything in· Natm'e was Hitl'lttlgeli and situated in accordance with this universal law; and, by i~ that a11
true sympathetic relationships are established and reciprocally
maintained. The relative positwns of mineral bodies in the bosom
cf the earth; the situation of trees, vegetation, animals, and human
beings; yea, the relative positions of the sun and stars, evenwere m.'anifestly conducted by this infinite sympathy. I saw the
different crystalline· bodi~s of the earth act upon each other, and,
mterm:~dia.tely, upon the solid Slil'bstanees UJ Which they wer&
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attached-by means of a generous commingling of their magnetic
emanaiions. I saw the flowers exhale their odots, with which
perfume they clothed themselves, and then formed attachments
with neighboring ftowers....-.by breathingout upon them, according
to a spontaneous Mending of spheres; the sweet breath of their
life. There was not a dew-drop, chambered in the peWs of the
rose, that did not .glitter 1rith a living essence-prophetic of coming animation ! I saw currents of electricity flowing from a mineral bed in one portion of the earth, to its kindred (but positive)
neighbor in another department of the same hemisphere. And I
saw the little flames, arising from the essences of plants and trees,
leap upward into flowing currents which were instantly absorbed
and wafted away to more foreign and proper destinations.
No, no, language can not describe this scene ! Sufficient to say,
that all Nature was radiant with countless lights, with atmospheres,
with colors, with breathings, and with emanations-all throbbing
and pulsating with an indestructible life-essence-which seemed
just ready to graduate and leap up into the human constitution !
Everything apparently emulated to be Man! But I could no
longer endure the exquisite happiness-! felt incapable of maintaining a quiet feeling-my emotions had become so deep and
unutterable!
I now yearned for a companion, for association. For a moment
I realized painfully that I was viewing all this magnificence alone !
This thought made me feel isolated also, and incapable of retaining my recollection. Whereupon I began to think yearningly of
the village-of the room in which I had taken a seat for the magnetic experiment-of the individuals whom I had seen in the
room-of the operator, too-and, immediately, my vision began
to diminish and contract. The distant continents, oceans, fields,
hills, forests-all gradually faded and disappeared. The effulgent
lights were left far behind! Now, I could discern, as before, the
interior condition of those in the room, and the faee of the opera-\or also, who now said: "Come, come, Jackson, you've been
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very still! Can you see anything-have you anything t~ say?"
I made an effort to describe what I have been writing in tllis
chapter. I remember bow I struggled for a few words; but, as I
was about to relinquish all attempts -thereat, I involuntarily exclaimed, in a low and tremulous voice, " How beautiful !"
I heard my own accents, and never did I stronger realize the
total inexpressiveness and impotency of human language ! At
that time I said and beheld no more. In a few moments I felt
the hand of the operator passing over my bead. Soon I returned
to my ordinary state, with not a single vestige-of what I had
seen-alive in my external memory. Therefore, all that I have
herein related is a revival of the imp1•essions that were then made
upon my mind.
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CHAPTER XXXIV.
THE SUMMIT OF THE FIRST MOUNTAIN.

"A wonderful stream is the river of Time,
As it runs throngh the realm of tears,
With a faultless rhythm, and a musical rhyme,
And a broader sweep, and a surge sublime,
And blends with the ocean of years."

THE honorable and gentlemanly operator -having a conscientious and benevolent spirit-continued to invite the people to
come and witness our nightly demonstrations. Freely and indis·
criminately were these invitations extended ; without fear of de·
feat or hope of reward. Nothing was done in ~ecret. During
the day we each pursued our different and ever-to-be-respected
occupaqons ; and neither had, at this period, the remotest idea of
ever devoting a business-hour to these mystical proceedings.
Internally, as the ~eader is now perfectly aware, there had dawned
upon ~e a clearer, brighter, truer, higher world; but, externally,
with the whole shut out and unremembered, I remained dullheaded, mystified, and apprehensive. Officious acquaintances
were at hand with words of advice or opprobrium. One said-" 'T will make you sick ;" another - " You '11 get crazy ;" another- " You 're a fool to be so bamboozled every night ;"
another-"You're a humbug-:-a cheat-an impostor;" and
thus subje~ted to the buffetings of an opinionated community, my
daily life was far from cheer and repose; B~t~Q*
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"Like the cun·ent of the ocean,
Man is urged by unseen powers ;"

a fact, fully set forth and demonstrated in tl1is portion of my pilgrimage. An uncomprehended sympatheti.:: influence, like the
air of heaven, now floated daily upon everything I touched.
Shortly it seemed to unsettle and weaken my attachment for Mr.
Armstrong, and to define and strengthen a secret wish to live
within the circle of Mr. Levingston's delicate fascination. Finally, the unknown attraction predominated over my business obligations to the former ; and as the fish leaps joyously into its native
element, so plunged I with delight into the bewildering magnetic
Elysium! I did this, prudent reader, with no expectation of improving my then present condition or. futlll'e prospects. Mr. Levingston did not offer me any pecuniary inducements ; only said
"he would like me fu his family," and nothing more. In short,
like the bird that seeks its congenial clime, or the planet that rolls
as with extatic pleasure round its celestial sire, so followed I my
indefinable attractions. Whereupon the prudentialist sighed~ the
skeptic sco1fed:, the religionist groaned, the merchant shook his
doubtful head, the familiar friend regretted) the boys hooted', and,
last,. but not least, the street-politician (perforce of habit) pronounced it a trick to make money. Not that I had to encounter
these conflicting and obstructing influences all at once ; QUt they
descended by slaw degrees~ like a cold, sleety, drizzl~ng, fitful,
haily storm, of several weeks duration. This ~pontaneous change,
this magnetic union with the operator, took place about the· first
of March.
Symbolically speaking, I was now within a few steps of the top
of the first mountain that stood between m~y' cradle and: the Future !
The last few furlongs had been passed over only by virtue of continuous private struggling and resistless obedience to the hidden
law that then stirred my nature. But just before I gained the
psychical summit, there occurred an event, more rematkable and'
important than anything .ehe I had previously experienced. And

THE SUMl\UT OF THE FlRST MOUNTAIN,

SS'i'

although the details thereof have been: previously published, yet
the object of this volume can not be well aecomplish·ed, it seems
to me, unless the main features of that initiatory vision are made
to reappear in this connection ; and; aided by my present additional recollections and increased koowled~, I am fortunately
enabled to render that experience With more breVity and less
mystery.
'Twas a chilly, :fitful, disa:greel'llb'le e'v'ening....:...March 6;1844when Mr. Levingston arid I proceeded to No. 24 Garden street.
Already I had indicated consid~rable p~wer to' inspect, while in
clairvoyance, the condition o~ persons diseased~ To make such
an examination was· the obje·et of our visit on this oceasion.
our arrival, few words were excha.nged previolls to: the in~ctive
process, during which I experien:eed my nsual mental tra'ilsforn'la'tion, with an additional glow of intense excitement and sense of
novelty, fike that which characterized: rii.y first attempt. The engagement being fu:ltrlled, the operator endeavored to relieve me of
the mysterious Sympathy. But, fOl' a long time;' it seemed impossible. Again al':ld again he m'i:l!d:e the attempt, bnt without success~ Anon, however,- 1 felt rettimmg life streaming through my
flesh, causing me to feel natural, and free from the subtle mfluence
to whieh I had been subjected.
After conversing a few· moments witlh those present, I felt a
painful prejudice to their several spheres. Yielding, I descended
to the street. I now ima~ined that my system retained a portion
of the imparted influence. This was confirmed by a sudden and
pamlyzing illumination in the region of the intellectuals. I stood
transfixed ! On leaving the room, m"j' intention was to return
home; and, not feeling quite weli, immediately to retire. But
now coJilfilsed, I leaned against the street-gate, seemingly at the
mercy and disposal of some power superhuman. While standing
thus, a desire sprang up within me to· visit Rev. A. R. Bartlett,
for whom, as the reader knows; I had formed a strong attachment.
This suggestion I speedily obeyed: ~ ~<lr~nced to his door :

on
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wildly rang the bell; was ushered into the sitting-room; a seat
was furnished near the window. My mind was painfully distracted. The clergyman entered, and warmly welcomed me. Bunglingly and hurriedly I offered many apologies for my intrusion at
that late hour. Naturally enough he wondered what could be
the real cause and object of my sudden appearance. He fraternally urged me to pass the night with him. This I was impressed
to decline. And so without giving or receiving any satisfaction
as to the cause or intention of my visit, I rather abruptly departed. I proceeded to Mr. Levingston's home in Main street. L
entered the front-door, passed through the hall, and ascended two
flights of stairs to my bed. With extreme agitation, of both body
and mind, I laid me down. My thoughts were few and fleeting.
My physical system yielded, and t sank into an unconscious
slumber.
How long I slept I .knew not, but I was fully awakened by
a sensation of brisk fanning over my face. I opened my eyes, but
could see nothing. I concluded that I had been dreaming, and
attempted to sleep again. Presently, however, amid the .stillness
of my room, I heard these words: ,"Arise! dress-thyself-and
-follow-me." It seemed as if my loved, mother had once more
spoken, but with a vo}ce of far more energy and _impe:riousness.
I obeyed. Indeed, I could not help it. Nothing was now done
awkwardly or tardily. I was dressed. in a minute, and out 'iii the
street. My feet clung to nothing. There was no friction. They
were like wings, and I fled with a fleetness indescribable. My exuberant joy was extatic. The unseen power (which I tl!ought might
be what mother called "kind Providence") conducted me to the
sidewalk, corner of Mill and Hamilton streets, where there were,
at tlus time, no dwellings. My mind was instantly sobered.
"What can this mean?" I mentally queried. "What a change I
The heavenly archway ,is exceedingly glorious and beautiful!
The many stars stationed throughout the vast labyrinth shine
with an immortal effulgence-'- to guide the traveller onward and
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upward to the city of eternal joy! And ·here stand I aloneunseen by any save the Eye of the Eternal Being, and unheard
by any except the Ear that hears the silent echoing of ali human
thoughts ! * Yes ! I am clad in my usual garments, and am contemplating the most high and sublime of subjects.!"
Thus, dear reader, I was meditating, not knowing by what
power I came thither, or the length of time that had elapsed since
I retired. Nevertheless, I felt great calmness, and yet I could
not suppress feelings of curiosity relative to my marvellous ability
to contemplate and reason. But I was fully prepared for a
vision.
A strange sound now vibrated on my ear. I looked, and lo, I
beheld, with admiration, a shadowy congregation of clean and
beautiful sheep I The :flock was large, and their condition poor.
Their bodies, however, were perfectly white; and they manifested
great gentleness of disposition.. Shortly; I was impressed with
the· following interpretation ; w~ch I now apprehend as true, and
giving the use of the symbolic scene : " The sheep corresponded to the vast brotherhood of mankind.
Their· beautiful externa~ whit~ness correspm:~ded to th~ innate
purity and goodness of all, indicating that all are capable of material refinement and spiritual elevation. The poverty of their
bodies corresponded t.o the wretched physical condition of the
earth's inhabitants. Their social affections are· disunited ; they
are opposed to each other's highest good and happiness ; and their
spiritual sympathies are misdirected. Yea, the whole human
race represents a :flock of sheep, whose shepherd is the Universal
Father!"
These truths flowed into my unfolded mind as freely as rain
falls from heaven to earth. I recognis~d their use and importance. But I continued my meditation. The sheep remained at
peace as when I first saw them. But now, as I comprehended
the meaning intended, they began to change their position-seem-

* At this tim~, I ha1l no belief in the existence of individual spirits.
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ingly desiring! some folil wherein tney might rest undistutbed.
Being greatly confused; they proceeded to pass along the' street
in such a way as would Irave shown {flad they been tnen} that
their jndgments were weak ot impaired, and that they were thus
incapable of ch(>(;)Sing the prolJe"r and rig&teou'S patti whieh would
ha'Ve led them to' tlui:t goa.1 wlrieb an se'elll'ed; fu be seeking:
.At the next moment i beheld: a shepherd. His sudden and
spiritual appearance surprised tne not ; arid 1 approached him: as a
divine friend. I saw that he was much perplexed, yet fully deter"
mined (though inefficient) to urge the sneep· he~ce where pea~
and harmony reigned. He had great elegance of form, and wa:s
plainly' and asef'u1Iy attired; He presented an m"-""of nna:Ssutning and stately dignity-to be admired in an)" being. His
counten'!l.nce, and sky-blue' eyes,. indicated purity. His whole
appearance was' tllat of a kiil'd and gen'fle bemg"""""endow~tf with
physical and spiritual perfect1on. •Ori my ap:f>r6ac1l: he spall:e not,
but eX<pilessed in simple lii:n'gu:age· (by the iHuiriin'a'tio'n·of Ms countenance) the desires of his soul. He need~d sympathy and assisf..
ance. 'I'he sneep were in ignorance and confuSion w1i.ich he had
labored to overcame. They required genOe but reguja:r discipline.
To his tequP.st I immediately acceded. Hy a; powerful e:x:ertiori,
we succeeded in establishing order among them-to whic-h they
mutually adhered-whereupon; as if substantia:l beings, th'e y and
their delighted shepherd naturalfy proceeded down th·e street.
Their uniform m:otions· seemed to melt into one harmonious movement, till they faded and vanished amid surroundfug objeets that
formed the distant scene.
With impressive solemnity, and illumined by a rosy light, tho
whole scene came and passed away. Upheld by the unseen
pawer, I was trariqmi tli.rorighout the amazing representati6rl'.
'Fhe ful!J.owmg signiftca:nce of its dosing part was also made dis~
tinctlymamfest: "'I'he beautiful shepherd correspond-ed'to a great
un:d- :B'oble :tef'<lFiner, whose spirit breathed 'peace on earth and
good will to men·;' whose exalted wisdom comprehended the
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many physical and spiritual requirements of the human raee;
whose grand system of m-oral government transcended all others
eoneeived since intelligence pervaded the bosom of Nature. The
state of painfu.l confusion into· which the sheep were thrown;· corresponded to the confused conditioo of the theologie W()rld-to
t:he eon:fiiets between troth and error; reasen and tiheolegyf reldity
and imagination, theory and practiCe...._ aild, lastly, to the intense
mtti"ety of esch person who desiresl·but can oot believe in.,. immm'tai life. The request that so benignly beamed forth from his fair
.countenance denoted that I, like all men; am ~alled to perform a
m'Oral part in life's sacred drama." So I am compeUed- to report:
first, because the· instrtretion1, intended by the beautiful rep).'esentatien, flowed -into my mind. irresistibly, and regardless of my own
thougllts at the moment 1' and, second,. because my personal tFansportation to that portion of the village was produced and governed
by a power superior to myself.
But the scene now el'ianged. I stclod alniost :free from thought ;
the blood chilled in my exposed hody ;. my head and chest were
pai'nfruly congested; I was surrounded with a death-like darkness,
and became almost insensible. I struggled and gasped for breath ;
bat the effort failed:. Life had almost :lied. All was cold, dark,
deathly. I made a feeble effort to escape that lonely death,. and
then fell unconsciously to the ground.
AnDn I was awakened, and caused to run as befQre· with bounding fleetness. I was conducted many~ many m~es o·ver a new
road. At length,. I turned toward the frozen river Hudson,. which
I crossed, and ·hastened up the hills as if on a hunting excursion.
My natural· powers were so exhausted· at this crisis;. that I was
rendered unconscious of life or existence; and had not my body
been resupplied with life and energy, I could not have changed
my position. But, after a good rest, a sweet and gentle sensation
aroused and renewed me. I moved, and rejoiced. I stretched
fQrth my hand, an.d felt the vivifying atmosphere. I could also
hear;. a.Rd· 1! opened· my eyes. In· ~ few minutes my sight waP
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quite clear, and I glanced over the scene. I was under a psychologic influence, and saw common things in a new light. Yet I
was nearly stupified with wonder. I was in a reclining position,
elevated about seven feet from the ground. The mass on which I
rested was composed of underwood and youthful trees -neatly
and closely interwoven one with another- forming a well-proportioned structure, which I fancied resembled an artificial altar.
On either side was a barren, craggy, stupendous mountain. I was
thus situated in a deep and apparently inaccessible valley. The
towering acClivities were covered with ice and snow ; and through
this hard coating protruded large, ill-shaped rocks, between whose
interstices were decayed trees. I observed, however, that the
valley was terminated by the mountain acclivity about ten rods
to the west, there being an apparent opening leading to the left,
around the mountain's base.
"In the west was a gleam of glory,
Fading over the mountain hoary."

On turning eastward, I beheld the river at a seeming distance of
four miles. On the opposite side of the river, I observed ill-fashioned and dilapidated dwellings, d~solate and abrupt bills, and
forests dark and gloomy, which strangely reminded me of my sad
mother.
The heavens were now shrouded as if mourning a world's death.
Sorrow filled their bosom with bursting convulsions. Like smothered groans of ~niversal agony, the thunders rolled forth far and
wide with terrific violence. The electric fire illumined the vast
concave. Light and darkness followed each other in instantaneous succession. Oh, it was a horrid vision ! ·I never can forget
how, as the rain · descended, the heavens seemed to weep, and
groan, and sigh, and laugh ; and how I, alone, did sympathize
with them, and pray for power to still their troubled elements.
Terrible, indeed, to my psychologized spirit, seemed my exposed
condition. The rain fell in ·torrents, and the fleeting elements
(while warring among themselves) seemed to menace my destruoo-
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tion. An awful and impressive solemnity pervaded the whole.
Upon -the framework of a natural scene there was painted a
spiritual lesson of instruction. F-rom the psychologic representation I learned submission and ele~ation; and, from the quickness
of the lightning; and the terrific positiveness of the thunder, I confessed that " the Lord God omnipotent reigneth." I beheld my
own insignificance, and meanwhile, in common with all mankind,
I beheld an unspeakable importance in the fact of existence. I
learned also to revere, obey, and depend upon that Power which
directs and controls the universe.
" Every thought was a holy prayer;
Every sigli was_enchanted air;
Every word- was a .tone of heaven,
Bat in love to the earthly given."

The sun seemed about two and a hiUf hours high when the
storm ceased and the sky was clear of clouds. As the representations which had suggested my reflections had passed, I began pondering on the change in my locality. Where I was I could not
imagine. The place was strange ; I had never seen it until then ;
and I felt assured, from past experience, that, if I had travelled
far, I should have been fatigued; but I was not. Obedient to my
guide, I had laid on the brush-heap (altar) during the shower, and
was thoroughly wet. Feeling free now,,I desired to dry my garments, and to ]earn, if possible, what portion of the .earth I was in.
Accordingly, I arose and descended ~ the ground. While leaning against the pile, (on which I had lain,) I felt a dull, sleepy sensati9n, which yvas- instantly followed by a reaction, and I became
unusually clairvoyant.
All things seemed remarkably romantic and beautiful. But an
indefinite sound now reached my ears. I listened. Presently, I
heard the same several times rapidly repeated-whereupon I
turned, and beheld (by means of psychologic impression) one of
the strangest sights imaginable. A flock of sheep in a state of
indescribable confusion. They were running in every po3sibltt
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direction. Some were making exertions to ascend too hill-nde.
I saw them leap against the glaz~ mountain, from which they rebounded and came down; with dreadful force, upon the stQny basis.
Others were striving to pass the plaee I occupied. Biit they were
ignoraiit; and could not proceed; 1leither could they obtain a substantial footho1d. The mo'llnfsiiis were too high. The frozen
earth was too unpt'Opitious, and tlie passage too well gnarded.
At this tn.onient, through the opening at the base of the mountain,
appeared their sh.epherd. He advaneed toward me with a Slow
but firm step.
These visionary sheep corresponded to those I had seen in
Poughkeepsie, at night; and the shepherd resembled the beautiful one I there saw, iii every particular. 1 stepped forward to
meet him, a,nd, without speaking, to observe as before the indications of his ctmiltenattee• I read his wishes. He solicited help
in hi~ wilrk of gathering the strange and scattered flock. At
first, tbe creatures m!ide a strong resistance; But, seeing the
positiveness of our intentions, they yielded StJbmissively.· We
gathered arid guided them into the path leading around the mountain's base.
A new peltce now seemed to characterize their condition.
Both sheep and ~;hepherd were, for the first time, inseparably
united. Etei'nal principles of Right hao accomplished their salvation. The sheep departed; like e"\>'enmg shadows, with their gentle shep-herd, up· the "\>'alley; through the opening. And it seemed
that""-"
" .Arrgefs m~ed in tlle space .SiichO:nted,
'Twixt the sky and the valley haunted."

Overjoyed, I returned to· rii:y resting-place; arid; leaning agrunst
itc side, dtew my garments' more ciosely around me, and srmk
into deep medita:timl'. Pteseiltlf; I beheld a D'l'an approaching deliberately - apparently absorbed in thought. He was' a
person of diminutive stature, yet h!id a be·autiful structure.
Ilia fine symmetry, beauty, ~md elegance of deportment, cap-
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tivated my attention. He appeared advanced in years, and
was attired in a style corresponding nea:rly to that of the
Friends. His hair was of a silvery white, floating in shadowy
loeb over his brow, and hanging gracefully about his neck and
shoulders. His face Ww.! full and expressive. His moral and
intellectti:al deY~'Wpments were prominent. He was a spiritual
hfring.

In hiS hand I perceived a clear white scrolL ' Its edges
sparkled with gilding of the finest quality ; and tbe care with
which he preserved its beauty, excited in me the deepest respect.
When I would have advanced to meet him, he raised his hand,
and geotly intimated that I must remain perfectly tranquil. A
most heavet!ly radiation played upon his· countenance. He elevated the scroll to his lips ....... affectionately imprint~ upon· it a
pure and holy kiss- then handed it to me, to open and read. I
was not now awkward and elam<~y• With delicacy and precision,
therefare, I unfolded it. It contained writtng in characters whieh
I had ~ever llefure seen. ; but I coal'd trlhlslate them· without hesitation. The langaage was dear and comprehensive. The form
of exptession was simple1 but powetfu,I. It contained a world of
beantiful meaning,, It read thus :.......,
".As they were, so they o,re ;
.As they are, so tliey wHI be !';

Beneath Ww.! tbe followmg interrogataty : " Now de griu believe
it?" I felt its convincing power, and bowed assent. Observing
which, the messenger handed me a smgillar pencil, (fur I had
none,) wi-th which I sigi:Iified :my conviction and si:gl\ed my nrunc.
This being: done; he reeei~ed the ~reroll with a gentle bow,: rolled
it togetlrer, pressed it to his lipli, then turned and departed as he
came--slowly, firmly, de1iherately. I followed him with my
clairvoyant eyes, till his: form vanished :i:l'otmd the lmse of that
atnpendou<! mountain.
" Haw unaecountaflole~' extlaimed I, "that a sta:anger should
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come, obtain my signature, and depart, without uttering one word
vocally, and yet so eloquent!" Mighty truths now gushed up
from the depths of my spirit, and I was impressed with the following correspondence : "The scroll-bearer represented a reformer, who (while on
earth) had shed light upon life and immortality. The white
scroll represented the purity of his mission. The- contents of the
scroll represented the grand consummation, viz., ' Peace on
Earth.' Thus : "'As they were;' As the sheep were (when first I saw them)
in a state of universal confusion, wretched, having no knowledge
of their true interests, or of that wisdom, which would lead them
to happiness. ' So they are ;' So mankind are -in the same disorganized condition, ignorant, superstitious, skeptica1, bigoted,
fanatica], intolerant.
"'As they are;' As the sheep are- united for ever, striving
for one purpose, pressing forward to one grand and glorious end,
which is Happiness. 'So they' (mankind) 'will be.' That is
united in like manner. From all unnecessary evil free! from
personal misdirection and suffering; from ignorance and depravity ; from pride and sectarian intolerance- Free ! . There shall be
a new heaven and a new earth wherein dwelleth righteousness.
As the sheep were united, so all men shall be joined into one
Brotherhood."
The interrogatory, "Now do you believe it ~" was addressed to
my youthful judgment, after it had been so unrighteously impressed by traditional theology. And those initiatory representations were necessary, that I might apprehend the vicissitudes of
my future life, and bear them with- wisdom and patience. The
question appealed to my then impressible judgment, whether I
would believe the instruction .I had received in preference to my
previous religious opinions. My faculties were now restored to
their ordinary state, and I stood once more free from everything
but fatigue and embarrassment. I commenced descending the
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valley, to discover, if possible, my geographical situation. I was
now in my natural state. Presently, I observed a man attired in
a farmer's dress, carrying a spade on his shoulder, walking leisurely in an opposite direction. I hastened to him, and inquired,
in an anxious .manner:" Sir, will you tell me the name. of this place ? where I can get
:lome food? 'Uld bow far it is to Poughkeepsie?" ,
He smiled, and gave me an inquisitive look: "This 'ere place,"
said he, "is Catskill, and them is the Catskill mountains ; perhaps,
you ,may get somethin' to eat' at the inn. You asked me about
Poughfteepsie. Well, I s'pose it is about forty miles from t' other
side the river."
Acting upon this information, I recrossed the river, and then
rested in ~ reclining posture on the railing of a ferry-boat. And
now sleep came upon me imperceptibly again, as I lay reflecting •
on the scenes through which I had passed. : I was startled when I
became sensible of a return of those mystical feelings which pre-cede the closing of the senses and illumining of the internal principle. As they came on, my body yielded, as I· was willing it
should ; external life again vanished, as if for ever, and I was
once more a being of the interior.
Soon, however, I arose and fled along the road like a reindeer.
Many, many miles I ran; and then I slept again.
How long I remained asleep I know not; but, as in previous
instances, I at length felt returning life streaming through my
system, and my spirit was restored to a high degree of animation.
I opened my eyes, and, wonderful to relate, I was seated upon a
marble grave-stone about eighteen inches from the ground ! The
melancholy sanctuary in which I found myself, was enclosed by a
huge stone wall, surmounted by a top-railing, similar to farmers'
ordinary fences. The enclosure was in the form of a triangle,
and, I tilink, occupied about one acre and a half of smooth land.
I counted eleven whole grave-stones standing, five broken, and
several scattered upon the ground. A dense wood conce~led tl1~
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surrounding country from my view; and I was thus sequestered
in a solitary place, for a purpose of which I had not the least
knowledge. Nevertheless, without fear, I res(')lved to continue in
the same position as when I awoke to consciousness, and await
any suggestions that might flow from within or without.
At this instant I experienced a breathing sensation, unlike any
other, upon the fr(')nt and side ,of my bead, in the region of the
organ of ideality. Its increasing attraction caused me to turn in
the direction whence it proceeded, and I beheld a man of ordinary
stature but of a spiritual appearance. He approached, and, with.
out speaking, turned to the right near me, and furnished himself
with a similar seat. As· by instinct, I observed that he was a
lover of Nature and of truth-had a constant thirst for knowledge-and was endowed with strong powers of investigation.
• His quick natural perception, sustained by his highly-cultivated
faculties of intuition and reflection, presented a combination of
intelleetual powers seldom witnessed. He was a being whom I
felt constrained to love-for love was prompted by his superior
wisdom. I felt quiet and happy. And it is a truth, that I ~n
versed with him, and he with me, for a long period, and that too,
by a mutual influx and reflux of thought! His discourse was
substantially on this wise :"I lived," said he, "on the earth, in the form, among the inhabitants thereof, for a length of time determined by my obedience to
Natural Law. _!rom youth, I imbibed the impressions made
upon my mind by my parents, the religious world, .and philosophy.
But artificial education served more to retard my mental progress
than as an auxiliary to useful advancement. I discarded, early,
these unfavorable influences, and commenced interrogating and
communing with Nature and her productions-within the circumference of my vision and mental capacity-whereby I became
acquainted with truths of deeper importance and of greater magnitu.de. It was demonstrated to me that all the diversified external forms in this, as in other universes, are unfOlded by virtue of
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an element or spiritual principle, contf!,ined in each, which is their
life, or Soul ; and this essence, by men, is called God ; also, that
the external corresponds to the inner or productive principle ; that
jo'l'mf IU'e determined, as perfect or imperfuct, by ihe specific
character Qf their p~oJDpting soul, which actuates t~em to life and
development.'! By this I learned that the gross matter 8l'ld minemls of our
earth are formed and governed and sustained by a law~an in~erent pri11cipk..,..,:wbich also operates in higher worlds of material organization. And as this principle, in various modifications,
ascended in the order of nature, higher and mora perfect forms
were unfolded~ being actuated and perfected by inner life, to
which the outer existenc.e corresponded. These forms," he continued, " I understood constituted the vegetaf?le kingdoJI!.. From
this established basis, I perceived those Laws breathing fu~ f.4e
animal kingdom ; and, in their next stl!ge of MCension, developing,
sustaining. and perfecting man ! And all this eaJDe to me (as it
will come to you) by disoovering and meditating upon COf'!'esponding tru.tbs, dwellli!g within, Q.bout, ~ above me.
"In my analyticf!.l investigations, also, I discovered· a threefold
or triune Power in every oompound--,-thre.e essential parts to _,
every established organization-.,..which is absolutely necf)ssary to
all tl;Lings, in order that they may be perl'ectly orga,niz~
"This knowledge l!ld me to reflect upon the many physical violations, occurring every hour, among the inhabitants of the earthand impressed me that these ~q,uent transgressions of laws sustaining the bunum furm, called for some effeQtual remedy to relieve
the dis!laSes caused thereby. Accordingly I foun.ded a system upon
these ·principles an.d consideratioi)s, wpieh may be called a • medical
system of the trinity.' In this system I maintain the proposition,
that every p,Q.rti~!e in the human 'l:lody possesses a close aflinity
to particular particles below in the subordinate king<loms-a_nd
that these latter particles, if properly . associated I.!Dd applied,
woultl cqre any aifected portion or organ of the human frame.
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"To establish this theory, I labored diligently; and now I have
the satisfaction of knowing that my system was a germ enlivened
by interior truth; whereby new and more truthful systems were
developed', to bless the earth's inhabitants l Now I love truth
because it begets wisdom ; for my love ·has become wisdom ; and
my wisdom substantial knowledge !" His spiritual countenance,
as he closed these sayings, brightened with a delightful and beautiful smile!
Astonished at his learned discourse-an~ my mind being filled
with thought concerning his rev.elations, the like of which I had
never before heard-! individualized a thought which he instantly
perceived, and answered.
Mentally. I inquired, " Can I become acquainted with you, kind
stranger, and with your system, too, by appropriate means within
your power and pleasure to afford ?"
"Ah l 'tis for this, that you sit in my presence," said he, inclining to the right, and raising in his hand an elegant· cane, which,
till then, I had not seen in his possession. " Here is a full synopsis of my system and practice," he continued, turning to me, "and
I desire that this you should comprehend; and in understanding
its fundamental principles, you will gently and justly apply its
teachings to the good of your brethren, mankind !"
Thus saying, he touched·.a singular spring at the top, and the
cane mechanically parted into three longitudinal strips or pieces.
A strong rod ran through the centre, graduated to accord with the
cane's shape. This rod was very straight and beautiful, having
the appearance of highly-polished silver. The parts were neatly
adjusted one to ·another, and when arranged on the rod, formed a
staff far exceeding in beauty any I had ever beheld. I saw that ·
the pieces remained whole when. disengaged from the rod. These
he took in his hand, and unfolded them piece by piece, until they
C9inpletely separated. The smaller pieces now assumed the diamond form, especially when closely observed.
"Here," ·said he, '"on these little blocks," presenting them to
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me, "is the name of every disease with which the human race is
niHicted."
I saw, felt, and read the name of each and every disease, with
most of which I was entirely unacquainted; and, as I read, I
returned them to him, one_ by one, in the original order.
Now, elevating his person (which seemed less earthly than my
body) he discoursed thus: "In the inside of these blocks you will
find a composition which, when applied, will palliate or remove
the disease named upon its exterior. Of this compound make
you a quantity suggested at the time you examin(l the diseased
individual, and sufficiently strong to be well adapted."* He
restored the pieces to their respective places, and quickly joined
the cane, so that I could not see any possible means to disunite its
parts again.
" Take this," said he, handing the cane to me, " and· preserve
the charge devotionally ; for it is a work of a lifetime, demanding
equal attention, reflection, and application.'' I received the precious gift with ineffable delight and gratification.
"Moreover," he continued, "that you may behold the complete
correspondence between this system and Nature, I wil1 explain
the cane's signification. The pieces, when disunited in the manner observed, correspond to those principles dweUing and operating
in the natural organization ; and the blocks to the ':arious individuals that constitute the human race. The disease specified on the
outside of each blo~k, corresponds to the tr~th that disease tends
to affect ahly the bodies of men, and not their living, interior
principle. The com,p~sition o~ the inside of each block corresponds to the truth that everything's exterior is determined precisely by the .interior, creative, and moving principle; to the truth,
also, that the spirit is the creating, developing, perfecting, expanding, beautifying, organizing, healing, eternal essence in the possession of every being.
~~< This system of medical treatment is developed in "The Great Harmo·

a;q.," vol. i.
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" The rod that runs through the cane, and connects its parts
together, corresponds to the principle of divi~e truth running
through and sustaining this system, as well as all the vast creations both in this and higher spheres. And the rod being in the
interior, signifies that the great law of truth is the interior of all
things, and especially in the soul of Rll things-dwelling there
imperceptible to outer sense, yet known to be existing from the
regular manifestations of a united and complicated Universe !
"Inward searching after truth will leRd to, and disclose, the
great and important realities so delicately typified by this Stafffor it is an accumulation of interior and external evidences, assisted by the promptings of Nature, and sanctioned and consummated by the consciousness of truth dwelling in the soul."
Thus ended his eloquent interpretation. His countenance became illuminated with ecstatic delight, and his thoughts entered
my spirit and were responded to, without even once having the
senses audibly addressed.
A sweet and gentle sensation now passed warmly over my left
breast, face, and head. It seemed to proceed from something
human immediately behind me. Impressed thus, I turned and
beheld a man of an appearance very different from the one beside
me. His anatomy was of wise proportions ; he possessed pe1fect
symmetry of .cerebral structure, and was seemingly about six feet
in stature. His head particularly attracted my attention, for I
bad never beheld such an harmonious combination of moral and ·
intellectual developments. The cerebrum indicated a most vigorous and gigantic intellect-as also an exalted power of conception, great ease of expression-and a high degree of spirituality. He drew near, and reclined against tlle stone the first
speaker was occupying, and spake in this wise : " By permission long granted me by the divine mercy of the
Lord, to visit this and other earths, I am' enabled to instruct thee,
as it is becoming me to do, concerning things pertaining to thy
interior life, and exterior sphere of thought and usefulness. Thy
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spirit is now untrammeled- has experienced a joyful resurrection
from the artifices of the social world without; therefore thou hast
become an appropriate vessel for the influx and perception of
truth and wisdom. Spiritually, thou hast left the world where
men reside; but physically, thou art there with them still. 'Thy
mission hath been shown thee. Great is the Universe wherein
thou shalt labor and do whatsoever thy most interior understanding
shall conceive to be good, and t~e, and profitable.
"I will be near thee in thy stewardship-pointirrg to the ' right
path. - The things thou shalt bring forth will surprise and confound those of the land who are considered deeply versed in
science and metaphysics.
" Obstructions of various kinds will affect thy external life ;
but they will tend more fully to expand thy interior being. Press
on thy way : and love only those things tending to truth and
wisdom.
" By thee will a new light appear; it shall be new because it
will brighten and purify that already in being, and reflect intel~
lectually upon that heretofore conceived ; and it will establish that
which bas been, and still is supposed to_be the wildest. hallucination, viz., The law and 'kingdom of heaven' on earth-Peace on
earth and good will to men.
"In due time these things will be made manifest through thee,
and to others, while residil;tg in the form. By others they will Le
comprehended and believed, and at the end of a little season they
will be generally acknowledged, their beauty and importance
appreciated; and they will be loved, and proclaimed in practice.
" At a time not f1ilr distant, I will instruct thee concerning the
opening of thy interior understanding, and the laws to be observed
to render thee qualified to commune with the interior realities of
all subordinate and elevated things. This phenomenon when
openly manifested, will testify of those divine spiritual truths, not
asyet comprehended by those who admir-e Nature merely for the
delight;; thereof, and by those imprisonP.d souls everywhere, who
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believe nothing beyond the sphere of their bodily senses. See
to the promptings of thy living spirit. In a just season thy great
labor will commence, which, when consummated, will elevate the
human race to a high degree of harmony.
" For the present I communicate no more. Bnt now I repent,
love wisdom, which is food and light to the internal: and wisdom
secureth health ; and health procureth happiness. And thus
strengthened, enlightened, and purified, thou wilt find it congenial
to seek and thirst aft!lr interior and beautiful truths."
Thus ended the last speaker's prophetic admonitions; and, as
he closed the above sentence, I saw a smile of joy (and even
ecstacy) pass over his countenance which seemed sweet and
heavenly-coming, as did his thoughts, with a kind of spontaneous ease.
I felt directly impelled by some influence to arise, and, with my
staff, depart. This impulse I immediately obeyed. I went to the
fence, placed my foot upon the wall-side, and raised my body to
its top. On endeavoring to surmount the railing, however, my
clothing became entangled, and I experienced a sense of irritation
approximating to intense anger, because of the obstruction. This
was unusual, for I had not had such feelings for many yearsind~ed I can scarcely remember ever being sq angry, except when
my father forgot the jewsharp. I was thus exasperated at the
rail which, being split at the end, had caught my coat. I knew
that my actions and gestures were clownish and awkward-that
my manners betrayed the fact, that I had not mingled with polite
society-which greatly wounded my pride and excited impatience
and mortification. Meanwhile the strangers were observing my
feelings and movements with apparent complacency. On seeing
this·, I requested the one who had given me the cane, to hold it
till I gained the opposite side of the fence. He courteously
advanced and received the cane from my trembling hand. Being
thus free, I grasped the rail at the open portion, and tore it
completely in twain. Having vented my rage, I descended to
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the ground iwd desired the staff. At this, the person who had
last spoken drew near, and gently spake thus : "Keep well the instrudion given thee; moreover, learn to be
wise and gentle; and add to gentleness, love ; and to love, wisdom ; and wisdom, being pure, begets illumination, and illumination, happiness. And, as it was given me to say, in a due season
thou shalt return, and then this staff shall be thine ; but thou must.
first learn not to be under any circumstances depressed, nor by any
influences elated: fur these are the extremes of an unguarded
impube, in minds not strong with pure wisdom.
"From this learn meekness and humiliation," he continued,
"and sustain these by a proper digllity in thy natural livi~g.
Receive this thy first and sufficient lesson, and by its light lead
others to seek the pathway leading to Wisdoll;l aJld the Tree of
Righteousness-whose fruit shall be· delicious to the hungering,
but.untasted except they nourish the seed and cause the tree t~
Sp!'ing up within them-which will fo1· ever reflect a refreshing
shade over the spirit within and the world without."
Thus he closed. As I stood and listened, gratitude swelled my
soul into volumes of thankfuluess, that the magic cane was sacrificed for such valuable iJlstruction ; while, at the same time, I felt
assured that the beautiful and comprehensive Staff would ultimately be mine, and that, too, because I should be worthy of ~ls
pessession.
Bein,g on the outer side of the wall, I cou.ld now see their
bodies no more, for the fence rose too high, and the ground where
I stood. was lowe.r: than withii!, the yard ; and whether they remained within the yard, or vanished to other portions of the
world, I did not.4iscover.
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CHAPTER XXXV.
AN ENTffiE CHANGE OF PROGRAMME.

"There's a divinity that shapes onr ends,
Rough-hew them how we will."

'You'RE a queer youth, to be sure," said the operator, laugh·
ing. "I suppose, now, you'll tell us where you've been since wt
night!"
"Tell where I've been?" echoed I dreamily.
"Yes, that's what we want to know,'" he replied, evidently appreriating my abstraction.
Collecting at length my bewildered and wandering senses, I
replied: "I've been on a long journey, and seen many curious
sights. But,'' continued I, still confused, "I can't make out what
it all means."
The reader need scarcely be told, in this connection, that I had
reached the operator's home, soon after the interview described at
the close of the last chapter. But what happened, in the interval
between that circumstance and the above conversation, yet remains
to be chronicled.
Immediately upon leaving the graveyard, I passed unexpectedly
into spontaneous clairvoyance ; and, wishing to know my whereabouts, I directed my perceptions here and there over various
roads and localities until I fixed upon -Poughkeepsie. So real or
literal was my vision of natural objects along the way, that I supposed myself journeying, and marvelled that drivers and travellers
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did not recognise me ! And it was long before I learned that I
had confounded the flight of my vision with the act of ordinary
walking-the knowledge of which fact greatly relieved the circumstance of its mystery. Ascertaining thus the bearing of the
distant village, and forming a judgme11t as to the most direct route
thither, I again became normal, and commenced the journey.\ And
yet, I remember of being conscious and feeling natural only at
intervals, as I walked on the road Poughkeepsieward.
As I approached home, my mind became exceedingly disconcerted by sensations similar to those usually experienced when
waking from my magnetic condition. I petfectly recollect meet-·
ing several acquaintances, each of whom manifested surprise on
seeing me. I spoke to no person. On reaching Mr. Levingston's
house, I passed directly through the hall ; at the termination of
which, I suddenly lost the most of my memory concerning my
recent visions. This bewildered me for a moment, but soon on I
_passed through the adjoining room, up the stairs, into the diningapartment, where the family were engaged· in eating. Oh, wasn't.
I hungry!
I thre\\\ off my coat and hat, and seated myself at the table.
Doubtless the family were somewhat astonished at my unceremo-·
nious and ravenous actions, and still more so at my unconversable
state. They began questioning me in refe~ence to my mysterious
disappearance; but they subsequently informed me that I made
no reply; that I ate a hearty dinner; and that, when done, I proceeded to wash myself at the further end of the room.
Such a meal was certainly well calculated to make me feel natural. Yes, I ·now felt a return of normal sensibility. As the
strange influence which had held me for so many hours receded,
I saw a brilliant light-it :Bashed-and again all was darkness.
But now another flash, and .another, came, and I was 'completely
freed from the abnormal condition. And yet I was absolutely
. frightened! The fact that I remembered entering the front door,
and then lost all consciousness till that moment, when I found my•
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self standing in the presence of the family, with a napkin in my
hand, appeared so unaccountable, that, for a moment, the familiar
friends about me looked like strangers, and I seemed subsiding
into blank nothingness.
Just then I was aroused by the cheery words with which this
chapter begins ; and still pursuing the theme, Mr. Levingston
kindly inquired :"Well, Jackson, can't you t!lll us sometlrlng about it?"
" How long have I been gone ?" I hastily questioned.
" Since last night," replied the operatol.'. "At one time this
forenoon we were on the point of searching the town for you ; but
it was suggested- by some one that the power which caused your
disappearance would preserve and restore you, and so we concluded to postpone giving the alal'ID."
During the afternoon of that day, I was able to reca11 the general impression which the graveyard strangers had left upon my
mind. The smaller of the two men I knew was called GALEN, a
physician of considerable renown; and the more beautiful one was
once known as SwEDENBORG, a Swedish philosopher and theologian ; _but, up to that time, I had never heard anything of the ·
names or works of these persons, by means of either books or
reports, and so I began already to entel'tain troublesome misgivings as to the reality of my experience.
In the evening I was magnetized as usual. As usual, also, there
were present plenty oflarge-eyed and open-mouthedseekers for signs
and wonders. One bad brought his pugnacious friend, who wished
to be convinced by having me, while thoroughly blindfolded, tell the
time by the watch then in his pocket. Another had at last induced his
skeptical and contrary wife to come and satisfy herself by getting
me to look within and tell what articles of food she had taken for
supper. Another had at length prevailed upon her stoical and
sneering husband to come and get a test by having me re:i.d the
titlepage of _the book that he had carefully stowed away under the
linings of his great-coat for ~at purpose. Besides these, there
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was a group of the siCk, and sore, and suffering-persons who
not only wanted to be convinced, but actually needed what they
wanted-a true report of their condition, and a knowledge of the
most direct means of restoration.
Thus the " wants" and the " needs" o£ the villagers encompassed
me like a hedge-fence. But I was now very still, and very insensible to all demands a.nd environments. My spirit, all unse(ln by
the insensate crowd, was passing through an important crisis. An
entire change of programme was about to be made! My clairvoyant powers were on the eye of a glorious graduation. With
the speed of the whirlwind I surveyed every nook and corner of
my immediate future. A grand joy pel,'Vaded my soul-for I saw
that there was a sublime USE even in the exercise of clairvoyance
- a substantial benefit to. sore, a:ad lame, and blind Humanity!
0 the happiness, the ecstatic bliss, of that world,wide view_! There
was a lofty grandeur in the philanthropic emotions with which I
felt inspired and strengthened. There was a new benefit in existence. My happiness consisted in the certainty that I was to
bestow health, to snatch from death the suffering infant, to guide
the blind man into light, to sound the voice of heal.ing in the ear
of the deaf, to be a support when disease oppressed my neighbor,
and a staff of strength to the sick who stepped in the path that lay
before me. And yet, friendly reader,~ was not lifted up with
self-importance. The blessed work. that I saw to do, instead of
exciting my self-esteem, almost oppressed and overcame my soul.
My gratitude was very deep ; the responsibility would be weighty,
and my life was to become a sober reality.
The prolonged silence, or rather my iucommul)ic!J,tiveness, induced the operator to ask, "Can you see ~U~ything to~night, Jackson?"
" Oh, yes!" I ejaculated with enthusiastie emotion, " I have
some new directions to give. I no'! see the gog(\ gf rnl late
visions."
"Well," said he, "I am ready."
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" In the first place, then," proceeded I, " we must make a
change."
"A change!" exclaimed the operator, somewhat startled-fearing perhaps that I was about to leave him-for his heart was
already set upon the daily practice of throwing me into clairvoyance.
" Yes, 'tis good that we should," I replied ; " and to-night is the
time to begin."
" Well!" sighed he with true submission.
"First, then, I see 'tis good," said I, "to spend no more time
upon wonder-seekers ; because, even when satisfied, they do not
advance the truth of this science ; neither do they continue to ~e
believers, but, either from sheer intellectual indolence or actual
laok of judgment, they return night after night for a repetition of
old tests, or else want different evidences. All time spent to
gratify such, is immorally squandered."
"How, then, shall we convince the unbelieving?" inquired the
operator.
"By doing good," I enthusiastically replied; "by examining
and prescribing for the sick.''
"Must your powers be confined exclusively to the sick?" he
asked, with a little show of disappointment.
" Yes, after this," I renlied ; and then proceeded to give ample
directions. Our future time was to he systematically employed.
Certain hours were to be devoted to diseased applicants. I was
to remain in the clairvoyant state only just so long (two hours and
a half) at each sitting; the magnetic process was to be conducted
thus and so; and our time was to be rewarded by the charge of a
moderate fee to those ouly who were in easy circumstances.
What further happened that night I will not stop to record.
The reader is now made acquainted with the disposition of my
time, and the direction of my clairvoyant faculty. But it should
be borne in mind, meanwhile, that no knowledge, of either the
great uses and benefits which I saw, or of the rules and regulations
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by which we were to be guided, was brought out into my natural
state. Hen~e, when not clairvoyant, my mind was not without
an indefinable apprehensiveness-a secret feeling, a fear perhaps
-that my soul was the involuntary dupe of some mischievous magician, the :victim of some baneful and irresistible enchantment.
These dreamy misgivings were frequently roused by the slight
intimations and dark insinuations of certain meddlesome persons; and yet, whenever I let down the line and sounded the
depths of my soul, I found no unhappiness there, nor even a wislt
to restore my former relations with the ever-esteemed Mr. Armstrong.
In justice to the operator, it should be related that, as a merchant-~ilor, he stood among the first and foremost, and consequently had a large proportion of the public patronage. His
business was abundant and profitable. Notwithstanding this, however, his love of humanity was so pure, and his spirit .so conscientious, that, encouraged by the adoptive heart and energetic mind
of his wife, he abandoned his profession, and devoted himself to
obeying the rules which I had presented. He did this, incredulous reader, with the bald prospect of unbounded persecution and
of continued pecuniary loss.
Shortly after my vision of the sheep and shepherd, the compound mystery of which had become nearly gossiped out, I called
upon the utilitarian, or rather, in a thoughtless mood, I found myself wandering into his store ; whereupon he said:"I hear strange stories about you, Jackson : some say you're
half-crazy."
" Crazy !" I exclaimed, with unfeigned uneasiness.
"People will talk, you know," said he. " How long do you
think of continuing as you arc?"
"'What-to be· magnetized?"
"Yes-that's what I mean."
"I don't know,'' said I; "perhaps all next ·summer."
" Do ;yo'H mean to let mesmerism step m between us," he
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asked, "and put a damper on your fair prospects as a business
man?"
" I don't know,'' answered I gloomily ; "it seems just now that
my clairvoyance is· useful to sick folks."
"Indeed !" exclaimed he; "do you make cures?" ·
" Folks say so," I replied.
" Yes, I've beard so too ; but do your patients really get
well?"
" Several persons declare that I have cured 'em," retnrned I;
"but we've got new rules now, and may cure more.''
"Well, success to you, Jackson," he responded good-natn:redly.
" If you're really a prodigy in that line, I suppose I must spare
you a while longer; but mark! don't be wheedled ·out of your
share of the remuneration.''
And this, for many months, was the last conversation between
Mr. Armstrong and his truant apprentice.
In this place I feel moved to record several remarkable occur·
rences that transpired both before and after the startling events
of the memorable 7th of March. The incidents to whieh I now
refer were evolved during my medical examinations-.
Permit me, kind reader, to premise somewhat by alluding to
the fact that, through clairvoyant inspection, I soon ascertained
Disease to be a want of equilibrium in the circulation of the
vitalic principle. Of this there was uniformly presented one of
two evidences- either an excess in some particular organ or locality, or else a deficiency. The results of the former I soon
learned, as by instinct, to term acute or inflammatory, of the latter, chronic or slow and surreptitious diseases ; each fo1·m requiring
very different treatment from the other. And, what was equally
remarkable and beautiful, while in my clairvoyant condition I
seemed to 'be a sort of connecting link between tile patient's disease and its exact counterpart (or remedy) in the constitution of
external Nature! For each visceral or organic deficiency and
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need in man (which may be the basis of <tisease), I instantly perceived a corresponding agent of gratification or restitution. Even
so to his every functional, nervous, or muscular neces~ity or demand (which may also become a disease), I could discover an
approp:date and adequate supply.. The existence of this supply,
this agent, this remedy for disease, I first felt as by an instinctive
sympathy; and then, in nearly every instance, I would proceed
to exercise my power of vision to see in what field, or book, or
drug-store, the required ~ticle was· located or described. In this
silent and mysterious manner-that -is, by looking through space
directly into Nature's laboratory, or else into medical establishments-! easily acquired the common (and even the Greek and
Latin) names of various medicines, and also of many parts of the
human structure~its anatomy, its physiology, its neurology, &c.;
all of which greatly astounded the people, and myself not less
when not clairvoyant-for then I had to rely solely upon hearsay
and gossip. The secret) then, ?f my prescribing successfully was,
tl!e bringing together of specific medicines to supply a physiological demand, or to equalize the unbalanced vitalic principle. And
yet, what is not a little strange and paradoxical, during the first
years of my medical experience I could not give a satisfactory
solntion of my own method. In fact, I did not comprehend the
extent and impo~ of my own perceptions-no, not even when
most exalted in my mental illumination. The reason w11s, that
I had not yet reached that superior condition which is represented by the fourth of the diagrams describing magnetical progression.
Having made this prefatory digression, I will now proceed to
relate a few illustrative incidents : One night, while at Mr. Bartlett's residence, he requested me
to go (in spirit) and examine some person in the vicinity of Utica,
New York. As was customary in such .experiments, the operator
resigned his seat to the soliciting party, who, taking my hand:;
asked, " Will yoll go with me to see a friend ?"
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On this occasion my clairvoyant condition -was good, so I replied
in the affirmative, and waited further suggestions. At this hour
I can remember how plainly I could then read his mind. He
knew the direct road to travel, and the house where his friend
resided, and hence could readily pronounce and decide upon th~
correctness or inaccuracy of my observations. Printed distinctly
in his mind, like the lines on a map, I saw the highway leading
from Utica to the house in question ; and had I been disposed, I
know that, from such a picture alone, I might have satisfactorily
described the externals of the route and the habitation in which
the patient was at the time. But suppose I had relied upon his
mind and recollections for my impressions or knowledge of the
localities, then how would I have obtained the next branch of information-the exact condition of the diseased individual-of
which he had no accurate knowledge?
The case was clear. Independent vision, alone, was my only
reliance. So off I started! Over hill and over vale I spedflying like thought from county to county-till I located the
neighborhood. Orally I described a house here, a barn there, a
chur~ yonder, &c., all of which Mr. Bart1ett recognised in the
main as correct. When arrived at a certain. residence, I slowly
described it and the appearance of its inmates, especially the
symptoms of a sick person there. This description did not quite
satisfY Mr. Bartlett. It seemed at best but partially correct, and
somehow to be blended with the personal appearance and symptoms of another friend of his in that region. But I persisted that
I could find no other sick person in the neighborhood; and after
a few more descriptive remarks, which were also unsatisfactory, I
yielded to the attractions of my body and returned like lightning
to its welcoming embrace.
Now, investigating reader, here are two points to remember for
further explanation: one is, that I supposed that I actually travelled with my spirit's entire personality through the space, and
yet I could all .the time hear and converse with the clergyman ;
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the other is, that, in relying exclusively and resolutely upon my
own powers of clairvoyant discrimination, I ran off the track, so
to speak, and, like a boy delighted and bewildered with the perfect
pa~orama of new sights, I overlooked the true object of my search
in my impulsive sympathy for another suffering person in a remote corner of the county. But this experience seemed to be
sandwiched or interposed between a long catalogue of excursional
tests the most convincing. I record it, therefore, for the benefit
of the impartial psychologist who loves to search out metaphysical
laws.
A very different fact comes next in order.. One day a countryman took the chair for an examination. My vision was clear,
and, after a few moments' inspection, I discovered his disorder to
be deafness. With the internal structure of the ear I had already
become familiar ; and, being a connecting link between the empire
of want and , the world of supply, I easily felt out the remedy.
This was very remarkable. The singular character of his deafness (the thickening of the lining membrane, &c.), called for the
magnetic moisture of the rat !
:• Of the rat!" exclaimed the astonished operator, as I suggested
the strange remedy, " How can it be done?"
"The patient must place the warm skins of the rats over and
back of each ear, every .night," said I, " for a certain ·length of
time, ami then let me see him again."
The countryman was at first greatly discomposed by this fantastic prescription, but finally resolved to have traps set in every
house and barn in his rural district, besides offering a reward for
a certain number of live rats delivered at his home. The premium soon brought him dozens of the fated creatures, with the hot,
humid skins of which (immediately after killing) he ratified the
eccentric prescription. And I subsequently heard that, contrary
to all belief, the disa ,.-eeable remedy wrought his much-desired
restoration.
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One cold night, while I was examining some patients, a citizen
entered in great haste, and requested immediate attention.
" I don't believe much in 't," said he, "but I want relief."
He took the chair, and instantly I detected a monstrous felonnot in his heart, but on one of his hands-which was growing
rapidly worse, inflaming the entire arm, exciting the whole nervous fabric, and threatening 1Iim with the agonies of lockjaw.
Away, away, flowed and spread my sympathies over the fields of
creation-feeling, feeling, feeling, with an exquisitely intensified
sensibility-for the nature and name of the most appropriate and
expeditious remedy.
" Oh, yes !" exclaimed I, «that's it- that's just the thing."
"What, Jackson?"·
"This," said I: "get a live fl-og, take his skin rlght off, and
bind it on the diseased parts."'
" Are you certain," inquired the anxious and agonized patient,
" that I can save my finger ?"·
"Yes, quite certain," I replied; "only do what I have directed."
But where to get the frog-that was the next question. The
inexorable Frost-King still carried the keys of streams and springs
dangling from his royal girdle. The ice was thick over every
cavernous retreat in which the frog-family takes up its winter residence, and hence the prospect of obtaining the remedy was densely
beclouded and disheartening. And yet, as if directed by some
ever-seeing and controlling intelligence, the suffering man betook
himself to a certain spring below the village, where, Io and behold!
a frog had providentially just hopped out, and was hastily and
impiously scrabbling back again, when he was caught, instantly
killed, and his electrical skin bound upon the incorrigible felon.
The cooling effect upon the inflamed hand was delightful. And l
was afterward told that the cure was perfect.
One more illustration may be given. A patronizing and semibelieving individual, belonging to the wealthy classes, opened the

CHANGE OF

PROGR~IE.

257'

way for our admission into an aristocratic family. The respectable head of the establishment, an elderly gentleman, was affiicted
with deafness. Aside from the amusement which the party sought
flippantly to extract out of clairvoyance, they seriously desired
that an examination should be made of the old man's diseased
ears, with especial reference to their restoration. After looking
into them a moment, I exclaimed" He's too old !"
"What's that?" asked the operator.
" He's too old to get well," returned I. "Beside~>, ,;here's a
thick incrustation along the passages leading from the eaf tc. the
throat; There's some ossification, too."
"Hey?" shouted the patient. "What's all that.;..The operator in a loud voice explained. 'l'o which the thou~ht
ful old gentleman very reasonably replied: "I have long since
abandoned all hope of having my hez.ring entirely restored. AU
I ask is, relief, relief-that's what I seek."
" Do you understand him, J:..cks:>n ?" asked the operator.
"Yes," replied I; "and I will now see what there is for him."
Away I :floated through. t'ae wild-woods and far over the extensive fields, and presently returned with'' Good ! I've found the true agent of relie£"
" What is it?';:........" What is it?" shouted half the party. "Why,
it'll be the boy's fortune if he makes a cure!"
"Yes, what is it, Jackson?" inquired the animated magnetizer.
" He must get," I replied, "he must catch thirty-two weasels."
" Hey ?" screamed the deafened patient- who had heard just
enough to be shocked and alarmed-" catch what?"
"Thirty-two weasels," I repeated, and then continued: "take
off their hind legs at the middle joint, and boil out that oil which
Nature has deposited in the feet and the parts adjacent thereto;
and this preparation, being an oleaginous and penetrative liquid,
must be dropped (one. drop at a time) in each ear, twice a day,
till the whole is gone-when you will he nearly cured!"
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"Reediculous !" exclaimed a feminine member, almost overwhelmed with a flood of silk and satin upon her refined person;
"perfectly reediculous ! And how disgusting, too! Bah! weasels' feet! But-I wonder if he can tell what ails me?"
" Wait a little, madam," the operator politely suggested, "till I
ask a few questions. Jackson," he continued, "do you really
mean to prescribe weasels' oil fo'r this gentleman's deafness ?"
" Yes," said I, "there's nothing else so sure to help him."
"Nothing else!" muttered the half-disgusted patient, "then I'll
remain as I am."
Mter two or three more examinations we departed, leaving the
elderly gentleman more prejudiced than we found him. But to you,
considerate reader, I can whisper some good reasons to support
that singular p"rescription. They are these : There was just penetrative oil enough in the specified number of weasels to make
relief certain ; and besides, these creatures' feet contain an oily
secretion; soft and searching, unlike that of any other living thing,
and much better for the purpose contemplated than that of any
known tree, herb, or other American vegetable. All this I fully
comprehended in my clairvoyance at the time, but I uttered no
word in self-justification.
The skeptical villagers soon set the weasel-story into successful
locomotion. It travelled like the " something black as a crow,"
until the whole gossiping side of the community was overrun with
imaginary weasels; which excitement, however, ultimately subsided into a profound belief that Mr. Levingston was "a humbug,"
and that I voluntarily helped him for a moderate salary.
About this time, too, there was circulated a horrifying story,
purporting to emanate from my Clairvoyant state, that on a certain
day,all the northwestern portion of the village would sink-be
swallowed up by the prodigious mouth of a hungering and thirsting earthquake-and that all the inhabitants thereof, especially
disbelievers, would disappear down the same yawning chasm, and
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never be heard of more ! But the monstrosity of this wholly untruthful report ere long put the extinguisher upon it.
Another, however, soon followed. It was this: that the wellwater everywhere in the village had suddenly imbibed from the
earth a deadly poison, which could be separated from the fluid
only by~straining the water through red flannel. Believers went
straightway and purchased the crimsoned substance. One merchant affirmed that, in one day, he sold a great number of yards
of red :flannel expressly for strainers ! But the skeptics laughed,
used the well-water without filtering, and didn't feel the first
symptom of being poisoned. Hence tliey " knew 'twas all a
humbug," and wondered how people could be so deceived.
But, sick of these silly slanders, I turn once more to you, fraternal reader, to whisper a word of explanation. It was true, I did discover some unwholesome properties in a tumbler of water brought
from the operator's well, and I did admonish the family not to
drink or cook with it unless it was properly filtered. My suggeiltions were followed. A piece of red flannel was employed for the
purpose, without attaching any importance to the color; and from
this trifling circumstance alone :flowed a big river of scandalous
rumors detrimental to clairvoyance.
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CHAPTER XXXVI.
MY JOURNEY TOWARD THE VALLEY.

"I see the light, and I hear the sound;
I 'II sail on the flood of the tempest dark,
With the calm within and the light around
Which malt.es night d~ty ."

IN stillness deep and deepening I pursued my lonely way.
Outwardly the spirit of spring was rife with beauty, glee, and
gfory. The sky was all blushes, the earth was bespangled with
budding flowers, and the sun smiled down upon the habitations of
men. But I, though a mere youth, did not share in the cheer and
chime of the season. Solitary and sad walked I down toward the
valley-which separated Mount Use from Mount Justice-and
there was dwelling there no familiar heart to calm and comfort.
The azure concave of heaven was too cold and too far off; the rosemingled skies of the upper realm gave me 1\0 solace, no message of
peace ; the holy glistening stars of night looked kindly down, but
from too lofty places ; the beauteous birds laughed and chir-ped and
twittered with far too much levity; the greetings and gabblings
of the young men and acquaintances were too thoughtless and
insincere-in short, I was not in accord with anything without or
within, save this: a prayer to know my doom, to have the doubt,
and gloom, and agony of my young soul, (lither dispelled or fixed
as the penalty of my unresisted enchantment.
The subjective effects of my initiatory vision began to be fully
realized: Remembering nothing when awake, of what I had
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seen or said in my mystic slumber, I was deprived of nearly every
rational source of strength. Bad I retained but a thousandth
part of the truth, the beauty, the sublimity, the consistency, or the
prospective usefulness which I saw and comprehended while in
clairvoyance, there could have been no drear, no gloom, no emptymindedness, such as I now painfully experienced, but my pilgrjmage would have led away through fields of golden light and
normal understanding.
One effect of the sheep-and-shepherd vision was, the cleansing
of my brain of what little information I had absorbed from con. tact with my mother and the world. In my mind I felt as if
some practical housecleaner had hoed, and scraped, and scrubbed,
and swept everything out! Whatever of intellectual furnitureof thought, ·of opinion, of belief, of doubt, of proclivity-! had
before was utterly gone! Bence my soul felt not only extremely
small, but that what little space I had in it was empty-unoccupied, but very clean· and while, like the "rose just washed 'by
the shower," as in the juvenile ditty delineated. No mind ever
·felt more destitute of sense. The surface of no idle river ever
looked more idiotical~y calm. No book was ever more deficient
in thought-substance. No sheet of cream-laid paper was ever
more blank, unscribbled, or unblemished. Such was the first
psychical or su~ective effect of that marvellous vision-a result
which became more and more definite in my inner consciousness
as the weeks rolled away.
Another effect. of that experience-the outlines of which had
by this time faded and vanished out of memory-was, a paniclike conviction that I had lost or forgotten something, without
which I could not get along on the path of life ! This singular
oblivion hung like a pearly but impervious night-veil between my
feeling and the fact out of which it sprung and to which it pointed.
Dreamily, drearily, wearily, walked I down toward the valley that
skirted the future mountain. Now and then, it is true, a shadowy
hope lit up the empty cells of my understanding. " But I guess
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I don't know nothing,'' thought I; "and that are 's jest what I
b'lieve too." After trying to reason a moment I added: "No!
there's one thing I b'lieve-that folks is right when they ses I'm
makin' a fool o' myself. But I won't though! I'll go right
straight back to Ira Armstrong's, and let this 'ere confounded
sleepy business go to grass."
My spiritual depression was rapidly becoming unbearable.- Impatience, and almost anger, disturbed my interior nature; and,
not knowing .what I had lost or forgotten, if anything, I concealed
my condition from the operator. One night, on being freed from
the magnetic power, I ran up-stairs, flung myself down by the
bedside, and burst out into the following supplication : " Oh, kind Providence who art in Heaven, I thank thee that I
live; but, as I now feel, I don't know whether I'm right or
wrong. Oh, kind Providence, let me know what I have lost or
forgotten!" At this moment I seemed to remember, vaguely,
that I had lost a walking-stick-a sort of cane-which some
kind stranger had given me weeks previous, but I could not recall
the circumstance, and so my haunted soul was once more filled
with silence and gloom. Then I continued : "Oh, good Providence, of whom my mother used to tell me, I will be very Il!.uch
obliged iL you will show me what is right."
There was a quick flash of light! Alarmed, I glanced around
the room. Nothing but a faint star-light relieved the intense
darkness. Again I bowed my head and again the dazzling flash!
I looked, and beheld an oblique line of light-an exact image ofthe ·cane shown and given me by Galen I Instantly my memory
returned! I perfectly knew the beautiful gift, and reached forth
my hand to receive it. 'Twas gone! Darkness was again there,
and, in my·mind, a feeling of unsuppressed displeasure.
Time passed-perhaps half an hour-ere I ventured again to
supplicate : " Forgive my hastiness, my momentary anger, kind
Providence ; but do grant, I pray thee, that I may get and keep
that beautiful cane ,,.
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.Another flasli of golden light shot through the abounding darkness, and, looking up, I beheld a strange, transparent shee~ of
whiteness, on which was painted glowing words that seemed to
burn and beam and.brighten amid the silent air. I was not
fright!llled, but charmed ! Calmly I read the radiant words : "Behold!
HERE IS THY MAGIC STAFF:

UNDER ALL CIRCUMSTANCES KEEP AN EVEN MIND.
Take it, Try it, Walk with it,
Talk with it,

Lea~

on it, Believe on it,

For eve•··"
Over and over again read I those glowing, glittering, transplendent words of wondrous significance. But a doubt seized me,
and I asked: "Is that longest sentence my Magic Staff-' Under
all circumstances keep an even mind'-is that my cane, which I
thought I had lost or forgotten?" In a twinkling the sheet of
whiteness vanished, and in ite place was beautifully beaming forth
the reply-" YES." 'Twas enough ! My soul swelled with
thanksgivings ! "The Magic Staff, then, is no fiction," I joyfully
thought; "the secret is to take it, try it, walk with it, talk with it,
lean on it, believe on i!, for ever." Yes, friendly reader, I seized
this mental cane-the magic staff-and ran down-stairs, went out
in the open air, walked the streets, returned to my bed, lay down
with it by my side, arose with it in the morn, ate ~reakfast with it,
examined the sick with it, leaned on it whenever things went
wrong, believed on it at all times, and thus trudged I along dpwn
toward the intervening valley.
There happened about this time, in the midsummer of 1844, an
event of trifling impo~tance ; but I will relate it on the conviction
that no other circumstance can so well illustrate my mental status,
physical temperament, and deficient education.
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In accordance with the established programme, our medical
examinations occurred at regular intervals during the day. Between these sessions I usually occupied my spare time in walking
or visiting some friendly neighbor. One day, during my absence,
a young lady, an acquaintance of the operator'i;i family, left n
bouquet and her compliments for me! On my return both we1·e
presented. The beautiful flowers I enjoyed very well, but what
to do with the "compliments" I didn't know. At length, however, I concluded 'twas all right, and so let the affair pass without
further attention.
But two days afterward I received more flowers and more compliments; and what was yet mwe shocking, a cunning Iittle11ote,
concealed in the bouquet, asking me to take a walk with her that
very afternoon! "Now," thought I, "now's the time to lean on
my Staff." The invitation was very modest, and very prettily
worded, but I could n't think of accepting it ! Consequently I
hastened up-stairs, penciled off a brief note of' excuse, delivered
it ill person, and returned just as fast as I could. How glad I
was that s:he did n't see me at the door !
Another bunch of garden roses, interspersed with geranium
leaves, was next day left on the mantlepiece for me, with more
verba1 compliments, and another note embodying a similar invitation! My blushing suddenly attracted a visiter's attention, who,
being an acquaintance, said : " Davis, you're the greenest chap I
ever saw!"
" Why so ?" I asked.
"Why, there's a pretty girl in love with you," said he, "and
you're ·s,o verdant you don't know it."
" In love with ·me !" exclaimed I, astonished and confused.
"What businesss has she to get in love with me, I'd like to
know?"
"Why," replied he laughing, "she thinks you're a fine, sma1·t,
good-looking young fellow."
"Well," said I earnestly, "she must be made to know that I
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wants nothin' to do with gettin' in love, nor I won't nuther."
Here I leaned firmly on my Staff and mentally continued ; "Why,
I can 't think of marrying ! If there's ~~:nything ~ don't want to
do it's that. Why, I've coaxed mother more 'n twenty times
never to let me get married. I don't like the girls-they act so
foolish, and giggle, and simper, and sly-about so-l can't like 'em
any how!"
That night, however, brought me another sweet epistolary
nppeal from the fair one-calling me unfeeling and unsocialgently requesting me not to sleep myself to death-advising me
to attend church and get religion-and, lastly, urging me to visit
her at my earliest convenient opportunity. And, in order to wind
the chain of affection still more closely around my heart, she c~m
cluded with a few very original lines about joy, love, hearts,
friendship, bees, hot weather, sweet briers, honeysuckles, trailing
willows, &c., &c., all of which. I read and studied over several
times. Finally I tried very hard to indite an answer to the ·best
of my poetic ability. Persistently I scribbled and scrawled away,
and, 'twas only after I began to ache with fatigue in almost every
joint, that I succeeded in composing the following extraordinary
reply:"dear miss - " I g~t yonr pretty letter
and read it every word
Your poetry makes me better
i feel jtist like A bird.
"But my heart hain't reddy
to go beyund my keeping
And my feelins is too heddy
and ~y business is a sleeping.
" So i hope youi exc~se me
For not goilig a waiking
and i trust you won't ahnse me
it I stop our futer talking."

After· this poetic efl'usion; which is literally transcribed, I had
no fitrthcr trouble from that side of human nature.

12
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But my Staff was of the greatest benefit; in truth, it was my
invisible palladium-my two-edged weapon of defence. Every
rlay would bring to light some fresh business embarrassment, or
oome new and difficult test of clairvoyance, or some groundless
~~:: perplexing story of injuries wrought by our practice, and so
ull to the end of the chapter; but, amid all, my Staff was my
r:··i vate strength, my rod of support, my unbending consolation.
.
One day we were visited by a grim-visaged money-digger- a
;: :_rever in fortune-telling, signs, omens, &c., who insisted in using
·::airvoyance for his material benefit. But, on this occasion, as
when assailed by other and similar temptations, I relied solely
upon my Magic Staff, and my escape under all these circumstances was sure and speedy. There was wit.hin me an unconquerable repugnance to all Yankee speculatism and money-getting
operations generally. My unutterable dread of them - I will not
say hatred- repelled me from every one who dug for, grasped at,
or clutched after, "the root of all evil." In this particular I was
quite the opposite, in fact, from many who solicited my services.
At times, however, I had more agreeable visitors, who, notwithstanding, sought for information quite as much out of harmony
with our progr~me. From many instances of th.is latter sort,
I will cull one which (preserving in part the phraseology of a
friend to whom I related it) may interest the psychological inyestigator.
A fine-looking, portly, well-dressed, old English gentleman
came a number of times to Poughkeepsie, and wished me to look
clairvoyantly at something regarding which he was seeking information ; but for a considerable length of time we had so many
calls on our medical attention, and so many engagements with the
sick1 that I found it impossible to gratifY him.
One day, however, just as I was coming.out of the mystic condition, the same gentleman, who called himself Dr. Maryatt, entered our apartment. As on other visits, he had brought an eggshaped white crystal, into which he requested me to look, and tell

..
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him what I saw. "The ob5ervation," said he, "should be made
in a dark room." Accorrlingly, I took the crystal into the garret,
which was the darkest place in the house, and sat down with it at
the head of the stairs ; and, though I looked at it intensely for
some time, I saw nothing. Presently; however, shadows seemed
passing off like the clearing up of clouds from a landscape, and
then the crystal began to brighten up beautifully. Soon after, it
became so very bright that I was alarmed, and went precipitately
down.
Dr. 1\faryatt, however, assured me that no danger would occur;
so I went back, and renewed my observations. The same change8
which I had first observed again took place, and, when the light
began to soften, I perceived a landscape. It was a side-hill, rising
out of a ploughed :field, and there were several trees. Two men
were standing under the trees, one of them in the common English dress, and the other in a sailor's garb. Having seen this, I
felt considerably agitated, and again went down.
The dignified doctor said it was very satisfactory. But he asked
me to go once more, and look at the right of the hill-side. Presently, I did so;· and soon found a stone-bouse developing itself in
that direction, emerging, as it were, from the clouds in thai portion of the crystal. Next I saw what was in the house, and then
described people and furniture. One more observation, and I discovered a paper under one of tl1e roof-plates. As it looked brighter
than anything else, I thought it must be important. It was covered with dust and spiders' webs, and seemed to have been long
neglected, if not absolutely forgotten, by the inmates of the house.
Ou making this report, the doctor expressed great satisfaction,
saying, "that was the very thing which he wanted;" but he asked
me ''to go back again, and see if I could discover what the paper
was." Then I went again, and reported that it was "a deed."
But just at that moment I saw a copy of the instrument burned
under the trees.
It seemed to me that the man who had burned the copy of the
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deed was a distant heir, but had no fraudulent intention in doing so.
Plain enough I could see that he was dressed in the old English
style, and was more than six feet high. He had thought the family-heirs resided in Germany. The 1\'Iaryatt family, then living
in the house, did not know the value of the paper, and that was
the reason it came to be thrown away and destroyed so carelessly.
All these points, as seen and explained by myself, proved perfectly correct.
The foregoing account explains the fact, known to many, that
some temperaments, by looking on or into a stone, mirror, or
crystal, have the power of seeing certain representations connected
with the inquirer, and thus of describing the past, or foretelling
the future, which is commonly known --M fortune-telling; and
notwithstanding the probability that many gipsey-like persons,
who pretend to these occult arts, are impostors ; yet there are
multitudes of facts which cleal'ly and incontrovertibly prove that
some individuals really do possess this gift.
But when I made the examination, I had never heard of anything of this kind. In fact, for some four or five years, this circumstance seemed to me unaccountable on any principle of prevision with which I was acquainted. At length, however, I
resolved to examine the cause of my vision in the crystal. And
then, for the first time, it occurred to me that my gazing into it,
with so much characteristic earnestness, had induced, temporarily,
the state of conscious clairvoyance, which had enabled me first to
see the landscape, house, paper, &c., and then, by simple concentration of thought, produced a miniature reflection •f. them in the
glass before me. Since then, I have ~et several persons, especially very light or very black-haired females-who are most
susceptible- who, by virtue of long and concentrated gazing at
an ~bject, glide, without going into sleep, into a state of conscious
clairvoyance, which, in the early chapters of this volume, I have
denominated spontaneous somnambulism.
In regard to the origin and history of the magic crys_tal, I have
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ascertained but little ; indeed, I have felt no interest in it, and the
foregoing was my first and last experiment; but I, somehow, entertain an impression that it, or something corresponding thereto,
was invented by a physician of Scotland more than a century ago.
"The magic crystal," says Dr. Gregory, "is generally a round
or oval-shaped piece of clear glass. Several exist, and one is
now in my hands, which were made long ago, and used for the
purpose of divination, as in the case of the crystal of Dr. Dee.
It is said that Dr. Dee's crystal is still extant, and, according to
some, it was a polished mass of jet; bqt it does not appear that
the nature of the substance is of much importance, or rather, it
would appear that Dr. p~e }lad a glo~e pf glass or of rock-crystal,
and also a magic mirror, probably the piece of jet alluded to. The
essential point is that persons who gaze earnestly on the crystal,
often see the figqres of absent perspns, nay, as in ordinary clairvoyance, of such ~s are unknown to thel!l· T~e crystal of which
I spe~, j~ of the si~e ~d shape of a large turkey's egg, and was
sold some :rears since, by a dealer in cqposities, as an old magic
cr:rstal, with a paper containing certain mys~c!ll and magi(!al mlcs
for its use."
Havipg told ~U I l.mow concernipg tile crystal, and of the vhilosophy of the vision which I saw in th~t of Dr. Maryatt, I will
lj:lke my staff and continue my walk toward the hotto~ of the
valley.
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CHAPTER XXXVII.
SPECI.A.L PROVIDENCES.

"A traveller through a dusty road
Strewed acorns on the leaAnd one took root, and sprouted up,
And grew into a tree.''
WITH the advent and bestowal of the :Magic Staff came a lighthearted exuberance of feeling, closely approximating to a flippant
levity, which, at times, I was not a little ashamed to exhibit. A
thoughtless species of juvenile sport, bordering upon that of the
clown or buffoon, seemed to bubble fantastically forth, even on
solemn and religious occasions, causing me involuntarily to laugh
and manifest innocent merriment quite unbecoming to one of my
age and respectable surroundings. And yet, strange as it may
s~em, all this joviality, though natural and spontaneous, was invariably superficial, and never touched that mysterious sub-current
of noiseless energy which ever flowed through my spiritual C()nstitution.
One day I was abruptly accosted and severely treated by a
ministerial-looking stranger, who affirmed that my occupation was
not only "wicked," but that· my daily doings and momentary
thoughts were being recorded in heaven.
"In heaven !" ejaculated I - " recorded in heaven ! What do
they want of my doings and thoughts up there ?"
"Punishment, young man," he warmly replied; "to a.ward punishment for the bad deeds done in the body."
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"Well," said I mirthfully, "the writer of all my language during my medical examinations must have a great mess of hard
words to spell out."
" The eternal God of heaven will not be mocked, sir!" he replied, with manifest indignation; "and, sir, be warned-take
heed to your steps-before it's too late !" And his eyes flashed
with what farmers would call heat-lightning.
Fortunately the Magic Staff was in my possession, and so I
asked : '' Does God punish a feller for doing wrong when he thinks
he's doing right?"
"God, sir, has nothing to do with what !JOU think-remember
that, young man !" replied the loquacious and dogmatic stranger.
" His rewards and his punishments are based on his own system
of government-not on yours, sir, nor on mortal man's-and
you 'II fiqd it out when it's too late, or I'm mistaken!"
" His own system of government," soliloquized I, with a sudden
abstraction," I wonder what that means-his own system of government!"
In a moment I forgot the presence of the pompous stranger,
and, under a trance-like pavilion of emotion, I hastened up"stairs
and quickly passed into the somnambulic condition. This relapse
was a positive refreshment. It carried me back to my Hyde
Par~ nocturnal experiences, and caused me once again to enjoy
that brilliant auroral lucidity of imagination and intellect in which
I had painted so beautifully the garden of Eden.
My interior judgment and intuitions were bright and clear as
the cloudless sky of the upper realm ; my melodious thoughts flew
hither and thither like flocks of carrier-doves ; and hence I was
made ready for the examination and appreciation of some profound
subJect.
"The government of God," exclaimed I; "that's the question!"
And so it was ! Reverently, and with every emotion stilled like
:he hush of evening, I besought some knowledge of the system of
Divine rewards and punishments. What I saw I will not her~
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relate. But next day, vaguely recallin~ the outlines of my systematic meditations, I wrote them down. While engaged in this
employment, my door was opened, and in stepped my confidential
friend A. R. Bartlett, who, seeing me pen in hand and cap on
head, said jocosely : " Ah ! you 're quite a good-looking student.
What's your subject?"
"The government of God," said I gravely.
"Indeed !" returned he. "That's a good subject. Got anything written on it?"
" Yes, Brother Bartlett," I answered, " I have a few pages
which I'd like to read to you."
" That's good," said he, smiling at my uncommon thoughtfulness.
"Read away; I want much to hear it."
So I read over what I had remembered and written; to which
he replied : "That's very g~d. The subject is important, and
you have treated it well, very well. Why, Brothe.r Davis, if you
keep on in that way, you 'll become a good thinlter."
But, three days subsequently, I verily believe that I could neither recollect nor connect twenty words of what I had read to my
friend ; and had I not recorded them at the time, I think my mind
would have obtained but little benefit from that hour of intuitional
illumination.
In order to give the reader some idea of my moder~te ambition
-to show that, while, in my natural state, I felt no anticipations
nor aspirations after fame-I will record the foll~nving little circumstance :I purchased a two-dollar acco:rdeon. The i~~onsiderate enc·
mies of clairvoyant revealments have asserted that my spare time
was devoted to the studying of books. But I think the unfriendly
neighbors who, day after day, heard tlle drawling discordances of
my accordeon, would be willing to take a solemn oath to the contrary I The fact was, that, without the use of notes, hut aided
solely by my uncultivated love of musical accords, I meant to learn
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to perform on the instrument. What for ? Candidly this : I ltnew
of my extreme poverty ; of my very deficient education ; of my
dependent coudition, without a trade or other reliable means of
support; and I was not certain that my clairvoyance might not
fail me any day, or I be so ui)fortunate as to lose my eyesight, or
my hearii!g, or my l~mbs, by some unforeseen accident or disease :
and hence, as a pr~~ti?nary measure, I CQI!cluded to employ my
spare lt!mrs, between the magnetic sessions, in perfecting myself
on the accordeop. "Who kp<nvs," thought I mournfully, "but I
may be obliged some time to depend on this instrument for a few
crusts of. bread? Wh~ knows but I may become a blind ac::cordeon-player ~ the streets of s.ome unknown c~ty? Who knows but
in years to come I may be compe~ed to repeat those plaintive
words I heard at school :----:- .
"'Pity the smTows of a poor old man,
Whose tremb!ipg limbs have borne him to your door,
Whose days
dwindled to the shortest span:
Oh, give relief, and Heaven will bless your store!'"

are

'l'he wi:~;ard-mystery that still hung over my daily occupation,
and the occasiopal feeling of uncertainty as to its continuance and
actual value, served to dampen that aspiration which is natural to
youth ; and, but for m;r strong Staff, I think my dreamy and unambitious mind would have led me hac~ to resume the trade of
Ira Armstrong.
" Pay unto day uttereth speech, apd ~ight upto night showcth
knowledge." Like imperceptibly was woven a golden weft of
sympathetic interest which brought me numerou~ irltelligent admirers- persons of high and low degree, wbo valued my rare gift,
and extolled in unmeasured terms the gooti I was doing -yet, spiritually, I remained unmoved and stoically dispassionate. No pride
inflam~d my spirit ; no vanity ; no ambitio~ for disti-nction ; n~ love
of power ; no desire for wealth ; no asph·ation to know the secret.<~
of cloister, school, or college; no sensations of yaunting self-hnportance, eYer disturbed the unseen current of rey soul. On the conI~*
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trary, from hour to l1our, from day to day, from week to week, I
lived anJ travelled on- even without in any manner realizing
that I was taking a single progressiYe ste,P-toward the very
bottom of the psychological valley.
Now I puffed and blowed (or played) on my asthmatic accordeon ; and· then my young flesh would become penumbed by the
operator, · and my spirit examine the present or absent sick.
Awakened, out I would go to get a breath of fresh air; and then
::-eturil to the instrument with whieh I might one day possibly earn
a livelihood. Thus for months dwelt I in the psyehieal valleywhere a gray haze pervaded and bedimmed every intellectual
object, giving a neutral and doubtful appearance to my immediate
future-and yet, :r was even then at the base of another mountain, still invisible, but toward the summit of which I was steadily
and unconsciously wending my way.
Several patients were undergoing examination when a gentleman entered as an invited observer. This was Rev. Gibson
Smith-then occupying my friend 'Bartlett's former position in
the pulpit- a very decided skeptic concerning the professions of
clairvoyance. An interest was soon awakened in him, however,
almost amounting to conviction; ami, being somewhat lliseased,
he requested an examination of his own eondition. This was
given, and he said: "That's perfectly satisfactory."
This man was possessed of a positive, decided, up-and-down,
uncompromising, mental organization, which he wished me'to examine and report. I did so, while blindfolded and clairvoyant,
and he said: "The truth is irresistible, and I'm compelled to
believe it."
Having got along thus far in the new faith, he said: "That
there is something in Mesmerism I ean not doubt. When the
animal heat is withdrawn from flies, toads, serpents, bears, &c.,
why of course they g~ to sleep, and sleep all winter too, and wake
up all right in the spring. Now," said he, addressing himself to
me, "can you tell me what's the difference?''
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At this interrogatory my mind became wonderfully lucid, and I
pi'Omised· to give him three or four lectures on the subject. Now
this announpement was a new thing. The operator was greatly
astonished, while I; privately seeing a benefit therein, was not
le8s delighted.
'' But," continued the s~eptical gentleman, still addressing himself to me," while I admit 1\Iesmerism and this thought-reading
power of yours, I don't believe that your mind can travel with
any more accuracy than mine does in dreams."
"You do n't, eh !" exclaimed the sanguine operator; ''then
just try him ! Ask him to visit any distant locality, and you'])
get satisfied."
"Well, I will,'' said the honest investigator. "Jackson, I want
you to go some five hundred miles..;_t'o New Portland; Maineand give me a description of the house and family of Mr. - - ,
who resides in that place."
•
Obedient to his request, off I sped as the light darts through
space, and, within the brief period of ten· minutes, returned with a
perfect daguerreotype of the premises and occupants !
"That's true! That's a fact! That's just so! No mistake!"
were the successive sentences of affirmation and surprise which
broke from the now fully converted witness.
"When shall I come for the lectures ?" said he. The appoint-'
ment was made. The operator now restored me to normal con~
scioqsness, and told me that I had given notice to lecture. 'Twas
:Ul unintelligible. That I should attempt anythin~ of the sort now
seemed to be the height of absurdity-so completely unlike were
my two conditions.
At the hour fixed upon, however, the new convert punctually
arrived, witlt paper and pencil, to take down the words which I
might utter. All the illuminations and emotions and events and conversations and visions of my clairvoyant history-as will be hereoafter explained-are now the unpurchasable property of my every
tlay or external memory, from which repository I can at any tim11
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draw data and circumstances as from a well-spring of diligentlyacquired knowledge. Therefore, as if 'twere yesterday, I remember my sudden mental elevation when I began to deliver the promised lectures to the interested amanuensis. Oh,'bow much I thought
I could comprehend! Nature bad come so to say, within the circle of my personal understanding. My uprising intuitions were
like so many educated and communicating angels. My expande<l
reason was like the ocean that rolls over the earth, and images
forth, meanwhile, the changin~ phenomena of the bending firmament. But my extravagant exclamations and enthusiastic professions at that moment I will not repeat, because the curious reader
may find the record thereof, with my co~rections, on page 210,
Vol. III., of the" Great Harmonia." Neither will I make further
reference to Gibson Smith's testimony, for that, also, may be found,
as penned by himself, in Vol. II. of the same series, commencing
on the four~enth page.
"What name will you give to the lectures?" asked the rec,order,
after I had completed them. "Your explanation of human magnetism is nearly all new to me, and I'd like to know what you'd
call this novel science?"
Easily as water runs down hill did the appropriate title glide
into my mind ; and I replied, " Clnirmativeness."
" Clair-what?" inquired the operator.
The word was duly repeated, and recorded, and published to
the world. But I now wish to correct its orthography. The
thought in my 'mind was this : the clear production of clairvoyance-and the term should have been" Clairlativeness," as defined
on page 153, in one of my re<"ent volumes, entitled, "The Present
Age and Inner Life."
Tl;!e new mountain was looming up in the distance, dear reader; and, all unconscious of my advancement, I was hourly climbing up its rugged slopes. The imperfect lecturt:lS on clairlati'l!eness were but steps- seeds scattered along the road- acorn~
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strewed on the lea- but th~y helped to accelerate and perfect
the psychological pilgrimage. J:3ut op.e see4 bore a rose- one
acorn only prod11ced an oak- dwarfed, yet good ~cl useful of its
kind. That is to s~y~ t~Qs~ fragmentary words and imperfect exp~anations of magnetism ~nd clairvoyance were wxought into a
brace of pop11lar discQurses. And :Mr. Smh~, taltii:Jg it to be his
duty to del~v~r the.lll., went ti.l;mly fo,rth.
The op~rator a11~ I ~u~t acco1Dpany h~m. 'Twas a new and
painfu~ ~~ for me, the preseJ:lting of myself, bl11~hi11g. '\Vith timidi·
ty and reserv,ati~n, befQre ~ strange and heterog!'lneo11s audience ;
to be put into D;IY n;~ystic s~umber a1D;id an impatient and b~ister
ous asse~bly; and subjected to the P~~J,-pricldngs, the finger
pinc~i11gs, t~e forc~p-n,itJpings, and the other phys~c~l t~rtures
devised by comn;Iittees e>f medical sk~ptics. .AJthol]gh, I had explained the laws of my own mental state, y~t was I as ~gJJol'aDt of
thep1 ar; a Hot~entot, ~d ~new not ~hat IQischie~ might befall me
ill pl,'esence of the peop~e. 4roid all, ~()W~y~r, tl1ere was in my
poSSE!~sio~ an a:gent of ~trength-the ¥agic Staff-on which I
confidingly re~ed, and by which I was ~ever for 11: moment betrllyed.
The persecuted trio -:the lecturer, the operator, and my~elf
set out for 1\lbany, Ne\'f Yor;k. Tbls s.id~~ll c~ty WI\S the
Sebastoppl of coqservatism. Its chro!JiC indifference to every
new discovery-: to anything o,u t of the usual rouq1;1~ c;>f mercantile trade or theological tr~dition -J,"endeJ,"e4 tl:!e advent of our
allied forces ~ot only an empqaticf~lure, bJI~ a;l~o inconveniently
expensive. In our dilemma: I was ~~r(J'\Vn inw clairvoyance.
Advice was freely given : to depart next morni1;1g fo,r :p~bury,
Connecticut. Unmur1Jilllri11gly '1\'e sped away over the Housatonic
railroad, toward the specified destination. This was my first ride
behind tile steam-horse. What I thought about the speed I will
not stop to indite. The recently-fallen snow was deep along the
traelc, and beautiful Danbury was reached only after a tecli,ous.
journey. Arrived, the lecturer's bills were posted, proclaimii~g
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the novel suqject, "Clairmativeness ;" and· promising the public
that experiments would be exhibited:
Night hastened on, the baH was filled to its utmost capacity,
and I was seated upon the platform. Oh, that I could have been
left to the gratification of my love of .solitude ! As it was, howeYer, I could ·but long for the· refuge or panoply of my mystic
slumber. The usual sleep· was readily induced; the excursional.
tests of clairVoyance' were tried, the committee ·announced their
satisfaction; and then followed the restitution of my normal !:!tate.
Was n'tiglad-'twas over? And didn't!hastenfrom tneha'Il?
At our next lecture and exbibitio~ I was again placed upon the
stand; to be tested with reference to the fact of physical insensiQJlity. Among the diagnosticating gYoup, which was selected
viva-'Voce by the audience, was a certain officious disciple of Esculapius. His skepticism had provided Jiim with various instru•
rrients· of torture, some of which he used upon my person, but
without disturbing the serenity of ' my individual consciousness.
In fact, I was removed far beyond nervous pain or bodily suffering- so profoundly thorough was my magnetic disenthralment.
On preparing for bed that night, a small piece of flesh fell out of
my pantaloons, having. been instrumentally pinched from the inside of my right limb; and: yet; when this cruel experiment was
made, I was totaliy unconscious of the· laceration~ In justice to
the sympathy of the people, it should be related that the doctor,
who had committed this unwarrantable · outrage, was ere long·
christened "Pinchers !" The town-boys, imbibing the spirit of
the general disapprobation, on seeing him, booted " Pincbers !"
And .subsequently, as I was told, the persecution became so intolerably pinching, that the professional gentleman left for parts unknown. But, though his extreme test was uncalled for, and the
injury be inflicted might have been serious and lasting,- yet I
cherished none of that hostility manifested toward him by the inhabitants .
. The sick came f~m all directions. Poor, diseased humanity-
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aching, groaning, limping, coughing, dying ! Our rooms were
filled to excess all through the day, and my external life was
mainly spent in the unconscious slumber.
About tllis time Mr. Smith perceived that his services were no
longer in demand. The people wanted physical, not intellect\lal
assistance : therefore he tu:rned back to 11isoharge his professional
duties. But the Poughkeepsie branch of the sect to which he
was then administering, (the Universalists,) being in quest of respectability and popularity, refused to extend as cordially as before the dght hand of fellowship. This gave him an opportunity
to revise the curious lectures, and prepare them for publication.
Perhaps the reader may have seen that strange and really suggestive pamphlet-a fugitive and mongrel production-containing a
strong infusion of the: editor's own nlind-with- the fourth and
last lecture reported word fur word from my clairvoyant utterances-the whole entitled "Clairmativeness, or Human Magnetism, with
Appendix, hy Rev. Gibson Smith," who must have
been a morally fearless man, a lover of truth and liberty, else the
public would never have heard of my simple words, uttered as
they quietly were under the protective retirement of the operator's

au
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Our long list of patients, in both Poughkeepsie and Danbury,
caused us to divide our time between the two places-occasionally
visiting Bridgeport and contiguous localities-during all of which
I continued,. extel'J]ally, to be. the same reserved and ignorant
youth; hut, silently relying upon my Staff, I walked steadily up
the high and rugged mountain. On our first visit at Bridgeport,
where many sick were added to our list, I formed the acquaintance of a certain· character who· will ere long appear in this psychologic drama, but for ·whom I did not at the time realize any
special attachment, as prophetic of the peculiar relations ·Which
were soon to subsist between us.
_Nothing happened .l any psychical interest to the reader until
May, 1845; at which time I was sorely assailed by an ardent_b~>
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liever in Special Providences and the second coming of Christ.
The religious encounter came off near the Episcopal cemetery,
whither I was leisurely walking for recreation and retirement.
The sectarist began by sarcastically pitying me in my perilous
entanglements.
" In your benighted and unsanctified condition," said he, " you're
at all times in danger of death and the judgment."
"Ain't you in danger of death and the judgment as well as
me ?" I asked.
"Assuredly I am," he warmly replied, "but I'm one of those
who believe on the Lord Jesus Christ.'!
" Well," said I, "are you safe on that account?'~
Disregarding my question, and bristling up with combative zeal,
he plunged into a long profession of faith, in substance as follows:
"I believe, sir, in Holy Writ, which says that there is to be a
second coming of the Messiah, I was taught in my youth to read
the_ Bible, sir, and to believe in a superintending Providence.'~
" So was I ; my mother taught me to believe in an oveiTuling
Providence," said I promptly. "And, what's more, I believe that
I've heard the voice of Providence a good many times since I was
a boy.''
"No, sir! no, sir! that can't be," interposed he with energetic
emphasis ; " 'twas the devil more likely! Why, sir, the Bible
and Jesus Christ both denounce the business you follow. Do you
- know, sir, what the Bible says ?-that the Jews were the chosen
people of God ?"
"Yes, I know that well enough," replied I, with a strong desire
to proceed with my ramble unmolested.
" Oh, you do, eh ?'' he sharply returned ; " then, sir, let me tell
you that the Jews were led out of the wilderness to the promised
land, but, while on the journey, it was their duty to overcome and
exterminate the inhabitants of that country.''
" What good did all that do ?" I asked. ·
"What good, sir?" exclaimed he, with rapidly-increasing warmth,
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"I'll tell you, sir! '.fhe E)Xtermination of the hcathcp, sir, was a
providential way ~f prom()t~ng the cause of Christianity and civilization."
''Is t~e ~ct of m~er an Elvil ?" I asked.
·~ Cert~Tl1y, •t ~s "!'roflg to ~e~troy human life."
" ThElJ:t,'' ~:ri1 I, " d~es God do ev~ t~at g~od fillY come ?" As
I spoke, I felt 11: ~~ of me~tal illu~ation w~ch momentarily
excited my int~!lectual organs, and I con~u!'ld: "l)oesn't God
inculcate a different doctrine ?"
".Aha!" said he, with a contempf11o~s sneer, "I thought you
didn't know anything unless y~u~re asleep. But I'll expose
you!"
" Please 1\Ilswer my question,'' quietly solicited I.
"Oll yes, sir, ~ will. Th~ governllleJ;J.t of God is in his own
hands. He ~ change it when he adju(lges necessary, and none
can stay hi~ ~;J;lld· T-hus, when he w~ so to do, he s~!lS wicked
men d~wn in the street; se~ds bitter, biting frosts to destroy the
fruit of ung~dly f~ers; :fills the land with lice and locusts ;
mak~S wars on disc;>bedient races of men ; stops the sun in its
conrse ; tur)ls the heavens into an oven of consuming fire; and
unconverted souls he sends into everlasting misery."
" Are you very sure ?" I inquired.
" I{oly Writ," he ans'Yered, " is God's own word, sir ; and that
says that he ~s don() so in all ages of the world. .And now, sir,
I bel~eve that the end of all things i~ near, even at the very door;
and my counsel t~ such as you, sir, ¥! this: Give up your sleepy
occup;:ttion, go b;tCk to your fol,"'Iler business, ke(lp the sab~ath-day,
and prepare for the awful conflagration."
" What co11:flagration ?" I asked, with great astonishment.
"Why, sir, the e11d of th~ wo~ld-:-the second coming of the
Messiah-the end of all things, as foretold in Holy Writ!"
"Oh, yes, I understand you now," said I, "and I will promise
to think of it."
"WiU you ?" replied he, mellowing down into a beseeching

282

.,.

THE IliAGIC STAFF.

mood: "will you think of it? Do so, my friend, do so-without
delay-and may the Lord of heaven help you!"
During all this conversation I df\pended on the strength of my
Staff, and it bent not; neither did I feax th::\t it would break under
even a much greater pressure', But when the nervous and zealous preacher passed on his way, and I had gained tne still retreat
of the burying-ground-through the sequestered paths whereof!
walked in deepest med1tation...:-then the Staff was weH-nigh neglected, and my mental afHiction became exceedingly intense.
For many subseqlient days my mind was painfully exercised on
the solemn subject which the severe and persistent sectaxist had
forced upon my attention. The world-wide interesting problem,
Whether there had been, or were t~~ow, supernatural interposttions
among men, for the pur]UJ8e of changing, reversi,;g, or regulating
human affairs and designs,_ was agitating my spirit almost continually; and I well remember the circumstances which attended its
final examination and settlement: And let me here expresswhich I can not but fcel-"-the wish that every inquiring mind
could be enriched with a similar revelation. I know, to the depths
of my soul, that it would emancipate the individual from the slavery
of ignorance, superstition, and bigotry.
It was the last day of the b1!autiful month of June when I received an authoritative impression, from the interior life, to ascend
the summit of a high but familiar mountain. :M:y native village
(by adoption) was visible at a distance on the opposite side of the
river. This mountain was my usual retreat; nothing was there
to disturb- but all outer things, the solitude; the stillness only
broken by the song of birds, and the scenery, were conducive to
spiritual development, elevation, and vision. Upon this mount,
and at tllis time, my spirit, in its accustomed manner, was enabled
to subdue and subordinate the body to itself, and my interior principles of perception were opened~ and were permitted· their easy
and natm·al exercise.
The problem rrstcd upon me with the weight of a mountain.
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But what I then and there witnessed I will not here repeat. The
reader can find it entire in my pamphlet entitled "The Philosophy
of Special Providenccs.'' Strange as it may seem to thee, dispassionate reader, yet it is true that, for five days after that vision, I
was a believer-an ignorant, miserable1 inconsolable believerin a Divine Providence of chan.gcful and fantastic manreuvres and
manifestations. My ~nrea:.soning conviction was so entire, that I
would not have been surprised to hear the thundering blasts of
that awfuf trumpet which was to awake millions to everlasting
happiness, and many more millions to everlasting misery ! And
I trembled lest I had from earliest youth been made the dupe of
some destroying ang.e};; Jest that mysterious voice which had so
frequentlY' soothed my troubled spirit,. was but the trick of some
unseen evil genius--the prince of darkness, concerning whose
existence I had ~al.'d so much. And yet, amid all this mental
commotion, the Magic Staff was .my support!
At length, as I was walking in the pathless meadows near the
village, I resolved to address a prayer to " kind Providence,'' and
invoke his aid in my tribulation. I did so, and that too may pe
found in the pamphlet heretofore specified. Immediately upon
concluding my earnest petition, I experienced, throughout my entire system, the eYidences of corillng vision. As soon as my clairvo/ance was perfect, there came unto me a glorious presencean ultra-tenestrial being-very beautiful imd tender-lookingwhose voice was the same that I had heard in moments of trictl
since my boyhood! 'Twas like my mother's-only sweeter and
more musical. What a divine revelation! Quick and luminous .
as the lightning's flash was the talismanic gleam that cleaved the
o-:erhanging shadows of my past pilgrimage. The whole of my
preceding history was opened up and explained. I had not been
dreaming-the voice was no imagination-the personage was no
baseless fabrication-no! no! no! Half-overcome with an exalted joy, I still leaned on ·my Staff, and listened to the angelvoice and celestial wisdom of my glorious Guide. His sublime
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utterances I have written out in the above-named publication.
Hence, in this book, I will but reiterate the fact that my spirit
was lifted triumphantly out of all doubt on the subject of Speci1,1l
Providences•
.As I pursued my walk homeward, my heart was filled with
happiness and contentment. Th!l night had come on, and it was
dark to the physical eyes. But the sunlight of an Infinite and
Eternal Day shone b'rightly through the now-unfolded portions of
my immortal soul ; and, by that Light which knows no darkness,
I had learned not to fear but to LOVE the Sqp:retne Principle!
But, alas ! the feebleness of my young body and the unmatured
faculties of my mind deprived me of the blessed memory when not
in clairvoyance-so impenetrable was the curtain of forgetf'Qiness
that hung between my two conditions. .And hence, though I felt
a peaceful tranquillity in reference to the exciting topic, ye~ I
could not give, in my daily walk, a single reason for the faith
within mel
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CHAPTER XXXVIII.
STRUGGLE FOR THE SECOND EMINENCE.

"Ah ! to the stranger-soul when first it peeps.
From its new tenement, and looks abroad
For happiness and sympathy, how stern
And desolate a tract is this wide world !"

THE beautiful naturalness of events about to be written, ClUJ be
appreciated only by reviewing a few weeks and thus obtaining
the advantage of a background. The charm of a landsCllpe, for
example, deperids chiefly on the relative position of the spectator.
The enchantment of distance is never to be rejected. No intelligent artist ever walks into the depths of a wilderness to see a forest,
nor puts he his head under " the sad sea wave" to behold the
grandeur of an ocean scene. In like manner, the intelligent
reader who would perceive consistency and beauty in this psychological history, should withdraw occasionally from the vicinity of
its items and survey the whole surface with the eye of a generalizing mind.
Previous to the experiences chroni~ed at the end of the last
chapter.:_during one of our professional visits at Bridgeport,
Connecticut-I distinctly foresaw, while in a lucid condition, a
new and higher psychical programme. The mysterious hurthen
of a forthcoming employment I had vaguely anticipated and
announced some months prior to this date, (May, 1845,) but owing
to my now greater mental advancement and comrrt'.hensiveness
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of vision, I could contemplate the new territory, calmly, like some
aged man well acquainted with the labyrinthine paths of human
enterprise.
:My prevision related to a series of extraordinary revelations,
which I would ere long be prepared to dictate for the presenfand
future benefit of mankind. These novel disclosures were to be in
part replies to hundreds of questions put to me by convalescing
patients and investigating minds, from the very beginning of my
mystical experience. Some of these interrogatories were curious,
entertaining, and important. An intellectual patient, for example,
having been satisfactorily examined, would beg the privilege of
asking such v~rbal or mental questions as these : " Can you tell me what constitutes the soul?'' or, "Is man's,
spirit immortal ?" or " Is man a free agent ?" " Is God a person,
or an essence ?" " What is life ?" " How did the earth become
populated?" "What is the main purpose of man's creation?"
"Is the Bible all true, or in part only?" "If'man lives hereafter,
where is the locality to which he goes on leaving the body?"
"Was Jesus Christ the Son of God, or God himself?" " Can
you tell me what is meant by the word hell?" "Is there a literal
place of suffering?" "Is the devil a person or a principle?"
"What do you understand by the term Holy Ghost?" &c., &c.
And to all such queries my invariable answer was-" :ee patient1
I shall some day know just how to give your mind ample satisfaction. When that time arrives, as it surely will, then I shall
dictate a BooK, which will contain my answers to your interrogatories. Be patient ! I can not examine anything but diseases
yet."

Thus from day to day, through all the time I spent with Mr.
Levingston, did I repel every attempt to divert my mind from the
original programme. In short, if the exact truth be told, I had
not yet reached the perfectly independent state. (See the diagram
of the' different stages of magnetism, p. 205.) My general condition was considerably mixed ; and my mind was but partially
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liberated. This fact I did not know till the first of July followmg:
at which time it began to dawn upon my understanding.
·This dawning was characterized by certain conspicuous eviJcnces or premonitions. One indication was, the intermittent
natu'e 91 my clairvoyant vision-.,.ac.companied with a partial
suspension of my .original .capacity to endure the trance. The
period of my magnetic sleep was consequently shortened or vari·
able ; and tpe feeling and lucidity of my mind partook largely of
the approaching change.
These unmistakable irregularities or fluctuations privately dissemi-habitual equanimity of my spirit. I grew sad
turbe4
and !ii;ssatisfied, without any obvious reason, and this reacted upon
the oper::;~.tor. One day he asked 1ne "to explain the cause of my
restlessness or discontent."
" I .can't tell," said I. with undisguised emotion. ~~ Perhaps
your magnetism i,s n't good for me any more."
"Ah !" ·exclaimed he sorrowfully, "I thought 't would be so!'
"That what would be so?" l asked.
"Why, that some of these new ac.quaintances would prejudice
your mind against me. Yes, I see how it is. They wish to get
you under their in:lluence.''
Now I am free to confess that this unqualified avowal surprised
an.d disconcerted me ; and, but for my Magic Staff, I think I
should have walked angrily out of his presence. It was a reflection upon my unshaken friendship fQr him, and so I replied:
"No, sir! you are entirely mistaken. It is true that I have ber-n
offered large sums to leave Poughkeepsie and go westward, but
none of our friends or acquaintances have ever tried to break up
our relation.''
" I 'm very glad to hear it;' said he ; " for it would be a pity to
do anything to prevent the delivery of that Book you have so often
promised.''
· To this I made no reply; but looked downcast and thoughtful.
Seeing which he proposed to give me a larger proportion of ou1·

the
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insignificant income, and so forestall all pecuniary temptation
which he suspected might be presented by others.
Appreciating his generosity and kindness, and knowing that our
average income for months together did not exceed what he used
to make at his calling in half the time, I strove to be cheerful
once more and to act wholly contented. All went on harmoniously
for a short time, save the peculiar variations in my clairvoyant
powers, preceded by a heavy magnetic slumber, and occasionally
terminating with severe headaches which the operator could neither
remove nor mitigate as formerly. These symptoms were for the
most part my own private property. To me they were extremely
ominous ! The shadow of a coining event darkened my horizon.
What the future had in store for me I could not discern. Therefore, though walking with and leaning on my Staff, my spirit was
painfully disturbed.
In this connection, dear reader, I wish to introduce a new
character. Nay! be not shocked. He's quite gentle and won't
bite. His name was Richard i but, for short, I called him
" Dick ;" and the chief companion of my daily walks was he.
In forin and weight he was remarklibly small and light; but,
instinctively, he was the biggest and most knowing dog in the
village. My fondness for the exclusive society of this little Dick
was undisguised. His head-and-tail manifestations of dogmatic
delight....,.on iny every return from a professional tour-were
strictly honest and gratifYing in the extreme.
I introduce him at this juncture, because that marceau of the
Spirit of Nature which animated his little body, did certainly
perceive the presence of invisible beings-and that, too, sometimes in advance of my own far more exalted impressibility !
And this inipulsive and unreasoning animal performed a valuable
deed for me at this crisis iri my mental affairs, which I shall presently proceed to relate. Allow me parenthetically to remark that,
1:1ince the advent of the circumstance about to be recorded, I have
observed that three breeds of the canine species are particularly
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susceptible at times to the presence of disembodied personages.
The first, is the unadulterated mastiff or hous•dog ; the second,
a cross between the spaniel and the bull-dog; the last, a second
remove from the common cur and a fourth from the pointer or
bird-dog.
On the particular occasion to which allusion is now made, I was
rambling and meditating in a distant field. My spirit was bowed
down by the pressure of some unknown responsibility. Hence I
walked like one fatigued with the baggage and burden attendant
on a long and lonely pilgrimage. The only visible companion of
this solitary ramble was my little Dick. His blithesome gambols
in the open fields-his gay and graceful springs and bounds for
the feathery songsters-could not now divert me. My spirit was
prayerful. I lifted up my voice toward heaven for instruction.
But no sacred sound reached my ear, and I was about to retrace
my steps; when little Dick attracted my attention by divers
demonstrations of uneasiness. He doggedly refused to return
with me homeward. On the contrary, he whined and snuffed the
air, look~d frantically upward, howled most piteously, and otherwise pantomimically signified his instinctive conviction that the
atmosphere contained something for me. Methought the unreasoning animal was momentarily crazed by his enthusiastic labor to
C!ltch the little birds ; and so believing, I whistled to him and pro·
ceeded a few rods apparently unmindful of his singularly frantic
beseechings.
But no ! he would not be persuaded; and overcome at length
by curiosity and a love of gratifying my pretty favorite, I resisted
no longer, but followed to a sequestered spot whither the ail'ectionate
creature invited me. "Well, Dick," said I sportively, "what's
going on here ?" In reply he exhibited his usual testimonials of
delight, and went dancing abont as if his litttle heart was perfectly
happy.
At this moment I felt the presence of my invisible benefaCtor. This sudden explanation was sufficient, and being at once
13
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abstracted, I listened to these musically spoken works : " Seelc-tk~
-m~ntain! .AJ-jour-o'clock. Delay-not. .A-visionwill-be-skow'llr-tkee." Breathlessly I - waited for one more
beautiful word, from the being whose voice was so like my beloved
mother's. But all remained still as a July noon, and I departed
homeward.
Before the appointed hour I crossed the Hudson, via ferryboat,
and was waiting in my familiar seat~upon the beautiful Mount
-nearly due west of the Poughkeepsie Main-street landing.
Gradually I passed into a high. clairvoyant exaltation, when lo I
there stood my glorious Guide like an angel of light !
"Thou art cast down and sorely troubled," said he soothingly
" wouldst thou know the reason ?"
"Yes," I replied, "I am oppressed. But I know not why."
"Then, if thou wouldst know wherefore thy spirit is cast down,
gaze yonder." Here he pointed above the horizon into the depth
of open space, and continued: " In a moment will I picture forth
thy past and thy future."
As he spoke, I beheld the vacant space suddenly occupjed with
a most natural and romantic scene. There was before me in the
distance a castle-looking structure, reared in the body of a great
mountain. The side of the edifice toward me seemed to have
been hewn down and removed, giving a free and natural view of
its interior parts and arrangements.
"Behold!" said he affectionately. "That represents the externals of thy mental history."
"Indeed!" exclaimed I. "How cold and desolate ! But I can
not understand the picture."
" Then," replied he, " direct thy vision into the first and lowest
apartment."
I did as he bade me, ani! lo !·I beheld an exact counter-likeness
of myself. It represented me in somnambulism. I was walking
about in the dark-seeing machinery, painting the garden of
Eden, &c.-while my expression was that of simple boyhood.
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In this basement story there were several windows, but they
looked upon the solid rock, and admitted no light.
" Yes,"· said I much amused and:animated, " that's just exactly
true!"
" Then," said he, " direct thy vision into the next and higher
apartment."
On lifting my psychological vision to the second story, I saw
another perfect representation of my own personality. There I
saw myself in the attitude of listening as if to words from unseen
speakers. Thus was I reminded of what I had heard in the
Hyde-Park cornfield, &c.;_ and again did I express myself delighted with the perfect. pictorial representation. Also, r remarked that the windows of this higher department opened
against the blank walls of ihe mountain, and admitted no ray of
natural light.
"Yes," said I, "that's just the state my mind was in during all
that period."
"Then," replied · he, "direct thy vision into the third and still
higher apartment."
Most gladly did I obey his direction. And this view was a
great relief. There I saw myself seated b~fore Mr. Levingston,
and, though my eyes were closely bandaged, they could ·discern
sunlight streaming through and vivifying the spacious room.
Now, the windows opened directly upon wide crevices in the
mountain fastness; and the silvery light which poured in through
those openings made them seem like loopholes leading the sou
out into a broad and sunny landscape.
"The picture is pe~fect !" shouted I with enthusiasm and grati tude. "Yes ! that's just the way of my mi»d." But while
speaking these words of recognition, I felt a sudden sadnessa desire for a vaster range of prospeet. Then I said: "Oh, kind
Guide! can you tell me why I can not see more of the exquisite
landscape beyond?"

•
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" W ouldst thou have a larger vision of this stone-bound house
of thine?"
"Oh ! yes, yes!" exclaimed I, "that's what I would have
next."
" Then,'' said he, "direct thy vision upward into the last and
highest apartment that thou canst for a season behold."
I looked and again saw myself impersonated. But now I was
seated before a man whom I immediately recognised as the
recently-formed acquaintance of Bridgeport, Connecticut. Still
my bodily eyes were bandaged, but the room was filled with light!
It was far, very far above every mountain projection; and the
windows, looking out from the circular apartment, opened upon a
scene the most effulgent and magnificent !
''What a desirable change !" I fervently ejaculated. "What a
delightful prospect! But I fear that can never be !" and, feeling
momentarily depressed, I dropped my head, and the vision vanished.
"Wiry dost thou doubt ?" he sweetly inquired.
" Oh, kind Guide !" I replied sorrowfully, "because my present
relation is wound round about with very strong ties. of sympathy.
It is firmly fixed in Mr. Levingston's affections. Besides, if I
should withdraw from him, and take another magnetizer before
giving the Bo_ok, methinks our. few and valuable friends would
not understand it, and I fear the validity and correctness of my
future clairvoyance would everywhere be disputed and denied."
"Fearful, indeed, is thy youthful mind," I replied the Guide.
"Tell me, if thou canst, which of two human attributes is tile
highest and the best-Sympathy? or Justice?
This interrogatory made me think long and profoundly, as I
supposed, but my soul could not answer it, and I said-" Your
question, kind Guide, is too deep for my mind."
Hearing which he smiled benignly and said-" Tell me, if
thou canst, which of two conditions of physical matter is most
useful and admirable-trees and no ship? or a ship m!ille of
trees?"
1
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In a breath I replied : " A ship is most useful and admirable."
"Ah !" be said with the same sweet and tender smile, "thou
art a quick scholar. But again; tell me, if thou canst, which of
two vessels is the safest in a storm-A ship given to the capricious winds? or a ship given to the mind of man?''
The utter simplicity of this question excited my mirth and I
laughed outright; but looking upon the calm countenance of the
Guide, I stilled myself, and replied: " The safest ship is that
which is given to the mind of man."
"Verily !" exclaim~d he, " thou art getting thy lesson well.
Keep it in thy remembrance from day to day.. And tell me, if
thou canst, which of two human attributes is the most admirable,
the safest, the highest, and the best-Sympathy ? or Justice ?"
As he spoke these words my mind comprehended the meaning;
and I answered : " Pardon me, 0 Guide, for not seeing your
lesson sooner. The highest and the safest is JusTICE, and I will
remember it."
''That," said he, "is the name of the mountain from the summit of which thy first teachings shall emanate."
Overwhelmed with an appalling sense of a painful labor-that
of withdrawing from my kind and clinging operator- I bent forward and looked dejectedly on the earth. In a few minutes I
raised my head again to ask another question. But, alas ! my
beautiful Guide had disappeared. Whereupon, realizing that I
was additionally enriched by some golden drops from Wisdom's
fountain, and that Justice had been newly enthroned in its own
realm within my soul's territory, I relapsed into my common state,
and returned to the operator's residence, wiih a heart full of joy
wholly inexpressible.
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CHAPTER XXXIX
.THE MOUNTAIN OF JUSTICE.

"Ever the truth comes uppermost,
And ever is justice done."
BEFORE retiring that night, on1y six hours a{ er the foregoing
lesson on the upland height, my memory was unable to recall the
particulars of what had transpired. " 'Tis too bad," thought I,
"to have a useful dream-to discern a beautiful truth-and not
have wit enough to remember it." And on the following morning
I had well-nigh forgotten the precise reason that led to the circumstance of my crossing the Hudson. Nevertheless, there was
a newborn and beautiful strength within- an energy and fearlessness in my organ of justice- which caused me to think of
doing whatsoever my conscience might eventually dictate. The
seed of change had been secretly ·planted, and it would grow;
the tide of a new river had just set through my being, and it
would flow; another sun was designed to brighten my mental
world, and it would rise ; the Magic Staff had been fixed in the
mountain, and the banner of "justice" would be unfurled ; and
so, although still too feeble-minded to carry in memory the immense wealth of my private providential experiences, there was
a certain unintermitting consciousness that gave me a strong
heart and a steady will.
Shortly after this we departed on one of our professional trips
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to Bridgeport. But I did not forget to take my Staff. In con·
versation with a resident-physician, some of whose patients I had
previously examined, I asked, " Can you tell what ails me?"
" What ails you ?" said he, with evident surprise that I could
feel bodily uneasiness like the rest of mankind.
"Yes," said I, "there's something wrong about my state.
Whether it's physical or mental I know not."
"Are you not able to examine yourself while in clairvoyance?"
be inquired. " Seems to me you can. 'Physician, heal thyself,'
as the good book says."
"No," I answered. '' I can't discern my own state of health
as I can that of others. 'T would be like lifting one's-self by his
ears.''
" Does your power of clairvoyance ever seem like fading out ?"
he asked.
"I think it bas of late," said L "And that's what makes me
feel so. unhappy, I guess.''
" Does Mr. Levingston's power over you decrease?"
"No, I think not; but he can't carry me any higher in clah:·
voyance ; perhaps, he may not hold me where I am now. I
sometimes feel so.''
"Indeed!" exclaimed the physician. "If there 's anything
desirable in this world, it is your power. Why, my dear sir, I'm
indebted to·you for a faith which I would not exchange for any' thing I know of.''
" Well," said I, " if I go on as I am, my clairvoyant candle
will soon be snuffed out. But there's a change of some sort at
hand."
" Ah !" responded be, " do you think of changing operators ?"
"Not that I know of," said I, gloomily. "But I'm certain
there's going to be something different, though I don't know
what it is.'' ··
"I suppose," returned he, "that you can see who the right person is, if you should have to get a new magnetizer. For myself
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I'm free to say that nothing would afford me more gratification
than practising medicine by the aid of your prescriptions."
"Wen, what's before me I can't foreteH," I replied. "But
should you be the man to magnetize me, I shaH surely present
myself at the proper time."
And thus ended our candid conversation. But from day to day
my spiritual discernment faltered and flickered; which fact conduced greatly to the reinstatement of the drooping depression that
had weighed me down during the few weeks preceding. Finding
it next to impossible to advance with the examination of patients,
we (Mr. Levingston and I) departed rather precipitously from ·
Bridgeport, to fulfill our corresponding engagements in Danbury,
'
whither we arrived the same afternoon.
'Twas now about the nineteenth anniversary of my birth-day.
The rich and pearly hours dripped their ripeness into harvestfield and meadow. The gracefuHy twining vines and upspringing
affluence of the soil, the soft breathing of garden-flowers, and the
musical chorus of delicately-formed insects, imparted manifold
pleasures to the susceptible imagination ; but such pleasures
were not the guests of my bosom ; and the congratulation of
friends upon the recurrence of my birthday, so grateful always to
him who values his existence, feU like dead flowers upon my
oppressed and bewildered spirit. Decision of character I had recently acquired ; but what to decide upon? that was the question.
One mop1ent, judging from my contending sensations, I feared the
incoming of protracted illness-the next, I didn't know but
duty called me back to Ira Armstrong's. Now, my affections
leaned toward the Bridgeport physician- then, they nestled
clingingly in the operator's kindly heart. At length, I sought my
tower of defence, Solitude. Leaning on my Magic Staff, I interrogated the bending heavens for instruction.
Long and patiently waited I for a few words of comfort. None
came. 'Twas a calm and lovely hour, how:ver, and I lingered
far from my fellow-men. I watched the effulgent sunbeams as.
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one by one, they fornwd the holy temple of the Day. I heard
the wild bee sing its song of labor; and marked the beauteous
robin as it bestowed kindly offices on its young; but these joyous
creatures had no message of wisdom for me. Mine was the poet's
sad song:"I feel like one who treads alone
Some banquet-hall deserted ;
Whose lights are fled, whose garlands dead,
And all but he departed."

But relief was at hand. In the midst of my meditations a
came over my spirit. My nature appeared to spring, as
by an instantaneous growth, into unfettered and self-reliant manhood. The cable-like chain of locked arms and fraternal hearts
that bound me to Mr. Levingston, seemed suddenly broken ! The
magical spell with which he unintentionally drew me from Ira
Armstrong, was wholly neutralized and dissipated. The luxurious freedom of individual ownership rushed over me like a flood
of heavenly joy. My soul was strong, and free, and wholly my
own. What a marvellous liberation!
On returning to our boarding-place, through the thickening
twilight, I met the operator, who, with a look of unusual anxiety
and impatience, said : "You're a truant · youth, and no mistake.
Several patients have been waiting all day for you. Now they 're
gone. Where have you been so long?"
The glorious news of my unexpected emancipation I did not
·reveal ; but, planting myself firmly on self-justice, I told him that
my condition demanded a suspension of his magnetism. And then
I intimated that we had better refuse all applications for the present. To this he stoutly objected, as I antiupated he would ; hut
I as stoutly insisted, and so the matter terminated.
Next morning I was no longer wandering in the fog of doubt._
The horizon of my individual rights and duties was luminous as
with spiritual sunshine; and I walked once more like ·a being of
independent life ami understanding! M;y very life-blooc1 ~q<l
,~hange
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nerve-auric principle had been saturatej with magnetism for
nearly two years- making me the mere "subject" of another's
will- but now my will and my individuality were wholly distinct
and self-controlled. But I was still a youth, and too weak to go
forward alone. Presently, therefore, I realized a drawing toward
the Bridgeport physician. This influence soon became very powerful. And as the needle points to the pole, so followed I this
positive attraction. 'Twas obedience to a like impulse which, in
the first instancc,_separated me from Ira Armstrong; and now,
with the additional luxury of a conscience, I yielded ~ the same
law, and thus permanently severed my relation with William
Levingston.
The Bridgeport physician, Dr. S. S. Lyon, received me very
fraternally; and when I told him that he was chosen, he manifested unfeigned gratitude. This man's physiognomy was peculiarly marked. The profile outline of his head was pleasingly
regular. But his face indicated a mixed temperament-a cross
between Aristotle, the philosopher, and a Jersey deacon- being
no reliable index to his excellent interior character. He was moderately social, very regardful of others' feelings, fond of children,
honorable in his dealings, humane, exceedingly strong in his
friendships, orderly in his life, and naturally religious. But the
retreating eye, the overhanging brow, the thoughtful cast of his
entire face, rendered him to many a closed and sealed book.
Now for another sacrifice. My new operator had, by severe
and continuous effort, established himself in business. Those who
believed in the virtue of botanic remedies, and knew of the doctor's
uniform success, employed him, and his gradually increasing remuneration was equal to, if not greater, than the income likely to accrue from my clairvoyant examinations. But the conviction of
duty was upon him. Hence, in obedience to my interior directions, he relinquished his practice ; and, together, we proceeded
to that immense commercial depot of the Unitet~ States, known as
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New York city. Here, as I had previously announced while
illuminated, the lectures were to be delivered. His influence was
refreshing llfld liberating. Distinctly, while in the magnetic state,
did I perceive the pathway ; but as usual, when in the ordinary
condition, my mind was limited and benighted.
In the commencement a programme ~as given, that I should
only examine diseases for a certain number of weeks ; and then,
all things ha~g been got ready, I would begin the long-promised
discourses.
Let the reader now glide with roe over ten weeks- during
which I slept from f<;»pr to six hours per day-and halt at our
private boarding-house, No. 92 Green street, in the great city. It
was near the middle of November, 1845. And now, if the psychological investigator wishes to read a very extraordinary illustration of what I term "Missionary Mediumship," which came
suddenly upon me at this time, he can tum to page 181 of my
work, entitled, "Present Age and Inner Life." There is a romantic and instructive matter hidden within that wonderful experience, which in some future day may be given to the public.
A few days after this, while in clairvoyance, I scanned the
immense foreground of my forth-coming work. Of this my recollection at the present time is very perfect. But what I saw .in
that comprehensive contemplation, belongs properly to the next
chapter. The motive for the appointment of witnesses is sufficiently obvious. The motive for selecting the particular person
who was chosen as a scribe, may not be equally apparent; and
hence, as I can recall the circumstance and the reasons, I will
proceed to divulge them.
In reviewing and reflecting upon our prospectus for the ensuing two years, which I could do from my state of mental exaltation
-just as a man on a mountain can see more of the country than
when in the valley below- I foresaw the necessity of having a
scribe who could comprehend the general drift of the lectures,
and who, being possessed of a lively conscience, would voluntarily
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defend our proceedings from the aspersions of prejudiced aud unscrupulous journalists. Iu order to :fiud such a mau, I looked far
and wide over the population of this country, but,saw no one
whose mental qualifications aud external circumstances were
alike favorable, save Rev. William Fishbaugh, of New Haven,
Connecticut. This gentleman I bad previously seen in my normal state. But prior to this interior survey of his qualifications,
I had not discovered the slightest tenure of relation between him
and the work about to be commenced. In accordance with my
selection, the doctor wrote :Mr. Fishbaugh, who, notwithstanding
a combination of external impediments, cheerfully accepted the
nomination, and presented himself an hour'before the time :fixed
upon for the delivery of the :first lecture.
My impressions of the scribe's interior character were these:
that his mind was thought-loving, truth-loving, man-loving, Godloving, Heaven-loving, humility-loving, and moderately ambitious
of personal success and distinction. It seemed to me that he was
careful, cautious, critical, and conscientious ; and that in any
laudable literary enterprise his endowments were obtainable and
in the main available. The maternal nature predominated in
him, as I read his organization; and hence I judged that, whatever be his intellectual beliefs, his affections would, in the issue,
invariably overrule them, and thus establish his destiny in the
human universe. Perceiving these traits, and discerning the
favorableness of his outer circumstances, taken in connection with
the peculiar nature and demands of our immediate future, I counselled the soliciting of his aid, which, as already stated, was readily
and cheerfully rendered.
It may be difficult for the reader to keep in remembrance the
vast contrast between my mind illuminated and unilluminated.
The time dividing the two conditions was not longer than " the
step" which is said to separate the sublime from the ridiculous.
Twenty strokes of the doctor's hands would change and promotv
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me from an ignorant youth to the high elevation of the profound
philosopher. Or five minutes devoted to the reverse manipulation!!, would bring me from the exalted throne of Jupiter down to
the common level of an untaught and unremarked dweller of
Manhattan isle. If the reader can bear in mind this fact, he
will 11ot marvel that, previous to the commencement of my lectures, I fled to my mountain opposite Poughkeepsie for consolation and, further enlightenment.
Sadness was upon me once more. Because I could not feel
positive, at all times, that my steps were truly and safely taken.
It is true, my Staff saved and supported me on many occasions.
But I was again beset with doubts on the question of Special
Providences; and with fears that I was in some manner duped
and led astray. In this over-anxious and distressed mood I
stepped on one of the North river steamers, and, reaching once
more the consecrated mount, I poured out my soul in a flood of
beseeching interrogatories concerning the perplexing subjects by
which I was overwhelmed.
My spontaneous illumination, the harmonious exaltation of my
faculties, was unusually sweet, and the welcome discoveries of my
soul's trackless sweep were graphically grand. Intellectually, I
gazed upon the immutable principles that regulate the univerde.
How easily and gratefully did I drink in these never-to-be-forgotten truths of temporal and eternlil existence ! But the result of
my philosophical examinations, on that occasion, I have already
published, in that portion of the pamphlet on "Special Providences," entitled, "The Argument." Hence I will not record it
in this volume. The inestlmable details of those metaphysical
reflections were, as usual, locked up in the treasury of my clairVOY-ant memory. On returning New-York-ward, however, feeling calm and prepared for the lectures, I kept mentally saying,
"Thanks ! thanks ! thanks !" and nothing more. But now I
know that the grand effect of that last contemplation was stamped
indelibly upon the inner folds of my soul-substance. Surely there
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are special prDvidences. There are invisible guardian powers.
'Twas by and through their aid, added to my own exertions and
the unfailing Staff, that I attained the top of the Mountain of Justice; from which psychical summit, as my Guide informed me,
the sublime revelations of Nature were ere long to emanate.

THE PRINCIPLES OF NATURE.

803

CHAPTER XL.
THE PRINCIPLES OF NATURE.

"I remember ihe time, ye sun and stars,
When ye raised my soul from its mortal bars,
And bore it through heaven in your golden cars!"
HAVING accompanied me thus far, and seen the many and various changes and scenes through which I have passed since birth,
methinks the reader will not now turn back. Nay, for a curtain,
which has long deprived the spectator of a novel representation,
is about to be rolled up.
The locality was No. 92 Greene street, a few doors north of
Spring, on the well-known isle of Manhattan. The dramatis personm, or those who sustained the principal distinctive characters
in these private theatricals, were Dr. Lyon, Mr. Fishbough, and
the writer. The auditorium was occupied with three witnesses,
the most prominent and educated of whom was the amiable and
quiescent Dr. T. Lea Smith. His gentle mind was suffering with
his body at the time ; but, besides being my patient, he was a sincere investigator of truth, and a semi-believer in clairvoyance.
The novel piece announced to he performed in part on the occasion was entitled " Lectures by .A.. J. Davis, the Clairvoyant."
But it should be kept in remembrance that this announcement
was not made,p~blic. Only a few persons. were privately notified,
and invited to witne~ the enactment. For the object was not
notoriety and money ; but, on the contrary, as noiselessly anil
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steadily as dew descends and grass grows, was prosecuted the mutual aim to gain admission into the ever-sacreJ temple of Truth !
Therefore the terms "farce," "comedy;• "jugglery/' &c.-subsequently used with such evidently malicious intent, by some of the
New York journalists, to characterize and caricature that performance-were grossly and ridiculously inapplicable.
If you possess an impressible faculty of imagination, dear reader,
now is the time to exercise it legitimately. 'Tis by means of this
o1·gan alone that you may shut your eyes and recall the features
of an absent friend, or enjoy, while sitting by your fireside, the
charms of a remembered landscape, or mingle with the peculiarities of some locality and event .in the world which your eyes have
never seen. Fancy to yourself a small room, furnished with articles convenient for a couple of itinerant gentlemen-boarders, without a library or other evidences of intellectual tastes and pursuits.
Picture to yourself a grave-visaged man in the act of manipulating
a pale-faced and thin-bodied youth. Also, at the right of this
twain, behold a mild-eyed and broad-browed individual, seated in
front of a table, on which lie the usual conveniences for writing.
And, on either side, fancy three men half-fascinated with the evercharming process of magnetization. The pleasure of silence is
mutually realized. All is still as the sun. And now, as the
youth is about to take the principal character, suppose you gaze
into his cranium.
In the first place, let us take an inventory of his intellectual
stock, and check down each article at its marketable valuation.
The circumference of his head is unusually small. If" size is the
measure of power," then this youth's mental capacity is unusually
limited. His lungs are weak and unexpanded. If "the mind is
invigorated in proportion to the capacity of the chest," then this
youth's mind must be feeble and circumscribed in its operations.
He had not dwelt in the midst of refining influences. If" circumstances mould the character," then this youth's manners must be
ungentle and ~wkward. He has not read a book save one, and
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that on a very unimportant subject; he knows nothing of grammar
or the rules of language ; neither has he associated with literary
or scientific persons. If" 'tis education forms the common mind,"
then is this youth's intellectual stock too meagre for the literary
market.
But see ! The grave-visaged operator ties a handkerchief about
the youth's uneducated head-closing the world yet more out,
and leaving him to his own psychical changes and transformations.
Do not turn away your gaze, dear reader, for the mental crisis
has just arrived. Behold I the inner folds of his intellectual organs begin to tremble and expand like opening .flowers. They
emit a soft atmospheric ether, which rapidly saturates the air of
the room, and ascends, like the water-spout at sea, toward the
heavens. What a delicate column of light! See it arise !...,..above
the house, above the highest steeple, above the loftiest mountain,
above the pale moon, above the holy stars, above the reach of telescope, above-away-higher-beyond all elevation, save that
of the true soul's aspirations !
Unnatural!" you exclaim. Nay, not so, most worthy friend.
Allow me to substitute the term "extraordinary." Surely you d~
not mean to assert the ascension of life to be unnatural! Why,
just look into yon field where the oak arises above the soil, above
the reach of grass, above the power of prowling brut@i, above the
freezing depth of wintry snows, above the destroying floods of
spring, above the ambition of plebeian for~st-trees, abo>e- beyond-higher-than the heads of conceited priests, kings, popes,
or emperors ! Yea, all life looketh heavenward; and, once disentangled, behold how it haste.neth thither!
Yes! can you not see that radiant shaft of spiral light reaching
all the way from the sleeping youth's uneducated head to a Focus
of Thought beyond the stars ? There ! do you see that ? An
answering shaft descends ! His benumbed hands do quiver with
a new sensation, and the muscles of his face do vibrate and tremble
with the inflowing power.
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"Impossible!" Nay, nay, not impossible, dear reader. Why,
if you will but behold a corresponding exhibition, but one far, very
far inferior, then will I show you a well-known phenomenon of the
northern seas. Fix your gaze upon the Arctic ocean. Behold
the water whirling with a frightful gyration. Now see the ascending column of water forming a junction with the spirall;r.descending :lOlumn from the cloud-region above the ocean. See
the vortex of foam beneath ! See that tremendous marine prodigy-wonderful and impossible to landsmen, but certain and dangerous io the mariner who ploughs with his ship the northern seas.
Beholding this distant object, and believing in its actuality, can
you doubt your own eyes and your reason when looking upon the
head of that magnetized youth ? So close at home, too ! Have
you forgotten the locality? Why, it was in the very centre of
New York"-I had almost said of civilization-in the nineteenth
century!
" Hark ! what's that?'' inquired the grave-meed operator. The
mild-eyed and broad-browed scribe listened. The witnesses were
still as pall-bearers.
" This '.night," Teplied the youth, with reverent and measured
intonations, "I reach my superior condition." (The reader can
understand this language by reviewing the magnetic diagrams.
The writer attained the fourth stage for the first time permanently
on the 28th of November, 1845.)
" Can you give the lecture to-night?" asked the doctor who had
magnetized the youth.
"To the great centre of intelligence-to the positive sphere of
thought-to that Focus which treasqres up all the knowledge of
human worlds,'' said the youth calmly-" to the spiritual Sun of
the spiritual sphere- I go to receive my information." " Does he wish to have that written down ?" whispered the vigilant scribe.
The doctor repeated the question, and the youth replied, "No,
1:ot that." But after a pause he said, "Now I am ready."
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The scribe set his chirographical hand in order, and the doctor
-who, according to previous direction, was to pronounce aloud
after the low-spoken youth, to make sure that each word was correctly heard and written- being also ready, the clairvoyant slowly
and without. excitement began : " Reason is a principle belonging to man alone.'' This sentence being written, he continued : " The office of the mind is to
investigate, search, and explore, the Principles of Nature, and
trace physical manifestations in their many and varied ramifications." When those words were clwy recorded, the youth- the
same youth, remember, whose mental stock we have carefully inventoriecl- proceeded : " Thought, in its proper nature, is uncontrolled. It is free to investigate, and rise into lofty aspirations.
The only hope fur the amelioration of the world is tree thought
and unrestricted inquiry. And anything which opposes or tends
to obstruct this sublime and lofty principle; is wrong."
Thus, with the occurrence and- recurrence of short intervals of
extreme abstraction between para.,araphs, the first lecture was de~
livered. And when the youth returned to his ordinary state, all
memory of his knowledge had vanished, and he was once more an
ignorant and uninlleresting person. What was uttered on that and
subsequent nights, in the precise manner and _style described, the
reader can find in the First Part of my volume entitled "Nature's
Divine Revelations.''
"Incomprehensible !" methinks I hear you incredulously exclaim. Nay, nay, be not so hasty in· thy rejection. Here! lean
on the Magic Staff awhile, and let me talk to thee, to thine inmost reason, of this rare exhibition. Put aside thy pride and thy
learning for a brief period at least, and open the child-part of thy
being to this old truth, newly delineated in our quiet room on
Greene street. Will you not be calm. and philosophical ? How
skeptical thou art! Is that a proof of thy strength of intellect?
0 conceited intellect! Dost thou not know that my mother believed too muck, because her intellect was uncultivated? And
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dost thou not know, also, that thou believest too little, because of
the same fact-that thy intellect is yet in its infancy?
Well, the marvellous drama was performed. The uneducated
youth sustained the principal character, viz., that of a thoroughlyeducated philosopher. His part was well conceived, and personated to the entire satisfaction of the audience. And at this moment, after the lapse of many intervening years, his most interior reminiscences occupy my soul. Therefore, I am the most
reliable witness, and feel no reluctance in divulging the secret
workings of my mind on that and subsequent sessions.
The new and different operator, Dr. Lyon, completely disenthralled my mind from the disturbances of the nervous system. I
was therefore more mental, more spiritual, and less physical, than
on any previous occasion. Like a biennial plant, my soul flowered out, and presented that rare fruit which had been so long
anticipated. Accordingly, added to my clairvoyance, there unrolled from within the Superior Condition.
"What's the difference?" The difference is the same as between sight :Cithout understanding and sight crowned with the
latter unspeakable advantage and improvement. For example :
you wok at a piece of gold ore or at a pound. of gypsum. This
sight, without a full understanding of the chemical constituents of
what y~u see, corresponds to clairvoyance. But suppose you both
look at and chemically analyze the ore or gypsum, then you illustrate both clair-voyance. and clair-science, or, in other words, interior perception in combination with intellectual understandi.ng,which is the superior condition. Hence it follows that one who is
a clairvoyant merely is more or less liable to err and mistake the
locality, properties, nature, and relation, of whatever he may thus
perceive ; while, on the other hand, he who is both clear-seeing
and clear-knowing-or who pos!jesses at o~ce the double blessing
of clairvoyance and clairscience-is liable to err only in three
directions, viz., in quantities, ti.dles, and magnitudes. Both conditions, therefore, are capable of being eternally improved.
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Entering upon the superior condition on that never-to-be-forgotten night, my mind at first seemed to expand all over the isle
of Manhattan. Watching and intellectually analyzing as this novel
feeling crept on, I discovered that it was not a bodily but an intuitional awakening and soaring which so beautifully identified my
individual consciouness with that of all human kind. Nor was
this all. My instincts identified me equally with the animal creation, and thence with the essences and laws of plantS and vegetation ; and thus I felt like a conscious mirror, if I may so say, on
which were reflected and in which were focalized the principles
and properties of the System of Nature!
This conscious reception and subjective focalization of absolute
reflections made me affirm-" To the great centre of intelligence
-to the positive sphere of thought," &c., "I go for information."
The idea here embodied is correct, but the form of expression is
ambiguous. It is liable to give the reader a false impressionthat I went, mentally, to the spirit-world for each paragraph I
uttered; whereas my intellectual "impressions'' were wholly derived from a contact of my exalted intuitions with the ultimate
essences of external substances.
If this be true, then what did I mean by my affirmed rising
'"above the stars"? Simply the ascension of my intuitions, the
flight and expansion of my superior sensibilities, which, jn every
human being, are infallible so far as they are enabled to reach out
into the empire and laws of life. "Are you not mistaken?" say
you. Nay, friend. ~et me convince you that I am not by asking and answering a few familiar questions: What is the greatest
geometrician? Th~ greatest is that creature which has never
studied books-the honey-bee. What is the greatest architect?
Th(} unscholastic beaver. What is the sweetest musician? The
untrained bird of song. Who i.s the truest lover of God ? The
untutored Indian. What knows the art of love better than did
Ovid? The unsophisticated heart. Who appreci.Rtes the value
ot childhood better than any philosopher? The unpretending

.-
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mother. Who understands the science of dietetics better than
any physiologist? The hungry laborer Now allow yourself to
imagine, for a moment, the simultaneous i!.beration, and expansion,
and exaltation, of these implanted, infallible teachers. That was
my experience, and nothing more. Through the disenthrallment
of these inherent intuitions- which are the onlg reliable philosophers in the universe-! received my knowledge. Yea, I obtained my "impressions" from the ultimates or spiritualized essences of objective Nature.
What do I mean by " ultimates" ? By ultimates I mean the
products of primates. For illustration : you hold in your hand a
peach. What is that peach? An ultimate ! An ultimate of
what? (Ah! now you become an incipient Interior Philosopher.)
The peach is an ultimate of a flower. Whence the flower? From
a bud. Whence the bud? From a twig. Whence the twig?
From a branch. Whence the branch? From a body. Whence
the body ? From a seed. Whence the seed ? From spiritual
forces. Whence spiritual forces? From the Divine Fountain.
Whence the Divine Fountain ? Most exalted question! It will
consume an eternal life 'to yield the correct answer.
Or, take another illustration. My intuitions arise above New
York, and I realize the presence of a certain impalpable ether.
Whence- the ether? From boiling water. Whence the water?
From earth-bouud gru;es. Whence the gases ? From the vitalic
forces of the earth. Whence the earth? From the sun. Whence
the sun ? From another sun. Whence that suu ? From a sun
still greater and more remote. Whence that remoter sun ? From
a sun yet more inconceivable. Whence that still vaster sun?
From the central Sun of the Univercoolum.
Or, take a different example. l\fy intuitions ascend like a ~ht
column of ether toward the upper realm, and I come in contact
with an atmosphere of ;.r'hought ! Whence that atmosphere?
From a congregation of professors, students, and guests, at Union
college. Why that congregation ? It is commencem~nt.day.
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What's the subject of the present speaker? The relation of
Christianity to Civilization. Whence Christianity? From the
teachings of a person named Christ. Whence that person? Now,
in asking myself this historical question while mentally e~ted,
my intuitions become centred upon the myriad-form tracks of human history. Presently I strike the right vein. Then, true as
the earth to the sun, I glide swiftly " down the enormous grooves
of Time"-hailing the intervening Centuries as I pass-till I fix
upon the exact events which preceded and chamcterized the birth
and life of the individual under examination. In like manner,
every 9ther question-scientific, etli.ical, psychical, poetical, prophetic, literary, &c., with which I come into intuitional rapportis subjectable to, my voluntary investigation. And thus, from the
ultimate of any matter-which invariaJ!ly contains the exact minutire and summary of its genesis, biography, incidents, properties,
nature, and relations, as well as the certain indices of its future
destinations-I receive my " impressions." Whether I obtain
them correctly or otherwise is a question which in part-remains to
be decided by my individual industry and love of truth while thus
intuitionally exalted. I say " in part," because a certain proportion of such experience can be truly explained only by reference
to the propitiousness of organization and hereditary inclinations.
Thus I become to some extent individually responsible for my
"impressions;" and in the reception and impartation of them (for
my perception and use of language are also intuitional) I can
greatly progress, or cease altogether, as my moral status and will
may incline me.
In all this, then, you perceive the inestimable utility of the
Magic Staff. And, in view of the foregoing reliable explanation,
how glaring becomes the misapprehension of those who advertise
my lectures as "given through the mediumship of A. J. Davis"as if my mind (while in the superior condition) were an insensible,
unintelligent, and passive substance, or spout, through which disembodied personages express or promulgate their own specifio
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opinions! This is an egregious error- a most unwholesome millrepresentation. The special influence and guardianship of spiritual beings are interpolated, so to speak, .intQ the independentlywritten chapters of individual existence. Such is an immutable
law of humanity. And thus, amid the trials of life and the changes
of death, the consolation is, not that we have been playing the
part of insensate automatons under incessant inspirations from
spirits, but that we are self-existent and responsible beings ; and
that, aided now and then by these providential agents, we have at
last climbed to the summit of that rudimental mountain which
enables us to step upon the less rugged acclivities of a yet higha
and more happy world.
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CHAPTER ~LI.
THE SORROWS o-F NEW YORK.

THE city {)f New _York, the metropolis of America, is a magnificent d¥t. The variouS nations and savage trjbes of the
earth dwell, through certain self-appointl;ld representatives of more
or less accuracy and distinction, within the city limits. And the
nervous and muscular speed with which everybody walks, and the
locomotive anxiety depicted on every pedestrian's countenance,
serve to give a countryman the impression that each is hastening
to take the next train of cars, steamer, or flying-machine, bound
for California, Oregon, Minnesota, Kansas, or Perdition.
Doubtless, most young men of my age would have revelled in
the multitudinous sensuous elegancie,s that shine in one unbroken
line on either side of Broadway from the Battery to Union Park.
Examples of the wares and works of all civilized races may be
seen on exhibition in the palatial store-windows, and so tastefully
classified and charmingly displayed,· .too, that the spectator must
be dull indeed wha does not imagine bims!!lf a visitor in an endless
museum, or at the World's Fair, which is to close with a week's
carnival and a military parade of the n;1ost gorgeous and magnificent character. To these countless attractive sights Md seductive
external influences ~ was not insensible. But the horrible per~
sonations of vagrancy and distress which I daily saw-appealing
as they did to my constitutional sensitiveness and disposition to
14
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sympathize with the suffering-eclipsed all the glories and neutralized many of the temporary pleasures of my city life.
The streets were covered with snow, the wind was piercing,
yet the sun shone effulgently upon the Isle, and I was walking
leisurely for purposes of bodily health. But could I feel happy?
Perhaps the first sight was a weeping child, barefooted and destitute of warm garments. The next was a distres~d woman, with
a sick husb~d at their miserable tenement, and several diseased
children, suffering equally for food and raiment. And so on to
the end of my walk. The forlorn look, the despairing tone, the
heart-rending solicitation for money and assistance, would sink
into and move the depths of my heart; and impelled thus to the
exercise of pity and charity, I would nervously bestow upon the
lone child, the mendicant mother, or the decrepit old man, whatever sum I could spare, and. then hasten on my way-oppressed
with the sad reflection, that the few pennies I had given were as
:flies to a famishing lion, or as drops of water to a drove of thirsting cattle.
But the Magic Staff many times gave me tranquillity. What
little money I had obtained by examinations, was at length expended on supposed genuine objects of charity, but I remarked
that those objects became no less numerous nor more happy. This
painful discovery led to another-less painful but very absurdthat I w~ trying to fill a "bottomless pit;" and this led me, while
in clairvoyance, to examine the causes and cure of Poverty in
New York. The results of that probing were at }(last of great
personal service. You will find a faithful record thereof by turning
to page 105, volume seaond, of "The Great Harmonia.'' After
that singular investigation I suffered much less from impulsive
sympathy with the apparent sorrows of the street; but, relying
more upon the wisdom of associative efforts for the poor, I
resisted many daily appeals, and devoted the s:uplus of my scanty
income to the current nece:osities of my only remaining and pov·
erty-stricken sister.
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A few days prior to the commencement of the Second Part of
the .Revelations, the first section of which volume I was almost
every night engaged in delivering, the scribe wrote and pr~sented a
communication to the "New York Tribune/' entitled" Remarkable
Phenomena,'' which the fearless editor of that daily journal
accepted and published. The article sketched out in general
terms the progress then being made with our private lectures,
and remarked briefly upon the complete and harmoni?us character
of the truths already revealed. Before my magnetic session on
the morning.succeeding the appearance of the article, several new
characters introduced themselves upon our boards. We were now
located at No. 24 Vesey street. One gruff old man I particularly
remember. Having read the communication, he wished to make
specific arid exact inquiries. concerning the subject of the lectures.
When fully informed he asked: " Can't you read me a few paragraphs?"
·The circumspect and accommodating scribe, with his characteristic ·deliberation, read aloud portions of a recent discourse. The
elderly visitor listened with strict attention. The .selections contained a string of strange, long, hard, obscure phrases-such as
" palretiological sciences," "zoological formations," "morphological
theories," &c.-which greatly befogged the auditor's judgment,
and, I may add, my own J?Ot less when not menta_lly exalted.
Becoming suddenly overwhelmed with the new'phraseology, the
half-provoked listener exclaimed: "Hold ! Let me a.Sk; does that
first big word have reference to the palate?"
"No, sir," replied the scribe respectfully. "It is, perhaps, a
new coinage. Tjle clairvoyant says he Jises it to signify those
sciences formerly established, from which different theories and
speculations may be evolved."
"Humph !" growled the crusty visitor. "Take my advice, sir,
and leave that word out." Then he continued: "What's morphological mean ?"
The mild scribe agah~ replied : " This term is ·another new
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word., I think, which the clairvoyant employ_s to designate iJ.Tegular forms of matter, or a succession of heterogeneous 3evelopments, during the different .epochs that mark the geological formation of the globe.''
The befogged old man lool,t.ed still more rigid. And planting
his eyes firmly on those of the scribe, he said: "What's the use
of all that unknown language? Use words, sir, that people can
understand, sir. That's what's wanted."
"If explanatory notes be appended to the obscure parts," said
the patient scribe, "then will not the new words be c~mprehended
by the reader ?"
But at this moment the doctor notified me that the hour for my
medical' examinations had arrived. Whereupon the austere old
man arose abruptly to depart. I conducted him to the outer door,
where he sharply said : " Are you the chap that uses those big
words?'' Receiving an affirmative reply, he continued : "Then,
young man, take my advice."
I was silent. His address amused me, however, and I waited
for the advice..
" Burn that lecture l heard read this morning," said he with a
scowling look and a croaking voice, "and then write something
that folks can understand.'' Saying which he shuflled away,
smiting the pavement with his cane as he went-as if to make
the insensate stbnes applaud the profound counsel he had just
uttered for my individual benefit.
In the afternoon of that day we received a visit fi·om a very
different type of humanity. His inquiries and attentions were of
the most intelligent, direct, and amiable character. But we did
not know, till he was about to take his departure, that our agreeable guest was Professor Bush, the able philologist and theologi:w.
This circumstance did me good. It taught me to believe that,
notwithstanding the unpopular nature of our magnetic proceedings,
there was at least one worthy person who dared to examine for
himself.

THE SORROWS OF NEW YORK.

317

Shortly after this pleasant visitation, another gentleman arrived
on a similar errand. His remarkable face bore traces of feminine
mental characteristics; but upon his spacious brow there sparkled
the gems of rare endowments. In his critical eye, however, I
observed an ominous shadow ! Thinking to myself, I said: "This
person's talent immolates his genius." At length he informed us
that his name was " Edgar A. Poe." During an interior conver3ation, I recollect of assuring him that, though he had poetically
imagined the whole of his published article upon the answers of a
clairvoyant, the main ideas conveyed by it concerning "ultimates"
were strictly and philosophically true. At the close of this interview he departed, and never came again.
The evening for the delivery of the first lecture of the Second
Part, at length arrived. My present recollection of that night's
" impressions" is extremely vivid. Already I had searched and
explored the principal departments of the great temple of Organized Nature. My mind had become measurably familiar with the
fundamental laws of composition, crystalization, segregation, disintegration, refinement, the ~rrespondence between things visible
and invisible, the origin and uses of animal and human organizations, &c., &c.; and consequently, owing solely tc:i the progressive
unfolding and invigoration of my own powers of comprehension, I
was intellectually prepared to trace out the grand laws which
underlie the very foundation of the present universe.
•
In harmony with the method set forth in the last chapter, I
soared out into the boundiess sea of existing life ; and then traced,
link by link, every successive stage of planetary growth, until I
reached and solved the primeval condition.
Having arrived, by the intuitional railroad, at the Cenfl-al Dep6t
of the universe, and viewing the facts and principles that were
both involved and evolved; I was moved: to break the silence with
these startling words: "In the beginning, the Univerccelum was
one boundless, undefinal;Jle, and unimaginable ocean of Liquid

Fire.
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"What was that word?" asked the intensely-interested scribe,
referring to the newly-coined term "Uni~erccelum."
Now it is not a little remarkable that, while I instinctively
knew the roots and orthography of this novel phrase, I could not
give it the correct pronunciation. Therefore I carefully spelled it,
letter by letter, to make the scribe's writing a matter of certainty.
This word being fixed, I proceeded: "The most vigorous and
ambitious imagination is not capable of forming an adequate conception of the height, and depth, and length, and breadth the~eof.
There was one vast ocean of liquid Substance I This was the
original condition of Matter."

THE SUN OF THE UNIVERSE.

The diagram is designed to illustrate what I then beheld. Now
let the reader imagine a Sun large enough to fill all space, the
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Centre of which is the residence pf that Omnipotent Mind called
the· " Sensorium,'' and the white circle or belt near the Centre as
an inconceivably vast Spirit World, populated with spiritualized
personages who were once men and women, and then he will
entertain a faint but correct outline of the stupendous f'pectacle
which I beheld just before delivering the above brief sentences.
Thus, I continued and completed the discourse, and then, night
after night, proceeded with my wonderful visions and strange
utterances ; which, having been so fully and ably reported, I will
not stop to reiterate.
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CHAPTER XLII.
SEVERAL NEW STARS.

THE Magic Staff supported and saved me on many occasions
of severe trial ; and what should not be overlooked is, the more I
used it the greater was my contentment. Throughout a protracted and distressing illness, which, about this time, almost shattered my exhausted frame, this Staff was the invisible magic wand
that summoned to my bedside not only loving friends from this
world, but heavenly and strengthening influences from skies too
pure for physical eyes to gaze upon. " Take it and try it," dear
reader: the result is sure as destiny.
My clairvoyant examinations of the sick every morning-our
only source of pecuniary income-were imperceptibly becoming less
frequent and profitable. Not that applications from the diseased
world were less numerous, but the lectures monopolized and consumed a large proportion of my cerebral strength. Out of the limited proceeds we had, first, to defray our own current individual expenses; and, second, to liquidate certain definite obligations to the
scribe for pencilling down and copying off the lectures. His
weekly remuneration we made as generous as possible-knowing
that, while ·thus engaged, he could not receive much, if any, aid
from his former profession and brethren.
Finding it necessary we removed temporarily into cheaply-furnished rooms in Canal street, where, as I now remember, my soul
seemed more than ever conversant with the stellar universe. Th~>
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sublime events of that era are brilliantly painted on my memory.
Intuitionally, m· by virtue of the superior condition, I became intellectually identified with what scientific minds had discovered in
astronomy.. b. a few hours I found, to my astonishment, that the
progressive history of scientific discovet•ies, is traceable in the
mental atmosphere of the planet ; just as in the fragrance of a
rose, you may find atoms representing its particular genesis, historic incidents; respective qualities, &c. ; the original sources of
which are still concealed within its external or physical constitution. In these more sensuous sources the chemist finds the qualities· of the rose, just as scholars read books and papers to acquire
a knowledge of astronomy. Of all this externalism I was independeat. Neither was I compelled to reporb according to my
cla~voyance merely. But when my intuitions were disentangled
and inspired, then I could' feel and· see and !Cnow what the Earth's
mental atmosphere contained.
Soaring back thus· through the long vista of bygone centuries,
I observed men, beneath the mild climate and upon the level
plains of Chaldea,. examining and classifying-the heavenly bodies.
Thence I traced the astrological observations to the· natural scholars of the valley of the Nile. Thence to the still more advanced
wise men among the Egyptians. Thence to what is now called
Central America. Thence backwa.rd to the Chaldeans again,
from whom the ancient Indians and Chinese obtained their data ;
out of which I witnessed the stellar developments of Eratosthenes;
and thence, nearer and nearer home, the works of Galileo; Newton,
Kepler, La Place, Herschel, &c., till I reached the·results of the
last telescopic observation. And what is remarkable, as I now remember, when describing the facts and phenomena of our own particular solar system, I did not feel the impulse to vary from the information gen~rally received by living astronomers. During all !
that period I was but uttering, in my own language, a summary
of existing astronomical knowledge. Hence I did not conceive it
to be n<'cessary to use clairnyance, as I ~htJulc? h~ve done, to ver·
14*
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i ify my intuitional apprehensions of the astronomic history.

Had
I surmised for a moment that astronomers had not seen altthe
bodies tltere were to be discovered in our i1Jlmediate band of planets,
it seems to me now that I should not have failed to detect and report the community of asteroids which the telescope has since revealed. In fact, when I proceeded to consider the scenery and
inhabitants of the planets, the exercise of independent clairvoyance became straightway indispensable. And, besides, when I
interiorly found (several months before the report reached America) that Le Verrier had inferred the existence of more distant
planets, but that he did not yet know for certain that his surmises
were correc.t., then, moved solely by the motive io criticise or confirm the inference, I arose out of the historic sphere, and, investigating independently, discovered "the lone pilgrim of immensity"
ere the news of M. Galla's final demonstration was known in this
country.
One day, while in my common state, I heard one of the witnesses, in the course of a conversation, remark: " How like the
' Vestiges of Creation' some of his teachings are !"
"In certain principles and propositions," returned the scribe,
" I think there is a resemblance."
" Seems to me,'' said the other, " that several of his late lectures
are very much the same. Though I must confess I have never
read the book; only a few extracts in a newspaper some time
since."
This conversation excited my curiosity. And so next morning,
as we were walking down Broadway, I said: " Doctor, do you
think it would hurt my lectures if I should read the 'Vestiges of
Creation ?' "
·
"Why do you wish to read it?" he inquired.
I informed him of my curiosity to find out for myself, whether
I was lecturing upon similar ideas, as one witness· had affirmed.
To which he said: "I have no fear that you will carry any outward memory into your dairvoyant state."
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"Then,'' said I," let's buy a book and see.'' Acting upon the
suggestion we entered a store and made the purchase. " It seems
very funny, doctor," said 1; "for me to own a book."
As soon as we got back to our rooms, I seated myself, opened
the volume, and tried to read a few sentences. But the hard
words bothered me exceedingly•. So slowly did I read that I
could not keep the connection of the ideas. Thus I was struggling down the first page, when the scribe asked me a question ;
to which I made no reply, but perseveringly continued my efforts
to master the difficult phrases.
"Don't speak to me, Brother Fishbaugh," said I, as he repeated the question, "for I'm busy reading.''
· "Oh, yes!" exclaimed he, mirthfully, "you're concocting something for your next lecture.''
Although I knew that he was but quoting the expressed suspicions of skeptics, and meant nothing serious by the remark, yet
it acted upon me as a valuable suggestion to throw the book aside.
I did so immediately, and never again attempted its perusal. Subsequently, I destroyed it with other valueless articles of luggage.
But, two years afterward, I examined the work by clairvoyance.
And I can truly affirm that its doctrines resemble those I then
taught about as closely as broad-brimmed Philadelphia resembles
locomotive New York. That is to say, both localities are populated by human beings, and are regulated by municipal jurisdiction; yet, in almost every distinguishing characteristic, they are
two very different cities. So with the " Revelations" and the
leading doctrines of the " Vestiges of Creation.'' The fundamental laws of nature are presented in a somewhat similar manner in both books, but the specific deductions from them are strikingly at variance-a fact which is a sufficient confirmation of
the statement thaj; my mind was independent of the last-named
volume.
Shortly after this the sorib~t ~oved his family to New York ;
and the doctol' and I were accepted as his boarders. It was i~
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the spring-time of 1846. How many blessed memories da.te from
that consecrated dwelling! Did you ever pass that way, dear
reader ? It was just like the other buildings on either side ; and
no stranger could know that the glories of the spirit spheres were
pl:iotographed in one of the upper iooms. No! I can never forget it. 'Twas at No. 262 Spring Street, close to Hudson. But
it seemed to me ofttimes that the inhabitants of distant orbs were
our most familiar neighbors.
Staff in hand I was steadily travelling over Mount Justice. As
I e~tered the examination-room one morning, to take my chair for
the usual magnetic process, I observed, among the patients, two
middle-aged ladies, one of whom seemed to express great curiosity
and some amusement at my personal appearance. This from strangers was not particularly new, however, and· so I passed- without
thought into·my clairvoyance.
One of the ladies then took the patient's seat,: and requested an
examination. But, quick as· thought, there sounded in my ear
these words: "Read-the-Book-of-Life!"
'Twas the voice of my invisible guide! But the lad)'. did' not
hear it, neither the operator, nor any other person there, I albne
perceived the meaning, and I alone looked into the ladJ's pri~ate
hi-story. In ten brief minutes, during which I uttered' not a word:,
I read her biography from the natal-day to that hour. Revealing
nothing, the doctor at length asked·: " Jackson; will you examine
this lady's physical system ?"
Perceiving it to _be wisdom not to speak of what I saw, I' proceeded with my examination. Then I fi:x:ed upon- another day on
which to speak certain strange words unto her soul. Promptly,
and even before the hour, she came. This time I had to utter a
sentence which none should hear save herself. It pertained to
her present plans for future happiness. All left the room; therefore, save the doctor, and I proceeded: "No-that is wrong, you
must not go !"
These few words, ambiguous to the operatOr, shook the lady'!"
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heart. It trembled with strong emotiOn, and poured forth a flood
of tears, as the fountain overflows in spring-time. She kn':lW that
her life-book lay open to my vision. But the doctor's presence
seemed to annoy her. She wished to sp.eak with me in private.
She ventured the request. But this would have been a violation
of the laws governing the ~agnetio sleep1 and so the reply was a
deuia1. Her proud soul rebelled. But quieting her expression,
she asked·: "Parlez-vous Franfais·?"·
"No,'' said I, "but I understand: it." And I continued~ "Are
you prep~d: for·my words?'".
"Out~ llfdnsieur," said she, earnestly, "je suis-!"
Whereupon I mentally recounted the many disadvaamges of
her contemplated expatriation. She was about to leave her
country, and on the soil of a southern clime, near the city of Rio
Janeiro, find a· place to spend her days. Distinctly I saw she
would· not go, and hence I said: " There are circumstance& which
will make the prosecution ofyour ·plans impossible."
" Circumstances !" sobbed· she· with violent emotion. " How
can that be? My plans are aU completed~ and' the vessel is to '
sail. week_ after next."
"I see that ;rou can not gp/' said. l,. firmly.
"Can not!" she ejaculated. "Are you able to:. see- beyond the
hour? Can you 1" she vehemently asked-" can- you discern my
future?''
"Not much of it," 1 answered. "But I have read· your pastI understand your present_,. I know you will pot leave North
America."
"Mon Dieu !" said she, with a tone of despair. " Thy will not
mine be done.'' And she wept ab_undantly.
Several days subsequently she- came again. As I entered the
apartment, she took from her finger- a beautiful ring which she
gav ~ me ; and when she departed, as she said "never to return,"
&he also ga'\"e me the hankerchief still wet with her tears, as _tokens:
of the gratitude she felt toward me. What I had said; while in·
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clairvoyance, to awaken these expressions of regard, I could not
then recall; but now, these interior conversations are familiar as
l10usehold words.
"Are you a-goin' awaJ ?" I inquired, being again in my normal
state.
" Yes, my young friend," said she sadly, "I'm about to sail for
Buenos Ayres."·
" Do you know any folks a-living there ?'' I kindly asked.
" If God so wills," said she devotionally J " I shall take a friend
with me, who knows the American minister at Rio Janeiro."
Thus saymg, she departed from my presence. But ere the
lapse of three weeks, the letter-carrier brought for me the following:"BosToN, --, 1846.
YoUNG FRIEND: It is with surprise that I find
myself still in the United States. The vessel in which I was to
have sailed has left this port without me ! Indeed, as you so
truthfully foretold, several circumstances over which I CO!lld exert
no mastery, have prevented the contemplated departure-the most
beautiful one being a thrilling dream which the spirit of my deceased father impressed upon my dear sister--, who came from
New York to relate it to me. This timely dream has perhaps
saved me from a perilous situation .••.•..
"It appears now that I may again have the pleasure of seeing
you in your wonderful trance. May I come soon? You told me
'all things which I ever did.' If I may soon see you, while in
your elevated condition, please address me.••...
"My God! thy will not mine be done!
" Sincerely and gratefully, your friend,
"MY DEAR

"------.''
The reader should keep in remembrance that, since my first
extraordinary introduction to the clairvoyant region, I had regulated all my outward movements by laws and suggestions interior·
ly obtained. S·.tch was my habit at the time of which I am now
writing, and su ,h; with swerveless purpose, has been my method
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up to the present moment. Furthermore, from tb~ first magnetic
operation to the day of my unconditional emancipation-of which
glorious event the reader shall in due time receive reliable intelligence-! was compelled to rely wholly upon the probity and
frankness of the operator for a statemen\ of directions thus
evolved for my benefit external. Hence, not being able during
my dependent experience to .remember my own interior counsels,
I was exposed more or less to imposition ; but, on reviewing the
items and incidents of my past connection with either operator, I
can not. recall an instance of unfaithfulness to words clairvoyantly
imparted.
·
On the reception of the above letter, I at once requested to
have my intelj.or judgment passed upon it, previous to mailing a
reply. Consequently, whim next in clairvoyance, the lady's written question was submitted.
Again did I penetrate and unravel the history of her sad
wanderings up and down the earth, both in Europe and America ;
and again, but more minutely than before, did I trace out the
unbroken procession of circumstances that eventually would blend
her interests with the lectures then being delivered. And I also
beheld, in the indefinite future, more than I may now relate. Of
what I then and thus saw, nothing was communicated to the confidence of the doctor. But instead : that he must tell me, when
awakened, to answer the lady's interrogatory adversely-to the
effect that, in my wisdom, I saw that she should not again visit me
in person, but that I would at any time cheerfully prescribe in her
absence for her physical indispositions.
Having returned to my outer state, the grave-visaged operator
candidly reiterated the above decision, abd I hastened to mail my
answer:"NEw YoRK, 1846.

" EsTEEMED LADY: In reply to your real kind letter, I am
directed to say that if is not wisdom for you to visit me again. I
can't tl:lll why-only I write wuat Dr. Lyon says I said ~o -him in
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my sleep, and I dare not disobey. He says, that I am willing to
tell what ails you when sick, and send you prescriptions by letter."
[Here my forehead· began to grow warm, as if exposed to a
July sun. A flash of light almost blinded my eyes. Knowing
what was coming-spontaneous illumination-! waited till it was
quite perfected, when I looked once again into the lady's past and
future. It was a repetition of the previous vision. Beooming
eloquent in the midst of it I thus proceeded :-J
" Beautiful and wonderful indeed, dear lady, was the holy prm·idence that led you into my presence! Your soul is beloved· by
innumerable unseen hearts. Tliere is a regenerating music sounding for you in the other life. 1\fy conscientious operator, a valuable man in the present work, does not know what I now perceive
in your behalf-that I may meet you in the future. When· or
where I do not see. And I trust you will never urge, before tliat
period, another personaf interview. Be assured, dear lady, that I
shall be ever in readiness to administer medical aid to you in the
manner above described.
"The God of eternal destinies;. the great Positive· Mind, keeps
your feet in the right path ! Believe on Him. Then His ministering spirits wiil watch over and guard you night and day,!
" Pardon my familiar language. and accept the best wishes of
"Your friend;
"A. J. DAVIS."
The conscious clairvoyant excitement subsided, as the last
sentence was indited~ and' I was directly my ordinary self again.
Resolving to conceal' fi·om the doctor both my half-rememl:iered
vision and the contents of the letter, (which I think was the first
well-expressed epistle I ever penned,) I hastened away to the
postoffice ; where I found anotlier communication from the strange
lady, and thus began a hmg and uninterrupted correspondence
between us, through whicli I poured forth a half-inspired account
of the novel truths which were being set forth in my evening
lectures.
A few weeks after this, while in the midst of one of my lectures,
I heard the well-known gentle voice, like my mother's, saying:
"Seek-the--mountain. A-person-will--meet--thee-there."
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What was going to take place I could not divine. (The reader
will remember that " the mountain" is situated opposite Poughkeepsie.) Pl\ssessing a true knowledge of my own ordinary
condition, I requested the operator not to communicate the impending event to me when awake-inasmuch as 1 wauld' be impressed when the right day should arrive, and thus be saved all
previous mental excitement.
Accordingly 6n the 11th of June, Without the sllghtest e:x;ternal
aaticipation, 1 heard the voice once more: "Tii:y-meirit1'1'1f-is'!Jel-'Wealc! Seek-tlte-mountain. Do-not-delay."
It was extremely necessary that my Magic Staff should support
me now, for I had completed arrangements (or .an excursion to an
entirely opposite locality. But I kept calm, suppressed my disappointment, and took passage by the steamboat without procrasti ·
nation.
Among several gentlemanly-dressed persons in the promenade
saloon, there was one who unfortunately "knew me by sight,"
while the rest, to whom I was reluctantly introduced, pretended to
"know me by reputation ;" and thus I was directly hemmed· in by
a band of captious interrogators.
"I've read in a newspaper," said one,-" that you are ignorant
when not ma,nnetized. Is that so ?"
"Yes; sir," I replied. "That's the fact."
"Is it true," asked another, "that you can see into folks?"
" I think I can;' said I. " Three years' experience is at my
bark to prove it."
At this moment a ministerial-looking person advanced· and said:
" Pray, sir, is i_t true that you teach infidelity?"
"No, sir. I teach fidelity to the laws of God." .Ail I uttered
these words, there :flashed over my mind a partial illumination~
The dark color in my eyes must have suddenly deepened, fur the
gentleman seemed tb think me angry.
"Pray, sir, don't get provoked," said he. " I simply wish, sir,
to ask a few questions."
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"I'm not provoked," rejoined I. "Your questions may be too
deep; and I can only promise that I will try to answer them."
"That's candid. Pray, then, young man, tell me-what do
you think of the Bible ?"
" I hav' n't lectured on the Bible yet," I replied. " So I do n't
know what I think."
"Well, do you keep the sabbath-day holy?"
" I hope so," said I quietly.
" Do you believe," continued he, "that God made the earth in
".ix days?"
"No, sir- I do not."
"Indeed ! An~ yet you don't teach infidelity, eh ?"
"No, sir," I replied, "I'm no infidel. Why do you ask about
ihe six days of creation ?"
"Oh, I only wanted to know,'' said he, "on what ground you
keep the seventh day.''
Leaning on my Staff and being illuminated, I replied: "The
word ' sabbath' is from the Hebrew shebang or yom shaha, meaning
the seventh day. The meaning of the root of the wor~ is 'age'
or a period of rest, and it was originally applied to men, the ancient sages especially, who periodically assembled for purposes of
teaching, worship, and the offering of sacrifices. The particular
day on which these sages met was determined in round numbers
by the obvious periods of the lunar changes. The moon's revolutions were naturally divisible into four periods of seven days each,
and every seventh day in this division was called the rest day, or
the sabbath, as established by the Chaldean and Egyptian astronomers.''
" Ho, ho !" exclaimed the supposed parson, "you are not so
much of a fool as the papers report. Go on, pray-it's most
excellcnt~do go on, sir.''
Still intnitionally exalted, I continued: "The Jews themselves
were regulated by the lunar periods, in all their religious and
secular institutions and public meetings. In fact, the religious
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beliefs, forms, ceremonials, and sacrifices of that period were
almost all derived from the Oriental 1\Iagi,_tP-e Egyptian astxollOmers, and other erudite sages of the East. Such is the origin of
the modern sabbath. This I know," said I, "and therefore I
realize none of that sabbath-day sanctity which is so universally
exhibited by certain credulous clergymen and their devotional
supporters."
"There !" exclaimed he triumphantly, " who'll say this young
man is ignorant after this? Pray, sir, where did you attend
college?"
"i hav' n't attended any college," I rP-plied, " and what I have
just said to you is new to me !"
"Humbug!" said he sarcastically. "You Ca.n 't get that down
my throat."
" I do n't wish to," said I. The illumination here declined ; and
I was about to retire from the company, when another stranger
asked: "Are you able to tell what lottery ticket will draw a prize
on a certain day ?"
"My ~d," I replied, "takes no pleasure in such matters.''
" Well, won't you tell me if I give you half the sum received?"
"No, sir," was my reply, ''I would not interiorly look at such a
matter any more than I would li~e by highway robbery."
The gameful-looking man started as if he thought I meant
something personal, and said in an under tone: 'f See here, young
man! You 'II not see the next wharf if you insult me."
Hearing this angry threat I immediately withdrew, and remained in a more retired partof the floating palace, till I heard
the welcome announcement_:." Passengers for Poughkeepsie!"
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CHAPTER XLIII.
THE SPIRITUAL SPHERES.

" For me, if I forget the darling theme,
Be my tongue mute, my fancy paint no more,
And, dead to joy, my heart forget to beat!"

A WONDERFUL, twofold daily life was mine ! I was living a
double existence. The mystic line of demarkation, separating my
common from my superior condition, was still sharply and strongly
drawn.
Few even of my personal friends could fully realize. that my
Roul was the centre from which states so w.idely and startlingly
dffferent were evolved and manifested. A trifling boy this moment, a sedate man the next; now a mirthful simpleton, then an
intellectual prodigy ; a denizen of the external world ten minutes
ago, now a traveller and spectator in higher realms of the Infinite.
Although these mental conditions remained for the most part marvellously distinct, dissimilar, and independent, each of the other, yet
there was meanwhile silently going on a personal change or apotheosis-an elevation of my natural condition so as to meet and interblend with the condition superior- of which none but myself
could consciously receive the intimations and indubitable evidences.
1\Iy hasty trip to Poughkeepsie began to look rather wild and
useless. I had already spent the most of three days in making
friendly calls and writing to the lady-correspondent. Loitering
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along beneath the shady trees of Cannon street, and doubting the
wisdom of my being there, I heard : " Seek-the---mountain. A
-person-desitres--.-thy-presence-there. Do-not-delat:J.''
In obedience to this well-known guardian voice, I hastened at
full speed toward the ferry ; but ere I reached it, my mind occasionally wandered, or fluctuated between the two states, which
caused the original motive to become so weak and ~mcertain, that
I hesitated and lingered listlessly on the way.
In a short time, however, the primary impulse was recommunicated, and then I passed directly into the superior state. Thus I
crossed the river. In the mountain-retirement, in that sacred retreat, I met and &aluted a noble personage. It was the gifted
Swede-the author of "Arcana Celestia"-the Prophet-Seer of
the intellectual North. In this place I will republish the following letter which, by SwEDENBORG's particular request, I mailed
on the following morning to Professor GEORGE BusH:"Pou.GHKEEl'SIE, JUM 16, 1846.
" DEAR Sm : Yesterday morning, after eating breakfast at No.
49 Washington street, where my friend Mrs. Lapham lives, I went
down to the bookstore, to get some paper to write to - - - . After buying it, I visited several persons about the street, staying
only a few minutes at each place. Soon I had a desire to go down
to the river; what caused it I don't know. But went down;
called on one or two friends on the way.
"I soon lost all knowledge where I was, recollect of being about
the river somewhere, and also ascending a hill. I am conscious
of meeting the same person that I had seen in the graveyard· in
Hyde Park. I also remember conversing with him, and taking
out my pencil and writing all the thoughts given me. I remember him leaving me suddenly, and I came out the state. I was
surprised to find myself wet with 'rain, the paper on my lap, and
dry-and being in the mountain opposite Poughkeepsie, about
4 miles, where I had been before, 2 years ago.
"i came directly home, ~t was 6 o'clock in the evenin& I was
wet and muddy, and very hungry. The paper had not been wet.
The very moment I came into the natural state, I felt you should

334

THE MAGIC STAFF.

have the paper immediately. I do not understand the meaning,
nor the letters A. C. and them figures. It appears now that I
know it then, but can't recollect what it was. As I felt impressed
so str~ngly to send it to you, I do so, for it must be right.
"The friends here can tell about it. I am at Mrs. Lapham's,
49 Washington street. If you can tell me about the meaning,
please write me at the above No. I copy the writing exactly
fmm the paper, as written by me then.
"Yours, &c.
"A. J. D.A.VIS."
The reader can not fail to perceive that the foregoing communication was written by one unacquainted with the rules of gramm~ and the usual school-taught elegancies of epistolary composition. It is a genuine illustration, I think, of the difference between
the interior and the external condition, as manifested by one and
the same individual. A report of what Sweden borg so beautifully
and breathingly communicated at that time would be irrelevant in
this volume. He quoted certain postulates from one of his published works, and gave several numerical references to corresponding expressions contained in other volumes-all of which Professor Bush ably commented upon and fearlessly issued in his val'l8ble
treatise upon "Mesmer and Swedenborg." Of the precise object
of t,hat interview, however, I have not yet acquired a definite idea.
During the hottest of the summer season, I remained away
from New York, and dwelt in the midst of human hospitalities.
Nothing occulTed of any importance during my absence, save the
following impressive instance of special providence : A widow lady, with whom I was acquainted, was mourning for
her only son, who, in an angry and discontented mood, had left
her to embark for the high seas. Just in the Inidst of her deep
affliction I chanced to make her a friendly call.
While relating to me the cause of her sorrows, her feelmgs
overpowered her, and she. retired with heart-broken sobs to an
adjoining room. Soon I heard her voice in prayer. To the
great Father she poured out her agonized feelings in behalf of her
wandering child. I desired to see what would be the result of
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her earnest supplications; and, feeling almost immediately the
power of cla'irvoyant insight, I directed my vision to her apartment.
I at once saw a soft ethereal light playing just above her bead,
and inducing action in the organs of hope and veneration as well
as in several other contiguous departments of her brain. From
this light a narrow line of silvery whiteness extended upward
somewhat obliquely until it reached a point some twenty miles, I
think, above the earth's surface. I traced this delicate thread of
light to its terminating point, and there beheld a radiant spirit,
who was controlling this beautiful phenomenon. From him another brilliant line, forming an angle with the former, stretched
off earthward until it reached the distant city to which the youth
had fled, and at length impinged upon and penetrated the very
substance of his brain.
The effect was marvellous. His affectional and moral organs
were aroused. .And· there were awakened in his nature such feelings of repentance and desires to return to his widowed and cruelly-forsaken mother, that before another day had closed he was
again in her. presence, fully resolved to lead a better life. Her
joy was deep, and her gratitude to the -God whom she believed
had answered her prayer was unboun~ed. Of that sacred vision
I told her not a word. But full well did I know that when the
Spirit-Land should become her home, it would be a still sublimer
joy to learn that her long-lost companion was the hearer of her
anguished petition, and the savior of their darling son !
On returning to the progressive metropolis, I was prepared to
proceed with the revelations of Nature. One evening I was a
silent listener to a conversation of some importance. Several
skeptical guests were controverting the idea, expressed by tli.e
deliberate scribe, that "while in the abnormal state, my mind
received the in:fl.ux of the science understood in the spiritual
-spheres."
"There is something so peculiar and wonderful in animal mag-
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netism," said one of the guests, "and the whole subject is wrapped
up in so much uncertainty, that it first becomes necessary to examine into the laws of sympathy between mind and mind."
"What do you mean by the laws of sympathy?" asked a witness.
"Why, just this," replied the doubter: "how do I know but
Davis gets his lectures out of Mr. Fishboug~'s head?"
"That would be very flattering," interrupted the scribe with a
modest smile. '' Brother Davis, while in his superior state, displays a power of analysis and generalization perfectly unparalleled and absolutely overwhelming, and no man possessed of such
abilities would ever wish to conceal them. No; I know there are
ideas in these discourses which were never in my mind ; and as
for Dr. Lyon, why, he can speak for himself."
"Yes," said the doctor, "I feel that I am not yet acquainted
with half the ideas which the ~lairvoyant has expressed in my
presence."
"Oh, I don't doubt," returned the visitor, "but that mesmerism
enhances Mr. Davis's own reflective faculties-a fact which may
help explain how he gets at his ideas and reasonings.''
" That theory will not cover the ground," the scribe replied.
" Why not ?" he asked. " I am willing to concede that he can
remember and reason far better when magnetized than he can
commonly : this, added to his sympathetic relation to and absorption from your minds, will explain the whole matter better than
Professor Bush's plan and yours. And-"
"Allow me to remark," interposed the scribe, " that your hypothesis is defec-''
"Wait till I get out what I w~ going to say,'' said the guest
hurriedly, "and that is this: The theology of the work is inclined
toward Universalism, of which you are an intelligent preacher.
Now, don't he get that from association with gou and others of
like faith r"
''As to the theological doctrines of his lectures I can not exactly
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say," replied the scribe, "because he has D'ot yet come to that part
of his revelations.':
The conversation continued a little while longer, but it was not
satisfactory to the disbeliever's mind.
The reader is now invited to listen to another brief parleyoccurring posterior to the foregoing, and in another place. The
location was in the inside of a carriage-repository down Broadway. One of the disputants was Harvey R. Haight, a proprietor;
the other our considerate sc~be, with whom the reader is supposed
to be now well acquainted. The auditors were the operator and
myself. The subject under discussion was the theological bearing
of my clairvoyant lectures. Mr. Haight, a positive-spoken man,
vigorously said :"No, sir! . He can not support the Bible as a divine book."
"Why not?'' asked the scribe. "My opinion is, that the Bible
will be fully sustained."
"No, sir!" replied Mr. Haight, "I tell you no, sir--,-not if I
understand his leading principles. He can't do it, sir, and still
be consistent with himself."
"Yes he can, though," returned the scribe confidimtly. "His
principles lead directly and legitimately that way; and I am sure,
from what has already been delivered, that the lectures will endorse the Scriptures as given of God.''
Shortly after this, however, the revelations progressed to the
theological part. Immediately subsequent to the delivery of the
first discouFse on "The Origin of Mythological Theology," I well
remember how wofully sad was that -expres,sion which pervaded
the scribe's usually placid countenance. He latlored with a heart
full of disappointment. The divine origin of the Bible, its superterrestrial derivation and value, was an -idea which involved his
sentiments and religious experience. His attachment to that belief was affectionate more than intellectual. Reason he had employed from the first, doubtless, as a porter to wait upon his sentiments of veneration and worship.
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For two whole weeks he was mourning tle loss of the darling
idea of his affectionate mind-during which .he was extremely
taciturn and wrapped in laborious thought. But one morning,
which I distinctly recollect, be came tripping cheerfully into the
examination-room, saying : " Good ! I have found my way out!
My mind is free! I have solved the difficulty, and I am now at
rest." But his liberation was not absolute. Instead. of possessing
intellectual affections-which alone can fully grasp and steadfastly
love the principles of an interior philosophy-he possessed, on
the contrary, an a.ffectional intelle('.t, and hence could not com~
pletely centrifugate or throw off his educational convictions. That
this statement is true, the sequel will clearly show. But the value
of the foregoing to the reader consists in its enunciation of the fact
that my impressions of the origin of the Bible, and my ideas on
religious questions generally, were by no means obtamed from my
associates.
As my lectures on theology progressed, one witness after another began to withdraw; so that, out of some eight or ten who
were often present, only two or three continued to the end.
While in clairvoyance, this openly-expressed subsidence of their
friendship did not disturb me; but, ordinarily, I felt many times
like one forsaken and banished. . Hence, I was of necessity compelled to walk and talk with, and lean upon, my Magic Staff.
Among others, Professor Bush began to exhibit lukewarmness,
\
and to intimate that my "moral affinities might be such as to lay
the foundation for a mixture of truth and falsity on the. grand doctlines of Christianity." On one occasion, at a later day, I remember that the inge~uous professor avowed his belief that, while my
"gift," as he termed it, "was evidently managed and overruled
by a certain providential intelligence which subordinated it to
some important use," yet, "in respect to its treatment of the Bible
and several of its cardinal doctrines, the book would be an absolute enormity." In view of these words, how unsound appears
the oft-repeated suspicion that my mind was in sympathetic rap'
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port with that of Professor Bush, the fixed and talented Swedenborgian!
My intuitions were daily becoming more and more exalted.
And when the biblical discourses terminated, I was prepared to
· form a yet closer relation with the upper spheres. By virtue of
the gradual elevation and expansion of those divinely-inspired
Philosophers-the Intuitions-! dis.covered that the Second
Sphere of the present order of the Universe is an Encyclopa1dia
or infallible Compendium of the history of all pre-existent universes. And not only this, but that the present knowledge possessed by the inhabitants of higher spirit-spheres is freely showered down upon the soil of the Second Sphere ; and also that such
knowledge is obtainable by means of that clairvoyant perception
and intuitional sympathy which I was enabled voluntarily to put
in operation while in the superior condition.
The diagram (page 340) illustrates my discoveries. Let the
reader imagine that he is looking upon the plane of an immense
sphere divided through the centre, like an apple cut in two halves ;
imagine that the dark margin is an inconceivably vast ocean of
unorganized matter, in a state of fire-mist or elemental nebulrebctween which and the outer or first circle of suns and planets,
there ,are innumerable incipient bodies, or baby-suns and babyplanets, commonly called "comets;" then imagine that "our sun,"
and " our earth," and "our planets," make one of the groups of
the outer circle at the righ~ hand, near the bottom of the diagram ;
next imagine, when looking upward at night, that your eyes can
only see " our own circle of suns and planets," called the " milky
way," (or fixed stars and cOnstellations,) and that you can not
penetrate, even with the best telesoope, into the region of the third
planetary circle, which is more interior, geographically speaking,
than the "Second Sphere," or Spirit-Land, to which we are all
ten~ing; then imagine that the centre is the seat of Intelligence,
the fountain of all Love and Wisdom, and the most perfect ATTRACTION in the stupendous organization of matter and mind ; next
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imagine that that DIVINE SuN gives off emanations of life and light
which saturate and energize the wl10le system of the Uni-verse,
and that while it attracts spirit it equally repel;; matter-not that
the latter is repulsive and the former agreeable, but because such
is the immutable law whereby rare entities and dense substances ·
are governed with an unerring government; then imagiue, in harmony with this law, that human spirits at death, feeling the Divine
.Attraction, leave the earth and go to the Second Sphere-that,
after the lapse of many centuries, they arc progressed sufficiently
to ascend, without the dying process, into the "Third Sphere," or
still more interior Spirit--Land; and again imagine that the Central Attraction, being unchangeably in the ascendant; continues to
.draw lovingly and tenderly until the spirits of- all men reach the
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" Sixtl1 Sphere," which is the closest possible approach to the
Spiritual Sun of the Univercrelum- that stupendous system
which, from eternity to eternity, has rolled upon its immense axis
just like the earth; and now, all spirits being personally safe near
the Centre or residence of Father-God, imagine that the entire
organization of Mother-Nature undergoes a process of universal
renovation, and enjoys, so to speak, a season of rest from the
offices of reproduction or child-bearing-during which the suns
and planets, from centre to circumference, dissolve and mingle
into one indefinable Ocean of liquid matter and moving forces;
then i,magine that. out of this Ocean there once more roll forth new
circles of suns and planets, which in due time begin to do right over
and over again the same thing, only better-that is, produce minerals, vegetables, animals, and human beings; and, lastly, imagine
that the " Second Sphere'' of this new order is higher and more
attractive than the " Sixth Sphere" of a previous order, and that,
as a sequence, the entire spiritual population of the old Universe
emigrate, like birds of passage, to the more pleasant latitude and
genial climate which characterize the " Second Sphere" of the
new Universe-and thus that no truly human spirit ever loses
its identity in the laps.e of eternally-rolling ages: imagine all this,
dear reader, and you will entertain a rude outline, merely, of the
magnificent scene which, in 1846, broke upon my intuitionallyprepared understanding.
There are certain scientific objections, I am well aware, which
may seem utterly to invalidate these declarations of the Harmonia!
Philosophy ; but if I live on earth long enough to write a book on
Uni~ersal Astronomy, as the fruits of my more recent and more
accurate investigations, I thin~ those objections will vanish and
appear no more. for ever.
Upon the conclusion of my lectures concerning the Spiritual
Spheres, I began to realize that I was travelling toward the psychical valley wl1ich separated Mount Justice from Mount Power.
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Fortunately, what the future had in store for me I did not discern.
My Staff never failed me in these mystical journeyings, however,
as I walked down toward the unknown plain in the shadowy
distance.
One day J heard a visitor, with a nervous determination of under-tone, excl,aim : " When that Book is published, I shall lock
up the Bible in the drawer under the desk, put the key in my
pocket, and preach the angel-utterances of the New Philosophy!"
"That resolve is rather too sudden,'' thought I. For I knew
that he had not heard my lectures, save in a few isolated instances,
and hence could not exercise a reliable judgment upon their value
to mankind.
" The world must be awakened !" he continued. " Religious
organizations are trembling and tottering with age. Decay is
certain ! Shining and· speaking through these lectures is the
mighty spirit of a struggling Humanity. The spirit of Divine
Love is misrepresented and crucified by modern churches of pride
and power!"
He emphasized almost every word, as he spoke it, with a firmlyclel}ched fist; hls whole frame shook; his eye was oracularly luminous ; and he appeared as I had seen him on several previous
occasions when before the assembled public. The extreme brilliancy of his eloquence, and the dazzlingly high-colored character
of his most ordinary declamations, caused my spirit to shrink back
as one would shut his eyes against the intrusion of too much light.
The :flood-tide of his philanthropic enthusiasm had arisen so suddenly, and so far above what was very high-water mark to. my
moderate mind, that I stepped instinctively aside, lest the ebb
should drive me out into the opel! sea. The splendid pendulum
had swung like lightning to one extreme, and I qied to keep out
of that space through which it would as swiftly vibrate n; the opposite direction. But I was destined ·to pass through a brief experience with this talented and vivacious person ; and, ~ he was
distinguished for the preaching of brilliant sermons and the wri•
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ting "of eloquent poetry, I shall introduce him to the reader as
" the Poet" of this psychological drama.
The Third Part of the Revelations, entitled " A Voice to Mankind," was proceeded with and completed. And as the closing
paragraphs were enunciated, I distinctly realized a well-known
prophetic mental depression; not like that which succeeds excitement, but 'twas an instinctive perception of a change in my circumstances. The nature of that impending change, however, was
at this time almost wholly beyond my discernment.
Soon after the completion of the lectures, I delivered "An Address to the World," and then proceeded tO bequeath the entire
work, and all moneys that might accrue from the sales thereof;
equally to the scribe and the operator.
On returning to my natural state, the beloved twain (imd a witness) informed me_of the bequeathment. My depression for a
moment was severe. For I had not accumulated a dollar out of
years of clairvoyant diligence, and what were to be my future
resources I could not imagine, because I had for weeks felt a distinct, secret conviction that my magnetic career was about to terminate. Sadly I walked to the window ; but in a moment i heard
the blessed words: "Fear--not! There-are-treasures-inan-angel's-hand."
'Twas the familiar voice of my venerated Guide! Instantly,
.. ther~fore, I surrendered myself in joy to celebrating the unexpected circumstance. In consideration of the time I had consumed in
delivering the lectures, however, the delighted brothers presented
me their joint note for one thousand· dollars. This promised ample compensation I did not solicit. But thinking that thus meant
my Guide, I fraternally accepted the- note which was so cordially
and generously bestowed.
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CHAPTER XLIV.
EVENTS OF THE VALLEY.
NEAR the last of March of this year, 1847, I announced, while
iq clairvoyance, that the doctor should not continue his magnetism
after a specified date. Also, that he must not receive patients
who were too much diseased to be healed by virtue of one "Single
examination and prescription.
He acted upon these rules, and all went on harmoniously.
From day to day I could distinctly realize a temporary decline of
my clairvoyance. During this short period, however; we received
as usual many letters, containing locks of hair and small sums of
money, fi·om diseased persons soliciting immediate medical aid.
The monetary contents of these letters, save in a few instances
where our rule would apply to the patient, were punctually returned.
One day the doctor received a letter, containing the requisite
lock of hair and the ordinary fee, and purporting to be written by
a Mrs. Brickett. This professed lady affected great illness, and,
appealing to our common humanity, sought the aid of my clairvoyance. She described her symptoms, and did not ask for more
than relief.
As usual, the doctor submitted the case to my clairvoyant judgment. Feeling the hair, it led me first to a healthy person, then
to no person at all; whereupon I asked for "the letter," as a
medium of sympathy between myself and the sufferer. This did
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not serve me. But still taking it for granted that the statements
in the letter were true, and therefore neglecting to examine the
author's mind for the real motives which prompted the communication, I yielded at once to my desire to relieve the suffering
depicted by the words before me, and started off independently in
search of the sick person. I gazed here and there in the neighborhood of the specified locality, some four hundred miles away, and
soon discovered a female diseased with consumption. ~he could
be considerably helped-perhaps nearly cured by the one prescription-hence I proceeded to specify the syrup. The description and recipe were accordingly sent, and we retained the
customary remuneration.
Let the reader judge of my surprise and the doctor's indignation,
when the news reached us that the letter was a tissue of falsehoods
-that the whole was a " pious fraud"- the unscrupulous fabrication of a professional priest, who was preaching Christianity
and publishing a saintly sheet, called "The Gospel Banner,"
somewhere in the state of Maine ! The appearances in this
affair were wholly against clairvoyance. The facts themselves,
however, were our best friends. But the unprincipled trick of
this minister-with his external and ~alicious interpretation of
the circumstances-was heralded all over the country. And
plenty of people can be found, doubtless, who are still deceived
by the influence of this priest-just as the world has been blinded
by similar characters for eighteen hundred years !
The next question was-'' how to get means to publish so
large a volume?" The lectures were to be stereotyped, and
presented to mankind in a good suit of clothes. That is, the
mechanical arrangement and execution were to be measurably
consistent with the supposed intrinsic value of the revelations.
The scribe and operator, howe>er, like myself, were not liberated
from the tl·ammels of a deficient purse. Whence, then, the means
to carry forward the blened Reform (
15*
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the coming years. Be this as it may1 I soon ]eft the city for
beautiful Poughkeepsie ; where I began to realize the possibilities
of an independent existence !
A. fortnight after r~aching the "banks and braes" of my beloved
Hudson-on the 16th of May-1 realized· yet more of that
sublime l'evelntien_ whic;b/bad been geing on within. The bodily
fatigue and prostratien consequent upon my New York labors
were being rapidly displaced by a beantifu'l vigorousness and
liberty of spirit. The interior signa ef the psychical chang~,
were many; and my present individual illumination was quietly
inaugurated.
Oh, that flowery day ! It shines in my memory like the holy
star of destiny. A. widowed female friend1 at whose house I then
boarded, was affiicted with a cancerous disease. It acted principally up~n the membranes of her stomach. Her physical distress
weighed upon my s;ympathetic .heart; and, earnestly desi'l'ing to
aid her, I passed into my superior condition.. (See "Great
Harmonia," vol.. i.,~ p; 204.) 'Twas a gi>eat novelty ! I had
entered the somnambulic and clairvoyant states many times, as
the readeJ;" knows, without the help of an operator~ but to consciously attain to the highest mental eminence~ independently and
in the secrets of my own closet, was like a rainbow of promise
spanning the firmament of my soul.
My sight darted through intermediate substances-two walls
and a floor-and I saw her disease and the-appropriate means of
relief. .My superior powers were never better; and they were
not at the . beck of a third party ! - " Great God l" exclaimed I.
"My soul is crushed with tons of gratitude. Oh, let me use my
soul's endowments as gi~ from Thee,. and I promise that I will
never, never, dishonor Thee by a misdirection of them!"
Everything was done for the aged woman's relief. But the
L~ws of Nature left a summons at her door. The breath of a
spiritual spring entered her nostrils. The body kept wasting
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slowly away, but the spirit grew sti·onger in its might and aspirations. One day she ·said :"Jackson, my friend, can you not cure me?"
"I fear not," said I with much emotion ; "your disease is mightier than your body."
She gazed calmly and intelligently into my eyes for a moment,
and then said : "That's good news, Jackson- very ~ood newsdo n't you think so ?"
, "T.he news is not bad," replied I. " To me there are glad
tidings in death."
''Then wouldn't it be best for all mankind to die at once ?"
" Death is good," said I, "only where it is not sought."
" Is it wrong for me to desire death ?" she inquired.
''No,'' said I, "it is not wrong after you have done all you could
to get well."
"What ·do you mean?" she inquired, looking somewhat alarmed
and confused.
"rmean,'' said I, "that we should live in this body as long as
we possibly can."
" Well," replied she with energy, "suppose I should neglect to
take a medicine that might cure me, and I should die in consequence, would this be a misfortune to my soul in the other world ?"
"I perceive," said I, "that they only are entirely happy after
death, who feel that their life on earth and departure from it were
strictly in harmony :with the righteous .Principles of Nature."
Her mind seemed to wander a little, as I spoke, and she said :
"Just put another quilt over me. I'm very chilly. Has tl1e
weather changed ?"
The summer weather was exceedingly warm, and so I supposed
the chilliness to be a symptom of her gradually approaching release. But I covered her with more blankets, and then asked~
" Did you hear my last remark?"
"To be sure I did,'' said she, cheerfully ; "and now let me aslt
-do you think I have done all I could to keep alive?"
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"Ycs," said I. "As far as I can see, you have done yom
whole duty."
"Then death is most welcome !" exclaimed the liberal-minded
and spiritually-aspiring woman ; "but take that weight off my
feet."
There was no unusual pressure upon the feet of the dying, save
the body weighing down the spirit; and, thus perceiving, I called
the members of the family to her bedside, and retired to the privacy of my own room. The superior condition was immediately
upon me. And I witnessed and comprehended the minutest
particular of that spiritual translation. The spectacle was impressively and supremely holy. Oh, ·most beauteous process !
Oh, most sublime beatitude ! But I will at once restrain my pen,
and refer the reader, for a full and truthful description of that
death-scene, to page 163, Vol. I., of the "Great Harmonia."
The artist has attempted to picture that ineffably glorious transformation-" Death" -which will be experienced by all mankind as the years roll onward.
The reader is supposed to know, by this time, the leading traits
of my ml;!ntal orga[)ization. Perhaps the strongest element was an
almost irresistible impulse to respond to demands made upon me
f1-om all sides of humanity -ofttimes in direct violation of the law of
self-justice and stllf-preservation. On the reception Qf a stranger's
letter, appealing for relief from some trial or disease,. my disposition was immediately to return a humane and beneficial answer.
This unrestrained proclivity, as the sequel will shOw, exposed me
to much imposition and 'suffering. Yet I have no desire that my
nature should be less disp(>sed to universal goodwill, nor would I
intimate that the exercise of selfishness is right or conducive to
hap~iness.

My unsought fame as a seer of hidden things, and the great
scarcity, at that time, of simila~ly-endowed persons, brought me
scores upon scores of ietters. If -t h) task of spelling and reading
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th~se epistles was arduous, as it was, how shall I describe the
toiling that was necessary to answer them ? From one corre!1pondent's letter I extract the following : "NEw YonK, 18-l7. .

"l\lY DE.AR Sm : I take the liberty o~ addressing you, though
a stranger, to get some information. on a business-matter of the
utmost importance.
"To-morrow, I expect to fail! The vortex of bankruptllJ is
whirling through my brain ! I am a young merchant, sir; my
hopes and ambition have been high ; my father has advanced
me large sums, sir ; and I have invested largely in stocks, to
my utter ruin, unless you; by means of your supernatural powers
of im!ight, will tell me how I may recover these losses by investments which will prove immensely and speedily profitable.
" I could myself receive this misfortune and die a beggar, or
terminate- existence by suicide, sir, were it not that I have a darling young wife and an infant son, who look to me for sympathy
and support.
""For God's sake, sir, help me if possi'b1e-"'"'witb the' greatest
despatch-and enclose your bill for services. Yours; &c.''
:rtfy reply was that I could not relieve him from pecuniary embarrassments-that my mind was absorbed in questions of universal import-that suicide would not" hefp him out of trouble,
but only increase it- and tliat, by worki'ng perseveringly ior an
honorable position in the world, be would receive the assistance
of merchants who knew him.
Twenty days subsequently the post brought me another letter
from the same person, in whlch he said:"All is lost! I am a ruined man ! .....-all because I relied upon
your pretended power to tell what will happen. In your letter to
me, you say positively that 'I would receive the assistance of merchants who. knew me.' . Not a word of it has come true! No, sir
-not a word- and never will !"
And thus did the ·half--crazed man misconstrue my counsel.
N ext,c I would read ove1 a package of perhaps fifty letters from

~

351

EVENTS OF THE VALLEY.

persons half-sick or half:dead with various diseases.
there would come a request of this kind : -

And then

"PHILADELPHU,

Pa.

" DEAR FRIEND : I suppose the claims of disordered humanity
upon thy time and patience are numerous, but thee is 11-hle tp do
good as few are, and thee is willing, I am told, to use thy power
in a case of humanity like mine. My youngest son is lost or dead
we fear. He left home a few months ago to visit a relative in the
country, and has not been heard from since. Now, my dear
friend, if thee can find him, thee will. greatly relieve the broken
hearts of his distressed parents. With great respect, &c.'•
Almost every day the post would bring me letters containing
'
questions like the following : - ·
"Will my present conneetion with Mr. - - involve me in
more pecuniary losses ?"
" Can you tell me the name of the bank where I can negotiate
a loan on the securities in my possession ?"
" Shall I pass through the present crisis and sustain my credit?"
" If I should come to your village, can I see you in reference
to my present shipments?" &c., &e.
Some time previous to the date of these letters, while living in
the psychical valley,. I was a -guest at a merchant's mansion.
Serenely shone the sun upon the rich man's ornamental possessions. Warm hearts heat within the hallowed precincts of that
home, and the endearments of friendship ' added tenfold to the
attractions of the merchant's hospitality. Fancy me, dear reader, walking in the garden arm in arm with the proprietor, who
asked : " Can you e1..ter clairvoyance now without the doctor's
help?"
"Yes," I replied, ·my will can induce the superior condition
when I desire it.''
" Do you suppose,- said he, "that you have the power to tell,
for instance, the stat" of the flour-market at any given time, if you
desire to do so?"
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"Yes," said I. " If I should desire to see the flour-market, I
could understand all about it in thirty minutes."
" How would you get at it?" he inquired.
" First," I replied, " I would examine the condition of the crops
now in the ground ; then the amount of flour held in check by
speculators ; then calculate about storms, to ascertain how much
wheat would be probably damaged ; and lastly, from these data, I
would purchase flour for a certain amount, and hold it till the
highest price was offered."
" That would require considerable calculation," said the merchant. "But why don't you do it, if you can?"
"Because,'' was my reply, "I can not will to do it."
"Why not?" he asked.
"Because I can not desire it,'' I answered. " The reason is;
that I believe all speculation to be both an injustice and a fraud
which greatly afflicts the working-classes."
" Perhaps, that is true,'' he argumentatively replied ; "but
somebody will speculate in flour- the thing will be done- money will be made- and wouldn't it be better and more in accordance with wisdom for a liberal man io make it than a merely selfish speculator who wouldn't help on Reform?"
"No,'' said I; "all speculation is wrong, no matter who goes
into it; and the money, thus obtained, is seldom of any value to
the world."
" Your reasoni:ng, I must confess, is rather muddy to my mind,''
said the merchant. "Now suppose the crop prospect was so and
so, ood suppose the flour-market is thus and thus, and you could
get so many barrels at such a price, what would you do ?"
" If I were a merchant," said I, " and the market aud conditions
aud opportunities were as you describe, I should lay in a good
stock of flour.''
The foregoing is in substance a correct report of that .conversation. Of the results thereof I had no thought whatever, as I harbored no suspicion of evil. But ere the sun of that day went
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down, my unilluminated words were taken as a standard of action! Subsequently, on hearing the effects of my" friend's im·
pulsive movements, I felt surprised and grieved; but, actuated by
benevolent impulses, I withheld all expression of my regrets and
disapprobation. But others afterward seized upon the unexplained circumstance, and I received volleys of misrepresentations from the enemy's battlements.
The reader will bear in remembrance, wbile glancing over
these few " wants" from Ute world, that I had been the recipient
of similar demands since 1844. Then, however, I had the protection of an operator. And, besides, the appeals now made were
far more numerous and trying to my sensitive nature- because I
was sojourning in the mental valley, between Mount Justice and
Mount Power, in a sort of transition which exposed me to trials
unknown to the citizens of the world. One more illustration from
the wide-spreading thicket of my- correspondence will suffice :
"A. J. DAVIS, Esq.: Pardon a stranger in writing to you upon
so delicate a matter as that of a domestic quarrel. I will not in·
trude upon your time by writing apologetic words, but will come
to the difficulty under which I suffer. The circumstances are
these : Soine ten months since, I courted a young lady with the
intention of making her my wife. But one day we had the misfortune to disagree upon a trifling matter, at which she took great
offence, and I find it impossible to conciliate her by any means in
my power.••••
"If you can inform me as to what will bring about the state of
affection and confidence that existed a few weeks since, you will
greatly oblige, &c."
Besides these, there came unto me letters of every conceivable
shade of scientific, historical, and philosophical· inquiry- never
imparting a particle of information, but asking innumerable questions about all sorts of out-of-the-way and never-to-be-thought-of
subjects. And thus, dear reader, lived I in the valley. What
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could serve me, in my lowly habitation, saye the Angel World
and my :Magic Staff?
Receiving, at lengtJ:l; an invitation from an acquaintance in
Vermont, to visit and take a carriage-ride with him all the way
fl·om Bennington to Burlington, I fled from the presence of my
wearying anxieties and rested three whole weeks.

MISSIONARIES IN THE FIELD.

355

CHAPTER XLV.
MISSIONARIES IN THE FIELD.

"They 'Wrought with sad sincerity,
Themselves from God they could not free,
They builded wiser than they knew,
The conseion& stone to beauty grew.''

TliE balmy breezes of the great Green mountains had fanned
m~ch fe"Verish fatigue out of my flesh, and I departed from the
presence of my Vermont friend with a blessed. repose in my
spirit. There was a certain promise to be fulfilled-that on my
return, I would halt in Troy, New York, and call upon my new
acquaintance, the poet. I did so. His refined. and free expressions of regard were to me refreshing and pleasurable. There
was now less impetuous ~citement in his manner. He said:
" The mission on which I am about to depart, Brother Davis, is
one of great importance.''
"What have you resolved to do, Brother Harris?" I inquired.
" Having privately withdrawn from the Universalist denomination," said he with deep energy, "I am now preparing a course of
lectures to deliver' on my western tour/'
"Have you made out the plan of your trip r" I asked.
" I shall need your impressions, Brother Davis, on the best
- - course ftn' me to pursue,"· said he with m:uch emotion. "I shall
consider mysel£. in due wisdom, as acting. under your guidance.''
Saying this· he relapsed i~? a child-lib quietness for a little
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space, and then continued: ''I expect much labor, much hardship
and even persecution ; but I hope that my will and love aM
wisdom will be strengthened and guided-so I shall meet all
discouragements with fortitude, all insults with magnanimity, and
labor with the serene and patient courage, which, in so good and
divine a cause, must at last insure succeys."
"Has Broiher l!'ishbough got the Revelations published yet?"
I asked-for as I had just returned from the journey, I had not
ascertained the facts.
"No," he replied; "the Book .is expected here about the first
of August. I am anxiously waiting to see it out. Have you
seen the pretended review in the ' Troy Whig' ?"
I answered that I had not. " Then,'' said he, "let me read you
my rejoinder."
I thanked him for his kindness, and' procuring his manuscript,
he read an exceedingly candid and dignified reply to the "falsehoods" of the journalist. In that article he ably maintained tftree
propositions, as follows :"'-" 1. The book originated as is claimed, because the characters
of Dr. Lyon, the operator, Mr. Fishbaugh, the scribe, and 1\lr.
Davis, are above reproach; and their known proved reputation
as honest men procludes the possibility of deception.
"2. Neither Messrs. Lyon or Fish bough, any or all of the
witnesses, nor Mr. Davis himself, in the normal state, was capable
of producing the work, or had opportunity to do so without detection if capable.
" 3. The evidence of hundreds of eye-witnesses attest the
reality of Mr. Davis' spiritual powers, and proves him to have
capacities equal to the production of the work.''
In addition to the foregoing the poet had inserted the following:
"In March last, he [Mr. Davis] stated that a further develop·
ment of his powers would soon occur. This has taken place.
He is now able, without being magnetized, to make full use of his
spiritual powers-to heal the sick-to foretell future ennts-:-to
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see the most distant occUITences-to solve the most abstruse
questions in psychoiogy-and to declaim for hours with the eloquence of an angel, in defence and exposition of the principles he
has revealed."
There was a divine glow in the poet's eye as he read, and· I
listened with painfully pleasurable emotions. His manner, more
than his words, interested me. " What do you think of it?" he
tenderly asked.
" The positions are essentially true," said I. " But I fear,
Brother Harris, that your journeyings will overtax your powers
of endurance."
"Much will depend. on the promptness of your impressions,"
h~ tremulously replied, "and I trust the importance of my mission
will induce you to write me from time to time, giving me interior
guidance. All things show my mission to be divine, and I will
go on life or death."
At length I departed for Poughkeepsie. While sailing down
the Hudson, I recalled the foregoing interview, and tried to penetrate its results. But, al_as! I was living in the valley. The
mists and fogs that had chilled me before, many times during
similar periods, were once again upon my faculties. My intuitions would not rise upward. 'Twas well. The lowly plain was
a period of rest, and, knowing this, 'twas wrong in me to repine.
And yet, though I leaned upon my Staff I was deeply troubled.
Have you not had many beclouded days and trying ~eeks, dear
reader-when your circumstances compelled the exercise of
wisdom, and yet·you could not see your way clear enough to act
wisely? At least, such was my state, with some effulgent exceptions, for weeks succeeding my conversation with the poet-missionary.
Walking the steamer's deck, and recalling. the. unsought responsibility that had just been conferred upon nre, I thought: "Well,
I suppose that I must take it. .And yet, it seems to me that the
.Principles of my Book teach a different course. Each mau is an
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individual. Each person must reverence and obey the dictates
of his own Reason. When a man's soul is self-harmonized, the
5pirit-world is revealed to him. Man is a microcosm, in other
words ; and all things are contained in himself. A man plenarily
inspired, then, is one who has access to all Truth and all Wisdom.
Well, now, suppose I counsel Brother Harris ? That will be
right, because I may aid him to become plenarily inspired, and
thus his own centre of strength. Very well, then, I 'II do all I
can to help him. He seems to love universal Reform, to be
religiously sincere, to feel heroic devotion to duty~ and he is very
talented. All this is good and desirable ; and yet I shrink from
his impulsiveness."
Thus ended my meditations on that matter. But there was
another thing that troubled me: his positive exaggeration of my
personal abilities. "Why, I don't pretend to foretell future
events," thought I, " only so far as they lie in the track of fixed
principles. And again, I can not ' declaim for hours with the
eloquence of an angel.' The fact is, people complain that I don't
talk enough, and that, when I do talk, I bungle words together so,
that I am often unintelligible to them."
Thus meditating, I began to feel alarmed. " That won't never
do," I mentally exclaimed. " Brother Harris will speak of me
in his lectures, without qualification, as being • an angel' and all
that, when I am nothing of the kind any more than he is.'' My
thoughts began to succeed each other with tumultuous speed, but
excusing Benevolence soon checked and quieted them; and I
thus soliloquized-" Oh, never mind. Brother Harris is a poet.
That's the way with poets. They do n't tell things just as they
appear to common people. It's all right for him-and I guess
I 'lllet it pass, and not think nor worry any more about so trifling
and manifest a matter."
We will now glide over a few uneventful days. The next scene
opens at the scribe's residence, in Williamsburgh, Long Island.
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'Tis the twenty-first anniversary of my birthday; the eleventh of
August, 1847. The title of the piece to be performed is, "Men
and means to edit and publish a Reform paper in New York."
The curtain rises; and the play begins.
The particulars of the drama, as evolved during a few hours,
need not. be rehearsed in this volume. Suffice it to say, that the
prominent pam were well sustained by the able and candid artists.
Nay, 'twas not an artificial performance, dear reader, for there
was a sad sincert'ty streaming through every heart. Each man's
duty was to stretch forth his honest arm, and help turn the tide of
human existence into better and higher channels. The world was
clad in blackened robes woven upon the loom of Ignorance and
Superstition ; and these men met to construct a factory for the
weaving of garments of whiteness and immortality.
'Twas resolved to begin a journal by ail harmonious assoCiation
of labor, capital, and talent. Several one-hundred-dollar shares
were at once purchased by individuals in the audience. And
after many good speeches, one asked : " What shall the paper be
called?"
Various captions were suggested. At length an auditor remarked that "the new word in Brother DaVis' book would be
unexceptionably excellent."
"The Univercrelum," repeated the chairman, "Yes-a very
good name, indeed."
"Who shall be the principal editor?" was the next inquiry.
"Why, of course the brother who originally proposed the publication," said one. " He is just the best man for that position in
our ranks."
"Yes, Brother Brittan,'' said the conscientious and deliberate
scribe, " you are tlte man."
The designated gentleman gracefully expressed his heartfelt
acknowledgments, and then said: "Permit me, brethren, to suggest an additional title. My reasons fo~ offering it will be sufficiently obvious. Below the leading appellatiou, I would have th6
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supplementary expression, "And Spiritual Philosoplter"-with
this motto: "The things which are seen are temporal; but the
things which are not seen arc eternal."
The appointed editor is a new character in this drama, and
should therefore be introduced to the consideration of the reader.
Ptior to the present occasion, I had many times been a guest at
his residence. The fraternal sympathies and kit:adly hospitalities
of his family wer{l un.sparingly bestowed upon me-for which I
was then and am now deeply and cordially grateful. Many times,
too, have I gazed into his mental structure, and delighted my
spirit-eyes with the landscapes, symbols, figures, archetypes, and
images, that cluster and glow and stretch far away, scene beyond
scene, in the region of his vivacious Ideality. And during his
illnesses, also, I have looked into and prescribed for his physical
organism. He was my friend. In his eye, there was a look of
love ; in his smile, a token of confiding affection. His ruling traits
were: a love of Liberality, a love of Beauty, a love of public
Esteem, a love of Truth. He became the editor of "The Univercrelum,'' and will ere long again appear in this history.
The missionaries were now in the field. The reader will bear
in mind that I had not summoned them into it, though I cheerfully
became their coadjutor. There was the operator, the scribe, the
poet, the editor, and myself. We stood side by side on the stage
of life, our spirit-arms about each other's neck, while the turliulent billows of the disunited world rolled on before us. Besides
:Jurselves, there were others there who declared their intention to
write articles for the Reform paper. The play was soon over for
that day, however, and the curtain dropped amid what the imaginative would term, "thunders of applause."
My absence from Poughkeepsie was of brief. duration. While
returning thither, my mind was filled with unintelligible misgivings.
A publication was to be started in advance of public demand,
without the required complement of twelve editors, and before a
, sufficient capital had been accumulated. Methought I saw, in the
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little distance, a cloud full of rain, 'l'he water descended i~ tor•
rents, the paper was dissolved into shapeless frogments, and its
editors were (!.rifting on a sea of di~rd, " Oh, dear !" excJ~imed
I in much agitation, " Shall :J: never get 0 ver this dreaming?" .B~t
a moment's tpougbt restored me to quJe~ when I heard the l!Jessed
voice: "'/'~-Mountain! JJo-.-not-f~ar !" . Hearing the~e
words, !leaned tirmly on my Staff and felt perfect faith.
Soon after this an aquaintance repor~~.d to me a conversation,
between himself and my former operator, substa,ntia).ly as follows:-" Jlave you seen Mr. D~vis's large volume?"
"No," returned Mr. :J.evingston, "I hl!>v' n't."
"Are y-ou not very curi.oJJs to e.ee what th!j cl.airvoy~nt has
been saying since he left Y9~ ?"
"No;" s.i!lcl be, moodily. "l don't expect mucp f!"Ppl that
b~"

"J\.h, indeed I You astonish me. TeH me, p:ray, .why don't
you expect much from his book?"
''Because I don't believe that he's been in the high cla4"voyant
state since .those men enticed him away from me."
"You don't?"
"No," said he, "I don't."
" Why, can it be possible that you believe that?-''
"Yes, that's my opinion," replied the OJ>erato;r. "lf Jackson
had remained with me, and had continued to l.et me magne.tizfl
him, he might have given a book worth reading."
" But some of the papers say that his Revelations are very interesting."
'' Oh, that may be," he responded. "Jackson might have said
a few smart things, now and then, while under Doctor Lyon's influence, but ·h e hasn't delivered the -lectures he would have given~
if he had continued tQ be JX.lagnetb:ed by his first ·operator. ~ I'I,Ii
quit.e certain of that."
" Then you don't wish .to see the g:r.e at Book ?"
16
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· "No, I feel next to no interest in it- though I ~pect to read
it when I get time.''
When the substance of the foregoing conversation became
known to my New York and Bridgeport friends,. they smiled contemptuously, as if the former operator bad not exercised his com
mon sense. His stand-point was esteemed to be extremely preposterous. And so it was. But ere long the tables were turned ;
and, then, a position precisely identical with this absurd one of
Mr. Levingston in regard to _the Revelations, became [Jltogether
reasonable and convenient for others to assume with reference to
my subsequent volumes. In this particular, the sequel will be
extremely novel and valuable to the reader.
While the Revelations were being stereotyped in America, a
suggestion arose concerning theii.- speedy publication in England.
The grave-faced operator submitted to me a catalogue of grave
questions on this point; after due interior consideration of which,
I answered favorably to the interest of the publication. 'Twas
not mammon, dear reader, that prompted the new partners to
send the book to our Motherland across the blue Atlantic-; but,
on the contrary, they were actuated by a genuine desire to maintain and exert their mutual and sacred guardianship over the
spread of its sublime principles.
But whence the means ? I will tell you. Through a letter, I
presented their plans and wishes to my Spirit Sister-the lady
correspondent-whose face I had not seen since my first impression that we should not meet. Her reply was prompt and characteristic :"MINE OWN BROTHER !-My soul's best, truest friend-dear
as thou art to me, yet dearer is the work of thy life, and I would
do everything to aid thee in it. But my means are not abundant,
dearest brother, and I regret that I can not do more. Out of
what I have, however, I will cheerfully lend twelve hundred dollars to Messrs. Lyon and Fishbough, to be appropriated (as you
say) in defraying the expenses consequent upon the publication
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of the Book in England. But, my best friend, let me add that you
receive the profits coming from its sale there, to pay your current
travelling and boarding expenses, until you receive back the entire
sum, for which I will take their joint note. Will tliis do? Do
not deny me, my own best brother. I wish to be of some use to
" Thy Spirit~Sister --."
the world. I would serve thee!
Therefore, in addition to the previous loan, and two hundred
und fifty dollars subsequently bestowed with which to l1elp sustain
the Univercrelum, a still greater sum was now offered by the generous lady to aid in the dissemination of this blessed Reform.
Mr. Joseph H. Cunningham, an intelligent disciple of both
St. Crispin and progressive thought, agreed to take the.duplicate
plates of the book to his native land. The results of his mission
thither were satisfactory. But prior to his departure-during a
visit at his residence below Poughkeepsie-! had a most wonderful and useful vision. It concern~d the past, present, and future,
of the human race. Viewed merely as a generalization of historical truth, and as a systematic statement of what appeared to be
focalized upon the air before me in the brief space of twenty minutes, it is as much superior to the "Revelations" as these are
higher than the philosophy of the schools. But ere I present this
vision to the reader, I must, to avoid anachronisms, relate what
occurred soon after the meeting at Williamsburgh.
Feeling dubious as to my future course with reference to the
operator, and dreading the approaching danger of being made the
supernatural centre of a semi-philosophical and eventually superstitious propagandism, I hastened away to my mountain sanctuary
for instruction. Quiet and holy as the lull of twilight was that
dreamy state which preceded my superior condition.
My Guide was there ! He pillowed my spirit on his beating
bo~om, and said: "The bounty of Heaven hath given me wisdom
for thee, my son.''
"Thanks, kind Guide," said I, as the aroma of his pure presence floated into my soul. "I am very thankful."
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On my uttering these words he withdrew a few yards, and re.
plied with gentle firmness : " Why cal lest thou me ' Guide'?
Thy guide is within thee !"
"0h, say not sol" I exclaimed with great agitation-"do not
leave me! :My .every day's life hangs upon your truth and overruling providence !"
"Oh, man!" said be, "art thou still an ignorant youth?"
"No, no, I do not mean to be a helpless child," replied I; "but
my heart recalls your words, without which I had many times
gone astray."
"Dost thou lead the seer as one who is sightless?" he inquired.
"No," said I, "'tis only the blind who require a guide.''
".Art thou a seer?" 4e asked; "or one who merely gropes his
way through the galleries of long-departed experience?"
"The past is not my guide," said I. "When I wish to take
a step, I look upon the ground before me, lest I should stumble."
"'Tis even so, my son,'' said he, with kindly tone. "Thus
shouldst thou see from thine own central sight, the palest beam of
light o'er thy pathway. And I will come only when thou bast
done all thou canst, and yet requirest sight and power.''
" Do you mean," I inquired, "that I can penetrate the future
for myself unaided?"
" Each man," he answered, •· like the Earth and the Sun, is a
centre ; the more true the man, the more true his revolutions.
Tell me, my son, hast thou travelled over the Mountain of Use
and also of Justice ?"
"Yes, I feel that I have,'' was my reply.
"Then art thou not able to be useful and just without my
words?"
"Yes," I replied, "I feel that I can do whatsoever appears to
my own conscience to be useful and just."
"'Tis well! Do thus! Nothing more is required of any living soul!"
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He now retired a few paces further; and continued: " As he·
fore, I wiii picture to thee thy works and ways. Behold !"
Looking in the direction indicated, I instantly beheld a reproduction of the impressive scene once before witnessed-the
mountain, a castle-like structure within it, the four successive
stories, and a representation of the four stages of my own career.
"Yes," said I, "'tis true, very true. These are my boyhood
scenes, the mysterious voices of my youth, the operations of Mr.
I ..evingston, and my work with Dr. Lyon. Yes, it is all true.
But what is next to be done? My soul yearns to see the future.''
" Then," said he, " direct thy vision higher I"
To my astonishment; on looking upward, I saw another story
in the structure, mort! brilliant and beautiful than all the lower
ones combined. It seemed to be made of crystal; through which
golden and purple sunlight perpetually streamed. And in the
centre of the room, I saw myself seated by a table busily writing.
The table was glowing, the apartment shone like a sun, and my
whole head seemed to he illuminated. Below, I recognised my
friend, the doctor, and others who knew nothing of that upper
room. And, looking once again to make my vision sure, I saw a
pleasantly-furnished room, leading from the one in which I was
writing, dimly lighted from a mundane source, and seated in an
easy chair, the strange lady with whom I was in correspondence !
" Oh, tell me," exclaimed I, "do you mean to foreshadow a personal interview with my Spirit Sister?''
The vision vanished. But my Guide stood in the foreground,
with a smile glowing like a sunbeam on his heavenly face, and I
asked : " What is the work for me next to do ?"
.And he replied~ "The bounty of heaven giveth me wisdom.
See I The road before thee guideth the traveller, through midnight mists, all the way up the Mountain of Power into plains
and valleys beyond. Hold thy Staff firmly, then, for the enemies
of progress are many and mighty. Thus saying, he disappeared,
and I returned to outward life.
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Wending my way homeward, I pondered on all that had passed
-for my memory was no more suspended-and the reader can
easily anticipate my resolutions. They were: that I would henceforth live an independent life, be my own centre of sight, my own
inditer of impressions, be responsible for my own mistakes, distribute the generosities of my own soul, help on the work of hu·
man progress as one among many, be the leader of no party, the
friend of no useless compromise, and thuJ walk over the mountains
and through the valleys of my individual pilgrimage.
Reaching my boarding-house, I hastened to my room, and lo!
- between that moment and the end of the ensuing hour- the
past was all merged into my outward recollection I The mystic
Past-that had been to me as a dream-was all mine! My
memory could now revert to each minutest particular of my every
clairvoyant vision. No more contradiction ! A double and twisted existence no more! The abounding wealth of my experience
was no longer locked in another's bank. No man could now hold
the key with which to go in and out of my soul at pleasureleaving me, as an outward being, a lone wanderer and destitute
of common understanding. "No, no!" exclaimed my joyful heart,
"henceforth, I shall walk the surface of God's earth, not proudly,
but a companion at once to the lowly clod-hopper and the educated
academician. Oh, I am wholly awake! The sable curtain of mystery -so long hanging between my outer and inner world- is
rent in twain and for ever banished! The secrets of a clairvoyant
life are before me, and no man can wrest them from my reason and
memory !" There came a natural feeling into my flesh, on the harmonious blending of these previously separate memories. Not that
the superior condition was drawn down to the level of my common
life, but my common life. was elevated to the very threshold of
the superior condition. After that memorable and gracious hour
-ru; I said in my first article to the Univercrelum- I could voluntarily enter the " superior condition," investigate truths, see for
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myself, draw my own conclusions, and retain a perfect recollection
of the whole experience.
In all this, then, you may behold a prophecy of what FatherGod and Mother-Nature have in reserve for every son and daughter of humanity. Not that all men will pass throug~ the mystical
ordeal of magnetization ; but the immutable laws of mind will,
sooner or later, waft each soul into "the superior condition"ween, as with the bee and the angel, the only and sufficient guide
to good and truth will be that totality of Divine life in the soul,
which I celebrate under the name of" INTUITION."
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CHAPTER XLVI.
VISION

OF PERPETUAL PEA.CE.

ALTHOUGH several eventful years have wafted my barque :fur
from the place wherein I beheld the substance of this chapter, yet
do I recall each little incident and circumstance of the occasion as
if 'twere yesterday. "Each soft remembrance_springs like blossoms in the heart."
Breakfast over, and the sabbath morning partly spent, Mr. Cunningham said: "Come, let's all walk to church this forenoon. The
music is usually very good."
The two daughters at once consented, and I, being a guest,
cheerfully acceded to the proposition. Never was sabbath sun
more bright, nor Sunday scenes more beautiful. The walk was
short-just over the bridge, and up to the Episcopal sanctuary
on the hillside, in Channingville, Dutchess county.
I entered a cushioned pew with the family. The organist extemporized a prelude, the choir sung its solemn chants, the devout
clergyman went through divers prefatory exercises, and I tried to
get interested. One of the audience handed me a prayer-book.
I appreciated his benevolent intentions, but 'twas a decided impediment to my devotio~s. Not being used to books of any sort,
I had a double temptation-that is, to appear to rE'ad, and yet not
to do anything of the kind.
At length, the solemn minister began his solemn discourse to a
solemn congregation. He said nothing that met my mind during
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the fore part C!_f his sermon; but when perhaps within a few inches
of the end, he exclaimed : "'Who thinks of man's redemption ?
Who can tell when Jehovah's words were first delivered to erring
nations?"
Those questions interested my mind at once. !'Yes," methought, "I would like to know when the first minister began to
preach. In fact, I would like to see the very first form of religious belief-and what sort of people they were who believed the
first theology."
As I meditated, I looked and beheld a faint light before mecausing the altar, the pulpit, the minister, and the church, to melt,
and fadej and vanish away.
My intuitions were liberated and blended with clairvoyance ;
the _superior condition was perfectly p~duced ; and, though in the
midst of people, no one knew the workings of my soul. The mateiial confinements of the local sanctuary did not restrain me ;
neither did the presence of minds form the leW!t part of my individual consciousness.
" What was the first theology ?" I mentally inquired. Knowing that I possessed the power to answer my own question, away
I looked through cloudy skies and stormy centuries, along Stygian
shores and over oceans of buried men, until I fixed upon the primeval conditions of human existence. This was SAVAGEISM.
The theology of that stage WW! Fetichism. Then I gazed upon
the turbulent billow of human history rolling toward me, and that
was BARBARISM. The theology of tl1at stage was Polytheism.
Then I looked upon the next nearest billow of mankind's past,
which was P ATRIARCHALISM. The theology of that stage was
Pantheism.
'
Fixing this in memory, I looked at the mountainous wave of
the present, called CIVILISM. The theology of this stage is
Dualism.
"Now," said I thoughtfully, "why not see what's next to flow
out of this era? What will -be the future of the race?" Seein~
16*
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the fixedness of principles, I could readily produce an exact mental picture of the approaching destiny of mankind. It would be
REPUBLICANISM. The theology of that condition will t>e Monotheism.
The grandeur of this view made_me shiver with delight. " But,"
methought, "why not look into other departments of history?
Why not cleave the darkness of the past?" And immediately I
began the labor. My penetrations were voluntary and profound.
"Now," said I inwardly, "let me first look at the complexion of
the races in the different Social States, then at their Architecture,
then at their Commerce, then at their Language, then at their
Science, &c., &c.- each in its order- until I get a history of the
whole past; and, from the immutable laws that regulate human
existence, let me read the wondrous scroll of Destiny !" And,
urged by these my own interrogatories, dear reader, I labored
upon the dead past, the living present, and the unborn future,
until I actually elaborated and focalized a chart of history and
prophecy. It seemed to me at the time-owing to my large and
projective organ of individuality-that the chart was pictured in
the air. But I am positive that it was the systematic action of
my own intuitions and clairvoyant discernment.
" Have. you been dozing?"' whispered one of the young ladies
near me, as I relapsed gently back into my outward state.
• "No,'' replied L "My mind has been wide awake."
The minister was just closing the morning services. By calculation, I made out an interior exercise of not more than twenty
minutes' duration !
Of tl:Jis extraordinary vision I said nothing that day. Next
morning I hastened to Poughkeepsie, and began tl·anscribing from
lhe pages of memory. I wrote it out methodically, just as I had
fixed the form in :iny mind, without referring to the dictionary or
any historical work. Therefore, I present it as one of the triumphs
of the superior condition. But, in order to bring this picture intelligibly before the re11der's miud, I will insert a few explanations:
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INTRODUCTIVE ExrLANA TIONS.- On the succeeding two pages,
as the reader will perceive, there are two Formulas. These constitute the firm foundation of that which I term "A Vision of Perpetual Peace." The Chart, in other words, is based upon an Intuitional (or !lelf-evident) Theory of the DIVINE MIND, the Structure of the Universe, and the Elements of the Human Mind. The
philosophy is this : that Man possesses, to a finite degree, the attributes of the Infinite; that Man is a microcosm or universe in miniature ; therefore, that all arts, sciences, philosophies, theologies,
&c., have their seat or germ in the livfng Human Soul. This
explains the value of the two Formulas.
Next, as to the eight pages succeeding. The reader will observe, on turning to the first page following the second Formula,
that Human History is divided into Five Ages-1. Savageism.
2. Barbarism. 3. Patriarchalism. 4. Civilism. 5. Republicanism. These Five Ages are as a Key, put in the reader's hand,
whereby to unlock the treasures of the Past, the Present, and the
Future, on this globe. Keep iri mind that these Five Ages run
transversely all the way through the eight pages which embrace
the Chart, and that the Captions of the sixteen longitudinal (or upand-down) columns are indicative of the different phases of the
Race at the period specified by the Age on the left side of the first
page. For example : suppose you wish to see what description of
houses were built in the Age of Barbarism. First look fo1· tie
caption " Architecture ;" then look directly beneath intQ the second
line, and there you will find the word "Pyramidalism." Now,
then, to ascertain what this word means, see the explanation in
smaller type below, (to which you are referred by the corresponding figure 2,) and you there read, " Sacred piles, altars, monuments, &c." Thus you may find the condition of Art, or Music,
or Theology, and so forth.
This brief guide to the Chart will, I trust, make it useful to
the world. Indeed, as it seems to me, almost any person may
grasp the generalization.

.
FATHER-GOD.
( Love,
CAUSE Will,
( Wisdom.

MOTHER-NATURE. NUPTIAL-LA1V.
Substance, . \Association,
EFFE£T )Aggregation, IND trogression,
Universe.
Development.

Ta.: aliove is the fundamental" formula. I. FA'l'HER-Gon is the CAUSE-the invisibly-active and immutablyenergizing .Principle. 2. Mo'l'UER-NATURE is the EFFECT--the receptive and reproductive Principle. 3. NuP'l'IAL-LAw is the END-the marriage· Code and conjug!iting Principle. This Formula may be stated in a different phraseology, thus: F 'ather-God· is- an organized and intelligent Being; a Spirit in the central Brain of the
Universe. Mother-Nature is an exact counterpart; the organic· system. or Bride of God. Nuptial-Law is the
code of conjugal action ; which leads to the propagation of all forms of life and intelligence.
Father-God's first, innate, involuntary, central Desire is the projection: and multiplication of Himself. The
type of Himself, on the summit of creation, is Man. In order to·unfold: this type, to gratifY this ·constitutions}
. Desir~, the Universe is filled with instrumentalities. innumerable. And inasmuch as perfection is the aim of
Father-God and Mother-Nature, the complete fulfilment of their Desire will consist in the harmonious development of inherent qualities· which characterize Mankind. Such. ia the pr-imary proposition of the Harmonia}
Philosophy.
·

B 0 D Y.
S P I R IT.
D E S I R E.
Mineral,
Motion,
Parentalism,
EFFECT Vegetable, END · Immortality,
CAUSE Sensation,
Animal.
Intelligence.
Happiness.
THE above Formula is but a reproduction of tlie preceding: one: in an ulteri-or and infinitely less degree of
d-evelopment. 1. S!,'IRIT is the CAUSE-the active and imperishable Principle. 2.. BoDY is the EFFEC't' -the
receptive and reprod'Uctive. Principle, 3. DESIRE is the END- the motive and actuating Principle. This Formula
may also be stated in different words, thus: the perfect human.spirit is a miniature of Fathet-God ; the perfect human body is a miniature of Mother-Nature; and humap.Desire is the Cause of all human action. Whence desires 1
Desire springs from the innate properties of the Spirit. What is the highest form of desire 1 The highest development of Desire· (or Love)' is Wisdom. The masculine elements of Father-God and the _feminine, propertiea af
Mother-Nature meet and appear (to a very limited extent)' in the· Man's constitutiun; out of which they unroll
progressively, and from which they bloom with an immortal beauty, in spheres beyond the stars. Such is the sec. 0 ndary pr9position of the Harmonia} Philosophy.
·

i
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1. SOCIAL STATE.

1. SAVAGISM.

2. DEVELOPMENT.

1. Negro.

BARBARISM.

2. ' Aborig-American.

3. PATRIARCHISM.

3. Malay-Mongolian.

4. CIVIL ISM.

4. Caucasian.

~.

5. REPUBLICANISM. 5. Anglo-American.
1. The infancy of the race ; an
age of wildness, penury, spoliation, sc1·vitude, ignorance, and seltishness.

1. BLACK was the color of the
first types of man, which were
very ·imperfect, and confined to
Africa.

2. An age of cupidity, superstition, dogmatism, war, rapine, and
the brutal subjugation of fe~es.

2. RED. Migrated, previously
to the formation of the Pacific
ocean, into the north of South
America.

3. An age of despotism, arrogance, perfidy, pride, oppression,
physical prowess, and deification.

3. YELLOW (transition). Located in eastern Asia, and extend
to the isles of the south Pacific
ocean.

4. .An age of autocracy, aristocracy, feudality, democracy, and
civilization. .Aspiration for freedom.

4. WHITE.
Extended from
India into north .Africa and irito
Europe ; hence called ·" Indo-Enropeans."

5. This will be an age of genera! industry, female elevation,
peace, light, security, and ......
. . . . . . • . . . . . . . UNITY.

5. CONORETF;. Combination of
various Europeans in America;
the highest Epecimens of mankind ;
others in • . • • . . . . . UNITY.

VISION OF PERPETUAL PEACE.

3. ARCHITECTURE.

375

·4. COMMERCE.

1. Cavel'llism.

1. Nundinantal.

2. Pyramidalism.

2. Derui-Personal.

3. Palatialism.

3. Duplicisru.

4. Domestieism.

4. Demi-National.

5. Edificialism.

5. Reciprocal.

I. Huts, caverns, ex.eavations,
tents, cabins, &c., &c.; the rudest
and simplest dwellings and structuros.

I. Collection '!f hunting, fishing, and wearing lmaterials, at fixed times and places for purposes
of trade.

2. Sacred piles, altars, and moonments. Examples of the pcrfection of this stage of architecture in
Upper Egypt.

2. }i;xchange of metals, implements of war, animals, and other
articles for women.

3. Palaces, towers, sacred edifices, temples, and sanctuaries. Of
sacred strnctures, the Pantheon is
an example.

3. Converting wealth into idols;
tithe-paying; appropriations for
sacrifices and to kingly ambition.

4. Mansions and ~ottages;buildings less for purposes of defence- more for convenience an~
utility.

4. Restrictions, tariffs, antagonism of capital and labor, and of
general interests and productions.

5. Will combine the vastness,
grandeur, utility. simplicity, and
beauty, of all previous ages . . . .
. . . . . . . . • . ·. . . a UNITY.

5. International communication, .
free trade, universal reciprocity of
exchanges . • . . . . . . UNITY .

-

'
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5. LANGUAGE.

6. SCIENCE.

1. Automatieal.

1. Simplism.

2. Hieroglyphieal.

2. Alchemy.

3. Symbolical.

3. 'fransition,

4. Alphabetical.

4. Chemistry.

5. Axiomatieal.

5. Compound.

I. Configuration of countenance,
gesticulation, simple expression,
discordant and ambiguous speet~h.

I. Pefccptive, observation of
surrounding things, superficial appli~tion, uses scarcely known.

2. Representations en stones,
trees, and plates; significant figures, simple letters and sounds.

2. Superstitious deductions, metal-mania, magic, divination, demonology, astrology.

3. Allegorical structures, typefied
ideas, significant carvings, scnlpture, statuary, and idols.

3. Chimeras, supernaturalism,
chronology, much of the imaginary
but little of the practical.

4. Conventional signs, letters,
wordd, conjugations, inflexions,
syntax- (grammar).

4. Practico-inductive, knowledge
of uses, general practical applica-- ,
tion, e. g., in inventions, naviga- 1
tion, &c.

5. Natural grammar, clear rules,
spontaneous and unequivocal expression, interior sense . UNITY.

l

5. Science the snbjc~t of prima'Y
···~""··
oppli•d
" .u ,.,....
ments
; knowledge
systemized
. .
· · · · · •• · • . . . . . UNITY.

]
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8. THEOLOGY.

7. PHILOSOPHY.

-

1. Fetiehism.

1. Material.

. ....

-- --

- · ··

.'

- -~··

2. Analytical.

2. Polytheism.

3. 'l'ransition4

3. Pantheism.

4; Synthetical.

4. Dualism.
.

6. Spiritual.

~

"'

-·

·· - ·

6. Monotheism.

I. Imaginary causes, fantastic
origins; gigantiii gods, wild speculations on cosmogony, &c.

1. First phaae of idolatry, worship of exterior objects in N'atnre,
iiilages, chieftains, &c.; adoration.

2. Broken inquiry, imaginary researches, invisible arbitrators, speculatiDiis oil the formation of the
earth.

2. Invisible deities with diverse
attributes ; rites, ceremonies, sacrifices, fasts, feasts, &c. ; expiation.

3. Experience, data, a pnun,
classifications of elements, geometr}'; dialectic subtleties, metaphysics.

il. Resolution of matter into spirit; iilijlposition that all things are
God; superstition, fanaticism.

4. Development of physical systerns, doctrines of chance, fatalism,
fteedom of the will, iistronomy,
geology;

4. Antagonistic deities, good
Qod and evli God . (or devil),
Cbnrch, Pope, Bible, Ciorg>y; sectarianis:m and prejndlce.

5, :Knowledge of causes, telations, degrees ; definiteness, method, interior investigations, all in ..
UNITY•

5. No arbitrary deities, ONE
Cause, ONE Father, ONE Destiny,
ONE family, ONE purpose. • •.•
UNITY.
.

. ... . . . . . . . . . .

.. . ... . . . .. . .

!
.I
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9. GOVERNMENT.

10. AUTHORITY.

1. Nulli-Autonicism.

1. Desire and Fear.

2. Anarchism.

2. Strength &Mystery.

3. Hierarchism.

3. Position and Title.

I 4. Feudalism.

4. Doctrine and Wealth.

5. Natural-rigbt-ism. . 5• Nature and Reason.
l. Indi;idualisolation; invasion,
local and temporary power; force,
torture; distributive justice unknown.

l. Impulse, inclination; the im- ·
aginary will of idols ; fire, light ;
superstitions and impressions.

2. Confusion, perversity, instability; artificial standards; enslaving of the weak and conquered ;
family orders.

2. Power, arbitrary will of chieftains; sorcery, soothsaying, oracles, demons, imaginary divinities.

3. Voluntary choice of chieftains
and rules ; successful warriors become monarchs; the weak oppressed.

3. Prophets, kings, · nobles,
priests ; arbitrary and irrevocable
laws based upon selfishness and
superstition.

4. Hereditary aristocracy ; serfdom, allegiance, exclusive elective
franchise ; monarchy, democracy.

4. Church, pope, bible ; estab·
lished articles of faith; hereditary
opulence and grandeur; wealth.

5. General consent; qualification, attraction, (equitable and)
natural legislation, distributive justice ..••••.•..•• UNITY.

5. Interpretation of Nature; native truth ; intuition, Reason, Wisdom, and Righteousness . . • • ••
·. · • · · · • · • .••.• UNITY.
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11. ART.
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12. MUSIC.

1. Lifeless.

1. Discordant.

2. Simple Imitation.

2. Exciting.

3. Transition.

3. Melodious.

4. Compound.

4. Soothing.

5. Living.

5. Harm onions.

1. Simple outline; rnde and
grotesque figures with parts disproportionate and incoherent; colorless, lifeless.

1. Cenfused, incoherent, clamorous, sonorous, discordant; horns,
gongs, drums, &c., mere noise.

2. Rnde and imperfect imitation;
color deep, coarse, nnshaded, and
noneffective; statuary rongh and
uncouth.

2. Intensely vociferous; simnltaneous sounds ; imperfect rnles
and time ; approximation to order.

3. Bold, rngged, and attractive ;
due regard to symmetry and proportions ; color simple but effective.

3. Periodical beats; invention,
variety, melody; orphic strains,
chants, praises; harps, flutes, &c.

4. Color less effective ; greater
regard. to exactness in delineation ;
delicate tenderness.

4. Sacred, solemn, martial, penetrating, sentimental, eolian; perfeet time, order, and harmony.

5. Soft, lively color; graceful,
sentimental, spiritual; profoundly
effective; influence pure and refining. - ..••••••• UNITY.

5. Symphonious, euphonious,
harmonions,lofty, delicate, exprcssive ; exqnisite order and time • •
•••.••.•.••••• UNITY.
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13. POETRY.

1. Perceptism.

14. AMUSEMENTS.

1. Sensual.
.

~ - --

2. Eratoism.

·-- ··

2. Mytho-Tragical.
....

3. Transition,

..

~.

. ..

··-··-·

3. Gladio-Gymnastic,
-. ..

··-~

..... "'-···· ... __
-~

4. Conceptism.

4. Melo-Dramatic.

5. Intuitism.

5. Intellectual.

-

I. External, wild, startlihg;
abounding with huge and stupendons fancies ; - subjects : genii,
hunting, war, &c.

I. 1n a state of nudity ; physical, lascivious, great a.nimality ;
hunting, fishing, and muscular explaits.

2. Erato-inspired, lyric, eccentric, bold, diffusive ; - snbjects :
gods, heroes, warriors, battles, &c.

2. Representatioiis of mythological scenes with tragical terminations ; marvellous, exciting.

3. Cantos to God, mythological,
tragical, amorous, epic, sublime,
netvons, and instructive.

3. Cruel, destructive, "gla.diatorial; games, snch as running,
wrestling, &c. Olympic games .

4. Embodying mythology, theoiogy, science, philosophy; didactic, descriptive, sacred, effeminate.

4. Representations of historical
events and of human passions, foibles, &c. ; musical and instructive.

- ··-·

--

..

I

5. Instructive, elevating, refining; the vehicle of truth, and the

l :r_o~~~r. ~~-~~: ~:0~~:;~:

5. Usefal, educational, spiritua1; embracing science, art, mnsic,
poetry, truth ••••••• UNITY.
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15. miOM.
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16. KINGDOM.

1. Sanscrit.

1. Babylonian.

2. Greek.

2. Medo-Persian.

3. Hebrew.

3. Grecio-Roman.

4. Latin.

4. European.

5. English.

5. American.

I. Ancient Indian, Chinese,
Persian, Sclavonic, Celtic, and
QQthic: Saoscrit most prominent.

1. Inclndes the sa.vage aud barba.ria.n ages, developing the mona.rchical sye~m represented ir;t. the
Babylonian.

2. A pnre la.ngna.ge formed from
the materials or the primitive la.nguages, ml!inly .or the Sa.nscrit.

2. Glides from the first into a
new reign ; the Zoroa.sterian era;
Medes a.nd Persia.ns hold the sway.

s.

-

'}.'he sacred lang~,~ws or the
Egyptians a.nd Jews, the Bible
idiom, and other dialects from the
pa.rent stock.

3. Kingdoms following Alexa.nder the Great, the era being one of
carnage, hostility, a.nd wealth.

4. Latin, German, Italian, Span4. The Roman empire and subish, French, English, Swedish, · sequent European monarchies, now
Danish, and other languages now
oea.rly closed.
in use.
5. The English petfected, being
a oompound of other laog~,~ages ; e.
general and final • • •• • UNITY.

5. A general Republic, the steppil).g-stpne to Freedom, Associatio11, Justice, Accord, and . . • . .
• •••••.••.•••• UNITY.

I
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There is nothing more positively certain than that the I-IAmroAGE will eventually dawn upon this rudimental world. Study
the fundamental principles that stream unchangeably through and
control all existence ; for they, far more than I, will utterly convince your understanding and gladden your deepest heart.
What is true of the Individual is equally true of the Race. For
illustration: the first Age- Savageism-is infancy;; the second
Age-Barbarism-is adolescence; the third Age-Patriarchalism- is virility ; the fourth Age- Civilism-is manhood; the
fifth Age-Republicanism-is maturity; or, a ripening of the
preceding ages into a state of comparative Wisdom and Harmony.
Meanwhile, you will bear in mind that, as there are infancy and
old age in the same family at the same time, so are there savage·
ism and harmonialism in the same age and in the same Nation.
And again, you will observe that, as extremes meet by the linking
of maturity with childhood, so will the highest harmony of the Race
touch the lowest discord ; and thus, by interchange of interest and
sympathies, keep up the progressive rotations, and reproductions,
and similarities, of human experience. In other words: that which
is Old age to a Man is, in reality, but the infancy; or initiative of a
similar career on a higher plane; even so, that which is Harmony
to the Race is, in reality, but -the savageism or beginning of a similar historical experience on a grander scale.
Now, in the twenty minut~s' vision of which the f6regoing Chart
is but an abstract, I beheld the certainty of a period of Peace and
Happiness. Not that all nations and all lands will be simultaneously harmonized. and perfected, but that the best portion of the
Race and the purest soil of the earth will unfo{d the Kingdom of
Heaven.
Poets are no dreamers ! Prophets are no impostors ! Seers
are no visionists ! Philosophers are not insane ! No, no ! Poets
all have sung of an " Elysium." Prophets have foretold of ·a
"New Jerusalem.'' Seers have seen an (,Era ·of Universal
Unity.'' Philo.sophers have ciphered out a" New Atlantis." The
NIAL
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Millennia! day, the Utopian period, the reign of Justice, the age of
Happiness-all! yes, all-is but one declaration of Father-God
through the several inspired offspring of Mother-Nature.
What do I mean.? The meaning is, that all conceptions of
which the above terms and titles are expressive, have their secondary origin in the human soul-the primary source always being Father-God and Mother-Nature. "Unity" is the last word at
the bottom of every colutb.n. "Unity'' is the name of the Era of
Harmony. "Unity" includes the full growth and harmonious action of every passion, desire, or love. "Unity" is the ultimate of
God's design and of Nature's desire. Therefore, when accomplished, "Unity" will be the hru."lllony of Man with himself; with
his neighbor, with the universe-or, with Father-God and MotherNature!
The experience of the Race, recorded in profane and ecclesiastical history, shows that it haB passed :&om stage to stage in regular progression-that men were .first savages, then barbarians,
next demi-civilized, then civilized, and now are advancing toward
general Republicanism. Parallel with the social state of Mankind
in each Age, has been the state of philosophy, art, theology, moraJ.s, &c. If we know one, we know the other. Appealing to the
authoritg of past ages as a rule of faith and practice in the present
age, is manifestly doing violence to principles of progress, as well
as going counter to all natural teachings and human intuitions.
As men look to the indiscretions of youth for instruction, so should
Mankind review the experience of former generations, and, by their
errors and follies, learn to pursue the path of Truth and Righteousness. The arts, doctrines, theories, &c., of former ages should
be religiously preserved, and whatever is good and true in. them
should be adapted and applied to present nse; but to value them
above modern ·improvements, or to dream that a Golden Age has
been lost, is to invert the order of progress, and to exalt ignorance
and discord above Wisdom and Harmony.
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CHAPTER XLVII.
THE FURNISHED ROOM.
"In stillness deep I walk a land
Where spirit-forms my footsteps greet,
And beauteous thoughts-an angel-bandChant low and sweet."

RETURNING to my boarding-place, I found piles of letters from
all degrees and shades of human "wants," to which the writers
expected immediate and satisfactory answers. Amid numerous
packages, my eyes rested upon a familiar superscription. From
that letter I will make a single extract : "W~LTHAlll,

MABB., August, 1847.

"BROTHER BEST BELOVED !-Light of my path !-My only
earthly friend! ••..•••. , . . • • • The motive that induced me
to purchase this comfortable ' Stone House' was to give thee a
refuge-a home of thine own to flee to-when fatigued with
toiling in the field of Human Redemption. Rev. 0. H. Wellington, my agent, is planning to remove the encumbrances. He will
take up the mortgages now .resting upon these premises, settle all
the bills for furniture, &c.; and then, dearest brother, this is thy
home-a place where the son of man can lay his hllM, and be
wholly at rest. May I do this? Will it be wisdom
It is the
darling tho\lght of my every honr, to minister unto thy material
wants, though I may not in this world be permitted to see thy
perishable form. Tell me, my best friend, wilt thou accept this
house as thine ?
"Thy Spirit-Sister, - - - - --.'i

r
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lmn;J.ediately on reading the above, I took into consideration her
generous proffer, and the propriety of my accepting it. The details of that interior examination I will not chronicle, but the result
thereof belongs in justice to the reader. I replied that I must not
allow my mipd to be trammelled with the cares of property; and
consequently, though she would exert herself to pay for the house
and give me a clean title, I was compelled in wisdom to decline.
But in regard to " our not meeting in this world," I wrote that
she might rest assured that we should have the pleasure of a personal inte:rview. This assurance I predicated on the strength of
the impression conveyed to me by the vision already related.
Shortly after this I received a letter from the self-appointed
missionary. This heroic pioneer was now delivering discourses
in Utica. On the 8d of October he preached in Troy, New York;
on which ,occasion, as he says, "I avowed my belief in the Revelations;" and, in the evening, "I preached on Immortality, making
use of the gr~t Central Idea in 'Nature's Divine Revelations'God the Cause, Matter the Effect, Spirit the ffitimate-to show
the truth that the interior wisdom of Jesus formerly, q,nd our living Propl1et now, proved that 'a spirit was in man.'" Then, after
candidly reporting a few details of his work, he adds : " I ftnd that
it will need mighty and heroic efforts to commence the great revolution. I am determined to • conquer or die,' but 'shall need, for
the present, to be much advisecll by your interior wisdom."
Under the swaying impulse of benevolence, I had previously
requested this energetic apostle to write me as he went on his
way, at the same time promising that I would give him all the
counsel possible for me to furnish. But on the perusal of this
first important epistle, my heart began to tremble, while my head
warmed with the forebodings of fear.
"Can it be possible," ~aid I mentally, "that the poet looks upon
me as a Heaven-appointed prophet? And does he proclaim my
words as being more divine and authoritative than those of any
other person intuitionally exlilted? Ah, I fear he has been too

17
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long a believer in the supernatural, without investigation. He
loves religious truth, but he does not discriminate. He is positive
and determined, however, and his words will ever be an exponent
of his belief, right or wrong. This trait of his mind :I particularly
like. But what shall I do for him? Just look at t~ facts! In
obedience to his own convictions of duty, he heroically relinquished
a large salary, abandoned all his former claims to pecuniary aid,
and, like the apostle Paul, has now gone forth, fearlessly and alone,
to preach the gospel of 'Nature's Divine Revelations.' But he
did not go by my influence, and yet he 'depends upon my interior
wisdom.'"
Meditating thus, I felt sad and dubious. But at length I wrote
him a cheering reply, sent him a prescription for his health, and
suggested the best places to lecture in. And now, dear reader,
we will leave the poet to the prosecution of his painful work, and
resume the preceding subject.
The deliberate scribe had just returned from a visit to the
" Stone House,'' where he saw and conversed freely with our benefactress. She was extremely disheartened, and even grieved,
because I did not accept her proffered gift. It seemed to unsettle
and bewilder her mind-to dissipate her fond hopes and darling
plans. Mr. Wellington, her agent, was soon to receive the house
out of her possession, and she was determined once again to breathe
the invigorating air of her native Rhode Island. Only one more
request would she now dare venture. This was soon communicated to me, both by the scribe and the following : "WALTHAM, MAss.,--, 1847•
• • • . . • • • " I submit. Thy wisdom is my reliance. But, my
best and only friend, I have one more plan. In the ·' Stone House'
I have furnished a room and consecrated its every article of comfort and luxury to thee. It contains everything requisite for a
gentleman. There are pictures on the walls, too, and a collection
of choice books. Do not deny me ! My disappointment ~auld
be past endurance! My health is fil.iling fast, and I feel that my
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life on earth is short. Allow me to furnish a bedroom and a
study for you, wherever you may reside during the ensuing year.
Do' not refuse, for I fear it would sever the last remaining link
that binds me to the things of this world. May I do so?
"Thy Spirit-Sister, - - - - --."
Her generous appeal was directly to the affections ; yet I had
the power to silence their . promptings. .My interior examination
of this new request was immediate and satisfactory. I replied in
harmony with her wishes, and informed her where I contemplated
spending the fall and winter months.
I was now but just com~encing my journey up the Mountain
of Power. The secret of my safe progress thus far ,was the Magic
Staff. A few weeks of unimportant experiences passed by, between my acceptance of the lady's last benefaction and the incidents about to be related.
"Why, Brother Davis, how glad we are to see your face once
more !" This cordial salutation emanated from the naturally warm
heart of the editor's amiable wi~e, on my arrival from Poughkeepsie. Her sunny eyes of cloudless blue beamed with an expression
of friendly welcome, and her fair face reflected the attractive alternations of pleasurable emotion. The editor had procured a
comfortable house in the fine-appearing Colonnade Row, in Williamsburgh.. From the upper windows the occupant might gaze
out upon the expanded bay, covered with the gliding agents of
commerce; and beyond, upon New York, the ifinumerable structures whereof oppressed the eye as would the drear prospect of
an interminable forest.
" Thank you, Mrs. Brittan," said I; "so ani' I glad to see you
once more."
" What have you been about all this long time?" she asked.
" Oh, at all sorts of things/; I replied; "writing out my new
chart, answering_ letters, doctoring sick folks, &c. How's all the
children?"
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" Healthy and beautiful as ever," said she, clasping with enthu·
siasm a blooming baby-boy in her arms ; "they delight me to per·
fection! T.hey're so sweet, and so bewitchingly mischievous!"
" Have you seen Mrs. Dodge lately?" I asked.
" Oh, certainly I have. She 's been doing all kinds of splendid
work for you up-stairs."
"Ah, indeed! What's been going on?"
"Don't be in too great a hurry, Brother Davis," said she, smiling archly; "when Mr. B. comes, we 'll 'all walk up and look in
together."
Now, though I had been the recipient of surprises from my boyhood, still I was not fond of having a delicate secret sprung upon
me, and so I begged to be excused from further waiting. But
the editor soon entering, up-stairs we went as first proposed. The ·
door of my,winter retreat was thrown open, and lo! I beheld with
material eyes a perfect copy of the ple'asantly-furnished room that
was pictured in my vision of the mountain-$tructure. Everything
was in exact accordance with that foreshadowing, save the pres·
ence of the strange lady: but, leaning firmly on my Staff; I held
my heart still, and my tongue betrayed nothing of the deep aston·
ishment and gratitude which stirred my nature-astonishment at
the perfect fulfilment of my Guide's pictorial prophecy ; gratitude
that he had inspired the lady to strew my rugged path with violets.
The initial or specimen number of "The Univercrelum" had
already appeared, and matter for the succeeding number was
partly on hand. The main motive that moved me to board in the
editor's family was the desire I had to bring about a unity of interests in the publishing enterprise. The first step toward unity of
action was unity of thinking ; and a close proximity of individuals,
whose affections were more or less involved, was the primary consideration with me. At the same time, I had resolved to exercise
no authority over any person ; and, equally, that I would not sub·
mit to be in any degree an-ested in my individual pilgrimage.
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It required but little insight, however, to discern the error that
lurked at the very core of our glorious movement. That seed of
disorganization .was the lack of capital and talent adequate to sustain the publication. My belief was, that our body should have
originated as the crystal is formed in the bosom of matter-two
particles that are congenial first uniting ; and then by their quiet
emanations making others congenial, and segregating them as they
thus gravitate, until is developed a strong and beautiful body.
Our movement, on the contrary, was begun in the external sphere
o! common business ; and tho~gh it was flushed, to all appearance,
with redeemable promises; yet ·1 foresaw its ultimate dissolution.
But my purpose was to write almost every week for the paper,
!Wd thus- co-operating with the editor, the scribe, the poet, J.
K. Ingalls, Frances H. Green, Rev. W. M. Fernald, and otherstry to diffuse some spiritual light o'er the human world.
The painful events to be recorded in the next chapter will not
be seen in their true light, unless the reader first imbibe another
draught of the troubled waters that foamed and bubbled round
about the writer's citadel.
Previous to leaving Poughkeepsie, I received several letters
from the poet-missionary. In one of them-dated November 14,
1847-1 found the following:" To-day .I have rejoiced in spirit. I feel strong. I feel inwardly assured, in spite of apparently unfavorable circumstances,
that there is reserved for tkis truth a final and universal triumph.
I know not what my fate may be. The future, as far as worldly
things are concerned, is dark. It may be that I shalf fall a martyr to the malignity and prejudice of the age. But be assured of
this, that while I am in the form, I will lift my voice continually
-crying, ' Reform! for the kingdom of heaven is at hand.' The
more they oppose the more do I see the necessity of the work in
which we toil. 0 for spiritual might-to enable me to overc~me
all things, and stand undaunted in the front rank of the battle !"
The spirit of this poet was truly heroic. His idea of what. a
reformer should be and .do, was congenial to me, and his ambition
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to stand in " the front rank" I regarded as laudable and consistent
with his temperament. But he looked for an outward authority.
Alas! I was the standard around which the pio~eer's affections
spontaneously rallied, as the fqllowing, from the same letter, too
clearly proved : "I must have an answer to this immediately. The cause demands it. I must know to what places I am to go on leaving
Olevemnd, Ohio. Leave all else unnoticed, so that you answer this."
Long and 'sadly pondered I over that letter. At length I resolved tenderly to disturb his confidence in me as an authority.
" But," soliloquized I, "how can I do it and not be cruel? Fraternal sympathy, giving a bias to my judgment, soon suggested a
plan, however-which, without harming his work, would tend to
cast him upon his own central reason. That plan was-to specify a number of places to lecture in, the most of which could
easily be reached ; but others were so unimportant and out of the
way as to give the impression that my vision was unreliable.
This worked like a charm to the end desired. His next letter but
one-dated December 18, 1847 -contained the following welcome sentence : " The places which you indicated lie, I think, out
of the road, and can not' be visited without great expense."
Thus the wedge had entered that catalogue of evidences which
had induced the poet unquestioningly to rely upon my intuitional
dictation. And that logue was eventually split from end to end,
by virtue of that first little wedge, as ensuing chapters will abundantly show.
Soon after my arrival at the editor's residence, the mild-eyed
and broad-browed scribe returned from a business-tour through
portions of Maine. As he entered my pleasant study, I hailed
him with" Welcome back, my dear old scribe ! How's your health and
spirits?"
" The fact is, prophet," replied he playfully, "I'm in a pretty
genQrally considerable state of mental confusion."
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" Why so, Brother FisJ:lbough ?" I asked; "what's happened?"
The surface of his generous brow gathered up into gloomy
ridges, as he answered, still playfully : "Why, the fact is, I have had my pate almost be-addled by
the diverse transmogrifications incident to my unsuccessful trip ;
andl besides," he seriously added, " I feel many unpleasant conflicts about affairs connected with the book and the paper."
"Well, take a chair, and let's talk over the troubles."
" Yes," said he, looking downcast, " I think there is a crisis near
at hand, and I want to counsel a little with you on rudimental
matters."
" Very well, scribe," said I cheerily, "let's overhaul these matters."
"'Double, double toil and trouble,'" said he, smiling sadly" there's something going wrong somewhere!'
-But I will not report that conversation. And yet the reader,
in my opinion, has a right to know the secret of the scribe's gloomy
forebodings. The "evil spirit" that troubled him was pecuniary
embarrassment, brought on by causes strictly local and mundane.
The scribe, be it remembered, was my best friend among the band
of earnest fellow-laborers. He knew me well-treated my position with deference, but regarded me not as an infallible guideand concealed nothing. We were-each other's spirit-brother. In
such a relation I found utter repose. But I believe that he did
not detect the real cause of his private troubles. They did not
originate with Providence, but with improv,idence. In this there
was no dishone~ty, but a sort of necessity. When I separated
from Dr. Lyon in the early spring, every source of support was
at once closed up, save the capital loanea to publish the book,
upon which both the scribe's family and the operator lived till
August. Then the sales became the only basis of their income,
and so continued up to the time of our conversation, and for months
afterward. Consequently, the means for publishing future editions
decreased proportionally with the natural decline of the sales.
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The operator seemed to know all this, and so did the editor. But
the affectionate scribe appeared subsequently to confound his personal perplexities with something infernal in certain imaginary,
invisible abettors of the New Movement.
At the time of which I now write, the operator, (a cherished
brother of the editor's wife,) with his recent bride, was occupying
apartments'below mine. Quietly, he began to ask "if it wasn't
most time for me to he magnetized again." This was very unpleasant to me ; but, in Qrder not to wound his feelings, I would
simply suggest, in reply, that I did not feel the need of his influ~
ence.
' At this time, also,_the poet was in Ohio-lecturing_through
much tribulation, a~lling books for the partners; and obtaining subscribers to " The Univercoolum." Such was tlie situation of affairs
w~en the events of the next chapter were inscribed on the tablet
cf my memory.
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CHAPTER XLVIII.
NIGHT AND MORNING.

"Be the thing that God hath made yonChannel for no borrowed stream.
liJ: hath lent yon mind and conscience;
See you travel in their beam !"

THE furnished apartments-a study and bedroom-were
sumptuously decorated. My writing-table was spread with every
imaginable article of use and beauty. Between the windows there
stood a case of valuable books, which, like the profusion of other
objects, were new and quite beyond my needs and ~ishes.
The existence of those books, however, gave rise to a foolish
report that I was a vigilant and toilsome student. " Let me whisper a word in your ear"-said a rosy-faced litterateur who once
visited my study, to an enemy of clairvoyance-" let me tell you
that Davis was writing medical articles for the paper, when I saw
a medical book on his table. There ! think what you please. I
simply tell you what I s~w." But I had a consciousness that
these suspicions were baseless, and hence I did neither attempt to
hide the books nor to avoid the existence of appearances unfavorable.
Well do I remember the chilly day in bleak December when I
walked the floor, and, remarking the exact likeness of my study
to the room I saw in my vision, I asked myself: "What was
meant by the presence of the litdy? Did it mean that she is to
visit me here ?" A warm breath pa,ss~d over my face as I queried,

Hi!!
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and presently I heard the words : "Look-into-tile-history-of
-thy-Spirit-Sister."
'
Although my mind was interested in a subject then before me
-"The true but unloved Religion"-yet did I turn my whole
interior perception in the direction suggested. And once again
looked I along the pathway of my benefactress. I saw her birth
and babyhood; her life at the boarding-school; her visits with
her parents in Washington city; her ·marriage, to please others,
with a gentleman toward whom she felt an unconquerable repugnance ; how this repulsion ripened into a positive hatred; her
journeyings to Europe for personal freedom ; her return ; her
efforts to endure the false union for relations' sake; her second
tour upon the Eastern continent ; her sojourn at Berlin, at Paris,
and at London; her presence in the midst of fashionable glitter
and regal festivities; the death of her parents; her refuge in the
endearments and attractive faith of the Catholic Church; her
uniform discontent amid all circumstances ; her second return to
America ; her attempt to fix her affections upon some lofty aim in
life : her increasing uneasiness ; her preparations for Buenos
Ayres; her visit to me at No. 252 Spring street; what I there
saw for her; the wisdom of our not meeting during the intervening months, viz.: that my mind at this early period of its growth
might be kept in that indifferent external state which was necessary to insure success in its difficult interior worR; that my
mission, including myself, alone occupied her affections; that, as
she bad no children; and her reasons for a separation were abundant, she should procure a divorce ; that it would then be right
and just and useful for us to be married; that she would thus be
resc~ed from trials more severe than any consequent upon our
marriage; that -her income, while it would be of little or no
assistance to me individually, would still be sufficient to support
her in her own luxurious habits of living; and, finally, that I
need not longer concern myself with the local influences and
especial wishes of surrounding minds.
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How did I see all this? Not by a spiritual communication,
• dear reader, but by the clairvoyant power of exact investigation.
The chequered past was all before me ; the circumstances of
the present .I contemplated ; the principal links in the chain of
future events I traced and estimated as the astronomer foretells
an eclipse.
Ah, now my Poughkeepsie vision began to look like an entire
vaticination. Accordingly, I wrote the lady all about my interior
investigation. The barrier of distance was now removed; and
the next morning she came personally into my presence. She
was greatly agitated; and when I reiterated the message from the
inner life which my letter had fu:st conveyed to her, she trembled
with emotion, and tears gushed forth abundantly from her longwearied heart.
" Can it be," said she, when her voice once more found utterance, "can it be that we are to be ma.ITied ?"
" Yes," I replied, " I never saw anything more plainly in my
life than that."
"In this world, dearest brother?" she asked.
"Yes, in thiS world, my Spirit.-Sister."
" Oh, my heart. never dared to hope so far !" she exclaimed
with raptured tone~ . "This is the happiest day of my life ! for, I
began to fear that I should never see you. But"- she added, as a
sudden cloud shadowed her features-" what will the world say?"
" The world has no right to interfere: if you but get a divorce,"
said I. "That 's the first thing for you to do now."
" But I'm so much older than you, and people are so unused
to such a disparity of ages-will not this be an objection?"
".No," said I, "nothing is worth noticing but t~e question of a
speedy divorce."
"Yes? Are you' sure? Is that all? Will your friends agree
to this?"
"My true mends will," I answered. "False friends are of no
account."
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"Thanks ! brother, best beloved, thanks ! I will prepare to
leave for Bristol next Monday."
" Why do you go to Bristol?" I asked.
"Because a very talented lawyer hves there;' ·she replied;
" and evidence can be obtained in the village, to secure my release from a hateful bondage.''
Her visit was long and useful. Having seen through her history, I could talk with her of her travels; of what dangers she
had encountered at different periods of her life, and how she had
escaped them. She seemed beautifully subdued, at times, and
then indignant at certain memories. The reader may form some
idea of this my benefactress, from a few descriptive sentences:She
physically well-proportioned, a little above the medium
height, and looked about twenty years older than I. Her countenance, once beautiful, expressed every inward emotion. Strength,
suffering, ambition, devotion, childhood, impetuosity-were all depicted in the lines of her expressive face. Feeling, not thought,
predominated. Unerringly did I perceive that slie was just the
character to accompany me up the Mountain of Power. In her
dark eye there was a look of regal dignity and daring. When
angered, few conld meet and reciprocate her expression. She
was born to rule. Her manner and speech were most gracious
and flattering to her particular favorites ; but to those whom she
did not like, there was that in her flashing eye and imperial deportment which compelled immediate hostility. Her benevolence
was impulsive. Nothing was too good for those she loved. To
such, her expressions and gifts were profuse and expensive. But
for her enemieP, there was no punishment too severe.
Seeing all this, I said : '' You are gover:_ned by love, not by
wisdom. Your ~pulses alone make you ofttimes unhappy, while
a calm exr,rcise of wisdom would give you heaven on earth."
"Yes, brother mine-I know you can read me," she answered.
"What can you do for me? Will you give me wisdom?"
"I will help you to be quiet,'' was my response-" I believe I
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can make your life more useful and happy, else I would not propose this extraordinary marriage."
Thus ended our first interview. 'Previous to her departure for
Bristol, we had two more conversations, and she went away
freighted with courage.
A few weeks elapsed ere she completed her arrangements for
the legal separation. The business was fixed to come before the
next session of the Rhode Island legislature. But her health was
much impaired, and she longed for quiet and medical aid. I now
took upon myself the responsibility of advising' her. Under the
circumstances, I deemed it wise to have her near me, until the
instituted legal proceedings demanded her presence. ·I therefore
secured of the editor a room on the same floor with my own, and
thus opened the way for a temporary sojourn of our mutual benefactress amid the household socialities..In accordance with this arrangement, but in advance of the
time fixed upon, my Spirit-Sister arrived-redolent with enthusiasm. She_ was justly looked upon as a distinguished guest.
Hence her arrival from the boat in the early morning, when
"things wasn't in order," was manifestly unpleasant to all, save
me. She warmly greeted the several inmates, however, promptly
took possession of her room with the air of one accustomed to command, and prepared herself to breakfast with the family.
My heart was grateful for this second advent of my endeared
friend. Her age and nature were a double barrier to everything
but the most respectful reserve between_ us. My regard for her
was as pure and reverential as though she had been a gifted being
from that fabled Atlantean Isle"In the far-ofF South, where no r11de breeze
E'er sweeps o'er the plain of the halcyon seas,
Where the airs breathe balm, and the heavens smile
With a glorious radiance."

She seemed like some queenly abbess, or elder sister, for whom
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I cherished a deep and holy affection. Being fatigued with writing for the "Univercrelum," and knowing that she was resolved
to disburse with her own means my future boarding-expenses, I
gratefully accepted the needed opportunity for leisure, and devoted the fleeting hours to rest and conversation. The day soon
passed, and night came o'er the world. Now, I related to her
many visions, and instructed her in the principles of spiritual existence. But the retiring hour ere long arrived. The fire in my
study-grate glowed warmly. The couch there was rich and large.
Her own • room was comparatively cold, cheerless, and ordinarily
furnished. Her health was quite unsound. Therefore, I counselled her to exchange rooms with me, or else occqpy the spacious
couch before the study-fire. To the latter suggestion she acceded, whereupon I retired to my adjoining room for the night.
Next morning, ere my esteemed sister had left h~r quie~ resting-place, I heard the serva~t's knock at the study-door. 'Twas
time to rekindle the fires. Noiselessly, and hastily, I passed from
I
my bedroom, behind the couch, to the door, to request the working-woman not to enter just yet, saying that we would soon be
prepared to admit her, and then as hastily retreated into my own
sleeping-apartment. All this I detail, dear reader, that you may
the better comprehend what grew out of it. Furthermore let me
add, that for the promotion of our kind benefactress' health and
comfort, I induced her to make the same pleasant room, which I
could not but consider more hers than mine, her own sacred dor•
mitory for several succeeding nights.
A few mornings after my sister's unexpected arrival, I entered
the office of the "Univercrelum," in Broadway, opposite the Park
fountain, when the gentlemanly editor said: "Ah, how's your
Prophetic Highness ?"
This appellation was of course playfully applied-for the editor
was one of those who never received my clairvoyant revealments
as his standard of belief-much to my gratification and not less
to his intellectual credit. Indeed, I have heard him affirm his
~
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general acceptation of" Nature's Pivine Revelations," because all
the leading propositions thereof had previously occupied his own
mind. And though the assignment of this reason as the basis of
his adoption of the novel truths, seemed to me to be slightly tinged
with ideality, still I never questioned the sincerity of his statement.
" ThWlk you," said I, "since I have stopped writing and examining, I begin to feel better."
There were two or three persons present at the time, and the
editor manifested great warmth toward me, but I saw a dark
cloud hanging between us. I was startled. " What can this
mean ?" thought I. And wishing fqr solitu~e in which to solve
the query, I turned to leave the office; whereupon the editor
approached, and cordially asked : " Which way are you going,
Broth.er Davis ?"
"I have an appoil!tment at Mr. Freeman's, the artist," said I,
" where I expect to meet Mrs. Dodge.''
" Wait a moment, till I look over this proof; then I will accompany you."
Very soon we were walking arm in arm, toward the artist's
residence. My friend's manner was extremely fraternal, his tones
mild as love's own music, but 'within there lurked an oppressive
secret destined for my ear.
"I have tO say a word in relation to a certain matter, painful
as it is to disturb your spirit, Brother Davis,'' he at length began ;
" and I trust it will not alienate your regal;'d for me or any of your
valuable friends."
"I think I can hear anything from you, without· disturbing my
friendship," said I.
"My spirit has been greatly troubled since the morning subsequent to Mrs. D--'s arrival, oWing to a painful suspicion that
pervades my family against both of you.''
"Indeed!" I exclaimed. "Do tell me what it is?"
" The next morning after the lady came," continued he, "when
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the servant proceeded to her (Mrs. D--'s) room to make a fire,
she found the door unlocked, Mrs. D--'s day-garments suspended on one of the bed-posts, and the bed undisturbed, showing
it hadn't been occupied. Then -she proceeded to your room,
knocked for admission, as it was late, when you came in undress
to the door, and requested her to wait a while longer."
On hearing this my soul was sorrowful ; but, lea.ning on tbe
Magic Staff, I said : "Well, Brother Brittan, what did all that
amount to?''
" Why, the girl came down-stairs in a high statjl of excitement,
frightened and angry, and declared that she knew positively that
Mrs. D - had occupied your room."
"What!" said I, "you do not mean to say that she declared my
bedroom to be thus occupied ?''
"Yes," answered he, sadly, "but I worked immediately upon
her fears. I showed her that she could not be certain-t:ltat she
was not personally cognizant of any positive circumstances-and
that, for so serious a slander, she might be made to suffer even in
prison. Yes, Brother Davis, it was only by the utmost energy
of opposition that I temporarily silenced our servant's tongue.''
"Then;' said I, " this suspicion existing in the family against
us, explains all those gloomy and acid looks which have been so
abundant for a 'few days past.''
" Doubtless," he replied. "I much regret these recent circumstances and events."
" Why did n't you tell me of all thie before to-day?'' I asked.
·"Because you kept yourself away from us-neglecting, at the
same time, to bestow any uttention on the Bridgeport friends who
were our guests - which rendered it necessary for me to wait
for a more convenient season.''
"Now, Brother Brittan, I will candidly confess that appearances,
as you represent them, are against me. But," said I firmly, "the
facts are wholly in my favor, and that's enough for me to know.''
Then I gave him a brief sketch of the real circumstances, and the
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actual motives which characterized our private movements, just
as I have sketched them for thee, dear reader, among the records
of preceding pages. But, knowing the editor to be extremely
sensitive in regard to the avoidance of evil appearanc.es, I .added" I suppose that I should be more guarded in my con<luct for the
future."
" For reasons which you may perccive," said he with cordial
energy," I deem it important that youl:' fair fame sbQ~ld remain
untarnished."
"It is more important," I repijed2 "that I act in harmony with
my own interior perceptions.''
"I trust you will not deem me insincere, Brother Davis," returned he, "when I say that your friends think too much of you
not to feel .d?eply concerned at wllatever may inj~riously affect
your reputation before the world.''
!'No, Brother ~rittan, I believe yon 're sincere," said I~ "But
the frienliship of fri~nds is not so important to me as j~stice a.nd
a consciousness of right doing.''
"Yes, yes," replied he blandly," but even where there's internal
purity a man may suffer if outward circumstances and appearances
are unfavorable, Perhaps you do not know that my wife has
suffered extremely under these painful allegations. Why, she
regards you as a model of personal excellence."
"I'm not insensible to the approbation of my friends," said I.
"And in regard to the present affair, I will promise to look the
whale matter .aver, and to act in accordance with what seems to
be our mutual welfare.''
So saying we entered the artist's room where my honored
benefactress was in waiting. I{aving the Staff to support me, I
betrayed :qothing of my inward agitation, and soon asked the lady
to accompany me to Williamsburgb. During our walk across
New York to the Peck Slip ferry, I related to her all that had
transpired between the editor and myself. 'Twas a most resplendent day without, but a royal darkness pervatiled t\le l~y's face
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as she listened. Emotions of fright, scorn, vengeance, sorrow,
were alternated and mingied in her dark eyes. These rapid
changes rendered h~r expressions dramatic and her displeasure
tragical. " Restrain your feelings, dear sister," said I, "for all this
may redound to oul' benefit. I will to-night look interiorly at the
affair, and determine our future course."
" Mon Dieu !" exclaimed she bitterly. "What a conspiracy!
What a malignant falsehood ! Do not these men and women,
your friends, place confidence in you? Can they not read you
well enough to know that you would not thus err ?"
"Appearances, dear si~ter," said I soothingly, "appearances are
against us, and from these the world judges, you know."
"' Honi soit qui mal y pense !' as the French say," she replied.
" These people caJl themselves 'Reformers' do they ?" (A withering satire now predominated.) "They style themselves your
' best friends,' do they? Most noble 'friends !' most noble 're. formers !'. most noble· 'teachers' of purity r I have seen much of
the world," she continued, somewhat subdued, "yet, amid those
who make no reformatory pretensions, but who live only like
butterflies on the fading flowers of silly fashion, I never heard any
scandal to egual this !"
" Don't feel too much disturbed," said I. "We must cherish
the spirit of forgiveness, you know; and do good even to those
who misconstrue our worthiest deeds."
" I recollect the words of a German countess,'' she warmly
replied: '"I forgive in justice to my enemies-! remember in
justice to myself.'"
Having arrived within a few rods of the editor's residenCe, we
slackened our pace, and I said: "Now let me ask of you, dear sister,
to conceal from the family your present severe prejudice. To-night
I will seek wisdom, and to-morrow morning will tell you what path
we are to tread. If 'tis best for you to leave immediately for
Bristol, and await there the session of the legislature, or if 'tis best
for you to remove to some other residence in this vicinity, or,
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finally, if 'tis best for you to board right where you are even
under the existing circumstances, I shall presently know and will
tell you frankly. Meanwhile, be calm, my sister!. for, with this
consciousness of innocence dwellitlg like an angel in each of our
hearts, nothing can work us an injury."
"Thanks! dear brother. Thanks!" she submissively replied.
"I know you will do right. I trust you. I will not, before the
family, betray my displeasure. I promise you!"
Directly I pi·oceeded to hold a conference with the kind scribe.
I told him all concerning my sad position. He was extremely
regretful, but like a true fi-iend, offered me the abiding sympathy
of his soul.
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CHAPTER XLIX.
FACTS

AND

FANCIES.

"Cpme one, come all, this rock shall fly
From its firm base as soon as I."

HASTENING into the sweet retirement of my parlor-study, and
lo?king the door to prevent intrusion, I passed into interior meditation.
Fii-st, I contemplated and estimated the value of my relation to
our newspaper; the desires of the editor to maintain an unsullied
reputation ; the immense pecuniary service that my spirit-sister
had been to the cause in which we toiled; the knowledge I had
that she was to become my wife after the divorce; that her health
was much impaired and required judicious treatment ; that I had
begun to separate myself from .the false position of being the centre
of a new phase of religious propagandism; that the work of selfP,xtrication was now fully inaugurated ; and that, aided by my
sister's mental peculiarities, I would ere long reach a sphere of
individuality which was the first grand end sought by my every
guardian angel.. Recalling the prophetic words of Swedenborg--:spoken on the 7th of March, 1844-I quoted: "Obstructions of
various kinds will affect thg external life ; but theg will tend more
fullg to expand thg interior being." And again : " Press on thy
wag, and love onlg those things - tending to truth and wisdom."
Then I reasoned thus: "Here is a question of external policy, of
worldly reputation, of doing that which can only bring me the
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approbation of person~ in the sphere of friendship. Suppose I
should yield to this temptation to _make friends with the world, then
would not 'truth and wisdom.' flee in sorrow from my apostate
soul? And what would come as my appropriate and on}y reward?
that I should, at best, be oppressed by
Ah, full well do I
the weary weight ttf public adulation. Just this, and nothing
more. No," said I, "my benefactress shall remain! She must
be respected as my future companion, and I will take the private
and public consequences."
This anti-J;Jopular conclusion being reached, I soug4t my honored sister and briefly told her- all. She se~ed to be satisfied.
The tea-bell rang and we seated OUfl?elves with the l10usehold
group. But her s~vere prejudice toward the entire family was
irrepressible. She looked a towering and defiant displeasure.
They felt it, and grew pallid with an undefinable uneasiness.
Returning to my study, I admonished her to control and overcome
her expressions, lest bitter hostility would be speedily excited
toward us. That a midnight darkness, from the external sphere,
would fall about our feet I was infallibly assured. The only
individual in the house; beside my sister-friend, to whom. I cared
to speak, was the still friendly operator.
Therefore, I forthwith solicited his personal presence. When
he entered the study, I said: ," A storm-cloud has broken upon
our house, doctor, and I wish you to knJ>w how it happened."
"I regret it exceedingly," said he, kindly. "Yet I'd like to
know all about it."
After repeating the simple facts which led to the. compound
susp!dons, I said : "Another thing, doctor, that induced me to
take the liberty of inviting her here as a boarder, was this -that
on a certain day (~owing him the record in my diary) I P!teriorly discovere~ that she is to beeome my wife."
At this, 'the· doctor's naturally sedate and considerate counte
nance became still more grave and thoughtful. Very soon, however, he said: "If you would but consent to be magnetized, and.

know

406

~THE

MAGIC STAFF.

while in your superior condition, say tha~ this is right, I think
your friends everywhere would be satisfied."
Now, although I had published ih the first number of the
"Univercrelum" that I could enter the superior state whenever
circumstances and my will demanded it, yet did the doctor remain
particularly oblivious to the fact, like several other mends who
thought they knew all about me; therefore, upon that point, I did
not attempt to utter a word of further explanation.
But I resumed: "Now, doctor, there is no need for any trouble
here. Let it be understood that the family receive our mutual
benefactress as ·my future companion. The opinion of this world
is nothing to me ; yet I would neither do evil n()r seem to. I
need rest· and recreation. Hence I do not write articles for the
paper now; but I expect soon to resume this labor for the public."
The friendly physician conveyed this informatton and request
to the several members, and thus was established a sort of fictitious harmony for many successive weeks.
Toward the last of March, 1848, after an absence of nearly six
months, the poet-missionary returned to New York. His spirit
and body were troubled and travel-worn. During a sojourn in
Cincinnati, his mind, coming in contact with a vigorous brotherhood of systematic progressives there, became somewhat centralized and morally strengthened. He appeared to have grown up
into a spiritual oneness, and to stand out nobly as a child of God.
His last letter seemed to me "to be full of good news. I was no
longer his religious standard. In fact, his mind was so truly individualized and self-centred, that he gave me many definite directions with regard to l!lY own works and ways.
The first night after his arrival he roomed with me. Without
reserve, I told him_ all that had happened. The sighings and
wrestlings of his spirit, during those darkly-draperied hoUrs which
hung between us and the dawn, made me feel that he was deeply
and painfully agitated. He continued to be my avowed friend,
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however, until the editor's side of my conduct was, on the following day, communicated; and then (much to my private satisfaction) I was completely cast out of a certain circle of spiritual
purity!
" 'The Univercrelum' is a fine-looking as well as a fine-reading
paper," said I one day, taking up a recent copy, "and the management reflects great credit upon its chief editor, as all must
see."
"Undoubtedly the paper would become extremely influential,"
said a feminine hearer, "if we could only preserve its puiitg.''
"Yes !" responded the poet with intense emphasis ; " God holds
the hearts of men in his hands. God does not, will not, can not,
speak through misguided and polluted mediums I"
Thinking that these words might be applied elsewhere, I asked:
" Why! do you take our paper to be an impure medium?"
At this the poet's uneasiness became more apparent. . Closing
his right hand painfully tight, he replied : " Sinful affections, selfishness, materiality, corruption, God can not shine through. A
man blinded by passions-a man who yields to his lusts-who
loses himself in sensuality-can not be in unity.with God!" Saying which, he trembled as if overcome with feelings of unhappiness
a nd horror.
But, leaning and believing firmly upon my Staff, I said: "Yes,
that's all true enough; and I am anxious to have all men practise
upon so good a principle. But why do you speak so earnestly?
Have you met with any such misditected and corrupted individuals in the state of Ohio ?"
"As for Brother Davis," interrupted a visitor, with satire in his
tone-'' as for him, there's no danger, because he's so spiritual
and so careful about-his company."
" True;' I replied ; "I have always tried to keep good company.
But I sometimes fail, as I have on the present-occasion.''
.At this moment I observed a change thrill through every hear·
er's heart. Instantly, much fraternal love was converted into fra.
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ternal• hate. My severe and unqualified retort-tlte very first I
had ever uttered-went straight to the mark! Feeling sad and
regretful, I left the room and hastened to my quiet study.
Finding my spirit-sister seated there, I requested her to seek
her apartment, that I might thus be left utterly to my own interior meditations. She did so. Whereupon, taking oft' my glasses
for near-sightedness and putting on my clairvoyance for far-sightedness, I looked straight down into the editor's parlor. Thus I
could discern the thoughts of each person.
" Tlie case is clear," said the poet with emphasis. " That woman bas a positive sphere-is a woman of the world-bas ambitions to gratify-is actuated by mixed motives-is dragging
Brother Davis down to her own spbere__;,and we, his brethren,
must be equally positive, and rescue him at once !"
"The influence nf her mind is extremely positive," observed the
doctor. "I think she has partially psychologized him. She bas
diverted his regard from his best friends, too. I'd like to know
what be 'd say about it in his superior condition !"
" Yes;' interposed the poet, " Brother Davis is a victim ! He
has lost his purity. His clairvoyance is gone ! His letters to me
prove it. I put my trust in God."
But no-I will make no further record of the cruel and unjust
words that were spoken that night and on subsequent occasions.
Ere many days were elapsed I had removed the rich furniture of
my rooms to the scribe's not-far-distant residence. My frightened,
fatigued, and indignant benefactress, was now about to depart for
Bristol, Rhode Island. The scribe's unprejudiced wife welcomed
and cheerfully entertained her till she left.
Previous -to this event, however, the scribe and I called on the
perturbed editor. The poet was already there. We four retired
to one of the rooms, when the poet trembled and said =--"Brother D..avis, the occasion demands great plainness of speech.
I am a plain, earnest man, and must so express myself. I shall
be· guilty before God unless l tell you all that is on my mind."

FACTS .AND FANCIES.

409

" Certainly," said I, feeling true kindness, " I hope you will
speak very plain, Brother Harris."
"Our movement is embarrassed," he nervously continued.
" Your friends are. troubled in every direction. The news of
your corruption has reached Vermont. People talk of it in Troy.
It is in every man's mouth everywhere ! Articles of exposure
are sent to the Tribune, to the Herald, to the Sunday Dispatch.
Ruin is upon our path. Before us walk the powers of destruction. We stand in the temple of a dark Night. And we look to
you ! But -you, my brother, are the victim of a strange magnetism!"
" See here," interrupted the scribe, with a determined look, "I
think the scandalous reports have not reached so far, by considerable."
At this the editor's eyes flashed with intense excitement.
"There is a point," said he, with emphatic energy, " beyond which
forbearance ceases to be a virtue."
My heaven-bequeathed Magic Staff was now very strong, and,
having a blessed consciousness of private rectitude, my heart was
peaceful, and I quietly smiled. The friends "did not know that I
had investigated the extent of my unpopularity. "Your charges,"
said I, "are wholly false, and your extravagant story of the widespread excitement is rather poetical. But I am willing to hear
any proposition you may have to off~r. Only one thing I ask :
that 1\frs. Dodge be permitted to take her departure in peace.''
The next item ~f importance to me-and to all who may desire
to trace my toilsome ascent up the Mountain of Power-was tbe
reception of a fraternal notice from the editor. A meeting of the
brethren was to be held at his residence. How thankful was I ·
that our afflicted benefactress had escaped all knowledge of this
ecclesiastical trial ! She had departed for Bristol.
The scribe and I walked arm-in-arm to the editor's bouse. The
different members of the secret tribunal were seated about the
room. The special aim of the sesiion I well enough understood·.

18
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It was to induce my return into my former position relative to our
social life and public work. .As means for the accomplishment
of this object, they were to forge a chain of circumstantial evidences : first, to settle the question of my personal corruption ; and,
second, to establish the suspicion that my spirit-sister was a misdirected and designing woman. But I had perfect :knowledge to
the contrary of these allegations, and hence _m y whole soul was
serenely strong, and prepared to receive the criminations without
bitterness or strife. There were a few persons present, as I observed, who did not highly appreciate the position assigned them,
for they were secretly my steadfast friends. But my open defender was the faithful and conscientious scribe.
Privately, I bad resolved to commence the trial-and to say
in thirty minutes all I should utter in self-defence. After stating
what I considered to be the objects of the conference, I said :" It is affirmed that I am the victim of a designing woman.
Now, let me read some of our. correspondence.''
Then I P!Oceeded to read a few extracts from her letters-to
show, first, that she did not entertain the least hope of ever seeing
me in this sphere, until I gave her permission to visit me in person
on a certain day; secondly, to show that she did not think of becoming my wife, till she received the proposition from me to that effect.
While reading an extract which indicated that she was actuated
by no design-that 'twas her beaxt alone that held the reins
which guided her movements.:..the editor interrupted:"Aha! I didn't know that there was so much love in the
affair.'' Then he added, "I beg leave to suggest that all this
reading has no essential beaxing on the specific objects of this
meeting."
So saying, he arose with firm dignity, IUld leaned upon his belief, while I leaned upon my Staff. He prefaced his remaxks by
expressing " the painful regrets be experienced in thus reviving
the memory of past circumstances and transactions." And then,
with words caxefully selected, he made a statement of many facts

a
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and many fancies. His affirmations all told against me and mine;
and yet I could not feel angry. My soul went out and stood
charitably in his mental position. I viewed the case from his
stand-point and temperament, and thus made myself realize the
naturalness of his inferences. Besides the fear of being" publicly
condemned for shielding a fancied domestic evil, the editor, naturally kind and confiding with his friends, had become severely
exasperated by· a long-continued encounter with my sister's unguarded l!Jld severe expressions of imperioua indignation. Though
I frequently softened her prejudices, yet she could not, at tim~s,
control her arrogant impulse verbally to burn out all opposition.
Neither could the thus burnt opponent control feelings of wounded
pride, nor yet the bitter expressiMs of consequent personal repugnance. Hence I could not realize the least resistance to the procee~ ings instituted and the unkind words uttered on the night of
that memorable meeting.
.At length the poet, who had taken an active part in the transactions of the evening, drew near to me in a more tranquil mood,
and said:" Come, now, :Brother Davis, you are among your brethren;
we are your friends, and will not betray you. Tell us, then'have you been led into this criminality as the evidence goes to
prove?"
" Why do you ask ?" I inquired. " Do you, after all, doubt the
evidence so 'ingeniously arrayed here to-night ?"
" Oh, no ; but we wish you to be candid with us, your brethren,
and we will sustain you through it
See here, .now;" interposed the scribe, who as yet had said
but little, " I object to :Brother Davis giving any answer. In common law, a man is considered innocent till proved to be guilty•
. . No ~an is called upon to testify in such a case, and I counsel
:Brother Davis to make no response whatever."
This sudden opposition from the considerate· scribe shot into the
editor's bosom, and his fraternal love seemed to be thereby invert-

an."
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ed. He seldom indulged himself in the luxury of being entirely
mistaken; and the scribe's offence consisted in this open declaration of skepticism regarding his positions. IDs ideal of a fullgrown man seemed to be one who is never obliged essentially to
change his propositions. To be unexceptionably consistent was
ever his laudable aim. Hence, any ·direct opposition was a reflection upon his reasoning faculties. Therefore the mild scribe was
for weeks afterward made aware of the tt;espass he. had committed.
Perhaps he has not yet wholly recovered from private wounds
inflicted in consequence of his conscientious friendship for me.
About midnight the secret conclave was disbanded, with an understanding on the part of some that I was to " reconsider" my
openly-avowed intention to be married. The p1incipal reason
assigned for wishing to prevent the union was, their belief in the
outrageous scandal that my spirit-sister had lived unworthily.
Next morning my meditations were these : " How cruelly nas
my cherished friend been misrepresented ! But, grant that she
has been a misguided woman, as the poet openly and positively
declared last night-what then? Should I therefore forsake her?
Can the erring be reclaimed by austerity and denunciation ? Of
late I have heard nothing but insinuations about 'purity' -silly
platitudes concerning 'virtue'~ poetic dissertations upon 'sensuality' -from persons whose pretended mission is to reclaim the
wanderer! who profess friendship for the misdirected traveller!
who believ~ in returning good for evil-words of love for words
of anger-who erect a high standard for humanity! If my benefactress were the woman whom these men describe, (which I know
is false as error itself,) then the more potent the reason why I
should unfailingly cause the spiritual sun of fraternal love to shine
upon and heal" her bruised heart. These men I can not make my
guides. They say the world will frown upon and condemn .we.
Well, the condemnation of the ignorant is all the worldly approbation my soul requires. The poet says the 'Tribune' inay publish
an exposure of my conduct. Well, if there were daily Tribunes
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issued on every rod of space between the earth and the sun, and
if each number contained an article against me, I should go on in
the path I have chosen. What conscience dictates to be done,
that will I do, nor turn aside to confer with the powers of this
world."
What supported me, dear 'reader? 'Twas the inward consciousness of right-doing, and my blessed Magic Staff. My course led
up the Mountain of Power-not power over men's minds or circumstances, but power over whatsoever was selfish and imperfect
in myself-a pilgrimag~ of psychical benefits eternal.
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CHAPTER L.
THE FRATERNAL MARRIAGE.

A:nouT the middle of April, 1848, soon after the memorable
midnight meeting, I took my flight from the habitations of men.
The beloved scribe accompanied me to the boat, and left upon my
heart the seal of indissoluble affection.
Spring was smiling all around. Poughkeepsie seemed beautiful
as ever. Heaven was transcendently glorious. The exilement
which I had temporarily imposed upon myself, was for the accomplishment of two objects,_ viz. : to cut off all further attempt to
make me "the prophet" of a theologico~philosophic movement,
and to prepare my mind for a higher plane of public usefulness.
Looking back upon my Williamsburgh brethren, I said: "'Father
forgive them, they know not what they do."' And a dewy shower
of angel-blessings fell upon my spirit. 0 how sweet was my rest!
My most lonely hours were beguiled by loving words from lips not
seen by mortal man.
I had two valued correspondents-my brother scribe, and my
spirit-sister. His letters were freighted with impressions, from
without and within ; while hers bore decided marks of fear, sor- row, tribulation, fatigue, and pure affection. In one of her written
messages she said : " You will be surprised, brother best beloved, if I ask you to
consider once again the propriety of my present plans. Are
you still sure that I shall succeed in my legal proceedings ? My
anxiety to throw off the hated munacles, is intense! l'lfany, many
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years have I longed for liberty! · Shall I obtain it? Do you
know that I will? Tell me-l can bear it-for I can die•.••.
I regret that I have caused you so much trouble. I sometimes
fear that I am not suited for you. Is it right? Are you sure
that we ought to be married?''
BuHrom week to week I stilled the troubled waters and inspired
her with courage, and hope, and power to conquer. Day and
night I was tranquil as truth, nay, elevated, supported ill"'purpose,
full of light on great questions, am~ happy. Yet I longed for the
presence of some confiding friend; and hence, toward the last of
April, I wrote the scribe and requested him to visit me. He
came, and our spirits mingled in the pleasures of elevated fraternal
converse.
" Brother Fishbaugh," said I, "there are three cardinal principles by which a true man may infallibly regulate his life-viz.:
Self justice, Fraternal justice, and Universal justice."
"Yes," he replied, "these iQ.easbave late~ come up before my
mind in a new aspect."
"That's good!" exclaiiQ.ed I. "What .4id you think about
them?"
"It came clearly to my mind," he replied, "that self-justice is the
basis from which a man may begin to perfect hin1-self in harmony."
"Yes-that's right-go on," sai<l I. "So I saw it when writing that article on 'The True but Unloved Religion.'"
" Self-justice," continued the calm scribe, ".teache.s me, first, my
duties to my own body (to preserve health, &c.); second, my
duties to that other part of me, my wife and children ; and,
thirdly, my duties with reference to property, reputation, &c. I
feel now, as I never felt before, that this SELF-justice is the basis
on which rests all justice to the neighbor and to the world."
"That's the very principle by which I have tried to regulate
my life," I replied. "I have maintained steadily this idea of
justice, regardless of expediencies, in all my proceedings, and
that's why the brethren do not understand my steps."
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Next day the scribe departed for New York. Returning from
the wharf, leisurely walking through one of the by-streets of
Poughkeepsie, I was suddenly and powerfully pulled back a step
or two as by an invisible hand. At the same instant there shot
into th~ sidewalk before me, to the depth of several inches, a
heavy crowbar! which had by accident slipped from a workman's
grasp upon the roof of a very high building. 'Twas the work of'
a moment. My escape was alarmingly narrow; and as I passed
onward my nerves trembled with the shock they had received.
But my soul was silent. This fresh testimony from my guardian
spirits filled me with gratitude too deep for words. I felt that a
well-ordered life only could pay for the life preserved.

As I had foreseen, the legislature granted the bill which secured
personal freedom to my spirit-sister. The scribe accompanied me
to Boston, and there I met the liberated woman. And; as I had
also foreseen, we were married. The legal ceremony took place
at the scribe's residence, on the 1st of July, 1848. 'Twas not
a fashionable wedding, dear reader-not a season of heartless
festivities-but an event sanctified by a holy purpose. !!'rom
the first hour of our acquaintance, I discerned, with my interior
understanding, the wisdom of this extraordinary union. But my
reader has seen that "the ways of wisdom" sometimes lead
through perilous circumstances, and yet, that to the true and
determined traveller, "all her paths are peace."
Returning from a brief tour to Poughkeepsie, I made arrangements to begin housekeeping next door to the scribe's residence.
Knowing that my companion's income consisted of a definite sum
semi-annually received, and wishing to keep a memorandum of
our current expenses, I purchased a day-book and ledger, and
thus commenced a systematic record. The first entry in my daybook was as follows.;" Williamsburgh, August 4, 1848. The earth and the world to
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A. J. Davis and companion- Debtor. To a respectable living
and competence." Then, to open and balance the account commercially, I charged our firm as follows : " A. J. Davis and companion to the earth and the world-Debtor. To living a life
that shall prove the 'kingdom of heaven to be within.'' Also, to
practising the doctrine which teaches that Self justice is the truest
kindness-that Universal justice is the highest expression of true
Religion."
·
The hired dwelling was neither large nor elegantly finished.
But within, owing to my companion's oriental taste, the comforts
and decorations were original and sumptuous. "Your moderate
income," I quietly suggested, "will not cover the bills.'' But the
-slightest idea of interference or restraint was ta her intensely
disagreeable. Her impulses were strong, child-like, extravagant, .
generous, regal, excitable, undisciplined, and majestic. " Economy" was not to be found in .her organization. Her habits of
living, compared with mine, were all cast in a large mould. For
many years her fortune had been ample and commensurate with
her generous outlays, but now, as I had interiorly seen, owing to
various financial disbursements, it was barely sufficient to meet
her own necessary expenses.
"Well, brother," said she fondly, after the first wave of irritation had swept past, " I will not rebel against your advice. I
know your spirit should not be disturbed with these worldly
matters.''
But even while she spoke there flashed over her countenance a
look of sharp regret and severe impatience. Seeing which I said :
"Nay, nay, dear sister, do not feel sad nor disappointed. We,
you know, should not derive our happiness from externals. Petty
cares and trifling incidents, to you and I, should be no more than
bubbles on the bosom of some mighty river."
"Yes, yes, brother mine......:there! I think I shall never get
over calling you 'brother.' Now that we are married the world
will not comprehend it. But-0 that bl~Js~ed, pure, hol;r, beau18*
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tiful cor1·espondence of ours ! Your sweet letters began ' Dear
Spirit-Sister,' and I addressed you my 'Brother best beloved.'
Yes- beautiful ! And I fear I neyer shall learn to exchange
that blessed word for anything else. What may we style each
other now? Can you give me a name-a new, unearthly name
-one that expresses our holy union?"
While she was speaking thus, I distinctly heard the word
"Silona" whispered near my ear; and I said: ''Yes, I will give
you the name by which the angels know you."
"Oh, joy, joy!" exclaimed she, "what is it? What do they
say ? Oh, would that I could look and hear for myself. Tell
me, brother mine !"
"A well-known guardian,'' said I, "has just whispered the
word ' Silona.' I do not now know its meaning. But it is your
spiritual name. So, after this, before folks I will call you : Katie,'
and ' Silona' when we are beyon~ the reach of human hearing.''
"Oh, beautiful word!" said she, with a subdued and tearful look.
"I will not any more be troubled by these materials things. But
-what is yours? If you hav'n't a spiritual name to give yourself, I will call you 'My Jackson.' That's what my heart keeps
naming you.''
At this moment our mutual friend and neighbor, the scribe,
entered and desired me to go and look at a chart.
"Mr. Fishbough,'' said she with an imperial severity, "I'd
thank yon, sir, to let l\fr. Davis remain with me.''
This was more irritating than anything I ever before heard
addressed to the affectionate scribe. It ~as not only'unexpected
and emphatic, but it was commanding also, and I dreaded the
effe~t on my friend's heart. But remembering that Katie was
my companion up the Mountain of Power, I offered no remark
to soften the expression.
Taking my Staff, and excusing myself for a few minutes, I
followed the scribe into his study. ''What have you to show me,
my friend?" wns my first inq·1iry.

THE FRATERNAL MARRIAGE.

419

"My chart," said he, "that was suggested in a dream of which
I told you something."
The faithful scribe-hav~ng completed his last important editorial work for me, viz. : the copying off and preparation of my
chart, entitled, "The History and Destiny of the Race"-had
just sketched out his own chart at the time of which I now write.
" Your II,letaphysical mind will work;' said I, " and I am glad to
see its productions."
" This chart," commenced the scribe with characteristic particularity, "is constructed upon strictly correspondential principles.
It shows;' said he, pointing to the concentric circles and conspiring
sections, "it shows the action of principles that underlie universal
progression, education, development, government, &c. As you
perceive, it is based upon your classification of the Affections, and
not only illustrates the structure and progress of all material
creations, but distinctly shows the spiral path of human progress
which leads from Infancy to the summit of Perfection.''
"That's a very interesting chart," said I. But as I examined it
more closely, methought I noticed a tendency to complexity or
involvement, so to speak, and so I added : " B~other Fishbaugh,
the world, I fea:, is hardly prepared to comprehend its principles."
A heavy shade of sadness gathered on his brow as I spoke,
and his thoughts, as it seemed to me, reverted to l\:atie's severe
rebuff. Thus was ruffied the placid stream of his friendship, nor
did subsequent expressions from her tend at all to smooth the
troubled waters. These slight changes and checks in the flow
of his sympathies surcharged his heart, and also excited a feeling
of resistance. But I did not yield to unhappy emotions. Because I bad foreseen the righteousness of the work which this
spirit-sister was to accomplish as my private associate. She was
destined to isolate me from my best friends, and th~ to instruct
me in the art of relinquishing' external dependencies and overcoming external obstacles in the pathway of spi~it~al progression.
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CHAPTER LI.
THE RECONCILIATION.

•

" Who blesses others in his daily deeds,
Will find the healing that his spirit needs ;
For every flower in others' pathway strewn,
Confers its fragrant beanty on our own."

THE influence of " The Univercrelum,'' under the careful and
tasteful management of its chief editor, was dai~y widening and
deepening. Many who had slept at the gates of light, and those
who had entered in thereat, were equally benefited by its spiritual
magnetism. The reports of my troubles had not injured its circulation so much as the fact that I had not written anything fm
its columns during many weeks.
The editor's physical health was becoming enfeebled from overmental taxation, but his fine abilities remained firm and everywhere acceptable. His task had been arduous and embarrassing.
He ceaselessly yearned for a system of united action, and I knew
that in private he was still my friend. The external proof of this
was presented through a letter of his in answer to one of mine
soon after I imposed upon myself the discipline of exilement. It
was as follows:•

"NEw YORK, May26, 1848.

" DEAR BROTHER DAVIS : . . • • • • I can hardly suppose that
any one has a desire that you should be an exile from your friends,
·and I am constrained to think that you have misapprehended the
wishes of those friends whose devotion ha~ perhaps rendered them
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unnecessarily solicitous in your behalf. • • • . . . . . I grieve that a
cloud lingers in the horizon which reflects a shadow on thy spirit,
whose appropriate place is in the midst of light which is inaccessible to less-gifted souls. May it pass quickly away, and the fresh
joy, which baptized thy spirit when first we met, return and make
thy earthly being bright and beautiful again. " With undiminished affection, I am
"Yours faithfully,
"S. B. B."
Such was the editor's genial expression of undisturbed regard.
My marriage called out no opposition. On the contrary, soon
afterward-in Angust-1 received a letter from the poet, proposing a reconciliation, as may be seen by the following transcript
of the same :"NEw YonK, August, 1848.

""EsTEEMED FRIEND : Although I have not seen or heard·
from you for a considerable time, and during that period many
unforeseen circumstances have transpired, I feel-moved to write
to you ; and shall do so in a spirit of cordiality and franknessbelieving that you will recoguise and respond to the spirit that
prompts and the feelings that find utterance•.•..•
"I feel that your inward desire is for Unity. I feel the same
desire myself. I wish to behold all who are interested in spiritual
progress brought together-to see all errors forgiven, all auimosities buried, all roots of bitterness destroyed. You feel and desire
the same. . . • • • But the feeling of gogd-will and the desire foJ
unity are not beneficial unless they find an open expression. Having these feelings, I have felt impelled to express them-thinking
it might aid you in considering the position of the F1iends of the
Cause.
"With feelings of respect for your companion and of regard for
yourself,
"T. L. H."
" I remain yours,
"What letter is that, my Jackson?" asked Katie, jllst as I had
read the last 'Sentence.
"It's a very no':lle and welcome note from Brother Harris,"
replied I.
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" How dare he !" she exclaimed indignantly-" how dare he,
after all that's past, write you a letter ?"
"He's asking for a ·reconciliation," said I; "to bury all animosities, to have all errors forgiv-"
" Heaven knows," interrupted she"' "that I am willing to forgive, but I can not forget the treachery of your pretended friends !"
" They were not treacherous," said I soothingly; "they were
only anxious to save the nucleus of the movement from blemisl1.
When I place myself in their positions, I do not wonder at their
trepidation."
" Well," said she haughtily, " what does he propose?"
"Nothing directly," I replied. "But I gather from the tenor
of his words that the friends would like to have a meeting.''
"A meeting !" exclaimed she with dignity. "Would you consent to meet a,aain with those men ?"
"Most gladly," I replied. "And will you not say 'Amen,'
Silona?"
"Oh, yes,'' returned she, suddenly subdued, "if you request it."
"Ah, that's quite worthy of my spirit-sister," said I. "Now,
I'll reply to the friends immediately, and fix a meeting to come
off in this very house."
The time between this conversation and the ~eeting of reconciliation was brief. The result was good. There seemed to be
peace and good-will pervading the session. But my indignant
rompanion found it difficult to restrain her resentment, as ber
haughty manner plainly indicated, though she said nothing to mar
the interchange of friendly sympathies. The conclusion wasthat we, the editors, would sign and publish a brief notice of the
reinstatement of our mutual harmony, and that I would thenceforward make the "Univercrelum" the vehicle of my highest intuitions. The principal editor, the poet, the scribe, &c., all voluntarily agreed that I was the proper person to write tl}e notice. On
the subsequent morning I wrote the statement, as delicately as I
could, and hasten ~d to leave it at the office in time for the next
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issue. The poet read it over, and said, "It's very scientific."
'Twas published in the number dated September 9, i848, and
read as follows : " To ouR READERS : Last s.pring there was a development of
previously-existing disturbances among editors and contiguous
minds immediately connected with the Univercrelum-a misunderstanding having for its parent three causes, viz. : a misappreciation of individual motives, a misconception of individual responsibilities, a misarrangement of individual persons in reference to
their true positions and spheres of action. This misunderstanding
not being speedily removed, ultimated in a voluntary divergence.
But time has developed the motives of all; and circumstances
have modified their respective responsi\lilities, defined their true
positions, united their efforts ; and experience has mapped their
course in the future. Henceforth they form but one body, tread
but one path, labor but fur one purpose ; and will endeavor to represent, by their. ONENESS of Soul and combination of Strength, the
triumph of the threefold manifestation of the Religious Sentiment,
viz., Self, Fraternal, and Universal JusTICE.
"EDITORS OF UNIVERC<ELUM."

In accordance with my agreement, I recommenced writing and
publishing for the world. In consenting to this fraternal reconciliation-which I did with my whole heart- I did not assume any
responsibility of leadership, but maintained my chosen post as
only one among many. My path still led up the steep, dark
Mountain, and my painful experiences were naturally incidental
to my pilgrimage. Hence I did not complain nor lose my essential serenity. And with exceeding joy did I treasure the kindly
words, the hearty smiles, the ~oble sentiments, which produced
and sealed that remembered reconciliation.
My soul was now armed for the battle of life. With peaceful
words and just principles I had resolved to treat with the world.
Panoplied with no coat-of-mail, hidden behind no s~rield, energized
by the force of no passion, fearing neither to live nor to depart,
wrapped only in the mantle of universal charity, and accompanied
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by no visible being save " Silona," I bad pledged myself to drink
deep of the infinite waters of Truth, to tread with fearless foot the
rugged precipices in the distance, and thus solve the problem of
Individuality and testthe value of independent illumination.
Among tl}e living pictures of memory, there is one of a noble
man who served me when I most needed him. Katie's income
was considerably less than our expenses. She had_loaned money
to help on Reform. Her outstanding obligations were equal to
the amount thus appropriated. Seeing that we could not meet
the bills sent in from various sources, I devoted a whole day to
the question of liquidation. At !ength the air trembled with
sweet sounds, wavelets of ethereal music thrilled into my deepest
heart, and the same loveful voice of years agone said, " Write-to
-thy-brother."
" Do you mean the person of whom I was just thinking?" I
asked.
The celestial voice replied : "He-is--the-friend-to~tand
-between-thee-and-the-world."
Straightway, while my heart was overflowing with wordless joy,
I wrote to the chosen brother, who then resided at Boonton Falls,
New Jersey. Only a few days elapsed ere he called at our bouse.
He forthwith examined the accounts, made an estimate of our liabilities, drew checks and gave notes to meet them to the amount
of nearly fifteen hundred dollars; advised us to break np house
keeping; and, finally, that I might be free from property cares
and weekly expenses, he cordially invited us to share with him
the joys and freedom of his family group. Beautiful indeed is the
providence of the angel-world ! The steadfast friendship of this
brother, and the many deeds of intelligent kindness that spontaneously issued from the sanctuary of his heart, are among the best
pictures which bang on the walls of my memory.
Before mov!ng to the residence of Mr. Green, I wrote out my
penetrations concerning pestilential cholera. A published statement of the particulars of what I saw, by voluntary clairvoyance, ill
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Paris, in Berlin, and in St. Petersburg-of the number of cholerapatients in each hospital and locality-gave the public an opportunity to judge, on th~ anival of the next steamer, of the reliability
of my percep_tions. The editor of the " New York Sun," noticing'
this article in the "Univercrelum,'' copied nearly the whole of it,
and appended the following:" A communication from a professor of clairvoyance, relating to
the causes and cure of the cholera, the origin of the potato-rot, a
flying visit of twenty minutes to St. Petersburg, etc., will ~ found
in another column. This communication, made before the ariival
of the Hermann, is strongly confirmed in its facts by the news by
that steamer, which, it will be seen by a glance at yesterday's Sun,
represents the cholera as declining in Russia and increasing in
Prussia. Whatever our readers may think of clairvoyance, there
is an amount of common sense in the philosophy of the communication worthy- respectful attention. We have not seen the subjects of cholera and potato-rot more earnestly and scientifically
treated."
We will now revert once more to the poet of this psychological
drama, whose nature was aspiringly spiritual. My impressions,
when first he avowed his determination exclusively to preach from
"Nature's Divine Revelations," were strictly fulfilled. The ebb
was equalled only by the flow. The backward swirig of the pendulum was legitimate. ' During the summer of 1848 he preached
for the" Independent Christian Society" at the Broadway Coliseum. He thus perfected the admirable work of .centrifugation
To show that his separation from me, as a religious authoriiy, was
complete, I will introduce a paragraph or two from his pen to the
"Univercrelum" of September 30, 1848, as follows:~
" I observe a tendency on the part of certain minds to place
implicit reliance on all statements which come from persons in
states of mental illumination; to make their words authoritative ;
to receive their sayings as oracular and infallible; . to accept and
endorse their statements, without evidence and without investigation. This is visible among the sect of' Swedenborgians.' Many
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among them receive Swedenborg as infallible authority, and enslave their minds to his statements. They carry their blind, idiotic
subserviency so far as to deny their reason and distrust their intuitions, if so b3 that they are at variance with the statements contained in their teacher's 'Doctrines of the New Jerusalem,' or
':Memorable Relations of Things seen and heard in Heaven and
Hell.' No matter how reasonable be an idea, or bow great a mass
of evidence sustains it-provided Swedenborg deny it, it is treated
with contemptuous indifference, as unworthy of notice.
"I observe the same tendency among some who have been interested in the various statements put forth by Mr. Davis. It
pains me to the heart to find men who ridicule the supernaturalists for making the sayings of Moses, or Jonah, or Jude, authoritative and infallible-greater than reason, more reliable than conscience, falling themselves into the same error-believing whatever Mr. Davis alleges, because he utters it-without investiga.tion, without proof-without even asking for proof. It ought to
be borne in mind that Mr. Davis's book contains errors and contradictions, in the midst of much that is truthful. It ought to be
remembered that he has made grave mistakes, and at any time is
liable to repeat them. The very ideas be advocates show conclusively that this slavery of the mind to the assertions of any man
-this voluntary paralysis of reason-this setting up of oracles,
and blind reception of their words-is a foul transgression; and,
history adds, has been the cause of unnumbered misfortunes to the
race. If I apprehend aright the position .of Mr. D., he recoils as
much from this as I do. Now, while the evil is in its incipient
state, be warned and let it extend no further.''
The few active supporters of the "Univercoolum" were now
struggling to keep the publication above the impending and concentrating storm pf pecuniary embarrassment. But the Fates had
spoken : the paper was destined to be dissolved. Such was the
disastrous scene enacted before my inner vision a few hours after
the proposition was made to publish it. Yet, against the laws of
cause and effect, I prayed for its continuance.
The melancholy hours of one dark December day I devoted to
pla~ning a new distribution of existing forces. The principal ed-
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itor, as I was well aware, had influence with several liberal and
wealthy persons. I therefore suggested that he be delegated to
the work of procuring means and subscribers, while the scribe
might assume ~e editorial responsibilities. Thus co-operating, I
hoped that the excellent publication: might be sustained for a yet
longer period.
But the ponderous wheels of Time at length rolled over the
office. They utterly crushed and destroyed our winged idol.
There was straightwi\Y :heard a wail of lamentation in many homes
- a dirge-like requiem trembled upon the bosom of reformersa few lingering notes reverberated through "The Spirit of the
Age"- distant and familiar faces looked sad and thoughtful ; but,
anon, the human-world was clashing as before, while the_ angelworld contiriued to smile benignly, and to send forth its truths
freely and universally.
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CHAPTER LII.
THE FATAL GEM.

Orm removal to the residence of Mr. Green, in Boonton, New
Jersey, secured to ns a blessed relief from worldly cares, and
brought to our hearts the luxury of refined and genial and elevated associations. But Silona's health continued to be quite
imperfect, and, therefore, after a few months, we went to the
South Orange Water-Cure.
Shortly subsequent to our arrival there, in September, 1849, I
began to feel the intuitional foreshadowing of the initial volume
of an ''Encyclopaedia'' which had been previously promised to
the world. As yet, I had not sufficient confidence to go on in so
great a work, without some one to review the orthography and
grammatical construction of my.sentences and paragraphs. Hence
I penned a note to the scribe requesting a visit. His aspirations
were steadily philanthropic. And I had in mind to' propose an
associate publishing establishment, including several departments
of reformatory work-a sort of Eclectic In~titntion for the promulgation of the high moral principles forming the basis of the
Harmonia! Philosophy, and of the several sciences embraced
within its boundless sweep.
To my letter the scribe responded in person. Our conversation
was long and explicit. But the sweet endearments of a former
period did not return. We each vividly remembered the tenderness of our fraternal attachment. But neither felt the upgushing
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tide of communion that 'once mingled and blended our private
sympathies. The unconscious cause of this effect was my frank
and fearless Katie. She did not seem to realize the depth and
poignancy of the past trials of the generous scribe. His manly
and self-sacrificing words and deeds in our behalf she appeared
utterly to forget. He did not personally please her temperament,
and the extraordinary vivacity of her face mirrored forth her
prejudice. Still, she did not object to any reformatory plan I had
in contemplation. Nothing could be more certain, however, than
this: that she was .too sensitive and too aristocratic for my plainlydressed and plainly-spoken associates, while I was too unpopular
and too democratic for the wealthy classes with whom ehe had
mingled during all her previous years. Therefore, each shielded
the other from contact with the external world. She was isolating
me and I was isolating her: and I rejoiced, while she did not
complain, at this grand result. It gave me the perpetual retirement of a Monastery, the seclusion of a mountain home above the
sea, and still I dwelt amid the multitude.
One day, as I was walking in the grove near the Water-Cure,
a soft breath, as of mingled melodies, floated o'er me, and my
G~de said: "Tell-Silona-that-the-twain-owe-her-noth£ng."
The effect of this message I could not anticipate. The parties
were far from being Katie's favorites. . But feeling full confidence
in my Guide's judgment and counsel, I 'sought Silona, and said:
'' Do you feel that your notes against Lyon and Fishhough need
ever be paid?"
"No," she replied, "and I would give them up to-day if I
thought those men would be the better for it."
"The readiness of her generosity, the absence of all opposition,
greatly surprised me. "Tis my opinion,'' said I, "that they are
both oppressed by this obligation. Suppose I just enclose them
the whole amount of their indebtedness to us. Would you like
that, Silona ?" ·
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"Anything you desire," said she with tenderness. "You are
my wisdom."
Glad enough was I to send the brothers, in accordance with the
spiritual suggestion, this testimonial of our mutual good-will. The
notes returned amounted to two thousand dollars only; as we
concluded to retain our right to the English edition. The scribe's
delicate responl!e was as follows : "DEARLY BELOVED BROTHER: •••••.••• Your very kind
letter I have read over many times, and feel the utmost embarrassment in attempting to answer it .•••• I accept the kind offer
which it bears, holding myself responsible to Heaven to see justice
done according to the best perceptions of my conscience. If the
Revelations should hereafter become profitable in a pecuniary
sense, I will not-I must not-allow myself to appropriate the
proceeds exclusively to myself.
"Yours in love,
"W. F."
We felt richly rewarded. The money and labor had seut into
the world a valuable aid to struggling humanity. 'Twas a work
of unadulterated love ; the brothers were the wise1y-selected
agents; and in this view we mutually rejoiced.
My sole object in making this item public is to keep up the
chain of spiritual providences which distinguishes my individual
history. That peculiar modesty which is unfavorable to a free
personal confession, pro or con, is a species of delicacy that will
not stand the test of clairvoyant penetration. It will not answer
at the Day of Judgment-beneath the sun of conscience-ever
at its noontide effulgence in the mind of an honest man.
One of the )Vater-Cure patients, a pedantic and highly-conceited character, returning from his walk one morning, accosted
me and said: "Sir, I have been here almost a month, without
exchanging a word with you, but my wish has been to propound a
few questions if you do not object."
"Oh, no," said I, "when not writing I'm ·ready to answer all
the questions I can."
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Accordingly we seated ourselves on a rnstic bench, beneath the
waving trees, and he began : "I am free to confess, sir, that my
mind is decidE@ly prejudiced against you ; yet I am not one of
those who will not investigate a new thing. Permit me to ask;
sir, if you have ever clairvoyantly looked into the origin of
modern religious worship?''
Instantly I knew that he was not wholly sincere ; that be only
wished to while away an idle hour. " Yes," I replied, "I have
examined the subject many times."
"Where did it originate ?"
" In the East/' said I, " toward the rising sun."
" Why in the East?" be inquired with a show of interest.
" Because of a necessity in human nature there," said I, " before
the western hemisphere was populated."
" Do you really believe," he asked, " that you have seen the
eastern hemisphere ?"
"Yet!, sir. My recollection of what I saw is clear as the noonday sun."
" What have you seen there of interest?"
" The first thing I saw that 1nterested me," I rep~ed> "was disconnected with the subject upon which I was lecturing at the time."
''What was it? Pardon my curiosity ; but I'm fond of travellers' stories," said be laughing. ·
"Nadir Shah's footsteps on PerSian lands first attracted my
attention," I replied. " The plunderings and cruelties and assaSsinations and licentious excesses of· this Invader were inscribed
on the very sands and soils of India."
"Indeed!" was-the listener's response. "What became of the
tyrant?"
"In a few moments," said I, "while looking over the trnditions
of the people, I saw that be was at length horribly assassinated
by the chiefS of his own band."
"What else did you see?'' inquired the patient.
"I perceived," said I, "that the Hindom1 had a floating super·
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stition concerning Nadir Shah, which might be imported into this
country and applied."
"Ah !" returned he. " Can you tell me what it was?"
"It was that the robber carried upon his person a GEM which
was certain to bring desolation upon any individual or nation that
possessed it. The people seriously believed that this fabulous
gem was a reality, and that it has brought disaster, sorrow, and
ruin, upon several kings and dynasties since the days of Nadir
Shah, the merciless robber of the Cabul Mountains."
"I have never before heard of this superstition," said he.
" But how would you apply it in this country?"
"I'll tell you. Milton's devil carried about with him a splendid
Gem which, like the Hindoo diamond, is certain to bring misfortune upon its possessor."
''What do you refer to, sir?" asked the patient.
"I refer to his Ambition to succeed· in his undertakings-not
because the object in view was good, but because he had too much
Pride to be defeated in the prosecution of his selfish aims."
"I can not comprehend the application," said he.
"The fatal Gem," I continued, "is the personal Pride that fixes
lawyers, phys_icians, clergymen, and others, in several unjust and
discordant relations to humanity. They are not childlike in the
pursuit of Truth. Respectability is more precious to such persons
than Wisdom. Ambition is the ruling star of their destiny.
Society bequeaths this fatal trait to its offspring &om age to age,
and hence the misfortunes and sorrows which rankle in the w~rld's
bosom."
The sound of the dinner-lilell was now upon the air, and directly
our oonversation ended. Occasionally, for months afterward, I
wondered what there was. in the stranger's temperament or state
of mind which elicited the words on " Pride'' during our first and
last interview. At length, however, the post brought me a letter
from the almost forgotten hydropathic patient, in which I read
this sentence:-
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"' The fatal Gem,' sir, is no longer in my possession, As a
result, my wife and children and neighbors love me better-!
love myself better-and I have had much less difficulty in my
business relations. Ninety days after our short talk I withdrew a
foolisl-.lawsuit-confessed myself wrong for the first time in twenty
years-and I now speak to persons to whom, for years, I have
been as a thorn and a scourge. If you should ever come into
~his region, my dear sir, do not fail to give me and my fatnily a
call."
Katie's hea:lth was rapidly improving. ,She pursued the treatment and adopt13d the diet for many weeks. Well do I remember
th'.l hour when, immediately after returning from one of her baths,
she exclaimed: "Oh, Jackson, how I long to read over once again
some of your dear letters to me !"
"Why so, Katie ? Am I not as consoling as my letters
were?"
" You do n't understand ine," said she with an anxious loo~.
"You are so taken up with your writing, every day, that I seldom
get anything from you about our beautiful union."
" Silona," I responded, " we both realize the purity of our marriage and the pleasure which it brings us."
'' Oh, yes,'' she replied, "but I love to ,hear you talk about it
every day."
" Well, Katie, what would you like to have me say?"
"Oh, tell me whether you think that our union is for eternity.
Will it continue for ever? Are you sure-very, very surethat all marriages are eternal.?"
" As far as I can see,'' said I, " all true marriages are indissoluble."
"1\Iy heart is overpowered with happin~,;;s at the thought, my
Jackson,'' exclaimed she. "And now tell me once again, do you
know-really, truly, surel.y, positively know-that onr marriage
is a true union ?"
'' Nothing is more certain, Silona, than the purity of our rela-
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tion. But," I added, "remember I said tl1at ' as far as I can sci
all true marriages are indissoluble.''
" Good Heavens!" exclaimed she with a look of queenly dignity and heartfelt alarm-" What do I hear? Tell !De, Jackson!
Do you not know that our relation is unalterable?"
"Nay, Katie, I do not know, hut I believe, that our union is
eternal."
,.
"You really do believe, then, that our marriage is to last for
ever! Do you still believe this, my Jackson?"
"Yes, Silona - I have faith in the perpetuity of our union.''
We talked over the blissful advantages of unwavering conjugal
ties- how one soul is buoyed up by the confidence and devotion
of its kindred soul-and that, amid all the treachery and uncertainty of outward events, there is sweet strength and joyful rest
m the consciousness of truly-blended hearts. Arid ever after this
conversation-whenever the question of marriage was alluded to
by others-she would affirm,. positively, that "our union was
eternal, because I had so declared it/' and yet, when alone in
each other's society, she would sometimes recall my words, and
ask: " What did you mean by saying that our marriage was eternal
' as far as you could see' ?"
My reply was that "I did not yet know whether a marriage is
eternal because it is true and desired, or because of other reasons
and principles hidden in the spiritual constitution. But of one
thing I was always certain: that our union was a true one, and by
Tirtue of this certainty we had a powerful evidence in favor of its
perpetuity." Her warm heart and imperious mind, however,
could endure to be neither contradicted nor checked in their entJmsiastic and overwrought expressions. Hence, believing that
she was my true companion, and that I should tenderly shield her
temperament from pain, I attempted no explanations nor modifica·
tions of her words, but constantly leaned upon my Magic Statf
and lived a life harmonious.
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CHAPTER LIII.
READINGS AND TEACHINGS.

" I live for those who love me;
For those who know me true ;
For the heaven that smiles above me,
And awf!its my spirit, too:
For the cause that lacks assistance ;
For the wrong that needs resistance ;
For the future in the distance,
And the good that I can do."
ANGEL-FACES ' shone down from skies so deeply pure, and immortal voices shook the inner air so gently, that, though we were
travelling up the rugged Mountain, our feet faltered not, and our
hearts misgave us never for a single day. The ambrosial bounties of Nature were shed silently along our pathway, and the
struggles consequent upon the pilgrimage were more and more
softened and subdued and temp~red to our capaqilities of endurance. And yet, these aids would have been like so many empty
shadows and of no avail, had it not been for my own private determination to depend on one ever-present source of strengththe Magic Staff.
• Time dropped down, hour by hour, into the ocean of eternity.
Sometimes a whole month would drop, while I was interiorly
composing chapters for another volume, and, but for the plash it
made in the waters of memory, it seems to me that I should have
realized no lapse of time. The events of the journey, and not the
--· days consumed, clustered on the vine of life.
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Without the scribe's aid, without external help from Jooks, I
wrote the first volume of the " Harmonia." This was my principal occupation during the fall and spring of 1849-'50. Soon
afterward, obeying a constitutional desire to investigate for myself, I visited the family of Dr. Phelps. Katie's health and
spirits, being greatly improved, permitted her to accompany me.
The hours sp-ent in that house were golden. The solace of solitude, the comfort of silence, the mysteries of spirit-)lower, the
signs of coming wisdom, all came unto me there.
" What means this shocking disturbance?" asked the venerable
gentleman, as a table-fork went sailing through the air, and small
pebbles fell upon the strings of the open piano.
" Your positive anxiety to know, doctor," said I, " will but the
more excite. Indulge the manifestations-do not fear themand good only will come."
Sudden sounds and unpleasant surprises, however, became
more frequent and numerous. At times the family seemed to be
wild and rash in their opposition. But no expression of daring
or repugnance could remove the "annoyance" of the dropping
proofs. The tread of unseen feet were heard in the upper room;
the artistic works of invisible hands were seen ; the playful ingenuities of impalpable thinkers were scattered in all directions;
the suppliant messages of mysterious · beings were written on the
walls; but, a~d all the puzzling perplexities of the venerable
gentleman's family, I wa§_ not for one moment disturbed.
" ·See that!" exclaimed the disconcerted clergyman, when returning with his son, w~ose dress had been suddenly torn by unseen fingers-" See! is not that a shocking plight? What but
powers of evil would perform such deeds of violence?"
"I shall soon write out my answer," I replied. "And with
yonr permission, I will read it to your famil~." Ere long that
promise was fulfilled. The results of that examination were also
published, and, in order to avoid repetition, I refer the reader to
my pamphlet, entitled, "Philosophy of Spiritual Intercourse."
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'Twas irresistibly amusing, sometimes, to observe the grimaces
of Connecticut Orthodoxy ! The pious people of Stratford were
impiously perturbed. And many minds there, not troubled with
any religion, were irreligiously prejudiced. The clergyman's
rel?idence was sanctimoniously scrutinized. There was nothing
" evil" about or within, however, except the misapprehension of
the spiritual revelation. Now and then a passing inhabitant
would stare at the ghostly pillars of the piazza, as if they had recently acquired the power of making "mysterious noises," but no
one of the sagacious bystanders could penetrate that realm of intelligent causes which produced corresponding effects so alarming·
ly unmistakable.
A few weeks subsequent to this we went to Cambridge, Massachusetts. This journey was taken for Katie's benefit. She
wished to feel the invigorating breath of the ocean, and we therefore sought a spot to which the salt breezes came. But now my
own health began to wane, and at last I was prostrated with a
violent attack of Typhoid Fever.
Previous to my illness, for six weeks, I was constantly engaged
in writing upon the most stupendous subject that ever incited human thought. My whole mental organization was exercised extremely. That subject was " God, the Ruler of the Universe."
The second volume of the " Great Harmonia" contains the result
of my labors. This extreme exercise of the spiritual faculties
pressed my entire system into the extreme positive state, which
inevitably develops the terrible fiver that caused my exceeding
prostration.
In the early stages of my disease, I was daily visited· by an
vJlopathic physician of acknowledged skill and ability; but, as my
complaint became "?-ore positive, his faith in my ultimate restoration to health subsided, and it was generally believed, by those
who witnessed my condition, that I should soon become a per·
manen; resident in the Spirit-land. But Mrs.· Mettler, of Bridge-
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port, Connecticut-the existence of whose clairvoyant powers I
had discovered some years previous- hearing of my condition,
came immediately to Cambridge. My case was submitted to her
inspection, and her diagnosis of the symptoms was exceedingly
accurate. Out of several millions of medicines which exist in the
world, her discriminating perceptions selected, for my case, two
simple vegetable remedies. Of these a tea was made, and administered according to her directions. Through the agency of this
simple tea, the applicability of which to my complaint the wisdom
of a clairvoyant only could discover, my fever was subdued.
Combined with the tea, in the removal of this fever, was human
magnetism or psychology. I can never forget the morning when
the following miracle was wrought upon me : The physician who
had seen me but two days previous, gave it as his opinion that I
should be obliged to remain in bed six weeks, and abstain from
food twenty days longer. I had already sunk so low in physical
strength that I could not turn in bed, nor assist myself with my
hands. And my food and medicine, for nearly three weeks, with
but few exceptions, had been confined to Congress Water, which
I drank freely.
Such was my condition when Mrs. Mettler, in accordance with
her interior directions while in the clairvoyant state, came to my
bedside, and, taking my hand in her own, and gazing a few moments steadily in my eyes, said, "Now you can raise up in your
bed." The requisite strength and confidence to do so flowed
throughout my system in an instant, and I forthwith raised up
with ease. Now she made passes down my spine, and over my
entire body, and bade me walk from my bed to a chair, which had
been prepared for the purpose, about four yards from the bed I
was occupying. This I did with astonishing ease; and I rested
in my chair that day nearly four hours. TJms I substantially
took up my bed and waUced. For several succeeding mornings,
about the same hour, I was magnetized by the lady; and in ten
days I could driv • :mt and enjoy the sunlight and air.

READINGS AND TEACIDNGS.

439

The harmonizing and tranquillizing influence-of this illness upon
my body and mind was deep and thorough. My entire system
experienced a species of regeneration or purification ; and my
mind was vastly more free to explore the infinite ramifications of
those great and lofty subjects which constitute the vital system of
my subsequent volumes.
The next scene opens, not in Trinity college, but in College
street, in the city of Hartford. Urged merely by the confluence
of external circumstances, and hence without any hidden motive,
we became. boarders in a family of congenial s)rmpathies•. Soon
after our arrival, some four or five gentlemen called, and one
· · said : " We welcome you, Mr. Davis, to the land of ' blue laws,'
and hope your stay will be long."
-'Yes," said another, "we've been struggling .against prejudice
of all sorts. A little help, now and then, would cheer us."
" What have you been doing?" I asked.
" We've obtained an office in Kellogg's building, and met in it
every week for several months. But we can't get many of the
•
outsiders to take part in our investigations.''
At this moment I felt the presence of my Guide. Stepping out
into the open air, I was enabled to hear the lute-like tones of his
voice, and these words : " This--is-thg-:-~tation. Loyal-minds
-are-here. Begin-.thg-teachings."
Hearing these rich sentence~, and" rejoicing in the thought of
beginning a career of oral teachings, I danced and laughed like a
young boy. But of what I had- heard I related nothing to any
living soul. Before the fi:iendly guests departed, however, I
assured them of my willingness to attend their m'eetings.
AccordinfiJ, at the next Wednesday evening's session,~ narrated what I had witnessed in Stratford ; the absolute facts- bold.
bare, bewildering:_and nothing more. The philosophy of them
I reserved for a future occasion. At length that occasion arrived.
My matter, not mv manner, was acceptable. Whereupon I
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evoked the assistance of Silona. Her voice was clear and her
pronunciation forcible. She had few equals as a reader-even
among professors-especially when her mind sympathized with
the author's meaning. Firmly and earnestly, therefore, did she,
from week to week, read to the assembly the lectures which I
had intuitionally written. 'Twas all new to the dwellers of the
Charter Oak city. A few of the boldest intellects became permanently interested.
Ladies of Fashion! look upon that picture. There sat a lady,
once a star in the world, dressed in expensive garb 'tis true, but
nmid unpolished mechanics and ungloved merchants. What did
she there? Her voice was lifted-without an emotion of fearagainst prejudice and its atrocious crimes. She read the discourses with that vitalizing heartiness which is the result of true
devotion. Did she a popular work? Nay I But 'twas strong
and sunk deep in the brave souls of living men and women. The
truth made them free ; and they rendered unto her gratitude.
Most piteous devotees of St. Custom are they who dare not follow
that lady's emphatic ex~ple !
In the early spring of the next year, 1851, I was myself addressing the people. The task weighed heavily upon me, yet,
impelled by the hidden law of my soul, I bore up against the
pressure and succeeded. Of a high ancestral name I could not
boast. Of rank and riche~ I had none. Of college lore and
credentials from the Faculty 1 was destitute. And yet, I had
spiritual access to the best advantages that could accrue from all
these-not because of any hereditary or acquired right, but
because my INTUlTIONS were emancipated from the thraldom of
sense. And thus I journeyed up the Mountain of Power. Not
from ~otives of ambition did I pursue this precipi.s path, but I
walked up for the same reason that water flows down, because I
could not help it! If the reader would know what were the
subjects of my first ora! teachings, he may ascertain by examining
the third volume of the '' Great Harmonia.''
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For public services I made no charge. Indeed, so happy was
I to render them 'th~t I would sooner have paid for the privilege
thaJ.t. tax the bounty of those who listened. Our crippled income
was still exceeded by curren~ expenses. And as the spring days
meJted away, one after and into another, I began to think about
returning to the hospitalities of the spiritually-appointed brother.
While thus considering one evening, the well-known voice said : ·

"Be-firm-my-son.

Thy-home--is--here."

" How glad," thought I, " that I 'm no longer a youth ! If I
were, the wo:OO.s just spoken would in ten minutes seem like a
dream. Now, there's no mystery-no ambiguity-nothing to
unravel."
At this moment an acquaintance arrived, a generous-looking
Hartford publisher, who said: "I think the cottage can be obtained."
"'Tis very beautiful there,'' replied Katie. "But my Jackson
thinks we can not purchase this year."
"Perhaps,'' said the visitor, "some other arrangements can be
made."
" There 's no use of planning as I see," she replied. " 'T would
only result in disappointment."
Nothing more of consequence was uttered that night. While
breakfasting next morning, we had another call from the same
gentleman.
"I've called early,'' said he apologetieally, "to tell you that
Mr. Turnbull is willing to sell his cottage."
"Well, Seymour,'' I replied, "we can not raise money enough
this year. So I guess I 'II look about for something cheaper.''
"You could pay the rent, I suppose?" inquired he, with a business look.
" Oh, yes !" said Katie, with much vivacity. "We should have
plenty for that, and to spare."
The publisher was silent and thoughtful. Presently he departed. When next he came he told us that the cottage was his
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property for our immediate benefit. Thus did my Guide scan
this brother's noble heart, and anticipate the flow of approaching
circumstances.
Yes, my home was to be in Hartford. The cottage was agreeably retired, nearly enveloped in trees, and situated on high
ground not far from the railroad depot. The frantic voice of
that symbol of civilization-" the Iron Horse"-would shake the
air within the dwelling, and shout: " Hurrah ! for the progressive
world!" There was a balcony about the ornamented structurefrom which cherries, apricots, and the fragrant magnolia, could
be reached-whereon, more than once, I have clairvoyantly
examined eternal truths. And when in my ordinary state, too,
there were sometimes dreamy lingerings upon that same shaded
pavilion, during which my mind would revert to Poughkeepsie, to
Hyde-Park, to Union Corners, to Hiram Marshall's house, to Bart
Cropsey's stories, to the poverty of my childhood, and, lastly, to
my little prayers to "kind Prov'dence," which I could not but
utter once again with tenderest reverence.
In December following, in accordance with an impression
derived from the perception of a human need, I began a series of
argumentative discourses. My attention, in the first place, was
arrested by reading the following public notice: "Rev. Dr. Bushnell will commence next Sunday evening a course of lectures on
' the Naturalistic Theories of Religion as opposed to Supernatural
Revelation.'"
Moved by a curiosity to_know the positions he would assume,
I became quickly intuitional. I scanned and inhaled the atmosphere of his mind. This perception required but a moment, and
yet I could state all his propositions. Being in the presence of
brethren I did so, and requested them to attend his lecture that
they. might ascertain the literal correctness of my. report. This
occurred in tl1e forenoon of the day on the evening of which his
introductory discourse was to be deliverad. The friends attended
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accordingly, and the result was in favor of Intuition. Directly
my review commenced and progressed to its completion.
Of that peculiar work I will ~ot further chronicle, except to
refer to the record published soon afterward, entitled : " The
Approaching Crisis." To assure the public, however, that the
esteemed clergyman's positions were not misrepresented in that
Review, I will add the following testimony obtained at the time,
but never before published:"We, the undersigned, having bad th~ opportunity and pleasure
of listening to Dr. Horace Bushnell's recent lectures on the subject of 'Supernaturalism as opposed to Naturalistic Theories of '
Religion ;' and having, also, with much gratification, listened to
the various and successive reviews or 'criticisms' thereupon,
written by Andrew J. Davis and delivered by him in this city;
do hereby certify, that, to our best knowledge, recollection, and
belief, Mr .Davis has rendered .Dr~ Bushnell's ideas accurately' nothing extenu.ated or aught set down in malice.'
JAMES S. HOOKER,

Hartford, Ct.
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About this time, in the spring of 1853, the Brotherhood procured Union Hall. Our audiences had increased and improved
from week to week. The participators were intellectual persons
of both sexes. Minds from nearly every form of religious faith
:!arne to our meetings and conferences. The chilly blasts of
popular prejudice swept through our ranks. Biting frosts of
calurrmy touched the tree of life that we were culturing; but nc
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external blight could either penetrate or sear the leaves and buds
of promise.
The first lecture I delivered in the more spacious hall, was a
statement of my individuil relation to the work of Human Progress. That the reader, also, may fully apprehend the non-sectarian
nature of that "relation," I will here introduce the initial portion
of my discourse : MEN AND BRETHREN: If I appeared before you as a member
of some Sanhedrim, as the sworn advocate and avowed propagandist of some new dogma or system, it would then be but
reasonable to expect from me only onesided evidences and arguments strictly 'Sectarian. As the publicly-pledged attorney of an
exclusive scheme, it would be one part of my plan to misrepresent
skeptics and expose all antagonists to ridicule and derision. And
pP.rbaps, as a tolerant civilization would not permit me to burn an
opponent at the stake as the great Calvin did the good Servetus,
I . might contrive a substitute-and roast him in a vast Gebenna
of hard words, fed by igneous adjectives and scorching epithets
altogether terrific and unendurable.
As it is impossible to elicit light from darkness and absurd to
gather figs from thistles, so is it beneath the dictates of Reason to
expect a benign spirit of toleration to emanate from a conscientious
sectarian. He is boldly challenged by e:Jch element of his faith
to be consistent. The requirep1ent of a creed is sacredly binding,
and every; way imperative. His terrible and implacable motto is" Believe, or be damned!" Whether the mind has adopted the
Bible or the Koran, or any system which claims supernatural
origin and authmity, its reasonings are the same: "If I profess to
be on the Lord's side, my words and actions should correspond;
and I should feel myself called upon openly to oppose all ideas
and all ·persons denounced and ~jected by his word. My aim is
-'Be God-like.' Therefore, God's enemies are my enemies,
whomsoever God hates, I hate also; His friends are my friends;
and all condemned by God are condemned by me. When God's
word is assailed and impeached, I should baste to the rescue and
defence ; if t~e wicked march against Zion, I must gird on my
armor and resist them; yea. all .the years of my life, I must striv!!
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to be God-like-to make His Word my word, His commandments
my commandments-and whenever He sends any soul 'by lightning express' to that tropical country called PERDITION, I should
feel myself authorized to go and do likewise." Thus reasons the
sectarian.
To receive the totality of any one record as the only "Word of
God," is equivalent to the total rejection of every other record.
Toleration, therefore, is logically impossible. To be a true follower and advocate of any one Man, is to do what be does and
believe what be believes-rejecting, by.the :fiat of a conscientious
prejudice, all opponents as infidels and enemies of truth. To be
liberal and free while a champion of some sectarian scheme, is to
be unfaithful and inconsistent. The daily journals contain notices
now and then of a party calling themselves " Liberal Okristiam,"
than which no paradox was ever more glaring, no solecism more
dangerous. They profess to adopt a Book with " Believe, or be
damned," as its eternal standard of· judgment, and yet paint the
blessed word " liberal" over the vestibule leading to their sanctuary. Te admit the possibility of the existence of any soul-saving
-TRUTH in any other religion, is to openly dishonor your -creed before all men, and cause them to associate with your professions a
catalogue of fatal absurdities.
Occasionally, I have met with liberal and charitable Christians.
My spirit said: "Verily, these men are more magnanimous than
their creeds." And I have added: "May we not also conclude
that the charaCter of the Divine Being i;; infinitely better than the
best man's report of it? Whereupon the illuminated air seemed
to tlt'l'ob throughout with the rushing waves of a deathless song,
whose refrain was "Selah!" meaning, "Repeat the question, till
all men behold an affirmative answer emblazoned on Nature's
every realm !"
The uncharitableness and impatience of supernaturalists exhibit
their most repulsive features toward those who are usually termed
" skeptics"- as if the soul could control its convictions ! Perhaps bible-believers would be more just to disbelievers if they had
our philosophy, which teaches that the intellectual faculties are
constitutionally skeptical; that he who lives mainly in the front
part of his bead is of necessity a doubter.
The illiberal denunc'ations and profane anecdotes of excited re-
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vival preachers, who act as mental thermometers, indicate the latent animosity and intolerance lurking in the atmosphere of the
more dignified and self-posse"~ed. Let a person who intellectually doubts the soul's eternal duration, acknowledge his skepticism to
a professed Christian or Mohammedan, and, in ninety-nine cases
out of every hundred, the reply would be; '' Ob, sir, you are an
infidel; .all further converse between us is useless!"
To be a consistent Christian i~ to be illiberal. On the other
band, to be consistently liberal is to be an illegitimate Christian.
Unheeding the philanthropic suggestion that "the whole need not
a physician, but those that are sick," the conceited believer leaves
the disbeliever in a mental state much worse than he found ·him;
for now the skeptic thinks himself to be in all probability more
right than wrong; and, remembering his treatment, he justifies
the next thought also-that he is personally conscious of being a
better man than the dogged and bitter believer of cburchianity.
And straightway his skepticism, before as unwelcome as disease
and not less painful, is encouraged and prepared for battle. Thus
it happens that unwholesome dissensions arise between those
wbo, with our philosophy of things, might be the best aud happiest of friends.
In truth, the genius of supernaturalism is never ready either
for liberal consideration or dispassionate judgment. It is by
-nature unnatural, - and denies hospitable entertainment to the
opposite statement, even in its mildest form. An opponent must
be repulsed at all events; because, in brief; it is impossible that
any form of sectarianism should be impartial.
But as I come before you not as a propagandist, not as the
founder or abettor of a new sect, but simply as a free mind,
pledged only to be faithful to an interior principle of undogmatic
Truth, regardless of the form, you may expect from me an unbiased and dispa,ssionate presentation.
Although in the midst of public teaching, yet there ever
streamed through my being the silent principle of personal progress. The rude swell of the wildly careering tempests of outward opposition, the crash of the enemy's thunderb~lt, and the
moaning of disturbed theological forests in the dells and lowlands,
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were all as nothing to the possessor of the Magic Staff. Silona's
involuntary repulsion of many of the fond friends who came to the
cottage, united to my unyielding determination to be no man's
leader, swept our private path completely clean of almost every
social allurement.
Our 'mbowered dwelling was expensively as well as cozily furnished. The breezes of the distant fields entered it, healthy conditions prevailed in all that neighborhood, and yet Katie's physical
system yearned for the strengthening influence of the ocean air.
'Twas to obtain for her this luxury, that we temporarily left Hartfor4, and sought the retirement of High Rock cottage. , And there
it was, away from the turmoil of the wide-spread city below, that
I reached the highest peak of the Mountain of· Power ! 'Twas
the end of a long and weary battle. The celestial vision from
that commanding elevation, is before the world. It was grander
than all that had gone before-a climax to every preceding experience. It occurred on the 7th August, 1852, and is chronicled in
my vok!me, entitled, "The Preseat Age and Inner-Life."
Beaides this spiritual benefit, Katie's health and feelings were
muc!:J. improved during those summer months; and, after the vis,.
ion 1my own body rested, while a novel tranquillity- pervaded my
every inward ft:..-•..lty.
•
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CHAPTER LIV.
IN THE OPEN FIEJ.D.

"I thank thee, Father, that I live;
Though wailings fill this earth of thine,
To labor for thy suffering ones
Is joy divine."

A FEW weeeks after our return to Hartford we set out into the
open field of reform toil. Ere long we reached the city of Cincinnati, Ohio, where I began a course of public teachings. For
three successive evenings the congregation, though small, was
composed of capable and critical persons of considerable prominence. I felt the presence of a cloudy prejudice floating o'er the
audience. Notwithstanding this, however, I freely invited the
people to visit me, at the private residence of Mr. A. 0. Moore,
on days and evenings not devoted to public teaching. Accordingly
this brother's parlor was the scene of many excellent interviews
with the friends, and memorable encounter;; with the foes, of unlimited Progression.
"The object of my calling," said a maidenly-looking male agent
of some religious institution, ·" is to talk with you about the employment of your talents."
"Ah, that's very fraternal an~ good in you," I responded, "and
I may be pleased, sir, with your counsel."
" Looking over the morning papers," be continued, "I see you
are advertised to lecture on the ' Causes of Civilization,' and it
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occurred to me that you are misusing your influence and making
yourself unpopular when there's no need for it.''
" Indeed !" said I. " Do you know of some better method for
~~

.

"I thi.nk I do,'' returned he moderately. "That better way is
this: for you to adopt the course common among our best clergy.''
" What is that ?" I inquired.
" Why our intelligent ministers preach the moral principles of
the New Testament, and the plan of salvation therein set forth;
but they never excite people's prejudices, as you are doing, by
disclosing their theological perplexities.''
"Do your ministers, then,- doubt certain points of doctrine?" I
asked.
" Certainly !" ·replied the honest agent, " but they almost never
preach on doctrinal points. And the reason is, that the clergy
know how prone the world is to skepticism~. So they withhold
their doctrinal differences and perhaps doubts from their congregations. And knowing that religion of some kind is necessary for
men, and believing the gospel precepts to be the best in the world,
the clergy husband their influence over people, and confine themselves to what we call practical Christianity.''
" Well, friend," said I, "what would you counsel ~e to do?"
"Why, when ~ perused the notices this morning," replied he,
"it struck me that if you would adopt pre9isely this course, the
church people would turn out in multitudes to hear you lecture.
Instead of a few auditors you would have throngs of supporters ;
a!ld we, the friends of the gospel, could secure a situation for you
in one of the best pulpits in this country."
" What good would that do ?" I asked.
"Why, sir, you would then be respected as a talented and
useful man ; and your salary might be, perhaps, three thousand
dollars per annum !"
The gentleness of his seductive speech was quite pleasant to·
my ear, but what effert it exerted upon my soul may be gathered
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from what follow<ld. "Your suggestions are kindly offered," said
I, "and I thank you fJr your frankness. But, in regard to the
course you recommend for me I can only reply in the language said
to have' been used by the son of Joseph and Mary long ago, .;hen
he received a similar suggestion."
"I don't get your meaning," said the agent slightly nettled.
" What language do you refer to ?"
And I replied : " When the devil of worldliness invited the
Man of Love to stand upon the top of a high mountain, in order
to contemplate the kingdoms of the world and the glory of them
as the promised reward of popular proceedings, he used words
which I now reiterate-' Get thee behind me, Satan.'"
"No, no!" exclaimed the agent, "you misunderstand my motives. My object is to tell you how you may become respected,
and therefore more useful."
" Well, friend," said I rising, " I think you will have to excuse
me now, as I have writing to do and must devote no more time
this morning to the pleasures of conversation."
Subsequently I noticed this person in the audience, but nothing
further of importance occurred between us. The morning following my discourse on the "Causes of Civilization,'' I took from
the postoffice three anonymous letters of the most scurrilous
character. They purported to emanate from as many different
persons, who, professing to have attended my lectures, stated that
they had been exceedingly shocked at my alleged indelicacy and
profanity. From one of these missives I will quote a single
paragraph :.•.••• '' When you sat down after your last night's lecture and
covered up your eyes with your band, I pitied you! For yon
was thinking of your drunken sprees, of your flour speculations,
of your licentiousness, and of merchants who have been ruined
by your pretended ~ower to make money. You needn't deny it,
sir, for your former associates can prove it."

nfy knowledge of Katie's sensitive and imperial temperament
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caused me to conceal from her all communications so wholly false
and malignant. My safety and strength were in the Magic Staff
and th~ protecting power of Truth. But, though' I had before
immediately destroyed every such evidence of assassin-like enmity
toward me, I retained the letters, on this occasion, for the purpose
of an experiment. In one of the three I read this: "I don't
believe a d--d word in your professions; I am ready to believe
·· though, and won't sign my name-so if you ain't ad--d humbug you ca'l tell who wrote this."
When alone that day, I psychometrized the writing and found
but one person as the author. Toward him my soul felt not the
slightest retaliation. Indeed, on seeing into the man's mind, I
felt surprised that the letters did not contain language more
severe and falsehoods more numerous. By clairvoyance I easily
individualized the author, and it so happened that, before I left
Cincinnati, he came into a store which I had entered just a
moment previous. He believed I did not know that he had written the letters; and so he asked-" How do you like the Queen
City of the West, Mr. Davis?"
"My visit has been very pleasant," I replied. " There 's only
one thing that I object to in the external phases of this city."
"What's that objection, Mr. Davis?"
"The black smoke emitted by the bituminous coal so generally
used for fuel," said I. "It soils one's dress in a few hours."
" Humph ! How 's been your audiences?"
"The last lecture of my course brought out the largest attendance," I replied.
" Can you tell what a man's thinking about?" asked the
sfi"anger.
"I can tell what a man's ambition is," I answered.
" Can you tell what's mine ?"
"You have three ambitions;'' said I. "First, to have the best
cigars to smoke ; second, to own the fastest horse to trot ; third, to
have your \eef-steak on the table at precisely one o'clock, P.M."
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Hearing this he laughed heartily, and then replied: "You
hav'n't lived in old Connecticut so long for nothing. You're good
at guessing, like all wooden-nutmeg folks. Say, do you know
Barnum?"
"'.rhere !" exclaimed I half-mirthfully, yet in earnest, "I've
omitted to acknowledge the receipt of your letters, but I will do
so now."
" Thunder !" said he with a startled expression, " what letters
do you mean?"
At this moment Mr. Moore entered to conduct me to another
place, and having no desire to affiict my already regretf!ll-Iook.ing
opponent by needless exposure, I departed. Thus was the int~r
view abruptly terminated. But my belief was, that the man of
three ambitions would never again trifle with the sacred powers
of clairvoyance.
From Cincinnati we journeyed to Cleveland, Ohio, and there
also commenced a social and public work. Nothing occurred of
special importance during a stay of ten days in that city, except a
circumstance reported by President Mahan-a report involving
a question of personal veracity.
The statement of this logieal gentleman is, in brief, this : That
while delivering a public address in Cleveland, I suddenly stopped,
went into one of my favorite states of abstraction, and then "professed to the audience to have a vision'' of Horace Mann's lecture
on " Woman ;" that I then delivered a "spirit-stirring paragraph,'
which, being ended, was pronounced by a gentleman in the assembly to be verbatim from a condensed report published in a recent
New York Tribune.
The sentiments and expressions of this statement-which may
be found at length in President Mahan's book, entitled, "Modern
Mysteries Explained and Exposed"- compel me to believe that
he founded his charge of " deliberate" imposition on the editorial
gossip of a Cleveland paper, which, because of its many insufficient and unscrupulous allegations against Spirituaftsm and its
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receivers, deserved, as I then thought, and still think, not to be
honored with a single line of rebuke or vindication from .parties
thus assailed.
But I will now give the reader a correct account of this muchmisrepresented circumstance. It is true that I was delivering a
course of lectures if! Cleveland. My subject was one which conc~rned the sexes equally, being a definition of their relative positions in the order of creation. It is also true that, while in the
midst of my subject, I hesitated and remarked, " that it would be
interesting to know what a public teacher, like Horace Mann, had
to say on the rights of women and the relation of the sexes.''
The audience, as well as I, knew that Mr. Mann was announced to
lecture soon on that subject. Hence there was nothing irrelevant
0 r marvellous in alluding to him, or to what he might teach on
that question. It is likewise true that I stood quiet_for a few
moments, during which I obtained (by impression, not by clair:voyance) what I understood to be an abstract of Mr. Man~
views. In a few brief detached sentences, I gave the audience
~y impresssions, say~ng : " Such I receive· as a correct rendering
of his sentim~nts, but whether right or wrong, tnose who will hear
Mr. Mann's lecture may determine ~· whereupon a gentleman arose
11nd affirmed that he had read substantially the same in the New
York Tribune. President Mahan says that I was "taken all
aback by such an announcement." The truth is just the contrary,
for I was gratified; feeling that my impression was more accurate
than I expected to get in the excitement of a public assembly.
Thus you see, impartial reader, that I neither made any profession of reading the lecture by "vision," nor attached any importance to the psychologica:l transaction. But the Cleveland
Herald reported a foolish account of my "pretensions," "attempts," "mistakes," &c. ; and, because I did not bestir myself to
correct a bit of newspaper gossip, this dogmatic author considers
it a settled fact, implying "deliberate" imposition, and sufficient to
overthrow a series of clairvoyant disclosures which pertain to my
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past history. This attack I value as of no practical consequence,
and believe it will be disregarded by every careful reader of Pres·
ident Mahan. His work is a materialistic house, buift with timbers
hewn by other hands, decorated with
"Rich windows that exclnde the light,
.And passages that lead to nothing."

But the saddest consequence of our western journeyings WIIS
the serious disturbance of Katie's physical health. The fitful
winds and driveling rains of Lake Erie seemed to develop a
hepatic disease which, till then, had been held in check from _year
to year by diet and medication. Her most painful symptom was
a violent and incessant cough.
Turning and yearning homeward, we took cars for Rochester.
Here Katie's illness became yet more desolating to her energies.
Three whole weeks she suffered. At length we were referred to
a physician who greatly assuaged her anguish. Soon she became
strong enough to accomplish the journey to the Hartford cottage.
And there, while the fresh morning dew lay sparkling on the
young turf, and the soft spring air blew blandly through the open
door, her body gained strength and her spirit repose.
My first important public work after returning, was the writing
of impressions concerning man's ultimate control over the causes
. of droughts and the fall of rain. These impressions were communicated in a series of letters to the " Hartford Times;' and had
the effect to bring down a shower of strictures from Professor
Vaughn, of Kentucky, who ope~ly charged me with the criine of
plagiarism. The appearances were, at the first blush, decidedly
against clairvoyance. But if the reader would ascertain the facts
-which show how utterly untruthful were the professor's imputations-and also learn the laws by which mankind may control
the fall of rain, let him peruse my pamphlet, entitled "The Harmonia! Man."
By this ti:D\e I began to realize that the summit of the Mountain
was overpassed. Already my face was turned toward the un·
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known valley beyond. Now and then I would hear Amphion
strains of melody as if a lyre made of sunbeallld were touched by
an angel's skilful fingers. At such times, it almost seemed that
trees and birds and rocks and streams, and even untamed nations
of distant lands, responded to the harmonious music of these
celestial Arcadians. Such tokens assured me that the angel world
was silently blending with the human, as the sidereal heavens
cover the dull earth day and night for ever ; and then I longed to
have the inexorable supporters of conservatism hear the cadence
so melodious. But they would not listen, and !-what could I
do? Ab ! I must culture patience from year to year, and, leaning
on my Magic Staff, toil for the God-like race of a far future.
The next event was the Hartford Bible Convention; a great
and significant fact, worthy of remembrance. It indicated the
prevalence and strength of Free Thought in the very heart of
New England orthodoxy. The convention was continued for four
days and nights. There was a large and respectful attendance
throughout, of minds liberally disposed.
But the last night, although it closed over a sabbath-day, was a
scene of the most uncivil and belligerent confusion. · The unfriendly circulated a report, saying, "such was the legitimate effect
of doctrines promulgated by those who called the convention.''
But my attention was alive to every expression of the audience.
And I know that the frightful noises and rowdyistic tumult did
neither originate with nor receive countenance from a single friend
of the Harmonial Philosophy.
Shortly previous to this great gathering, there occurred a
strange midnight circumstance within . our vine-clad home. Our
cook and housekeeper had retired. The cottage was still, and
sleep was upon aU eyelids, save my own; when I heard an unusual sound below. A burglar was entering the dining-room
door; his chiselings and pryings came distinctly to my ear. I
walked noiselessly down the stairway, and confronted the thief at
once. He had accomplished an entrance, and evidently considered
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himself safe, till I stood between him and the outer-door, with a
walking-stick in my right hand. The moon shone obliquely in,
and enabled me to see the outline of his face, whiCh was black as
that of a genuine negro, though his form and features were those
of the European race. At this instant the well-known voice
whispered: "Jackson !-speak-to-kim."
Fearing no personal injury, I quietly asked: "Have you no
food at home?" Receiving no reply, I began to expostulate:
' " This is unkind, my friend, to visit me as if I were your enemy.
Do you not know that I am ever willing to help a poor man ?"
He made no answer, and I continued : " Do you think that you
have done right? Do you treat me like a brother? If you
should come here in open day, and tell me truthfully what are
your suffering~ aqd needs, I might be enabled to aid you and
commeQd you to the generosity of others.''
To all this he made no reply, but darted past me through the
open door and fled, I knew not whither. Fortunately, the inmates
of the cottage heard riothing of the disturbance, and thus were
saved from a midnight fright.
We will now revert to the close of· the Bible. Convention. The
excited gang were pressing and forcing their way through the
assembly to the platform. The speakers were in danger. The
frenzied opponents meant to refute argument by physical force.
But the Magic Staff sustained me, and I sustained Katie, who
was now suffering with great consternation.
Taking my arm she clung to my ,side, and we worked our way
down one of the aisles toward the o~ter-door, closely followed by
a strong-armed and broad-breasted man, who was silently and
successfully exerting himself .to keep back the mob from pressing
down against us. Thus we reached the street, amid. hoots and
yells and imprecations, the herculean stranger still acting as a
body-guard. The turbulent forces subsided about a hundred
rods from the convention hall, and we were left t(l ourselves
unharmed. The moonlight was faint, yet, as the stranger left us,
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and passed on, I recognised the outline of that blar:kened face
whic/, 1 had seen at midnigltt!- Our protector was the burglar!
The thief proved to be our benefactor! Tell me, dear readersuppose I had withheld kind words, and, instead, dealt heavy
blows on the midnight disturber of our private rights ; do you
believe that he would have so nobly piloted us through that
perilous storm of human passion?
Although I was now journeying a little every day tOward the
valley between Mount Power and Mount Beauty, yet1 directly
after the Bible Convention, my condition was extremely favorable to clairvoyant and impressional exercises. My lectures on
"J>hysiological Vices and Virtues" were therefore soon perceived
and conceived and written out. Ultimately these discourses were
published in the first part of the fourth volume of the " Great
Harmonia."
But the long summer-days shed down too much tropical influence upon my honored companion. Her fine form slpwly gathered
the indices of an approaching illness. Weary, worn, and weak,
was she ; her sleep was curtailed and irregular ; and a shadowy
paleness overspread her brow and cheek.
Nature always prescribed for her the soothing stiniulus of ocean
breezes. To secure this remedy we hastened to a settlement, one
mile east of Lynn, Massachusetts, known as Swampscot; where
we found comfortable accommodations directly fronting the open
sea. Maria, her faithful handmaid, was with us. Not long after
our arrival, however, Katie's illness increased. And as I had for
six years made no medical examinations, for the reason that my
mental energies were exercised constantly upon different and
higher planes, I found myself under the necessity of procuring
the aid of a physician. Dr. B. F. Hatch, accordingly, was called
at her request. Under his prescriptions her sympto..I!Qs abated,·
and I was rejoiced to find her again able to take t'h~ air in an
open carriage. The drives on the broad beach, and the exhil_~ra
tion of the salt bree1.:es, soon exerted a favorable U!:lil'~a.ce.
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But one day, being again greatly prostrated and confined to the
bed, she grew chill and disheartened, and said : " Jackso1;1 dear, this body is most worn out I fear. I feel broken
down-tired of life-provoked with dragging about this diseased
frame."
"Do not despair, Silona," I responded. "Your organization is
strong yet, and may continue for many years. When the weather
becomes less sultry, and the beautiful days of October arrive,
perhaps you may get quite well again.''
" Don't talk to me about getting well," said she with a look of
resistance. " I would rather go now, and not have· this painful
process to go through with again.''
"You ·have been very ill many "iines, Silona," I replied. "You
have f~lt the restraint, the ;uavery, the tedium, of many days and
months of sickness; but so good . were your natural. powers of
restoration, that you have again recovered and enjoyed the luxury
of health. Now I think you may rely upon your natural vigor,
and not be disappointed.''
·
She made no answer. Her speechless lip quivered, her bosom
slightlY: heaved, but all was still in the chamber. Anon, she
asked : "Do you fancy, my Jackson, that I fear to go hence? If
you do, you are much mistaken with reference to my feelings.
Maria !" said she, addressing the maid, " open the trunk and hand
me my portfolio. Jackson, raise me up in bed-1 wish to write
a letter.''
When her posture was rendered easy, and the writing imple·
ments were on her lap, I took my departure for Bos.ton. Thither
I ~ften repaired, where I could select the choicest grapes, sickle
pears, peaches, melons, and other fruits, congenial to her appetite.
On my return she said: "There, Jackson, when you go out again
put that letter in the office. I have written and sealed it," she
added, " that no one can say I was under your influence.''
The letter was ::'ddressed tO "Joseph M. Blake, Esq., Bristol,
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Rhode Island," the lawyer who had transacted much business for
her.
A few days subsequently the above-named gentleman arrived,
and consulted with her concerning the method of bequeathing me
all her property. In due time the necessary legal papers were
made out and signed, and thus was another act of her generous
nature perfected. There dwelt in my mind not so much as the
shadow of a desire for the possession of her fortune. And one
day, when I quietly expressed this fact, she replied: "Oh, I know
that! my Jackson. But you 'II need all my cherished father left
me, and mor~ too, to sustain the work of your life. All I regret
is, that I have not a larger portion to leave you.':
These events transpired during the hottest days in August,
1853, when Katie's bodily prostration most oppressed her heart.
But the cooling and strengthening breezes of September greatly
revived her, and, ere long, we returned to Hartford animated with
the pleasures of Hope.

460

THE MAGIC STAFF.

CHAPTER LV.
LIFE IN THE COTTAGE.

" How calm and sweet the victories of life,
How tcrrorless the triumph of the grave !"

MY pilgrimage had progressed almost to the lowest dell in the
psychical valley. 'Twas, therefore, a period of complete spiritual
rest. Hence I wrote but little, did not exert myself to deliver
public discourses, and the angel-world seldom breQ.thed its musical
messages into my ear. The greater part of each day, on the
contrary, was devoted to ministering unto Katie's wants. For,
soon after our return, she became again nervously weary and
discouragingly prostrated.
Sometime in October, I think, while walking toward the city, I
was accosted by an elderly woman, poorly clad, who asked: "Is
this Mr. Davis?"
"Yes," was my reply. " Do you wish for anything?"
"I do, sir," said she much agitated. " Be you a master of the
Black Arts ?"
"No ! But why you ask?"
"'Cause I'm a dyin' daily-dyin' by inches-'cause I've been
bewitched by an enemy."
"Indeed! Do you know how it was done, and who did it?"
"Mercy to me, sir, I don't know nothin' who my enemy is.
Some person, unbeknown to me, sent me this ere letter."
So saying ·she presen_ted me a scrawled note, which read as
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follows: "Black cat, wild cat, cat-This is to let you no that ef
you don't quit and clere out of the.rume whare you liv' now I will
torment you ev'ry day of ev'ry week an ev'ry hour of ev'ry day
an ev'ry minnit of ev'ry hour an ev'ry second of ev'ry minnit till'
·you clere out or die.
(Signed)
"t"
After reading the malicious note I folded it up and kept it in
my right hand. The distance to the postoffice was yet considerable, and as my business there was urgent, I invited her to walk
thitherward. " Where do you live ?" I asked.
In reply, she informed me that her room was in a tenant house
which held several families.
"Has any person in that house ever requested you to move
elsewhere ?"
"No, sir."
But I felt, from the sphere of the letter, that some one in the
tenement begrudged her the hired apartment she was occupying,
and that the jealous party had taken this culpable course to frighten
the superstitious woman away.
" How do you support yourself?" I asked.
"I go out washing and housecleaning, sir.''
" What do you eat and drink ?"
"Oh, sir, since bein' bewitched I ain't eat hardly nothin'. My
stomic is gone, and I ain't no appetite for victuals, but jest coffee
for six: weeks. Oh, sir, rm so faint-! know I'm a dyin' by
inches-! can't live long so! Oh) dear!"
Now I had resolved to do this woman good. 'I appreciated her
weakness of mind, her belief in witChcraft, and her total ignorance
of the fact that she was merely psgckologiz~d by Fear. Logic, persu~sion, philosophy, religion, was none of them the remedy; nothing
but a psychological power more positive, applied without explanation, would cure and save her. Of this I was morally certain.
HBVing reached the Unitarian church, I stopped and said:
t' We will now part.
Did you notice that I have carried this
note in my right hand?"
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" Oh, yes, sir," llhe replied with a look of mental relief.
"Observe!" said I-taking out my pencil and crossing the face
of the letter, then breathing on it for a moment, and retm•ning it
to her hand-" Observe! that letter can not now injure you. It
is harmless. You must burn it as quick as yon get home. Brush·
the ashes into the stove or fireplace, and think no more about it."
"Mercy to me! sir-won't them words of the letter bewitch
me jest the same ?"
"No, never fear the words," said L ... But I wish to ask you a
question. Do you know !hat your coffee is just the color of
Night, when dark influences prevail?"
"Yes, sir," she answered, "though I never know'd it to hurt
me."
But while she spoke a shudder passed over her, as if alarmed
at the similarity of complexion between her favorite beverage
and a certain cloven-footed celebrity.
•1 You mustn't drink a black fluid," said I.
"Mercy to me ! what shall I do then? If you take away my
coffee~ sir, I shall die I'm 'fraid. Oh, dear me !"
" Go right home," I replied, "and, as soon as you have burnt
the letter, prepare for yourself a r.oast potato, and eat that with
bread and butter. To-morrow morning, besides the potato and
bread, you may take a tablespoonful of coffee, and so also for a
month to come, but not afterward. And, remember, never tell a_
human being that I gave. you these directions."
She promised me, and departed, apparently full of faith. Littie
more than a year elapsed ere we met again. 'Twas at evening
twilight. Withdrawing to the outer edge of the sidewalk, in
· North Main street, she whispered : " May the Lord reward y~u,
sir."
" Are you quite well and happy now?" I asked.
"Never better, sir, in many years-what you told me to do
was my cure. Nobody never disturbs my peace no more. Oh,
sir, I know'd you was master of the Black Arts !"

•·
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"No," said I. " My art is . Na~ure. not understood. _ If we
should meet again, when I have an hour to spare, you shall know
how I drove the witches out of· you!'
" Oh, thank'ee sir- I 'm obleeged to you- can you jest tell me
the name .of your Art, sir ?"
" Certainly, good woman," said I. "The name of the charm
that cured you is Psychologg.''
_
" Skylollo~e I" she exclaimed, '' skylolloge !"
''Yes," said I, ":Psychology. But don't impart the word to
others."
"Oh, ~~r-never fear.,-~ 'm.too obleeged to you for that.''
With ·th!,::se words we l'arte<,l, and l :tJ,ave , never feared any
betrayal of the S(;lcret.
· .
·
•

r

,f.

...

'

.

'

Prejudice is. impudent as idio~c, and merciless as ,::rroneous.
Of this my pri~ate . histOry is de~onstration. Minds too blunted
to feel a {.ruth, and too indolent to examine a principle~ are the
first to cr:y " I:Il!ld"dog !" and to shout "infidel !" Hoots, hisses!
and silly exclamations, reached my outer ear almost ev.ery day,
Sund,ay..oschool boys would chalk· vvlgar words upon our cottage·
fence and gateposts. ~tud{mts of Cicero, Xenovhen, Lock.e,
Bacon, and Divinity, would ec~Q in public t)le ridicule which
~alaried professors ,ofttimes, whisper.ed in priyate. And young
~adies, too, not' overstopked w~th, .tha.t charity which thinketh no
evil-but imbibing the prejudice of preceptress or minister or
parents, all.equally misinformed.,-wo~Jld nervously ejaculate cunning little epithets and h~le'ss .satires with which they sought to
check the progress of our Movement. What was all this to me .?
.Amusement, and nothing more. In the blue slty I had friends
stable as the everlasting mountahis !
But suppose I had realized no'such support, what then? What
remained? An interior consciousness of right doing-this, and
the Magic Staff. What more was needed? N otbing! The sun
that wakened music from the. marble breast of Memnon's 'statue,

a
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is but a symbol of that hidden orb which bespangles the path of
justice with joys innumerable. And yet, besides this private
source of strength, there came unto me certain companionable
spirits ~congenial, loving, musical, joyful, gifted spirits-redolent
with blessings ambrosial and with sympathies sweet as fields of
imperishable viol_ets.
"'Deus illuminatia mea,"' thought I, when- walking one day
through the park of Trinity_ college-the sportful boys deluged
my person with a pail of filthy water from one of the upper windows. " God is my light, the Magic Staff is my support, and
there's nothing on earth that is able to hinder." But the freshmen laughed-and so did 1-at their fun and folly. "And yet,"
methought, :'how much better if this college would teach the spirit
of the motto of the Oxford University! Then, instead of artificial minds, the Institution would give to the world living Men !"
'Twas a fair October day without, the sun shed golden beams
upon the earth, but there was suffering within the Cottage.
Wearied with her continued prostration, and impatient because of
the confinement consequent thereto, Katie said : " Shut ·out that
disagreeable light-close the curtains before both windows-and
don't let me see the sun again !"
Dutiful Maria immediately obeyed. ""'V(hat so troubles you,
Silona ?" I asked, going to her bedside. " Do you feel worse today?"
"I'm provoked!" replied she despairingly. "I'm tired to death
with this incorrigible illness! I get ·neither better nor worse.
It's qothing but a wearisome drag. The day is so tediously long,
and the night brings me no rest."
"Your symptoms are better to-day, Silona," said I. "Perhaps,
by next week you can resume your carriage-rides, and enjoy the
mild air as heretofore."
"Don't talk about uncertainties," replied•she with a sad emphasis. " This old body won't oppress me much longer, I hope.''
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Maria gently bathed her hands and forehead, and then placed
before her the waiter of carefully-prepared delicacies to tempt
her waning appetite, but the fatigued sufferer declared that she
felt no delight in the taste of anything, Ai her r~quest the food
was removed, and ~e said: " My Jackson -.promise me one
thing will you ?"
"I t?ink I ean promise anythin,g you may ask," said I.
" Promise me," said she, with much energy, "that when my
spirit is gone, you will keep the rabble from looking 11t this old
wornout body."
"I hope," said I, "that you wpl.retain the use of your body for
many yea.rS; :hilt. if you should not long continue in it, who among
,our friends s]:lall I invite· here ?"
"None." returned sb~ with an ind,ignant look. "This weeping
over a de11d body, after having neglect~ to treat the living spi.J,it
with respect, is supremely ridicul~s."
" ~Y~ what. do you mean, Katie?" said I, really surprised at
the singularity of her request-" who shall I admit, and who exclude?"
"Exclude everybody," said she, with much resolution. ".And
what is more, I don't want my relatives to be informed of my
death, only as others will hear of it; for the lifeless body, when
my spirit bas flown, will need no expensive paradings and show
., of mourning."
" Silona," I asked, " do you consider the feelings of human na·
ture on such occasions ?"
" Promise me !" said she, suddenly taking my band-" say that
yqu will promise to fulfil my last request."
"Yes, Katie," was my reply, "I promise. Our views harmonize on these subjects. I will carry out your wishes strictly."
"There's one more t!J.iog, my Jackson," she then continued,
" which you must promise me."
"What is it, Silona?''
20*1
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and satisfaction. Relatives from the Second Sphere came for her,
while yet she lingered in the form ; and when her spirit was completely freed, they conducted it gently to her Father's high pavilion. They made a singular request of me, which I have chronicled in another place 1 also, in the same work-" The Penetralia''
-are rec,ords of two remarkable visitations from her disembodied
spirit ; and, therefore, to avoid repetition, I will but refer my
readers to page 16? of the above-named volume.
The comfortable and costly cottage-furniture was . ultimately
sold ; others purchased and occupied the sequestered domicile ;
and thus the cur. ain rolled down upon that portion of my life.
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CHAPTER LVI.
THE DOUBI,E SUICIDE.
~ ·When tl..y struggling heart hath conquered.

When the path lies fair and clear,
When thon art prepared for heayen,
ThQn wilt find that heaven is here."

SooN after Silona's spirit bad withdrawn from. the world of
effects, I began indistinctly to hear Eolian preludes to celestial
harmonies innumerable. Though the shades of the deep valley
enveloped me, and though a mist of tears shrouded my lone heart,
yet, at times, did I hear the mystic murmurings of many voices
from the unseen Mountain of Beauty. Like the refreshment of
April rain, or like tlte blossoming of immortal thought-flowers in
the garden of the ~;oul, seemed the "preamble sweet of charming symphonY'' which sounded through my being.
The attraction was irresistible! "My eyes turned toward the
Stbpes of the future eminence, and my feet kept time to the music
that reverberated from its invisible summit. The sacred depth of
that Mountain music, dear reader, imparted a cheerful solemnity
to my spirit. It sighed like the Hermean dream-sound of the
ocean shell; and yet there was also the Amphion charm-power
in it, and that harmonious measure which the eternal spheres roll
through immensity.
With a waltz of my faculties, I continued my pilgrimage
athwart this peaceful plain of contemplation. The spiritually
designated brother, Mr. Green, was then a citizen of Hartford.
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With his accustomed hospitality, he causecil me to feel" at home"
in his residence.
'
The reckless opponents of spiritualism had, at this date,
reached the third degree of ll'!l~urdity. They had sounded the
trumpet of "Infidelity" until their lungs must have beep. almost
collapsed with sheer exhaustion. But I repelled the charge
thro)lgh public discourses, in which I set forth the Harmonia!
idea of immortality. I taught that pure Christianity is unadulterated :t.ove,.to which our Philosophy is the principle Wisdom.
Hence, that we were not "infidel" to whatsoever j~ good and true
and divine.
Then, , the opponents ~ed their p~sitij)n and denounced
spiritualism as the chief cause of " insanity/' This charge I also
repelled by showing that the origin of lunatic asyl~ dated further back th!tn 1848, when modern manifestations were first openI;r Jrw.ugurated in this country~ Also, I taught that human nature
}:lad .been causa non copnita---that the ,principles of man's spiritual organization were ,hidde,n to t~f') church-people-and, therefore, that the skeptical world and church could not explain s,pirit
:intercourse.
Next, there issued forth "the gossip" of church deacons and of
the nQ.tTow-headed among newspa,per edito~:s. They unqualifiedly affirmed-of course withou~ the _first io~ .of evidence-that
" ap.i,ri~ualism .~. ;Free-Loveism." , l'he, .clj~tJ;ge of J.Wentiousness
was unreser:vedly made. This seemed to me to be the last degr~
of malice and absurdity. But although I had not claimed to be a
''spiritualist," yet I had frequently professed to be a "lover of
wisdom;" consequently, praying to know the exact truth, I accepted the work. of examining into the origin, laws, rights, wrongs,
&c., of the marriage re~ation. ~his, therefore, became the labor
of my pilgrimage all the way up the Mountain of Beauty.
" What progress do you make with the marriage question ?"
asked Mr. Green, who knew that I had consecrated the first half
many days to the solution of the problem.

Pf
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"I find," said I, " that the marriage ordinance is more divine
than the world generally believes it to be:'
" What's the natural law ?'' he inquired.
" Ah, that I have not yet discovered."
"Is there any way," he asked, "by which to decide who's the
true companion ?"
"I do not yet know," I replied. "My interior examinations
are not completed. Eut from what I have perceived, I am sure
that the public discussion of this relation between the sexes is ab~olutely necessary."
" Why so?" he asked.
"Eecause," said I, " evil offspring result from bad marriages,
while from heart-unions the world receives children at once peace·
ful and beautjful."
"What do you think about divorces?" he inquired.
"It is my impression," I repiied, "that a man and woman who
fhid that they can not live peacefully in the marriage relation,
should have honor and humanity sufficient to assume the relation
of brother and sister."
"Eut the laws," said he, "would not grant divorce on such considerations."
" Then the laws should be altered," I replied, "so that the general happiness of mankind may be promoted."
Thi~ conversation occurred just before I departed on a lecturing
tour through a portion of Massachusetts and western New York.
My interior penetrations were as yet confined merely to a clairvoyant survey of the " physiological vices and virtues" of both the
married and the young ; and, incidental to such a survey, I could
not but detect a multitude of atrocious evils growing out of existing marriage relations, which nothing, save divorce, could effectu·
ally banish from thousands of homes and hearts.
In compliance with an invitation I proceeded to Eoston, and
deli_vered several reform discourses. While there I received
calls from many persons, of both sexes, who, as they affirmed.
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were suffering under the painful consequences of false unions.
But to them all my reply was: "I have not yet completed my
examination of the marriage relation. Therefore I am not prepared to offer you anything but my sympathy."
One day I called upon a lady, Mrs. Newton, who was gifted
with the power of discerning spiritual things. She had a word
and a symbol for every emotion and every thought. Human
desires and sympatlnes would glide into picturesque and fairy embodiments, in obedience to the mandate of her inspired ideality;
and at the gentle fiat of her will, the condition and future of a person, en rapport, would rise up and pass before her vision like a
panorama of uses and intelligible proportions.
Having exchanged a few words of friendly recognition, she
seated herself near me and said: "Not through your intellect
would I approach you, brother. With tha~ I can become acquainted by reading your writings."
" How, then, do you wish to know me?" I asked, much pleased
with the gentleness of her speech.
" Through your social nature," she frankly replied ; " and thus
I would have you know my blessed husband also."
I assured her that my spirit was ever grateful for any accession
of fraternal joys. And for a considerable time we conversed concerning the pleasures and truths of the Spirit Land. At length
she exclaimed, " How happy the world would be ~how jo:r.ful the
heart of every one-in the true marriage relation!"
" Yes," I replied, " the miseries of false marriages are blighting
and corrupting to all concerned."
"Not long since," said she, "a very refined gentleman called
upon me, whose heart was overflowing with both happiness and
misery."
"Indeed!" said I. "What was the cause of his conflicting
emotions ?''
With tones of tenderness she replied : " He is bound, and has
been for years, to an uncongenial, unresponsive, unloving person."
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"Has he found a~y one to whom he feels truly attracted?" I
.asked.
"Oh, yes, brother. While here, his heart was o'erburthened
with its immense love for another; .one who is ardent, gentle, .and
.congenial."
" Does the unconq;enial and unloving wife know of hi~ attachment £o that other more responsive .he~t ?" I asked.•
"lt~s a _very singular instance, brother," she ).'epliet;l. ''His
legal · wife, as l said, is not affectionate. She seems to have
but little idea -of those finer sensibilities which, in his natm·e,
call for a delicate and loving response. She must be a worthy woman, however, for slie not only l9low~ of his ent\re and
devot.ed love for aaather, but consents 4:> it. And she is even
willing to .defend this t111er xelat:\on because she believes it to be
right..
" A very singular case, indeed !" said I. " If it be true that
she w!h.o' is his legal wife agrees to this .new relati!JR .llecRouse she
believes it to be an act of justice-if this impression that you received from the mind of the unhappy gentleman be correct-then
she must be a noble-minded 'woman, even ifshe is not affectiqnate,
and I wou).d like to look .~t .her. In fact, so rare is it for a human
squl to choose the path of self-sacrifice f,rom the promptings of a
high just-ice-loving principle, that I would. willingly start this night,
and 1,0alk jive ltundred miles to see such a person!"
The' gifted lady now related .the substance of a vision, concerning the past and fut1.u:e of her friend, which she had wib;lessed
while he was in her presence. Her child-like descriptions wt>re
at once loveful, tea1ful, prayerful, beautiful, sunny, prophetic, and
eulogistic. This charming symbolic scene of the gentleman's
golden future in a happier union, as contrasted with the chill and
gloom .o f a loveless .past, was written out and printed in a Boston
paper. 'Twas true poetry in the garb of prose. But the hour
soon glided by which l had set apart for pleasant converse with
this (lsteemed sister; and I departed with a dream-like picture
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painted on the walls of my memory, to which I have often reverted with the most heartfelt satisfaction.
The public announcement that I was willing to travel and !liscourse on Reform topics, soon brought more invitations than I could
personally accept. Old Winter had nominally withdrawn his claim
upon the weather, and Spring stood in the portal of March's dreary
temple, yet dark and grim and fitful were the p~ing days.
"Does the weather affect you?" asked Mr. Tirrell, to whom I
-had been that moment introduced.
" Very little, Sir," I replied. "With certain precautions I can
bear almost any temperature."
"Will you come to our place and deliver a few lectures?'' he
inquired.
"Where do you live?" I asked.
"In Quincy, this state, in the' region of the granite quarries."
Arrangements were completed, and, after the lapse· of a ·few
days, I arrived at Mr. Tirrell's house. This was about the 4th of
March, I think, 1854. My lecture was appointed for sabbath
evening. The afternoon of that day. was very spring-like, and we
set out on a ramble to the celebrated granite hills.
My liberal-minded conductor, Mr. Tirrell, said: "I think we 'II
go through the graveyard. It's but little out of the way."
Accordingly, we entered the enclosure, and soon halted in front
of a smooth marble head~tone, to which the friendly cenductor
directed my attention. And now I leaned upon the Magi~ Staff;
for, looking in the direction indicated, I -beheld distinctly chiseled
on the face of that inanimate stone, these startling words : " In
memory of John and Hannah Greaves, deluded by the writings
of A. J. Davis.''
"The story, as it was related to me, lies vaguely in my memory;
but, I think, it ran in substance as follows : A youthful pair, legally married, came from the West. They were at first supposed to
be both young men, because the romancing wife clad herself in
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male attire. Their e-vil spirit was Poverty. The adventureloving husband, a shoemitk.er, worked occasionally at his trade;
but from some cause, he did not earn sufficient to pay their
board.
.At length, suspicion led to the shocking discovery that the
younger of the twain was a female in disguise. As they had
roomed together, and the Bl.'aintree people did not know that they
were legally one, the inhabiUJ,nts beCI!Jlle incensed against them.
This, added to the .goadings of poverty and the general weakness
of their moral faculties, impelled, them into a simultaneous suicide.
.Aniong some scraps of paper and a few small books, found in the
rooq~ which the romantic pair had occupied, there was discov-ered
-the first volume of the " Great Harmonia." And on looking over
its pages there appeared to be some evidence that, pr~vious to
committing the dreadful act of self-murder, they had read certain
paragraphs in the philosophy of Death. When the inconsid~;~rate
and· prejudiee<l father of the young man arriv-ed from the West,
and discovered this slight thJ:"ead of circumstantial evidence, he at
once closed his judgment against the perception of every .other c4'cumstance .and inducement ~r Sijicide, and caused the gravestonecarver to expr.ess the glaring falsehood which I ~ve frankly
chronicled.
" Friend Tirrell," said I, " this, then, is the case of snicide which
the opponents of spiritualism harped upon so furiously about three
·years ago, is it ?''
"That's the very case," h~ rjplied, "But it hasn't amounted
to much in this region."
"Why not?"
"Becaus~," he answered, "everybody in these parts knows
that your writings had nothing to do with causing their suicide."
"Indeed!'' said I. u Is it true that the people, our opponei:Jts
here, do not endorse th~ gravestone statement ?"
"Yes," he returned ; "I don't believe that your worst enemy
in this village feels in favor of that inscription."
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"What, then, do they think of Mr. Greaves, the father of the
young man?" I asked.
"All that ever I heard speak of the matter,'' replied Mr. Tirrell, "agree that the father has mad~ himself ridiculoqs in this
case; because the several private causes which led to the fearful
deed are well known to most of our citizens."
But the spirit of meditation came upon me, as I leaned upon
the Staff, and silently I thus soliloquized: How wretched the
features of that mi11_d which, swayed and enraged by prejudice,
could carve on marble the hieroglyphs of error ! Suppose I were
an enemy of l!armoniall?hilosophy. Suppose I were a citizen
of this state or of some distant city, on a visit of plea~ure to this
the birthplace of. John Q!liney Ad~s and other illQ!itfi:ol!s personages. To imbibe the sunshine and air, suppose I wander here
-steppipg noiseJessly and reverently between the silent signs of
the buried ®a<L Presently my e;y-es rest upon that .inscription.
I inquire of a ling.ering p&Sser~by the exact ~mport of those
plainly-sculptured words. The whit.e features of a s_elf-murdered
pair are at once pictured· on my thoughts. Str~tched and still,
shrouded with a heavy shade of mor~ darkness; cold as the moon,
betrayed into their dumb slumber by A. J. Davis ! Who is this
dangerous person? Where does he live ? What does he write ?
Can it be that such a being is allowed to go at large in a civilized
community? My breath comes quick, and I rub my eyes ; I step
back and consider ; I pause and return ; I stoop to the soil ; I
gaze once more, and I hate th~;J man!
·
But these suppositions are for strangers,n,opfor me. What, then,
do I think of this monumental record-? ;Let me ~ell you. I .think
that the father of .these departed chill:lren has publisl!ed a fals~
kood, which is not ~nly a lasting injury to his own character, but
an open insult to a I,latural right of the living 'YQrld. That n~
ural right is, to be po_~sessed of Truth. But what an apostate to
j11stice is he who wantonly p~lishes a hi!Jleful fabrication! How
reckless to every insignia ¢ an honorable man ! . Here is one
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who has knowingly caused even inert matter to impart to the
stranger soul a most hurtful delusion; who has attempted to arrest
a Truth by a blockade of marble, even as a stone was rolled to
the door of the sepulchre by those Jewish apostates who sought
to immolate the divine principle of Love. To an angel's mind
the inscription reads thus: "The world, deluded by an unjust
father." Recently three persons committed suicide in New York.
In each instance, the cause was: "disappointment in love." The
deserted bodies were decently entombed. But instead of those
beautiful words engraved upon the headstone of each, why not
present the bystanders with something like this : "Deluded by
the author of Love !" Who wrote " love" within the book of
human life? Who made the heart? Who enlivens and occqpies
the universe?
Thus was I meditating, dear reader, when Mr. Tirrell requested
me to continue the proposed ramble to the granite works beyond
the fields. That evening, notwithstanding the gravestone falsehood concerning the cause of the Double Suicide, the great hall
was overflowing with eager and loving listeners ; and, on the
subseqnent morning, I departed with a soul full of gratitude to
Father-God and the angel-world.
- All the way from New England to central New York, with
very few intermissions, I heard music from the Mountain in the
distance. Inexpressibly sweet and irresistibly elevating was the
melody that rolled down the psychical slopes between me and
the eminence of Beauty. Whether in hotels or cars or private
dwellings, or even when before and addressing the assembled
public, my inward ear caught the celestial anthems of invisible
choristers. And once, while standing on the piazza of an Auburn
hotel, I heard: "Thou-art-not-a-lone--wanderer, my-son."
The voice was that of my honored Guide. 'Twas musical as the
song of purling waters; gentle and low and harmonious, like the
beating of an angel's deathless heart.
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The inhabitants of Auburn, as a general remark, were decidedly hostile to my public discourses ; and yet tP.e questions, to
which I solicited attention, were of universal import. If a pulpitarian had delivered my lectures, multitudes would have flocked
to hear them; but as· it was, with ·nothing popular at my back or
in my speech, the attendance was limited.
But- to those who came I presented the philosophy of human
existence, the value of life, the moral blessings of physical health.
I taught that the married should avoid every description of bloodlove indulgence ; that the yet unmarried must ~esist every impulse
.toward sexual perversion ; that tea and coffee, pork and toba£co,
alcohol · and powder, profane words and indelicacy of every kind,
were enemies to the reproductive functions; by and through which
department of our common nature the race could be improved
and elevated out of organic tendencies to war, cruelty, slavery,
private crimes, and disasters of every name and magnitude.
"What's the object of your lectures?" asked a citizen of
Auburn.
"To destroy your prison-house yonder by the depot," said I,
"to invite the world to Nature's altar."
"What do you mean by Nature's altar?" ·he inquired.
"!il"ature's altar," I replied, "is the human spirit."
"I can't comprehend you, sir-upon my word, I can't."
" Well, friend," said I, " the spirit of man is a pocket edition of
the great volume of Nature. Men are taught by the church to
go outwara!f; after truth and .Deity. Therefore the people grope
about in the world of effects, in the sensuous sphere, for truth and
righteousness and happiness. Such seem to me like an· old man
who, with his spectacles on, is hunting all over the house to find
them.''
" Can you tell, sir, in a few words," inquired the impatient
citizen, "just exactly what you 're driving at in your public lectures?"
" Yes, friend, I can. First : I teach that, by physical temper-
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ance in all things, the soul is elevated in spirituality. Second :
that, by obedience to the laws of justice and harmony, the
spirit of every man may become radiant with celestial light and
perpetual inspiration. By reverencing and obeying the Laws of
Nature, as written upon the inner constitution, the human spirit may
enjoy a heaven upon earth. To grow up into goodness-to be true,
and pure, and divine, and therefore happy-is the birth-right and
destiny of every human being. The Christian church says you
can attain to purity only through its remedies ; but the church
has not destroyed war and slavery and licentiousness ; though it
has wrought, with but little opposition to hinder it, for eighteen
hundred years.''
At this moment another citizen came up, and said: "Mr.
Davis, I saw a gentleman from Rochester yesterday who expressed himself pleased with the prospect of your coming there
to lecture."
"That's good," I replied. "I expect to be there day after
to-morrow."
" The Rochester gentleman remarked," continued the citizen,
"that your counsel would, perhaps, be sought to prevent a divorce
by reconciling the now disaffected parties.''
"A divorce!" said I. "Did you hear who the parties are?"
" No, the gentleman did not inform me," he replied, " but they
are somewhat expected to attend your lectures in Rochester."
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CHAPTER LV1i.
THE THEOLOGICAL ECLIPSE.

THE next scene in this psyrhological drama was enacted
beneath the roof which has 'sheltered many a weary tr:tveller.
What Palestine is to the Christian, Mecca to the Mohammedan,
Rome to the Catholic, Italy to the Artist, such is a hospitable
~·Home". to the way-worn Reformer.
Sweeter than a sylvan
scene, more blessed than blossoming youth, dearer than a thousand
laurel wreaths, is the Refuge which certain hearts prepare for the
Evangelists of the New Dispensation.
I had arrived at Rochester, and was exchanging kimlly words
with V'isitors at the Reformer's Refuge, when a Friend asked:
" What does thee think of Slavery ?"
"If you had asked ' What do you think of Liberty·?' I might
perhaps ~eply to yonr satisfaction." '
"It appears to me," said the Friend, "that thee ha8 overlooked
the question of Slavery in all thy volumes."
" But have I overlooked the question of Liberty ?"
" Perhaps not," was the reply. " But I do not recall any of
thy writing even upon Liberty."
" On all proper occasions," I responded·, "I have publicly
declared that Liberty is not local, but general ; that it is not a
sentiment, but a principle ; that Liberty is an infinite ocean, while
our 'individual aspirations are but the surges thereof."
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"Ah, Friend Davis,'' said the visitor, "thy words upon Liberty
do not touch the Southern Slave question."
"Are you quite sure?" I asked. " Let us apply the test.
Liberty, as a principle, is not local, but general. A liberty-man
is a man 'of principle. He looketh upon policy, and presseth it
bene~th his feet. His struggles and sufferings are not designed to
subserve isolated int~rests. His patriotism is boundless as the
earth.''
" That's all very good, Friend Davis; but thee does not apply
it to our national evil.''
" I think,'' said I, "that my view of Liberty is more searching
and complete in its application than yours.''
"Oh, no, Friend D~vis, I feel that thee is mistaken.''
"Let us see,'' said I. "My proposition is, that Liberty is a
principle. A principle, you perceive, will have universal application or it will have none. A true liberty-man loves freedom in
the United States because he loves. it in his own soul. He loves
Liberty in Germany and France, in Austria and Poland, in
Hungary and Italy, because be loves Liberty as a sacred principle. The struggle is sublime b~use it is universal. Now let
me apply this more closely.. That is not Liberty which liberates
the'intellect, and enslaves the affections; that is not Liberty-which
emancipates the African from bondage, and refuses freedom to the
unhappily married; that is not Liberty which frees the wronglymarried, and withholds from woman the rights of property and
citizenship.''
"Thy words remind me," interposed Isaac, "that we expect a
couple to attend thy lectures.''
" A couple !" said I mirthfully, "I hope there will be several
of them in the audience.''
"I was going to say,'' he continue!I, "that the report is that
they have concluded to separate.''
"Ah, they must be the parties of whom I was told in Auburn,"
I replied. "Do you, know who they are?''
'
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"They are school-teachers," said Isaac, "living near or in
_Randolph I believe. They seem to us to be very kind and affe"tionate to each other, and we feel that thee may say something to
settle the trouble between them."
"I shall not meddle with their private affair;;," said I. "And
yet, if they should ask my opinion of Liberty, you kno:w, from
what I have been saying, that my reply would be in favor of the
.
Principle."
During all this time, dear reader, my first ~ource of strengtlt
was the clairvoyant flow of my Intuitions : then, ever and anon,
I felt the calm baptism of the angel-world; and, in addition to all
else, there was the quiet power of the unbending Magic Staff.
One morning, soon after breakfast, Isaac came to me and said iu
an-under tone : "The troubled persons, the school-teachers, have
just come. When thee is ready I will give thee an introduction."
We proceeded to the s1tting-room, and I was introduced to
" Mr. and Mrs. Love." Several others were present at the
time, and the conversation became quite chatty and generally
distributed. But nothing was '!;aid about marriages or divorcements. . Two days interv:ened between this introduction and another call from the teachers. On this occasion the gentleman
asked me, in the course of general conversation, one question
which I thought might have some bearing on their conjugal
troubles.
" 1\ft·. Davis," said he, "I wish to inquire l,ow you would decide
to act in a case where -expediency was in opposition to what you
·
believed to be a principle of right?"
"A principle contains all there is of value in a policy," I
replied. " I would act upon the principle, therefore, and take the
public and private consequences."
On hearing this reply the gentleman addressed himself to the
lady, his wife, and said : '' Do you remember what I said to you
in our conversation on a certain subject th~ other day?" ·.ro
~
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which the lady, who had been a silent listener from the first,
simply bowed her assent.
While on this visit at Rochester, which continued during tlw
few days devoted to the fulfilment of my appointments, I had
friendly and familiar conversations with many of both sexes upon
topics set forth in my public discourses. But no person broached
the subject of domestic unhappiness, save in the general way
Although I had met several times with the school-teachers whom
report said wer~ in quest of "divorce," yet neither of them had
spoken of or hinted at any nuptial disaffection. I had neither
heard nor seen anything that indicated in the slightest degree a
thought of separation, unless it was the gentleman's single ques·
tion concerning principle and policy.
"I guess it must be a false alarm," said I mentally, after closing
my last lecture; "or else they shrink from speakink for fear that
sucp conversations would annoy me.'' This latter thought moved me
to step to them, while the audience was retiring, and express ·my
willingness to receive letters if they should feel inclined to write me.
While speaking to the few libe,al minds of Rochester on " vices ·
and virtues," I felt that there were awakened many silent resolutions to live higher, happier, and more harmonia! lives. And I
returned to Hartford immensely rich in such reward.
My writing-table, in Mr. Green's residence, was loaded with
letters. They were from persons of almost every social and
intellectual grade. Some of my unknown correspondents were
bristling with the tactics of logical disputation. Others, though
less disposed to controvert my cardinal ·propositions, were equally
vigorous in their imperative demands upon my clairvoyance for
personal benefits. But tht;re were also letters of a different
temper, full of pale and shadowy imaginings, concerning spiritual
communications; and yet other epistles, soliciting my services as
a teacher of Harmonia! principles, glowing with words of univcr·
sal philanthropy.
Among the letter packages that had arrived during my absence,
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a sort of valedictory epistle from the consci~ritious scribe,
who has performed so important a part in several eventful scenes
of this drama. And as his letter contains a clear and candid
statement of his ultimate position with regard to me and my work,
I think it due both to him and the reader that I insert it entire in
this connection : Wll.S

WILLIAMSBURGH,

March 16th,

1854.

1\b. A. J .. D.A.VIS:DEAR BROTHER: I feel that it is now proper for me to write
you and propose a little friendly communion concerning matters
pertaining to our own individual spiritual interests, and to the interests of the latter day unfolding.
You doubtless still remember the time when a most warmly
sympathizing intimacy existed between you and me-an intimacy
which I once believed could never be interrupted or suspended by
any untoward human event, or by any promptings originating
either in the natural or the spiritual world. That intimacy, so
long as it subsisted, was no doubt intended by the Power who
overrules all things, for a good and wise purpose, and that purpose
I can now see has been accomplished. A few days after a particular event in your career had· been consummated (viz.: I think,
on the 5th or 6th of July, 1848), and while you were visiting at
Poughkeepsie, as I was sitting at my writing-table a distinct
impression came to me, to the following effect:"There ! you have now nothing further to do with Davis. It
has ceased to be your duty to stand between him and those who
speak against him. Leave him, and let him' pursue his own course
while you pursue yours."
This impression was so unexpected, and I must say so contrary
to my intentions and even desires, as to create no small degree of
a~tonishment in my mind ; and although I could not possibly refer
it to any mundane source, I was for a time disposed to doubt its
heavenly authority, especially as I did not receive any confirmation of it through you, whom I then regarded .as far more capable
of receiving truthful spiritual impressions than myself. You are
aware, however, that external events as well as internal convictions ensued, whicp were of such a nature as to force us asunder.
·From that time to the present you and I have been following
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divergent paths. Viewing matters upon their externals . (to .say
the least) the set of convictions to which my path has led me
would appear to he, in some respects, totally different from cerlain
important and prominent points of doctrine set forth and defended
in all your published writings.
During the last three years more especially, I have been constantly pained to see what I am forced to regard as the most
sacred truths, and on which I believe the salvation of the world
depends, ignored, misconceived, misrepresented, and virtually
(though of course ignorantly, and, therefore, unintentionally)
abused by and through yourself and a majority of the more
prominent spiritual mediums and writers who adopt the essential
principles of your philosophy and theology. During this· period
I have kept comparatively silent, not feeling that the Master
whom I desire alone to serve had yet called me into his field. I
..aow, however, feel that it is time to begin to speak forth my convictions to the public, and with the promptings which are constantly growing stronger and stronger within me, I dare not keep
silent much longer.
I, indeed, dread the task that is before me. I foresee that the
course which conscience and duty will force me to pursue will be
the means of sundering the last bond between me and the many
friends which I made upon the plane of your theology. BesideE
it will probably involve me in a struggle in which (aided of course
bJ my invisible Guide) I will have to stand almost singlP--handed
and alone against a host ; and I am not a man of war but ~f
peace, as you well know. I would, therefore, that conflict and
public discussion, and· especially conflict between myself and my
friend Davis, could be avoided as much as possible ; and to this
end I address you this epistle in order to invite you first to a
friendly comparison of notes for the purpose of ascertaining bow
far you and I can possibly agree, and not how far we can differ.
Another object I have in view is to respectfully and fraternally
solicit on your part a careful reconsideration of certain questions
of vital importance on which, if I do not misunderstand you, · I
am either so fortunate or unfortunate as to widely differ from you.
Upon the result of any epistolary or oral consultation which-you
may agree to have with me upon these subjects, will depend in m'
mind the question of bow far I am to include fuy friend Davis ~
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among the . supporters of, or dissenters from, those teachings
against which I shall probably be interiorly prompted to contend.
Please, then, understand me as making the following concessions
to what I apprehend to be your own views:1. That ther3 is much bigotry and intolerance in the world
which ostensibly rests upon a religious basis, and that this bigotry
and intolerance, besides being intrinsically unjust, constitute one
of the most formidable obstacles to all true reform, and that we
should hence labor to remove them by all fair and honorable
means.
2. That neither the Bible nor any other religious book should
be implicity accepted upon mere traditional authority, or without
subjecting it to the scrutiny of our own developed reason, intuition, and elevated and purified moral and religious sense; and
hence that the Bible should be (candidly) investigated, criticised,
and judged .of according to its intrinsic merits, which, however,
we should be careful to interiorly perceive.
3. That there have been true revelations spiritually given to
man, more or less, in all ages and among all nations, and that the
relative importance of these must be judged by their subject,
character, scope, and, above all things, by the fruits which they
have b'een calculated to produce.
On these and many minor points, I suppose you and I would
not essentially differ. At the same time I am, after the most
serious and patient investigation continued now for several ye~rs,.
inclined to strongly affirm the following propositions among others
of less importance:1. That the religious element is the true, central, and pivotal
element of human nature, and should hence always have the
supreme government of the whole man. This element, therefore,
is, in my judgment, the beginning point of all true, thorough, and
radical reform, and if it is ignored, or its behests disregarded,
there will be a constant tendency on the part of professed reformer:;, to presumption, pride, self-deification, and hence to disunity.
Bv the religious element I of course mean the tendency to love,
w~rship, and render filial service to an ever-present God who
takes\ personal cognizance of the conditions, thoughts, and actions
of his creatures, who personally hears (or knows) and answers •
the righteous prayers of his servants. Aside from the recogni-
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tion ;i such a Gi>d no religion, in my sense of the term, can
exist.
2. That while all minds should hold themselves open to true
instruction from any and every source, it so happens that the
book, or collection of books, called the BIBLE, especially as
viewed with due reference to its interior sense, contains the highest, the truest, and the most 'Purifying instruction concerning God,
his providences, his plans to save man, and his fatherly require~
ments of human beings, of any other book extant among men, and
is, therefore, altogether indispensable as a guide to the reform of
ourselves and of the world. Judging it a1together "bg its own
merits," and irrespective of any traditional authority, I am compelled to regard it as precisely what it claims to be-in all its
most essential parts a divinely originated production, and in its
own sense of the term, the " Word of God." Moreover,3. I regard the doctrine of the divine incarnation in the person
of Jesus Christ, taught in John's gospel, chapters 1. and XIV., and
many other places, as not only perfectly philosophical, but as absolutely necessary to restore the junction between Gi>d and the
ultimates of humanity, which junction had been previously lost in
consequence of man's sins. Hence I believe that Jesus Christ
is the only "Way, the Truth, and the Life, and that no man (or
society of men) can come unto the Father except by him"-that
is, by entire self-abnegation, and an unreserved and unconditional
surrendry of themselves to him .as their exemplar and their moral
spiritual guide.
Do not by this, however, understand me as supposing that the
whole infinite quantity of the Divine essence was shut up and
comprehended in any limited space or form, and thus withdrawn
from other parts of the unive17se. No inteUigent person ever yet
supposed that. The fact is God dwells in all space, and everywhere his interior. qualities assume, by correspondence, the form
of a man visible to the interior perceptions of the high and pure
nngels who are sufficiently en rapport with him; and the physical
body of Jesus Christ was only the temporary clothing in limited
space;- of that omnipresent spiritual form, for purposes of human
redemption.
These propositions, which I firmly believe to be truths, have
wrougllt the most salutary and happifyitog effects upon my affec--
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tions and life, as well as upon the affections and lives of millions;
and ·I must say, that, after witnessing the disunity and confusion,
and, in some instances, the positive malignity and wilful deceptiveness of spirits to 'whom you and l both once looked for true
guidance, they constitute my only hope for the salvation either of
myself or of the world.
Yet, if I have apprehended the meaning of your writings, you
have materially differed (as you were free to do, of course) from
all three of the propositions last numerically laid down. Perhaps
your dissent, after all, might not appear so wide as I have supposed, if I could persuade you to come to a little closer definition ;
and the hope of eliciting such definition from you, is one inducement which I now have for writing. Please do, Brother Davis,
seriously and . solemnly reconsider these vitally important points.
Enter deeply into their inner significance-pray, yes, pray fervently to whatever spiritual power you may recognise as the highest and ·best above yourself that can still exercise a guardianship
over your inner life- to open your soul to a perception of whatever of good and truth may be involved in these several propositions and their kindred Christian doctrines; and after duly pondering the matter, write to your old friend the Scribe how the
subject appears to you.
Your frank response to the sundry matters specially propounded in this letter, will enable me to speak with more assurance,
when I may have occasion to allu\le to your views in my public
writings and speeches, and will thus protect me against the danger
of unintentionally misrepresenting you. I feel, however, that the
time is fast approaching, if it has not already arrived, for the commencement of the death~struggle between religionism and antireligionism, Christianism and anti-Christianism, Bibleism and
anti-Bibleism, as connected with the modern spiritual unfolding;
and if the Truth simply has fair play, it has nothing to fear, on
whichsoever side of the question it may lie.
I have already written ~u~h more than I intended when I commenced, but am prompted to add the following ere I close: You
are aware that there is very numerous class of people in the
world, to whom the idea of humbling themselves, taking up the
cross, and unconditionally and unreservedly following the Divine
leaeher (a.c:; the New Testament requires) wheresoever he may
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lend them, is e~£remely distasteful. If you will reflect candidly
for a moment, you wili; I think, admit with me, that it is among
this class pri.ilcipally that tl:ie stronger admirers of your teachings
are to be found, and that they admire them because they' find (or
think they find) in them an excuse or justification of their native
reluctance to conform to the gospel principle of humility and an
unreserved surrendry of themselves to God. I am prompted to
say, in all fraternal kindness, that God requires you not to serve
this class of persons by pandering to their self-love, but to serve
mM by advocating his truths and preceptS whether men will hear
or forbear. Don't you remember that once in your vision you
found yourself lying upon an altar between two mountains? Oh,
get upon that altar, my beloved brother, without one moment's delay! and then, after witnessing the thunders and lightnings, and
receiving the -rains of-heaven (a new class of spiritual influences),
you will be refreshed arid invigorated, and the spiritual sunthe Lord himself-will shine upon you ; and then you will be
really prepared to assist the great and only true shepherd, JEsus
CHRisT, to collect his scattered and disunited sheep together-:"
which, permit me to say, in all kindness, you never can do, until
you first. recognise him as the only true shepherd. Brother Davis,
cultivate the. 1·eligious element of your nature, and then your intellect will perceive tliese things more clearly.
·
Please let me hear from you as soon as possible, and believe
me, with many prayers for your spiritual welfare,
Affectionately, your -brother,
WM. FISHBOUGH.
And thus the curtain rolls down, dear reader, between the
esteemed scribe and the rugged position which I occupy before
the human world. In this event, however, I see nothing at
which to murmur or be surprised. Well do I remember the first
impression which was imparted from his spirit to mine, viz., that
his intellectual faculties were swayed by his spiritually-affectionate
soul; and that whatever religious conviction might once become
fixed in the depth of his loving heart, that would dominant all
subsequent reasonings and take precedence in the conduct of his
destiny. This total Theological Eclipse of a human mind is no
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new phenomenon. We have seen it many times before, and so
we shall again. But after carefully reading and reflecting upon
the worthy Scribe~ letter, I made the following reply:H..I.R:JlFORD,

Aprill7, 1854.

Mr. WILLIAM: FISHBOUGH ; DEAR BROTHER: Saturday eYening I returned, from an absence of over nine weeks, and found your favor (of the 16th
March) on my writing-table. It is quite needless for me to express here my gratification at the truly fraternal tone of your communication. In regard to its contents, however, I have to remark
in brief:1. That the three" concessions" you make-to views which you
apprehend me to entertain-seem, so far as they go, to bring us
into fellowship of private thought and public action;
2. But owing as you say to a most "patient investigation continued now for several years,'' you have arrived at other and
different conclusions which you very clearly and candidly state.
With those conclusions I can not at all harmonize. If I should
give my reasons for not accepting your propositions, I do not conceive that I should be thereby helping you out of your present situation. It seems to me like a tlieologic speculation.
In all true kindness, therefore, I decline any presentation of the
intuitional discoveries which (simply perforce of their intrinsic
character) have led me to conclusions directly opposite to your
own. Your religious experiences and conclusions, so far as I can
apprehend their basis and bearing, are in strict accordance with
orthodox theology; with the superaddition of your somewhat painful spiritual exercises, during the past three or four years, which
give your present convictions the appearance of being an improvement upon the cr)lde speculations of ancient theologians.
Therefore, Brother Fishbough, I do not see how we can do
otherwise than fraternally disagree. I have no sympathy with
any scheme of salvation which rests upon the teachings of any one
book in the bible, or out of it-nor yet on all books combined.
On the contrary, I believe in the progressive growth and harmonization of the whole Human Family. This universal growth, so
far as I can, I will help to accelerate.
You greatlJ err, I believe, when yoq say th:tt the stronger ad·
~1*

.

490

THE MAGIC STAFF.

mirers of my teachings are to be found among those to whom the
"idea of taking up the cross is extremely distasteful." You certainly know that the best of Harmonia} Philosophers are among
those who have tried the old system thoroughly. They can not. be
accused of ignorance. N~r have t\ley been reluctant to test experimental religion. But I will not multiply words. If you feel
called to commence a warfare against Nature and Reason, I will
not interpose an objection, unless I feel somewhat more like it
than at present.
In all the fraternal ties, I still remain,
A. J. D.A, VIS.
My mode of warfare is not ancient. I believe in muscular
energy-of the soul. I practise in the amphitheatre of Wisdom.
When I become a victor, Love crowns me with the amaranth,
and conducts me to a seat beside those nobler than kings. I worship at the shrine of Omnipotence, and the celestial athletre display their strength before mine eyes. I admire the chivalry of
the knights-templars of Truth, and the most daring of their number ride to my side and guard me. Translate into mental exercises the physical games of Athens and Rome-show me an intellectual Hercules, a poetic Hector, a prophetic Samson, an
Achilles of moral integrity, a Goliath of impartial goodwill, a
Titan of universal benevolence, a mighty Jupiter of self-control, a
God of Harmony, a Universe of Happiness-show me these
celestial athletre, these imperishable attributes and exercises, these
~overeigns in the empire of immaculate perfection, and I will bow
down and worship them day and night ! Lea~ me to these, and
I will be an idolator! But why write with reservation? Do
you not know me? I am an idolator, I am a worshipper, I am
a praying child of Father-God-and why? Because my vision
calmly rests upon that mighty troop of immutable principles which
perform unerringly in the amphitheatre that spreads over those
immeasurable fields \ c' matter and mind, composing the infinite
domain of Deity.
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CHAPTER LVIII.
THE INFINITE CONJUGATION.

'Mysterious, infinite, exhaustless Love I
On earth mysterious, and mysterious still
In heaven! sweet chord, that harmonizes all
fhe harps of Paradise ! the spring, the well,
.t'hat fills the bowl and banquet of the sky !"
VERY soon aftei' my return to the Charter-Oak city, I felt
the attractive influences from the summit of Mount Beauty.
Therefore I prepared myself; by abstemiousness of diet and regularity of outdoor exercises, to consummate the pilgrimage. I was
not alon~, dear reader, except outwardly. My journey up the
Mountain of Power had strengthened me for the present attempt.
From the awful precipice of the Table mountain, of South Carolina, many have retreated nerveless and appalled. Not so with
me in this psychical work. The dizzy heights of Mount Power,
though presenting the deep abyss of possible degrapation below,
had not shaken the fortitude of my soul.
In my public lectures at this period, I taught that indifference
or ditl€ontent among the married is mainly traceable to a cessation
of those tendernesses and delicate tokens of pure love which led
to the hymeneal altar; and, therefore, as an almost certain remedy for such domestic disaffection, I prescribed the reinstatement
by the married of those pure devotions which characterized and
sanctified their attachment previous to the ~our of wedlock.
Another part. of my teaching was : that to marry ~ perscn
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whom you can not love, is a crime against the " higher law'' of
your own soul, the penalty of which is disastrous and inevitable.
Also, that all intercourse not prompted by mutual love, is positive
adultery; and that the sanction of priest or passion or statute-law,
is no source of justification, and can not render the private vice a
pt•I:Jlic virtue.
Modern statutes, as well as the demon custom of a stupid antiquity, give the husband a legal right to the person of his wife.
'fhe consequence is, that, when ordinary politeness and refinement
J!o not prevent, the worn and weary woman is forced into childbearing, as a result of those adulterous relations which can not
but be pronounced "criminal" by the pure-minded in this and the
angel-world. Therefore, I taught that, where my prescription
for indifference would not cure, and where each and every other
merciful and conciliatory measure failed to restore the domestic
life to its Eden state of nuptial love and gladness, then the parties
were in duty bound, as members of a hu~an family whose universal weal they should seek to promote, to obtain personal freedom
by legal divorce. Furthermore, to prevent litigious troubles in
questions of property, to avoid societary confusion, and. to arrest
individual abuses of the conjugal attraction, I taught the value of
making a mutual open avowal to the state when a marriage relation was to be consummated. And, finally, I taught that the
world's business was, not to kindle a bonfire of malicious scandal
around every case of divorce, but to prevent bad marriages; afld
that, to this end, those legal barriers which are deemed expedient
for the regulation of individual conduct, should be placed high and
strong between the sexes and the hymen~al altar; while the licentious impediments which State and Church have fixed between
the Atlar and the Right of the individual to chastity and liberty,
should be either reduced or removed.
As the prudential reader might imagine, I was accused. of au.
·vocating licentiousness and of sanctionillg the absurdities of" free
love;" but possessing at once the plain Truth and the Ma!ri~
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Staff, I did not turn aside to join issue with the ignorance of my
assailants. Thfl return wa~e of these public teachings, however,
wafted many letters from both sexes to the safe harbor of my
writing-table. One Qf these contained the foUowing : .
. . . • • I listened to your late lectures in Auburn, and~ for the
first time, fully realized the cause of my life-long sufferings. Sixteen years ago I married a man almost the exact opposite of myself. Our four children are sickly and ill-mannered. I know,
too, that they have been morally injured by our distressing ~iffer
ences of feeling and speech. . Sometimes I have left home, taking
my youngest child with me, and stayed away for weeks to get a
little relief•• ~ ••• I am compelled to yield to his w~nes~ contrary
to my every in<:lination and sense of propriety. I sometimes hate
and despi'se even my own body, and feel more willing to die than
· to liV'e, for I am weak, weary, .and despairing. The people say
that I must male my husband happy, and, obey him as the Scripture saith; but my JUe is a sacrifice to his passions, and I must
have liber:ty or death.
. . . • . My relatives are all opposed to my making this disaffection public, though they know full well that I am a martyr to
legal sensuality. •... The minister here entirely disapproves of
divorce except on Bible ground) and. I get no sympathy from any
one in this region.•.•. Will you please answer this, Mr. Davis,
and tell me whether you think such should be divorced?
With much sorrow and sincere respect,
S. A. H.
In reply to the foregoing, which was but a type of many letters
froiD the miserably married, I said that the special righteousness
of divorce, as applied to individual cases, I did not feel called upon
to consider ; that my work was a general one, viz. : to define and
promulgate the unalterable laws which, in the economy of Nature,
regulate the marriage relation, and to show the justice of divorces
under certain domestic circumstances;. but that I must leave all
to decide for themselves with reference to their own personal
demands and surroundings.
On opening another letter among the mass before me, I read the
following sentences and sentiments : -
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HoLLEY, N. Y., April,, 1854.
MY Knm FRIEND: You gave me the privilege of writing you,
and this morning I feel inclined to do so. May I speak to you
freely of my past experiences-of the sorrows as well as the
blessings that have attended iny existence? It iB pleasant and
cheering to find a . friend' who seems sa worthy of confidence as
, you; for, though there may be many such in the wide·world, they
have seldom crossed my own pathway.
From the hour of my legal union with my friend and brother,
but not companion, we both realized that ours was a false marriage. Yet we strove to be happy. We endeavored to assimilate
to each other and to become entirely. congenial. We hid from the
world all traces of the fearful chasm which, spite of all our efforts,
continu·aJly widened between us ; and thus we have lived on from
year to year, calling each other "husband" and "wife," while
our hearts throbbed with agony at the profanation of those holy
words.
What wonder then, that I felt gratitude for the fearless utterance of those self-evident truths which constituted the basis of
your lectures in Rochester? My heart bleeds with pity when I
see the thousands who bow down in anguish beneath the false
fetter.; of society. . Oh, if I live, and find the strength within me,
I will do something toward shaking our selfish law-makers from
their posts-unless they will give qs statutes that more fully meet
the wants of Humanity.
I am happier than formerly beeause I see a work to do. In
the path of active effort, I have discovered a new significance in
life. There is a beauty in existence that I did not discern in
years gone by; and, gladdened by its light, I feel my sympathies
going out toward all the human race. There are those on earth,
and I fondly hope in Heaven, whom I gratefully trust, feeling
that"Warm from their spirits spreads around
An atmosphere serene- divineMagnetical, like golden haze,
Encircling mine."

I intend leaving here the first of May. The West will be my
home during tho summer-what part or parts I have not yot
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determined. Sh"uld you answer my desultory letter, please direct
to this place. With much respect, yours fraternally,
MARY F. LOVE.
It was evident that the foregoing emanated from the individual
of whom I was told by the gifted lady in Boston, and to whom I
had been introduced while in Western New York. "This case,"
thought I, "is of long standing, and not a recent disaffection as ·I
was let to suppose by the whisperings of the people." My reply
was prompt and brief:HARTFORD, April 18th, 1854.

MY DEAR FIL'l:ND: Your letter came to me safely, and I was
pleased with its tone of friendly confidence. :Feeling the freedom
of Truth, you could not well do otherwise than speak to me freely
of your past experiences. I comprehend, with a true sympathy,
the sufferings you have realized, and which have been shared
equally by your fraternal, but not conjugal, companion-with
whom, also, my soul deeply and steadily sympathizes.
The world needs great light on the question of true Marriage
and Parentage. How profoundly do I pray that your soul may
be moved in strength to aid in rousing the law-makers of our
century to a full an~ free and salutary discussion of the wrongs
of prel!ent relations between the sexes-and, no less, to a new
estimate of the nature and mission of marriage in its bearing on
human progression, and the right development of our species.
Like many others from whom I receive letters, yon write of
unhappiness in your own false relation, and I know, from what I
discovered to be the nature of your "friend and brother,'' that he
no less experiences the pain arising from a consciousness of the
same cause. In these things you may both open your wounded
hearts io me, in all the simple confidence of little children, and I
will give to each my fraternal sympathy, even though I know
not how to break the unseen fetters which bind you in painful
A. J. D.
bondage. Sincerely 'your friend,
Mount Beauty sent forth ~usic of the diviner kind. From
the .topmost crag, through the dales below, there flowed whole
l'ivers of melody. Its billowy undulations swept down through
.

'
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my being, and, as with the lute-like tones of angel-voices, they
awakened portions of my sealed-up nature into beauteous and
harmonial animation. Thus my higher faculties were excited .to
the perception of symmetry and proportion. At one breath I
could inhale the gospel of the Beautiful.
What I called " Beauty" before, now seemed low and vulgar.
Ashamed of what I had admired during previous years, and overcome by a sense of the opening glories of the present, I hid my
face and wept. A flower, a blushing cheek, a true word, a simple
song, a sweet breath, a clean skin, white teeth, a pure smile,
graceful motion, childhood, love, playfulness, innocent expressions
of the heart, delicate thoughts of the manly soul, the sacred mission. of the woman-nature, the adaptation of Love to Wisdomt the
evil of conjugal inbarmony, the beauty of the true nuptial relation,
the purity-of Love's offspring, the deformity of the- sin-conceived
-such attractions and thoughts occupied my soul as I walked
up the broad table-land of Mount Beauty.
, From that elevation, dear read·er, I viewed the wide woi-ld of
living men. My vision of the follies of the valleys of life I will
not relate in this volume. Immediate individual interests I did
not consider ; I looked and wrote for the human world. Into the
causes of domestic troubles I looked; into the far-off homes of the
unhappy; into the habits of the solitary man ; into the veiled mysteries and miseries of public women; into the memory of him who
broods low and dishonorable thoughts; into the blue eyes of
blighte~ girlhood I looked ; into the torpid souls that preach with
the lip and practise with the battle-axe of error; into bedroom
revelations, from Harlem to Castle-Garden, from river to river,
and from shore to shore; whole days I devoted to clairvoyant
penetrations into hearts living in cities and country-vil.4ges, tl1at
beat with a weary weight of unutterable anguish ; through long,
dark, dreary histories of private domestic suffering I looked; and
I said: "Let me not to 'the marriage of true minds admit i....:~p ~d.
imcnts'; but against that sensual love which 'alters when it alter-
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ation finds, or bends with the remover to remove,' I will speak
with the tone of a trumpet." For, behold the sickly children of
sensual progenitors!_ Behold the insanity of those who were
brought forth in iniquity ! Behold the idle limbs and silly
tongues of those who came from antagonistic parents legally wedded ! Behold innocent youth disfigured and overrun by the
blotches of hatred and repulsion which some delicate woman has
felt tow-ard her drunken and sensual husband ! Behold the mani~
fold deformities which I saw from the sacred summit of this
Mountain ! Behold the fiery riot of the animal love of the heated
blood-the invisible mob of reproductive essences-rushing, under iegal sanction, into the holiest sanctuary of the woman ·soul !
And then behold the consequences -the loss of delicacy- the
indifference to truth-the abandonment to the seductions of evil!
Behold what I beheld, dear reader-see what I saw-and you
will not wonder that I wrote the fourth volume of the " Great
Harmonia."
But the Mountain of Beauty- by which I mean a state of
mind that enables the individual intuitively to see and comprehend
the harmonies of the universe-had its charms also. While
meditating upon its broad summit my lips were mute. Because I
saw no words that could describe the Beautiful. Suns and clouds,
seas and mountains, forests and fields, :flowers and pictures, meu
and angels-these are but the symbols, the types, the mirrors,
the shadows, of that divine beauty which my soul felt, but could
not express. Then came swiftly gathering thoughts of all that is
useful, just, potent, unchangeable-of all that is harmonia! and
eternal-and my raptured heart exclaimed: "Surely this is the
realm of the Beautiful!"
Filled with principles, and animated by the angel-melody that
:floated upon the soft air, I set myself to investigating the laws of
conjugal harmony. In order to solve this problem, I penetrated,
as far as I could, the nuptial code of Father-God and MothcrNatnm -parts and counterparts; the two hafves of one whole;
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heart and head ; &oul and body; sun and earth ; light and heat;
right and left; attraction and repulsion ; expansion and contraction; positive and negative; male and female; intellect and love;
MAN and WoMAN!
The infinite conjugalities of the universe I contemplated. The
marriage of all elements and forms in things inanimate, I first
examined; then the higher uses of nuptiality, till I comprehended
the worth of human love and the sublime laws which make its
devotions eternal. In applying the principles of marriage to
human beings, I discovered that man's highest dower is the power
to eternize a temporal union. Not that all legal relations can be
converted into future and permanent blessings, but those marriages
only that are begun with a certain compatibility of temperament.
Even then disobedience to those laws and disregard of those delicacies by which Love is awakened and nurtured, might cause a
good union to dwindle down and at length vanish in a cold and
hateful separation for eternity. O_n these points the reader will,
' perhaps, get my meaning, by consulting the volume to which I
have already alluded.
About this period-in the full-blown summer-time of 1854I received a romantic sketch from Silona, of her own life and
marriage in the Spirit Land. H er very breath was warm with
enthusiasm. Her joy-abonndipg soul exulted in the deathless
love of her new-found and gifted companion ! But her poetic
and vivid descriptions may be found at length by turning to page
17 4 of the '' Penetralia." Hence there remains to be chronicled
o.nly this : that, previous to her marriage with the wise and beautiful " Cyloneos" of the Brotherhood of Morlassia, I had made
deep excursi~ns into the very interior territories of conjugal
science. From my discoveries in reference to temperamental
harmonies-that only certain combinations can eternally cling to
each other-! had concluded, although the relation between us
was temporarily wise and fraternally beneficial, that it could not
extend beyond the tomb and be crowned with the Harmonia] per-
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petuity. Therefore her narrative, although it had at first somewhat of sadness in it, did not,surprise me. And as she withdrew
from earth, sustained and enraptured by the strong and steadfast
love of her real conjugal companion, my heart calmly rejoiced in
their happiness, ud my lips breathed an affectionate farewell
blessing.
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CHAPTER LIX.
CAUSE AND EFFECT.

" Grown wiser for the lesson given,
I fear no longer, ior ! ,know ·
That where the share is deepest driven,
The best f111its grow."

A NEW creation was opened by the conjugal revelations of
Mount Beauty. I saw t~at the domestic world waited tc '.Je harmonized, but the first need was the perfection of indivi:lualsthen, by virtue of internal unity and sympathy, human society
would feel the " atmosphere, serene, divine, magnetical," bringing
harmony out of ~xisting discords.
Again : I realized that the truest and most favorable state for
every human being is that of true marriage ; not a housekeeping,
social, humdrum, commonplace relation for purposes of physical
comfort and persoBal convenience ; but that nuptial union which
consecrates soul to soul-tender, loving, deep, steady, immutable,
divine-like the marriage between Father-God and MotherNature. The true woman, therefore, with all the depth of her
affection yearns for a congenial home in the sanctuary of man's
nature; while the true man, with the strength of Jupiter and the
tenderness of a child, seeks to identify his soul's destiny with one
embodied in the form of woman. In all this there is nothing but
crude poetry to him whose attractions are sensual; but, to the
truly spiritual heart, I have but touched the key-note to which its
every chord tearfully and gratefully responds.

CAUSE .AND EFFECT.

501

"And here am I," methought, "witl;10ut my mate. If "there be
a woman in the domain of human society with whom I could
become eternally united, I would seek her-a soul in which I
could at once behold the child of love and the woman of intelligence-a friend, a playmate, a sister, a power unto progression, a
noble-minded associate, an eternal companion. And to that soul
I would be an equal, a source of strength, lifting her above the
valley storm, a Harbinger, her spirit's resting-place, and its safe
conducto~ to higher and fairer spheres of existence.''
Thus I was meditating, dear reader, when a shower 9f genial
influences descended upon my head. Opening the door, there
cnme into my study four friends f.rom the Spirit Land; and one,
who WCl.S my familiar Guide,, said:" W ouldst thou behold one who might become thy true companion?"
"Kind Guide," said I, "there is in me~ power-of love whic~
needs a corresponding ministration.''
"Hast thou long felt a need so powerful?" he inquired.
"No," I replied. "Ere this I -n ever realized the existence of
any such capability to love.''
" True love," he answered, "is of God. It fills, comforts, calms,
elevates. Dost thou feel these sublime emotions ?"
"The love that fills my heart," said I, ''is the same that I see
between Father-God and Mother-Nature.''
"Jackson, my son," said the ble~sed Guide, "if tho:u hast a true
perception of this, thy tongue can describe to me its laws and its
mission.''
-After thiaking a few moments, I .replied : "True conjugal love
i<>-that which transcends all outward circumstances, and dominates
over the changeful impulses consequent upon the trials of days
and hours. It is an essential spring to personal development-a
necessity in schooling the soul-the best agent in harmonizing
character. It brings out the beauties, petfections, enjoyments, of
the inmost heart. It reveals each to the other and both to man-
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kind. It is the holiest benediction of Heaven-the divinest
ordination of the universe-the crown of life upon the one destiny
of two immortal beings !"
"Thou dost well appreciate the true conjugal life," said he.
"Therefore, as thou knowest the law of temperaments, use thine
own clairvoyance to find and thine own intuitions to estimate thy
counterpart. But a few moments since we looked on one with
whom thy spirit might form that eternal relation."
"Thanks, kind friends," I replied. "Your words fall upon my
heart like blessings. I do not much question your decision. But
I, too, would read the hidden record. I desire to know as the
basis of my confidence and future conduct."
·"'Tis well," smilingly responded my celestial visitor, "such baa
ever been the import of my mountain lessons.''
They now began to retire toward the door, when I said: "If
either of you know which way I should look to see. the person of
your choice, please point in that direction.''
My graceful and quiet Guide raised his hand and pointed toward the setting sun. Being in clairvoyance I looked, and soon
my vision rested on four or five persons walking in an ornamented
garden in southern Ohio. There were three ladies ; one of whom
I instantly recognised as her whose fraternal letter I had recently
answered.
" Seest thou, my son?" said the beautiful Guide. " She is the
being of our choice. Now proceed with thine analysis.'' Thus
saying the four departed, and I was alone with my interior meditations.
My investigations into the laws of marriage had given me the
knowledge that there was no inexorable destiny to contend with;
that God had not predetermined and foreordained that a certain
man must be married to a certain woman in order to secure the
etemal marriage ; ·but, on the contrary, I saw that the Divine
Code is within the scope- of human discovery, and teaches that it
is for the twain to decide whether they will be transiently or per-
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manently related. With his knowledge to gnide me, I first scanned
~he immense field of human life -to detect, if possible, among the
vast throng of female natures, a soul whose invisible constitution
and mental circumstances were alike suited to my own. To this
clairvoyant penetration I devoted one hour for five successive
days, but without satisfaction. At length, I concluded to examine
the lady to whom I was referred by my visitors. I did so, and
found that they were not mistaken.
The steps of her baby-feet I traced ; the plays and works of her
girlhood ; her fondness for intellectual pursuits ; the innate love of
her soul for proportion, melody, and beauty; the native tranquillity of her very affectionate heart ; the plighted vows and her fraternal marriage; mutual efforts to be contented and happy; how
the existence of their two children exerted a reconciling influence
for It time; the subsequent attachment that involuntarily ripened
into conjugal love between the legal husband and a more congenial
woman; the strnggle of her sile"ilt soul both to yield assent and to
conceal the fact from the observation even of friends most intimate;
the final and mutual agreement to a conjugal separation as an affair
of honor and justice ; the consideration that, inasmuch as neither
could possibly love the other as husband and wife should love,
their spurious relation should. be suspended and legally abolished ;
that this conclusion became fixed in both minds even before I was
told of their singular situation by the Boston lady ; and that the
unmated heart sometimes bled with the agony of desolation, but
was moved with no desire to disturb the harmony of the new relation before her eyes. Now I saw her exposed to and affected by
several unrighteous influences ; then I beheld her as a teacher of
the young, as a friend of the domestic group, as the rejector of uncongenial natures, as a lonely wanderer in the field of public effort.
Through many sad and trying scenes I traced her footsteps, up to
the hour when II1'Y physical eyes first rested upon her at the Reformer's Refuge. And now I detected the reason why the twain
did not consult me, viz., because the determination to procure a
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divorce, particularly in her mind, was fixed as the hills, and she
sought no one's opinion. I observed, too, that -h er motive for obtaining a legal separation, was to. remove every barrier to his immediate happiness, and not to subserve any selfish ends; I saw
this extraordinary example of self-sacrificing benevolence, this very
unusual reason for seeking a divorce, and I admired the firm a1d
justice-loving woman. I traced her to Cleveland; saw her pretended friends, her real friends, and the ilnemies of her peace; each
and everything I penetrated ; and then, although she was not yet
divorced, I looked upon the 1low cf present circumstances and cast
the horoscope of future events; yea, with the speed of the whirlwind, I unravelled the skein of her most private experiences;
and, .finally, I resolved to conceal from her the fMt that I detected
a genuine fitness of her soul to mine.
My friend~ Mr. Green, having some business which called him
Ohio, asked me to bear him company. While jn the cars
between Buffalo and Cleveland, an elegantly-dressed but shabbilyminded individual, recognising me, advanced and asked: " Can
you tell ·how the sun looks outside of our atmosphere?"
"I have never personally risen beyond our atmosphere," I replied ; "yet, by ·impression and clairvoyance, I have viewed the
sun from space, and can therefore tell you how it appears."
Taking the cigar from his mouth, and puffing a column of fetid
vapor into the air I was breathing, he said : " I'm posted in astronomy, sir, an' I can tell whether you're right d-n quick, i[
you 'II answer my questions."
"Well," said I, smiling with a momentary emotion of the ludicrous, "what are your questions ?"
"If you know how our sun looks from a distance," he replied
pompously, "tell me."
-" From the earth's surface," said I, good-naturedly, "the heavens appear filled with light, as you know by observation. But
should you ascend to the outer rim of our atmosphere and look
int~
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toward the sun, you would see a rayless ball of fire, steadfastly
burning in a universe of Night. The sun would present no atmosphere, the countless stars would emit no scintillations, and the
now azure sky would seem like a black concave immeasurable."
" Fudge!" he exclaimed.. " That's all spiritual twaddle, sir.
All d-n nonsense! What reason can you give for what you've
been say in'?"
"The reasons are very simple," said I, quietly. "Light is
equalized on the earth by the operation of two causes. First,
the perfect absorption and rt>fraction of the sun's rays by our atmosphere ; second, the reflection of light thus diffused by bodies
on the earth's surface."
The questioner seemed ~ little less irritable now : " Some say
the air is cold in space : is that so ?"
"Yes, sir," said I. "The temperature, at the distance of fortyfive miles from the globe, is lower than any cold known to ·man."
"What ! do you mean to say that it's colder up there than at
the North Pole?"
"Yes, sir," I answered, " the intense cold in the regions of
eternal snow is almost warm weather when compared with the
upper air."
"Look a-here now! don't pile up the agony in that 'are horrid
way-jest tell the plain truth for once, and. see how 'twould
sound!"
"The plain truth is more wonderful than fiction," I replied.
" Therefore, till that fact is found out, the people choose mythology instead of spirituality, and pictures instead of the realities
which dfio<YUerreotyped them.''
"About this 'ere cold weather up there,'' he replied-" say,
ain't you confoundedly mistaken ?''
As he spoke, the superior condition flashed . upon me, and, instantly detecting more truth in regard to . the cold, I replied.:
"Chemists can produce a lower temperature than that whi~h prevails within the Arctic ch:cle: They c.an convert carbonic . gas
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into a solid· substance, and quicksilver would become fh:m as iron 1
yet this intensely freezing temperature, about one hundred and
fifty degrees below zero, is warmer by nearly eighty degrees than
the cold of the upper realm."
Although the day was extremely sultry, yet the interrogator
shivered at the thought; but, still skeptical, he continued: '!You
ain't stuffin' a feller; are you? If you're telling the truth, then
I'd like to know how tlie spirits can come through such a. cold
region, and not freeze to death. I'd give five dollars tg see you
get out of that difficulty, anyhow !1'
" Do you believe in the existence of such beings ?" I inquired.
"That ain't neither here nor there; jest let me see you get
out of that trap, sir-that's all I ask."
"My answer is very simple," said I. "Spirit<!, when drawing
near to the earth, move in a soft, magnetic, summery river of
elements which flows, from the North to the South Pole, a few
miles above the earth's surface.''
"No, no!" exclaimed he. "You don't get out in that way.''
"Yes I do," said I. " That's one third of the explanatien. The
next is : that spirits can, by the mere exercise of their will, render
themselves invulnerable to temperature either high or low. And
the last part of the explanatien is : that spirits seldom come right
down into our midet."
"If what you last said is true," he returned, "then why do
mediums say the spirits stand all around folks?"
" Becau~e," said I, " the lower stratum of our atmospl:ere is a
mirror, similar to the surface of a placid lake, into which spirits
from far distant elevations can cast a perfect image or likeness cf
themselves. The reflections of these images are so distinct and
positive, like .the shadow of one's own body in a looking.glass,
that inexperienced mediums mistake them for the spirits theLlselves.''
"Humph! Yes, yes!" returned he with more interest and
civility. "That looks kind o' reasonable. But I don't under·
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stand how that are can· b~ when tables are moved and ''oices arl!
heard in a room."
"1 have not denied," said I, "that spirits come int(} our immediate presence. Only this I say, that they do not eome so frequently as is supposed by those who·act a.<> mediums. TabTes· and
persons can be influenced from an immense distance. Words can
be whispered into the soul from beyond the sun !· And'· yet, my
friend, it is also true that spiri~ do· come into our home5, and
would like to find a welcome·in our hearts."·
The locomotive whistle was now proclaiming· our entrance into
the Cleveland depot, and the gentleman seriously said : "You
have done me good, sir. I like your doctrines, and shall read
books in order to examine the subject. I wish you well, sir, and
success- in your undertakings."
"You have more patience with such a· fellow. than I should
have," remarked Mr. Green, as we walked into the Forest city.
"The Harmonial Philosophy," I replied, "teaches that a man
should not be repulsed, even when diSagreeable, if there's any
chance to do him good. Now I believe that this stranger will yet
be a friend of temperance and human refurm. At all events; he
is much more likely to heed the voice of his better nature than if
I had repelled him in the same spirit of pugnacious bitterness
which he at first manifested."
The next scene opens in the parlor of a Cleveland friend.
Twelve hours had elapsed since our arrival, and many persons
l1ad assembled to enjoy a social season. At length the bm;tess, a
lady endowed with a 'kindly heart and a sincere and active love
of truth and justice, withdrew from a group of animated guests,
and, seating herself beside me, made some allusion to the singulai·
divorce case. Hearing which I asked if "the merits of this
unusual proceeding were known to the community?"
"I guess not," she replied with a thoughtful look. "People
are not prElpared to approve .of divorces under such circumstances."
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• "What circumstances do people require ?" I asked.
"The world, yon know, demands something more than a mere
disaffection," said she regretfully. ":Most people seem to think
that there should be some crime, outrageous abuse, and ill-treatment, to justify a suit for legal separation."
"Is it possible, Carrie," said I, "that human beings can not see
a crime in brother and sister living as husband and wife ? What is
more a violation of purity and p~nciple ? The fact is, :Mrs. Lewis,
this case commands my respect. These persons have, as I am
informed, spent several years in trying to be contented together.
They have failed ; and now they are willing to give each other
freedom. This is the first instance I have known of a pair
separating upon a law of mutual good-will and justice. It is a
bold and original stand to take, and I trust both parties will have
the courage to go through with it as they have begun."
"I hope they will," said she. " But Mr. Love appeared to be
rather faint-hearted when he left Mary here, and wanted her to
defer the suit awhile. He has, apparently, been very anxious
indeed to become divorced whenever I have seen him before, but
now, it seems to me, that he begins to dread the disagreeable
publicity of a legal separation."
"What does the wife say to that?" I asked.
" She seemed to feel badly to see him so disheartened," replied
Carrie ; "but said that she was sure he would be far happier
when he could marry the one he loves; and that as she also
needed freedom for her own peace of mind, she could not feel
that it would be right to postpone her painful undertaking.''
"On what ground can Mrs. Love apply for a legal separation?"
I inquired.
" I hardly know what she will do," said the lady with a look of
sympathy. "But I suppose her main charge will be' desertion.'"
"Suppose a bill should be granted-what plan do the parties
then mean to adopt?" I inquired.
"As far as I know," replied the conscientious Carrie, "their
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plan is the same as it 'bas been, that is, for Mr. Love to get mar·
ried and take the children, and for Mary to make it her home at
his house so as to be with the little ones whenever she is not
lecturing or teaching." The gentle lady here relapsed momentarily into a mood of pensive thoughtfulness, and th!'ln said: "Jack·
son, I fear she won't get her liberty.''
The conversation now became generally distributed, and other
topics soon displaced the subject of our fortuitous interview.
:Four days hastened by-during which the spiritually-designated
brother and I visited many well-remembered friends in Amherst
and Cleveland. 'Twas one of the most beautiful sabbath days
oi the season-the 24th of September, 1854-a large portion
of which I had devoted to public lecturing. At the conclusion of
my discourse I accepted the whole-hearted invitation of a citizen, and proceeded with him toward his considerably-distant but
attractive residence. While on the way, he remarked upon the
·hampering and disagreeable restraints of fashionable ' ignorance;
that most people were loutish and selfish upon a question of justice and liberty; and, among other instances where action was
necessary, be adduced the case of Mr. and Mrs. Love as one
calculated to elicit words of calumny and vituperation. On hearing which I asked: "Do you know where Mrs. Love is, Friend
Sterling, and whether she has yet made application for a legal
divorce?~'

" She left here some time sinee," be replied, "and the few
Cleveland friends of her cause have heard nothing from her until
quite recently."
" Then you, do not know how far she has proceeded ?" I asked.
"The fact is," said he with a firm and impatient tone, "she's
gone on without asking our advice, made application away off
in Indiana, and her brother-in-law bas written up here for testi·
mony."
"Well, is there anything "Tong in that?" I inquired.
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"It 's all out of the reguhir course ·Siilggeslied by her -'Cllev-e1and
friends," he r e.plied, "and from the way the whole thing has gone
on, I expect she '11 find hen;elf :defeated and :obligeil ·to wait ·a yenr
or two longer."
" What's her brother-in•lilw's llllme ?" I asked.
" Charles M. Plumb," he ~plied. " He aots Hke an "intelligent
and entet:prisillg -Y~l:Ulg man, :lm.t I tbi~k 'be 's 'been iriju«!!icious in
this case."
" Is it true," I asked, "that Mrs. Love i;; persevering in this
div:orce business wiiltoat tb:e .counsel ·and eid ·o f her ·Cleveland
friends1"
" Yes," he re!\I)Onde.d somewhalt testily. " -She can't blame any
of us i.f she should .be defeated; wlliC\h I om almust positive will
be the resa~t of t heir operations."
" Friend Sterling," said I, " .thi'> fact makes me both ·sad aud
thankf11L I am sori-y that she is not vigorously rustaiucd in a
just cause, and yet -1 am very glad that S'he has not depended on
the Cleveland friends for counse-l."
"Well, it can't be said that I have done anything to J1inder her
success," he answered. "In fact, I am in£eading to send her
something in the way of pecuniary assistance immediatelf. But
why are you glad, Friend Davis ?"
" Because," I .replied, "if she shon_ld S'llcceed, the prejudiced
world can not truthfully accuse my friend;; nor the frien-ds of
spiritualism of being instrumental in causing the separation."
"Yes, that's true! But, Davis, I'm surprised to hear areformer talk as you ·do. Public prejudice sb@uld be nothing to one
who advocates principles of universal justice and liberty."
"Fo-r myself;" I l'eplied., ·" I fear nothing, o&'l yeu know. But in
regard to the strength of some professed ·reformers to bear up
against public coademnation, I am -unpleasantly doubtful."
" What do you mean?'' he .asked.
" I mean this : in the sequestered recesses of some retired
street, in the protection of a closed parlor, in some oat of the way
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corner of society, I have heard many make nol,Jle declarations,
avow themselves the f1iends of woman and the lovers of equal
righffi, speak enthusiastically in favor of every good word and
perfect work; and then, Brother Sterling, I have traced the private and public conduct of such characters, and wi~h unutterable
sorrow have seen those same hold and beautiful talkers play fantastic tricks, and do deeds enough contemptible and diabolical, to
make the angel:a weep."
"True~ Very true," 'said he with a deep emphasis and tone of
regret. "There are few who can withstand tbe world's opposition.
My e'x:pe'r1enee for· years in. anti-slavery and other battles has
settled that fact fu my nril;l.d."
At this-moment we reached his beautiful sublirbau hdme, and
were ushered into the midst of those refined hospita'Iities wbieh
had been, ·on previous occasions, freely and gracefully bestowed
OH. me and mine 'b y the members of his household.
Upon the
foregoing subject nothing further was said till after breakfast on
the subsequent morning, whim the gentleman handed me a letter
he had received from .the parties in question.
"Come," said he, "as I am ·going to answer that letter to-day,
.
.. .
suppose you pu:t in a word ·o f encouragement/•
" I don't wish to identify myself with the affair," I replied.
"The struggling woman deserved to be sustained, however, and J
have oeeasienallf written her a cheering ~etter, but perhaps I had
better not do so now."
"Why, Davis," said the firm and fearless brother, "you're just
the man wh:o shenld sustain individuals in their struggles f01· iiberty Come, make haste r Let's ha.N"e a note in fifteen minutes,
for I must go right down street."
.
It is presumable that the reader appreciates the reason which
induced me to decline any participation in this particular ease. It
will be remembered that, by .elairveyant penetration, I had dis
covered that a•...relation might eventually be formed bet\Yeen the
theh undivoreed woman .and myselt I had also seen faintly kre·
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shadowed the torrent of false charges which an unscrupulous gang
3f drawing-room gossippers would develop against both of us.
Hence, my reservation was more decided and uniform than would
have been justifiable under other circumstances. But I consented,
however, to write and send the following : CLEVELAND, Sept. 25, 1854.

To Mrs. MARY F. LovE:DEAR SISTER : Friend Sterling insists upon my sending you
a line with his letter. He thinks "a kind word from me" will
cheer you. I have therefore consented to join him in the pleasurable effort to sustain and encourage you in this struggle for civil
and mental freedom. Be very firm and hopeful, for the angels
Love and Wisdom send you good and true friends to aid you externally ; and they strengthen your purposes also, in the present
exertion for Justice Md Liberty.
If you do not succeed at this term of the court, you need not
despair. · A few months more will doubtless accomplish all you
desire. Remember that if you fail now, there remain plenty of
time and ability to achieve the ends of reciprocal justice.
With an unchangeable regard, your brother,
A. J D.
My friend, William Green, continued his journey into southern
Ohio, to visit the celebrated Koon's spirit-room, while I, having a
positive engagement to attend a Reform Convention at Peterboro',
New York, delayed no longer, but hastened directly toward the
proper destination. Of the incidents and blessednesses of that
great gathering I will not chronicle. And, yet, I must record the
glorious and prophetic fact, that inspired words through many
speakers were freely and fearlessly uttered in a white structure
called a <:church," in the fence-like pews· whereo(_sat noblemen
from ploughed fields, liberty-lovers from machine-shops, and auditors from almost every grade of belief and incredulity. Energetic
reformers spoke mighty truths on that propitious occasion; and I
did not observe more than twenty-in the crowded assembly, but
thanked Father-God for the possesSion of their reason.
While in the homeward-rolling Cllrs, between Albany and Hart-
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ford, a str.anger, having first ascertained my name, asked, "if I
could give him any positive evidences of the soul's eternal individ·
nality ?"
"Not to-day," I replied. "My mind does not work at all
times."
" I much regret your disinclination to talk," said he, "for I consider your Philosophy the only consistent theory in the world."
The adjoining seat was occupied by an owlish-looking individual, who exhibited a remarkably large and white neckcloth, and
still other indications of an evangelical profession. Overhearing
the intelligent gentleman's opinion of the Harmonia! system, he
exclaimed:".Away with your vain philosophy, with your much learning,
striving to be wise above what is written ! Have we not the tes·
timony of an arisen Christ? Have we not the positive declaration of the apostle Paul that man shall live after death? What
more do you ask, sir, to convince ynu of immortality?"
''Be patient with the doubter," said I, addressing the clerical
interlocutor, "and do yourself the justice to listen. I have a few
sentences to utter touching this very matter."
The pulpitarian looked extremely dignified at me, and I looked
extremely imperturbed at him, while the skeptical gentleman
looked ilxtremely interested at both of us.
"The rational mind," I began, "will not deny that Man begins
life in total ignorance. Not knowing anything absolutely, the surface of the human soul must be a blank .book, an unspotted sheet
of paper, so to speak, on which the pen of experience has never
traced a line of thought. Consequently, viewed in this respect,
Man commences a sensuous existence, like the untutored ·forest
brute, i. e.,· in exclusive devotion to the phe~omena of time and
space. Therefore the strongest primary element in Man's intellect is a blank skepticism-a sort of disbelief-which, after all,
and wisely enough, is the mainspring to all thou~ht an~ hlY(;lSti~a
tion."
2~*
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"Your talk, sir, don't touch the case in question," said the dignified minister.
"Now inasmuch as the law of action and reaction is as distinctly
a law of mind as of matter," I continued, "it happens that Man's
mind, without any real growth in exptlrience, darts off like a comet
from perihelion to aphelion, from skepticism to superstition, from
atheism to supernaturalism, 10winging like a pendulum from one
extreme to the other; and so it happens, also, that they who most
firmly believe in ancient revelation are frequently quite as ignorant
of living truth as those who have no faith at all in the supernatural and miraculous. All argument, in either case, is superfluous."
The skeptic here interrupted : " I can not believe in the soul's
immortality, sir, although I much wish to."
" Why can you not believe it ?" I inquired•
...Because," he .replied, " I behold trees, herbs, brutes, bu-ds,
men, all coming into being, living for a season, and disappearing
all alike-changing into other forms-leaving behind no trace
of a future existence."
"But how do you know," I asked, "but that the spirit of Man,
which is so vastly superior to animal mentalities, lives on after
death?"
"Oh, I don't know to be sure," he promptly returned; "but
this I honestly s~, when I shall see a spirit distinctly organizei,
separate from the physical body, I will believe in the existence of
-such a bein~ and not till then."
At this, the ·<!lergyman said to the skeptic: "Oh, I'm sorry for
you, sir- very sorry! You are a materialist-an infidel! Oh,
that you could have my_perfect faith!"
"What is your ~aith ?" asked the gentlemanly skeptic.
"My faith, sir-my faith?" vociferated the enthusiastic pulpitarian, "why, I believe in a God, sir! and in a divine reYelation, sir-yes, sir- and in resurrection or judgment-day, also,
sir- when this mortal shall put on immortality, sir- and each
shall be judged according to deeds done in the body."
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" On what grounds do you believe all this?" the s~eptic calmly
asked.
• " On what grounds do you ask, sir- on what grounds? Why,
sir, hav'n't we the testimony of Moses and the prophets; and the
posithre affirmations of Jesus, sir, and of his inspired apostles?"
''Yes, indeed, you have," rejoined the 'skeptic. "But, my
Christian friend, let me ask- what proof is all this array of testimony to my mind ?''
" Why, sir, your awful disbelief causes me to shudder in every
limb,'' said the clergyman.
"Moses, and Jesus, and the apostles, are entire strangers," replied the skeptic. "I never met them myself, nor any person
who has. ,T hey may have existed ; may have b~ honest, or
the .contrary; i don't know. All history .is defective. And, besides, when I shall have revealed to me personally the same
evidences of immortality which those men professed to have received, then I too shall probably haye Peasons fpr. heiieving that
which seems to contradict ali the analogies of organic life. A
revelation made to ·another is no revelatipn. to me. It is only a
'say-so,' a second-handed article, and can not therefore have fihe
satisfying effect which would result fro111 a direct importation ,o f
the positive evidence to my own mind."
The cars reached the principal depot, and so the colloquy was
terminated. Thus the matter stands between the educational
Christian anti! the intellectual skeptic. They can never "persuade" -each other. Why not.? Because both doubt and both
believe; although oppositely, fl'Oill the authority of externals.
Neither occupy the philosophic ground of internal principles.
The church reposes upon ancient oracles and theological ahstractions. Over the future it has thrown a mantle of vaporish sentimentalism. A distressing vaguen~ss, an uncertainty and unreality, it casts upon the soul's destiny. And thus, as it ever will be,
too much faith pwvokes and develops too much doubt.
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CHAPTER LX.
GOLDEN TOKENS.
MouNT BtJ:mty was now surmounted. Its topu;u. t acclivity
was behind me. There was also a mental release from that unbroken exercise of intuition which had been necessary in solving
the conjugal problem ; and while wending my way toward the
future valley, I had an inward joy and tranquillity transcending
speech. It is true that many trials had sauntered arm in arm
across my mountain path;· and looked assassin-like upon me; and
it is also true that I had walked· to the measure of celestial music
which enchanted the ail' and enraptured my spirit. But 'twas
the Magic Staff, and not the melody alone, which enabled me to
co~vert every interloping trial and adversary into a minister of
personal development.
And my soul was of .necessity very still ; for its inward glee of
gratitude to Father-God would not .flow into words. Hence I
could not he ' interesting in social intercourse. The friends would
call upon me, however, and I had no heart to deny them entrance.
They wished to express a kinJly word, or to ask questions on various subjects. These visitors were all beloved. Yet more attractive were those tokens of exalted wisdom that floated hourly down
from regions of thought and philosophy.
Three days did my soul yearn to be away from external sounds
and sufferings. This will not appear strange t~ the reader who
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keeps in remembrance the impressible power that I pos;ess to feel
"another's wo" from a distance of hundreds and even thousands of
miles. The compact walls of my abode, in the healthy and be!lutiful city of Hartford, were no protection. The study and discipline of Mount Beauty had opened my sympathies toward all ,
mankind. The descriptive and questioning letters that came to
me daily, from far and near, were not necessary to put my soul
en rapport with the private sufferings of the earth's inhabitants.
Oh, friend, it is not an easy and idle task to be an unselfish worker
for selfish and sorrowing multitudes! Human Intuition, when
clairvoyant, knows no space. The sensibilities of the soul may
merge into one river, unseen to physical eyes, roll between the
rugged mountains of human life, and gather upon its wide margins
"impressions'' of individual trials on both sides of the Atlantic.
These are not idle words, dear reader ; I transcribe from the
pages of my own life-book. Between breakfast and dinner, during
the morning hours of one day only, I have, while in my quiet
study, received telegraphic impressions concerning hearts beating
hundreds of miles away! To their momentary joys I was utterly
insensible at the time, because my mission was to their private
Fm'l'ows. lntuitionally I became identified with tlie living world
of human beings. My soul yearned to free the slaves I saw- to
shelter flying fugitives in all departments of life-fugitives from
false theology, from political bondage, from the slavery of licentious domestic alliances, which. equally contaminate husband and
wife and offspring-and when I beheld these fugitives in every
great city and sometimes in rural hamlets,· 0, how I prayed for
power to awaken in each human soul a moral courage that would
not stop short of universal justice!
One day, while contemplating and sympathizing and praying
thw for the human race, the well-known Guide breathed into my
ear three words: " She-is-free!" Instantly I asked: " Do
you mean 1\Irs. Love? Tell me once again, kind Guide-did 1
undt'rstand you ?"
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"Site-is-frea !" replied the gifted being, and his voice I
heard no more.
This occurred on Saturday, September 30th, just five days
after I sent the note recorded in the last chapter. -" Gpod !" I
exclaimed. " The persev.ering woman has obtained a divorce
from bondage. The certified decree will liberate both parties,
and each may legally enter upon relations more congenial."
Hearing nothing to confirm my Gu~de's positive declaration,
however, I wrote to the lady for direct information ; a~d her
prompt and definite reply showed that her divorce was granted on
the very day that my kind guardian apprized me of it, and that,
notwithstanding the intervening distance of nearly .one thousand
miles, I had knowledge of the legal emancipation thirty-six hours
before her own far more interested and anxious mind received
tidings of the -same fact from her faithful atterney !
'Twas a suggestive October day that I devoted to an examination of my immediate future. The great lessons of my l\Iountain
journey were yet fresh, and · through them I read the destiny of
outward things. "Autumnal tints,'' said I mentally, " appear on
leaf and life. As the river fioweth down and mingleth with the
mighty ocean, so journeyeth my companionless soul toward the
boundless sphere beyond the tomb. But the dull heavy sound of
earth falling upon the coffin, the darkness that envelops and the
stillness that pervades the cast-off bodyi can impart no gloom to
the spirit of an harmonial pilgrim. What if we do behold clouds
between us anC. the sun, shall we despair? Does not the same
Aternal orb shine beyond? What if my soul is sad 'to-day, at the
prospect of batlles to be fought ere I reach my matE:, .is there not
an era of pMW to succeed?"
While I :meditated a familiar voice came stealing through the
air, and my Guide said : " What-if-an-a:utumn-'-'-eometh;
lwth--it-not-a-spring-in-store ~"
And I answered : " To my public mission and its trials I will
admit no murmur. N l, kind Guide ! Let others be sad who be·
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liev~ in the darkness, who breathe the mists of old my-thology, but
I? no, never, never- Excelsior!"
The reader will not marvel at these 'transient feelings of sadness, when told that, by means of clairvoyant penetration, I saw
that my public teaching in Hartford was finished ; that I must conceal from the freed woman the fact of our conjugal fitness, (in order
to leave b.er affections at liberty to fix upon their own object;) and,
lastly, that I must journey through a maze of bitter prejudices in
order to act justly and accomplish the true matTiage. All this
loomed up bef?re me like a dark autumnal storm. Leaning upon
the l\fagic Staff, however, I wrote my valedictory, and prepared
for the open field.
The Hariford T-imes published the farewell address. But
owing to the newspaper tirade that succeeded, I sketched an additional valedictory letter in a spirit of criticism. To all of which
the conservative and religious press replied by ridicule and satire,
fun and some wit, calumny and misrepresentation._ Just previous
to my final departure, a friend asked : " Have you seen the call
for a meeting to-morrow night?"
On assuring him that I had not, he remarked that " the friends
would expect me to he present."
Next evening I accordingly repaired to the bannered and decorated hall, in which our principles had been -taught, and found a
large congregation in waiting. The chosen chairman, William
Green, jr., arose and read the following:-

Resolved, That we hail the promulgation of the Harmonia!
Philosophy as a New era in the world; and, ·by faith in cause and
effect, we prospectively see the day when, through its influence,
the discru;dant powers arid principalities of this world will become
·o NE KINGDOM oF LovE, Wis:Dollr, AND HARliiONY.
Resolved, That as Brother Davis purposes in future to dcTotc
a very considerable portion of his time as a teacher by discoursing
through the country, we sincerely hope that the public at large
may receive into their life the principles taught by the Harmonia) ./
Philosophy, which, we feel assured, are fully competent to harmo-
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nize this w01·ld-which all the religions heretofore existing have
proved to be utterly incapable of doing.
Resolved, That something more than a vote of thanks is due
from us to him, for the many invaluable lect~es which he hail
gratuitously enlightened us with during his four years' residence
among us ; and that we feel a high degree of gratitude ; therefore,
Resolved, That ·as a small expression of our love and gratitude,
Brother Davis be requested to accept from us a Watch, bearing
an inscription, expressive of our feelings and sentiments as above
declared.
Immediately after the foregoing resolutions had been passed,
the chairman presented the golden memento for my acceptance.
But fancy my bewilderment, dear reader I There I stood before
a large and expectant assemblage, with not a word to Say-completely confuSed and intimidated-feeling at once an overpower-ing emotion of gratitude, and a demand upon my untrained mind
for an off-hand address as a thank-offering. Fortunately, I had a
few sheets of letter-paper with me, so I managed to ask the audience for permission to retire to the adjoining room. In a moment
my soul was fuU of light and language. And as quickly as thought
can travel over a landscape, so rapidly did I sketch in pencil-marks
the following words of reply, which I directly read to the yet seated congregation :-

,

BRETHREN OF THE NEw DISJ'ENSA.TION: You speak of Gratitude. All gratitude is mine, not yours. From time to time I
have discoursed to you, as it were involuntarily, because I could
not help it-'twas such a blissful relief to my soul to communicate
its irresistible impressions.
. Moralists have taught that benefited partied owe a debt of gratitude to their benefactors. Hence the doctrine and popular practice of making perpetual acknowledgments to the supernatural.
But nothing can be more absurd. 'Tis the benefactor, JJOt the
recipient, who enjoys the first good of his acts. He alor.e feels,
and must of necessity feel, the deepest debt of gratitude. f'.onSI'.r
quently, it is always more blissful to give than to receive.
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You have, dear friends, frequently permitted me the enjoyment
of such bliss, and I am grateful' to you for it; but now, as I am
about to depart, the natural happiness of the benefactor is yours
-and I am the receiver-causing me to feel myself unable to
express in words the pleasurable emotions awakened by this unexpected transposition.
Your token of friendship is wrought from earth's purest metal
- a substance said to he untarnishable. This fact, so externally
significant, it not without its moral. I hope that I shaH profit by
a suggestion so delicately expressed by you.
And you have presented me with a recorder of Time. This is
a startling thought ! It will everywhere remind me of the pulsations of Eternity-of the hours, minutes, and seconds, as they
spread their wings and fly from the empire of life into the realm of
death. But this reflection can not disturb or sadden us-for we
know that, to our inmost principles, there is no Death; but Life,
unfolding more and more beautifully as we pass along with the
flight oftime for ever.
'This Watch will help my soul to keep its vigils day and night.
My spirit is deeply impressed with your beautiful token. In its
shining countenance I shall behold the ever-happy, ever-cheering
faces of my Harmonia! friends in the city of Hartford; and its extended hands will impress me henceforth to remember, with a
thrill of unmingled happiness, the famliar grasp of many earnest
women and fearless men ; who, notwithstanding the oppressiveness of popular prejudices, have stood firmly forth, forming a
pioneer phalanx, in favor of the gospel of Nature and Reason.
My soul is joyous, my friends, because you have given me a
gift so significant- one, which I shall keep warm with the emanations of my spirit, _because everywhere it will l:.e my constant
speaking companion- a meter of time ; the recorder of each succeeding moment, which I shaH be admonished to impr:>ve as it
passes. It will keep me at my happy work. It will ever sing :
"Now's the day, and now's the hour!" That ternbly sad poet,
Robert Pol1ok, says : "The angel of ·God appeared in a statue
of fire, blazing, and, lifting up his hand on high, * * swore that
Time should be no more."
But, notwithstanding the oath of this apocryphal angel, my conviction remains unshaken that Time is Eternal, or, rather, wl1at
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we term " Eternity" is composed of Time as drops consti:tate the
ocean. And, constantly, in ald. latitudes and under aH circumstances, your gift will serve to reJ;Ilind me of this conviction, inspiring me with new 'effor·ts for mankind.
Day unto day uttereth speech ! We talk of gesterdag, ~o-dag,
and to-morrow. What are these but the proper names of elVerreceding, ever--present, ever-approaching waves of ihe ocean of
Time? Your token, brethren, is beautifully symbolical of hidden
prayer, dw~lling within each soul, that I may lose no Time in
doing all that I, as an individual brother1 can, to break the fetters
of ignorance- to teach the philosophy of our existence- to
bring man into fellowship with his own Intuitions and Reason
-and, through the benign influence of a ratiox;tal Spiritualism, to
do something toward establishing harmonious relations rbetween
the Heavens and the Earth !
I said that ,gratitude was mine, not .yours- that you need not
express any toward me. But I think your token· of friendship
will not diminish my indehtedness to you. No, my friends, the
uniform khadness and candor with which you ha:ve listened to my
" impressions''- your increasing confidence in that final dis~
pearance of Ignorance and Suffering from the earth- your reliance upon the Eternal Religion of Justice and Lib~rty:, based
upon the .deific laws of l!lruversal Nature- the gradual emancipation of your affections from the despondencg of popular superstitions, and from the slaveru of proscriptive creeds- the progressive
development of your intellectual faculties toward a perception of
philosophical principles- your manifr.01t determination to be free,
and true to the living God wmrln you-to oppose all you conceive
to be Error and Oppression, and to cling steadfastly to whatsoever
you apprehend to be Truth and Freedom ; yes, brethren, my reooi.lection of all this, in addition to the abiding fragrance of Friendst.ip's flowers, the germs of which we have planted silently in the
.garden of each other's hearts-will, through all the coming years,
augment yet more the debt of permanent gratitude which I have
long had the hap.piness to experieooe.
As you so touchingly and substantially express your affectionate
sentimeuts, I know not how I can depart without urging upon you
to remember, in aU places and under all circumstances, the impressive words which you have written on the walls of this room, cor·
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responding to the four quarters. of the world-" Love"-" Wisdom''-" Harmony''-" Excelsior." May the sound of these
words aot like Truth's magic upon each heart, saying evermore
to all, " Peace, be still !" so that, whether bowed down in affliction or -elated witl. happiness, you may feel yourselves consecmted
both saul and ·lJooy, to the immortal Cause of · Human Harmony,
of which these lelectr.ic terms are so u,niversally expressive! And
let me solicit you always to bear in mind that THIS PLATFORM, on
whioh I Dow stand, is, while in your possession, dedic«ted to the
Rights of !fan and Woman - the Flllpit of Free Speech and
Impartial Discussion! And, whether you remain in this city, or
remove to other .parts, whether at home or 'llhroad, may you never
forget to preach and practise the great·Law, written over yon rostrum, viz., " LET NO MAN CALL Goo HIS FATHER. WHO CALLS
li-OT MAN HIS BROTHER l"
The motive that moves me to chronicle the foregoing is, the
apology it. affords for recording the following witty burlesque ;
which appeared in the Hartford Courant, a conservative journal,
soon after my remarks were publi_shed in the Times. The trav~
esty is excellent. There is genuine wit in it, though it be limited
and transient as the rhetoric twinkle of a comedian's eye :~
PRESENTATION OF THE ·wATCH.
GULLVILLE,

November Ist, 1854.

1\fu. EDITOR: Knowing your willingness to aid the development ef the Beaut..y of Love and the Ma.,ouifi,cence of Wisdom,
fer the good of organized substantial spirits, I am impressed-or
rather, I reali;!e !Ul inclination, to send you a notice of a meeting
held in .this place on TuesdaiY eveaing, for the presentation of a
gold (plmed) watch to Professor Z. J. RoBACK, the discoverer and
vender of the celebrated .Astrologico-:Magnetic 'Onivercrelestia-1
Pjll fur tae ~;ure of all diseases.
The wateb was presented in behalf of the members of the Freelove Fraternity, an association composed of Professor Roback's
patients and a few agents, journeymen and apprentices to the pill
trade. The following resolutions were passed at a ~revious meeting of the fraternity, and show the occasion of the presenta.tioo : -
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Resolved, That as Brother Roback purposes in future to devote
very considerable portion of his time to selling his pills in other
and less over-stocked markets, we sincerely hope that the public
at large may receive this invaluable panacea into their universal
stomach-to harmonize the world, in consentient and unisonal
subjection to its mild cathartic virtues ; a result which all the pills
and purges of the regular practice have proved to be utterly
incapable of attaining.
Resolved, That something more than a vote of thanks is doe
from us to him, for the much invaluable "advice gratis'' with
which he has, for four years past, enlightened those of us who
have purchased his pills; and that we are very grateful for the
same : Therefore,
Resolved, That as a small expression of our love and gratitude,
we request Brother Roback to accept from us a Watch, with the
following inscription, Tempus abire, meaning, "It's time to be
going."
After these resolutions had been communicated and· the watch
presented, in due form, by the chairman, Professor Roback then
made the following remarks : -

R

PROFESSOR ROBACK'S REMARKS.

BRETHREN AND VICTIMS: It is always more blissful to give
than to receive-especially pills. You speak of gratitude, because
you have "received benefits. Speak so no longer, for you thereby
recognize and encourage the absurd churchian dogma that man
owes gratitude to his CreatOr and preserver. Our noble philosophy teaches better things-that the benefactor ought to be grate·
ful to the recipient, and that the imaginary obligation for benefits
received is cancelled by the mere passive reception of them. I
accept your watch. Don't thank me, brethren. You are quite
welcome. [Applause : tears from the earnest sisters, and subdued
knockings by the attendant spirits.]
Your token of friendship is wrought from two of earth's metals
-brass within, and a thin layer of gold without. This faet, so
externally significant, is not without its moral. I hope that I
shall profit by the hint so delicately expressed by you. It shall
be my constant care to maintain the "external significance'' which
gilding gives to brass.
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This watch will help me to remember important truths. It wjll
remind me of the eternity of time and matter. It moves, and
you have already been taught that "matter and motion are coeternal principles existing in Nature," and that "matter possesses
motion inherently." Therefore, it will move for ever. It will not
wear out-because matter is eternal. It will not run downbecause motion is eternal. It will grow better and brighter, and
more perfect- because the" laws of matter and motion are eternally progressive." Yes, brethren, let us rejoice together at the
thought-this· little _ticking monitor may yet become in some
other, purer, more elevated sphere-an eight-day cloCk! [Applause.. Salaam by the great table. Enthusiastic somersets by
the benches and chairs.J
My spirit is deeply imp-essed with your beautiful token. I
look upon its dial of brass- and face answereth UJltO face. Its
extended hands turn to every point of the compass, and, at every
hGur of the day, cry give ! Its hair-spring suggests a fundamental
truth of our philosophy, that the intellect and the spirit are developed in the ratio of the beard. Its motion demonstrates 'the
possible attainment of all motion originated by an internal, or selfcontained power-a series of revolutions about its own little
centre, in a very circumscribed· orbit; and this, our philosophy
terms progression.
And now, brethren, I am about to go from you for a ~cason. I
shall not forget you. The uniform kindness with which you have
listened to my "impressions," and swallowed my pills-the favor
you have so often received at my hands, of being permitted to
minister to my wants-your faithful support in the warfare I
have waged against the regular practice-your cheerful rejection
of popular prejudices and superstitions, discm-ding the old-fashioned creeds which recognize a relig~on, a Bible, and a God, and
adopting with me the more sublime belief that the universe has
no greater or wiser being than we ourselves are or may becomeall these things make our parting sad. But, brethren, the capacity
for swallowing is not infinite. In you, I foresee its limit is ap:proaehing. Your stomachs no longer crave pills with the ardent
longings of their first love. I have "a few more left?'-and
(while you are whetting your appetites for another course), I go
to sell them. One more familiar gra8p of these earnest women,
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one more parting gripe of my fearless patients ;· and now, bl"-ethren
and sisters, farewell; [Sobbing. Spirit of Dr-. Franklin wi·pes his
~pectacles.]

At the conclusion of the professor's remarks; he was presented
.vith an elegant watch-bolder of ebony, in the form of' a miniature
~allows- with the motto (allusive to his astrological- researches
'lnd investigation of the supe1~or spheres); Sic itu'l' ad astra.

I

1

QmzQUIS.

P. S.-For the information of those friends of Professor Roback
who were not present on this interesting occasion, I am permitted
to state that he will deliver four :>ther farewell addresses, at the
same place, at intervals of one week.
l\Iy mental and social experiences have been, a perfect and
revetitious fulfilment of my first vision. :Mankind's religious,
social, patriofiic, and other affections, though naturally pure and
disposed to huddle together like sheep, would, regardless of their
shepherd who!e name is "Truth," run to and fl·o in the streets
and between the mountains of life, At one time the cause cf confusion and opposition in the public mind was the alarming cry of
"infidelity." Plainly-attired· and unprete~ding Tru~h, the everlasting shepherd, could do but little toward establishing harmony.
Whereupon he would ask me to aid him, and I have done so
through lectures and publications. Then peace would appear to
reign throughout the flock. Anon, however, the people's prejudices began to ascend silently like the mists of a diseased country;
from which great black clouds were formed in the upper air, the
contents whereof descended in frightful torrents, with thunders
and lightnings; and thus, many times, I have been drenched with
the abundance of outward opposition.
The altar was reputation. Reputation is but a brush-heap at
best. A few flashes of fire fl;'Om falseho9d's forked tongue would
destroy it root and branch. Therefore, to live and labor for
"reputation" as most public men do, seemed beneath the moral
dignity and true calling of a :Man, Hence, a.ltheugh wet and
shivering with the storm of o~tward ignorance and prejudice, I
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forthwith removed myself from the frail altar, rejected a prostrate
position of mind, and tried to stand firmly upon the honest earth,
my head toward the firmament. Then came fresh accusations
and empty causes of alarm-"insanity''-"free-love"-"evil
spirits"-" infernal delusion," &e.-:-at which the flock (i. e., tl~r.
people's prejudiced affections) would take fright and scamper
away in every ridiculous direction. The grand old mountains of
Justice and Power were too high, however, and the people's judgments, finding neither confinement nor escape, have been forced
to yield from -time to time to " Truth," the beautiful and eternal
shepherd, whose mission -I have ever endeavored to proclaim and
promulgate throughout-the land.
Thus, dear reader, have I been ::ompelled to climb, beginning
flLst with the Mountain of "Use." But every fresh discipline,
every new effort, has added more physical strength and spiritual
'visdom; and I have not been " depressed" while in the valley
nor "elated" when on the highest summit. The artist has engraved a symbolic representation of my individual progression.
The reader need not be told that my first chapter, "The Use of
Autobiography," ia a general explanation, while the succeeding
ones reveal the minutire of that experience.
The day before I left the Charter Oak city, upon a lecturing
tour through ~ew England and pol'tions of the West, an educated
and refined gentleman asked "if Modern Spiritualism was not immoral in it.'! tendency ?"
".As I accept and teach spiritualism,'' I replied, "it is more
salutary than the church, and more restraining than the state."
"Now, Mr. Davis," said thy questioner, "I can't understand
why you should say so, when it is well known that you teach the
doctrine of free-love.''
" Did you ever hear me teach that doctrine ?" I asked.
"No.? sir,'' said be, "but the papers report you as advocating it."
"Newspapers are not always the Evangels of truth,'' I replied.
"The popular journalist is a chronicler of what he individually
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knows m;t.d thinks- a mere reflector of the surface facts and fancies of the ~ssing multitude-and can not therefore be counted
upon as more than partially correct in his statements."
"That's true, unquestionably,'' said he. "But if you do not
teach free-Jove, Mr. Davis, I'd like to knqw what :ron woul~ call
~t.'

"Since you ask me il). so kind a spirit, sir, I feel free to tell you.
The Harmonia! doctrines of marrU!ge, which I uncompromisingly
advocate by lip and life, are these : That all the treasures of one
heart's boundless love belong to some other one heart which is
equally opulent. It is an immutable law that, when two hearts
feel truly M.d wisely drawn into one embrace, the parties thus
united possess the power to render their union either transient or
permanent."
"What I Do you mean, Mr. Davis, that two human s.oul~ can
build up or demolish for ever a marriage which is at first agreeable to both parties?"
"I do,'' said I. "At evening':; dewy hour, 'when gentle hearts
to tenderest thoughts inciine,' two youthful natures may mutually
breathe declarations of affection's rich excesli-- each beipg the
beautiful translator of the other's purest heart-and form a union
which seems the acme of their dearest hopes;
. but, when the gray
and chilly twilight of a wornout honeymoon creep~ upon the leg~
ly married pair, they may be lovers no longer, nor civil fz;ie:nds,
but positive enemies of each other's purity and happiness."
"True, Mr. Davis," interposed the listel).er. ''But what's your
remedy? Don't you teach that such better liyc together withou,t
getting married, apd separate wlJ.en they g.et into a qnar:r.el ?"
~·No, sir,'' said I. "On the contrary; I · teach that true marriage iR the consecration of .one man to one woman ; that there
should be no fa.ui:iliarity between the sexes, .other .than friendship~a
greetings, unless two hearts are tJius reciprocally consecrated;
and tlten not, until they have .openly avowed, in the presence of
witnesses, their voluntary conjugal relation."
/

-
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"But, Mr. Davis, let me suppose a case: here's a woman )Vho
has· a good husband as the world goes, yet she does not love him,
and -can not-now, what do you say?"
"Under such circumstances," said I, "the husband has no right
(in the sight of heaven) to insist upon his legal privileges. If he
does, it will require long years of self-appointed work in the moral
penitentiary, to expiate and efface his spiritual sin. 'l'he twain
should live in the divine relation of brother and sister. Thus,
also, should they live in reference to every other human being."
"But," asked the gentleman, "suppose one of the parties has
conceived a conjugal love for another person- what then?"
"If they have a familx:/' "Said I, "wisdom might prescribe the
continuance of the fraternal relation, for the children's sake.''
" But suppose the husband will not consent to maintain the
purity of that fraternal relation; ana suppose the children suffer
'u nder the influence of domestic discord; and suppose the wife
and ,mother finds her health failing daily-what then?"
" Then," said I, " wisdom would prescribe immediate and unconditional divorcement.''
"Now, Mr. Davis, let me put the question in another shape:
suppose there are no children ; and suppose th~ husband and wife
both honorably consent to live in the chastity of the fraternal relation ; but suppose one or the other loves somebody else- what
then?"
" In such a case," I answered, " the parties should candidly
consider and carefully decide as to what course would best secure
their mutual happiness and the. good of the world. Be the cir-.· cumstances as they may, however, wisdom ever proclaims one
great consoling truth, viz., that ever11 innate desire will meet with
ultimate gratification. In other words, if your inmost soul longs
for a companion- yearns for a heart of pure love which earth
has thus far denied- wait, do not despair, but live a pure life;
for when the trial of death is o'er, and the Spirit-Home is reache~
you will surely meet with your eternal mate.''
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" But, 1\Ir. Davis, suppose I have an ardent, enthusiastic, san·
guine temperament?"
"Then your trial will be more severe," I answered, "and your
conquest all the more sublime."
" That's a rather difficult doctrine to practise,'' said the gentleman.
"But such is my philosophy," said I, "and such is my practice.
l\Iany delicate women and robust men have sought my opinion in
regard to their own domestic difficulties, and my answering words
have been such as these : 'You must await the developments of
the coming time. Perhaps your eye hath seen your true companion ; perhaps, not ; but the soul is no deceiver; it yearns for a
mate, and there is one who will satisfy those yearnings ; be patient, then ; keep your spirit .pure, and your body free from blem·
ish, to receive the sacred treasures of some eternal spirit."
"The report is, Mr. Davis," said the gentleman, "that yom
people follow the spirits on tlu1 marriage question."
"Perhaps there are some believers in Spiritual Intercourse who
have gone astray," I responded. " But' such have not taken l11e
Harmonia! Philosophy as their rule of faith and practice."
" Do you really believe in eternal unions ?'' asked the gentleman.
"Yes, from the bottom of my soul I do,'' said I. " When circling years have wrought infinite changes, when the deep seas· are
dry, when the great earth no longer produces, when all human
beings reside in higher worlds, when, in ilie far-off reahns of matter, new systems and universes shall roll into order and proportion- even then the truly married, knowing no indifference and
no decay, will love with ever-increasing tenderness and devotion.''
"Thank you, Mr. Davis, for this frank statement of your principles. You don't teach free-lave, sir-I see that. You put the
bars up very high, too high, for most mortals. My own opinion is, sir, that the moral tendency of your doctrine is in the
direction of more purity than people generally imagine.''
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For many weeks previous to my departure, and even while on
my journey, I was assailed by an extremely no>el experience.
The reader may be sufficiently sympathetic and imaginative to
realize the awkwardness of my position. I had freely expressed
my ideal of the true marriage- had frequently pictured the bliss
consequent upon a pure wnion of soul with soul- when, lo, much
tp my embarrassment, several gentle mindS' seemed to confound
my person with the principle !
:Fancy my surprise and mortification. It is true that I had not
steeled and panoplied myself with a cold exterior. Simply nrul
naturally I had, when solicited, spoken the truths I saw concerning conjugal science. Little diu I think, however, that any unmateU.' nature would fix upon me as the embod~ent of an ideal.
The :Magic Staff became necessary. Coldness, austerity, rebuff,
neglect- contrary to my every inclination- were summoned as
a body-guard. It seemed to me that the mistake was not only
pai,nful and dangerous, but singula:.:ly absurd also; as if a patient
had confounded the physician with his disease, or sought to swallow the bottle instead of the medicine. .And yet I could not
smile at the spontaneous expression of these divine and central
attractions. They indicated the existence of an ungratified need
in deeply-loving natures. Yet I could love but ONE, and, oh, how
did my soul rejoice to know that one to be a resident of earth!
Philosophy bad endorsed and es~ablished the primary tendency
of my attractions to· be unchangeably monogamic. And the
many delicate letters that came' to me from pure and affectionate
persons, whose lone hearts separately sought a conjugal refuge in
mine, taught me the necessity of soon fixing my own nuptial posi·
tion before the world.
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CHAPTER LXI.
SINGULAR VISITATIONS.

"A day, an hour of virtuQas'liberty
Is worth a whole eternity of bondage.''

fnE heavily-freighted train af three months have passed since
the conversation last recorded. The now uplifted curtain enables
the reader to look once again into the Reformer's Refuge at
Rochester, New York. In a coinfortably-warmed and -usefullyfurnished chamber, just above the sitting-room, yau may behold
the subject of this autobiography.
'Twas midwinter; the 25th of January, 1855. The serenelycold air, so full ()f electrical.frost, crackled like a silken robe.
Very keen and calm and still was the abounding atmosphere. It
glittered in the sunlight like an ether from the distillation of
diamonds. But sweetly through that quiet chamber breathed the
greetings af my revered Guide. 'Twas the voice of love I·
heard; to which my heart beat musieally. Illy well-known
guardian's affection was pure and unearthly-soft and f1"1lgrant
as blossoms•from the tree of Life-ever growing and flowering
in the spirit's garden.
" Kind Guide," said my soul, ".I have felt through the space
that there is a private work for me to do among Mary's rclatiYcs
in Orleans county."
"Ah, 'tis well!" he replied. "My mission this morning is to
strengthen thy purpose."
"My desire is," said I, "to visit her friends to-morrow. My
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next appointment to lecture gives me a leisure of two days and
nights."
•· Go, in propria persona,'' he replied. " You will touch and
break the chain that .hinds thirteen relatives into one obJection
against you as Mary's companion.''
" What can they object to ?" I asked. "Is she not a legally
free woman ? Is she not the owner of her own person ? Did
she not obtain her freedom independent of my counsel and influence?"
. " Human prejudice is powerful," replied the Guide. "But
God is Love, my son; are you not a child of God?"
" To that-divine Father I absolutely yield all that is immortal
in my _nature," I replied. " But tell me, can I overcome the
prejudices of her family?"
, "A battle between private pride and a law of justice must be
fought," said he firmly. "Are you not prepared to bear reproach,
.
and to conquer?"
" Good guardian Angel," said I, "the work ia a blessed one
and I will not wait or weary in it.''
Stillness was again there. The celestial visitor had withdrawn
from the earth's atmosphere. Therefore I was once .more at
liberty to mingle with the happy inmates of the Refuge.
'Twas just twenty-nine hours subsequent to the foregoing inter. view when, in accordance with my own intuitions of right and the
words of the affectionate Guide, I took my Magic Staff and the
six o'clock train for Holley• . The intense frigidity of the air had
given wal to another fiat of old Winter, now careering wildly
and playing fantMtically through the open fields, with such toys
as wind and hail and snow. "This is a singular njght;' said I
mentally, "to start on a mission so delicate. The prejudiced
family will_ surely be anything but pleasantly impressed with this
unceremonious intrusion.'' But onward rolled the loaded chariots,
and ere long I was standing upon the depot-platform at Holley.
Fortunately, while on my way from New England to Western
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New York, I had stopped at memorable Albany to introduce
myself to Mr. Charles M. Plumb, a literary assistant at the
legislature then in session, and to express my appreciation of
his honorable and prompt and fearless conduct in the aforesaid case of legal separation. During my brief stay, he kindly
and cordially asked, "If I wouldn't nave time to call upon
Mrs. Plumb, his wife, while on the road from Rochester to the
West?" . This little fragment of friendly courtesy, dear reader,
was the only rational verbal pretext I had for this visitation.
Thus armed·· and equipped, away I went to the hotel, engaged a
room for the night, supped upon a few moutLfuls of bread and
honey, and then, after several inquiries, reached the habitation of
Mr. Chancey Robinson, upon the hill.
Fancy my pe!'sonal appearance, dear reader, just before I
knocked at the stranger's. door. 1\Iy drab over-coat, sav~ its
length, W:J.S of the Horace Greeley patte~; my large blanketshawl, save its disposal about m! person, was of the latest Broadway fashion ; my low-crowned and broad-brimmed hat, save its
impious flexibility, was of the George Fox school; my black
hair and full beard, save the regularity of their adjustment, were
of the Italian banditti cut; lastly, being well-nigh covered with
the fast-falling snow, and a stranger coming like a thief in the
night, it was not to be wondered at if the Robinson family did
look upon and treat me with marked reservation. What a singular visitation! What a presentation to. one's future friends-inspirit and relatives-in-law ! Was it not ra9hness to accept a work
so delicate and unexplainable ?
Being admitted, I asked: '' Do the parents of Mrs. Plumb
r03ide in this house ?''
There was an air of home-comfort about the room ; in which
were a young woman, a young man, and a neighbor. The young
woman, whom I afterward. learned was a recently-married daughter, replied: "Yes, sir"-but her manner said: "I wish you
would n't ask me another question."
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1n a few minutes, however, the clouas of disoomposui·e and
timidity begau to float off. Piesently, too, the father came in
from his supper; and, discharging at me a volley of slmrp, in~
quisitive looks, be asked: "Who are you?"
":1\iy name is Davis," I replicd_;_leaving a broad margin fm
the imagination of each to adc1 any Oltristian prefix that woulci
sound ~osi agreeable. "Having seen Mr. Plumb at Albany;' I
continued, "with who!D i was well pleased, I have -promised
myselt the adC:itiona] pleasure of forining_the acqna:intance of
Mrs. Plumb ~i.iso, ill accordance with his po'lite request."
At a glance i saw that the father, though physically below the
six-foot mark, was consit~erabiy taUer than most people in mentality. There was a sharp point in the expression of his eye, too,
and a rifle-crack in his firm speech, with which I was exceedingly
well impressed. Feeling that Such a man must have something
reformatory in hiin, I inquired: "What's the news iii the Temperance line through this region?"
"Hard work!'' said he quickly and determinedly. "We'll
fetch 'em though.''
" Do the -people favor reform in this community ?" I asked.
With a firni, self-reliant, half-defiant air, he replied : " Can't do
much with folks who live on Rum, Ignorance, and Tobacco."
By this time the matronly wife appeared, dressed for the street,
whereupon the man of principle said: "You must excuse us.
The family's going to a speaking exhibition at the academy.
The hour's arrived. I must go now."
Having no disposition to spend the evening otherwise, I uked
permission to accompany the mother, to which she very amiably
consented. But being unaccustomed to gallantry, I somehow
caused the good woman to tumble out of the front gate into a
huge snow-bank. She was not hurt, however, and seemed to
enjoy the accident, as well as the ridiculous attempt we eacL
made to apologize to the other.
·
While at the academy I was much pleased with a student who
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delivered a memorized portion of General Warren's celebrated
speech. Toward the close of the well-conducted academical exerdses, the same young man, with considerable power of declamation, gave a short original address on "Past and Present;" and
after the entertainment was concluded, the talented scholar was
introduced to me as " Charles J. Robinson." From him, then, I
obtained information that Mrs. Plumb, whom he called "Zilpha,"
was some four miles in t~e country, spending a short time with a
married sister whom he called Mrs. PettengilL At my request,
he promised to pilot me thither on the subsequent morning.
True to his word the young brother called at the hoteL The
obliging landlord provided the horse and cutter for a reasonable
"consideration ;" and, cuddled down 'neath the buffalo robe, away
we sped through the driving storm.
'Twas difficult to draw Charlie into conversation. At length,
however, notwithstanding the increasing inclemency of the weather,
he became moderately familiar and talkative. But the intention
of my visit-in such a storm and at such a time-was to him as
yet an unsolved riddle. In truth, I could not myself foresee what
was to come of it. One thing I did know : that the" object received the entire justification of my conscience-for I was on a
mission of peace and good-will to the family of her whom my
heart designated as its conjugal companion. How her friends
could have become particularly prejudiced against me, was un
unexplained query ; yet, distinctly as my face felt the smiting
snow, so definitely did my soul realize that so'fll£thing was going
wrong in the distance. To the intrusion of this feeling, the buffalo
robe and the driving storm were no impediments.
At Charlie's suggestion, we halted and talked an hour at the
house of Mr. Colby Dibble; next, a dinner was cheerfully served
up at the residence of Joseph Pratt, Esquire; l!!,stly, we arrived
at the home of Mr. D. N. Pettengill, in the retired village of
Clarendon. The yet reserved Charlie entered in advance and
introduce<l me to his " sister Eliza."
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The moment she caught the sound of my Christian name, "
rebellious expression gathered upon her naturally fine face, and
there was an indignation meeting instantly called among the mental
forces. The ample stq.ve shed its heat in abundance, and directly
the snow on our garments began to melt. "I'll take off my overcoat, Eliza," said Charlie. "It's too thick for this hot room."
"Yes, Charlie, do," she kindly replied. " I'll hang up yout·
coat."
The emphasis of her voice on the word " your," gave me to
understand that ''my'' coat wouldn't be suspended if I did take it
off. And sure enough, after Charlie's over-garment was disposed
of in a sisterly manner, she seated herself with a dignity at once
resolute and beautiful.
"1\fy coat is also too warm for this heated room," I remarked,
'so I'll just put it aside.''
" Do as you like, sir,'' replied she with a look of forced severity.
But as she granted me the liberty, I removed the garb in question, and re-seated myself for further developments. Presently
·1\frs, Plumb entered with her sister's joyous child1·en, and I was
greeteCl with sincere cordiality. Zilpha, instantly reading the
import of Eliza's countenance, apologetically remarked: "My
sister is no believer in spiritualism, Mr. Davis.''
"I can sympathize with her,'' said I soothingly, "for I was io
the same state of mind about ten.years ago.''
At this, Eliza bore her fine form yet more proudly, touched her
gold-framed glasses, (for like myself she was near-sighted,) and
said: "That's not my trouble, sir.''
At length I began to fear that my present visit would result in
but little benefit, and therefore remarked: "This evening I must
be in Rochester-so, Charlie, please get the horse and we'll return
to Holley."
"I wish Mr. Davis to remain," said Eliza with much determiIJation. " There are some questions I wish to ask him, then be
~an go as soon as he likes.''
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Her prompt speech aroused my hopes of doing some good. "Any
woman," thought I, "who is capable of manifesting that amount of
frankness and decision, is also capable of being a lasting and valuable friend. Her utter freedom from hypocrisy is admirable ; and
when her soul becomes fully alive to the principle of Justice, none
can be more firmly its advocate. She has evidently much prejudice against me, but when she knows the whole truth in regard to
this matter, that prejudice will vanish like the morning dew.
Hence I am very thankful for this interview."
At this moment a gentleman entered to whom I was forthwith
introduced, and from whom I felt the emanation of a hostile sphere.
The group present seemed at once to ;a:esolve themselyes involuntarily into a sort of domestic jury, I became the witness on the
.stand, and the newly-arrived brother, the prosecuting attorney.
A fire was kindled in the parlor, the gleeful children were e:r.cluded, while we "of a largel' growth" assembled there.
"Mr. Davis !" said the brother, "I'm gJad you're here, sir."
" So am I," was my response.
"I've read some of your works, sir,'' said he, "and I find they
tend to infidelity and the destruction of all our institutions."
" Do my works tend to destroy good institutions ?" I asked.
Unheeding my direct question, he proceeded: '"Your doctrines
go against the sabbath-and-what is worse, sir....:..thcy break
up f~y ties-uproot marriage relations-and, sir, you must
know that your doctrines are immoral and dangerous."
"Will you tell me what books of mine you have read?" I
asked. " For myself I am not acquainted with any volume of
mine that teaches such doctrines.''
"Oh, I hav'n't read much more than a few extracts in the.
Tribune some years since. But the general drift of your writings
is plain enough to be seen."
"Do you denounce upon so litttle evidence?" I asked.
" We might as well come to the important p¢nt,'' :q!'l re:plie~.
" That is this : tb,~ news got here y11sterday that y~u ~et our
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sister, 1\Irs. Love, in Rochester last winter, and that you then
influenced her to tejnct her husband and take you instead. The
report is, thut 'the spirits' told you to do this, and that she was
induced to believe it.,
" That's a very iidieulous ahd utterly false report," said I.
":My friends who know me are aware that I never follow the
dictutn of ·spiHts either on earth or in heaven. But suggestions I
am ever ready to receive from any one."
" Please answer me the plain question; l\Ir. Davis;" said he:
"Did you, or did you not, tell our sister that she was your spiriwal
affinity?"
The lawyer-like directness of his question was rather amusing;
but, in all sin!!erity I replied: "No sir. Not even at this datefour months after the divorce~have I informed her ·of my inten.
tion, which is, sir, to honorably ask her to become my companion.
But of tllls intention she is more ignorant than you. I have
now told you th?-t which she will know for tke first tt'me when I
write her an epistolary history of this memorable interview.''
Now there ~as silence in the room for the space of half a
minute. Then, addressing myself to the dignified and reserved
Eliza, I said: " Please put your questions now, for I must soon
depart!'
"No, sir," she replied with a more subdued tone. "Nathan
has askell what I wish to know.''
Charlie and Zilpba, during all this time, looked mortified and
indignant, while another sister, Minerva, and the merchant, Mr.
Pettengill, who had been silent listencrs, -seemed to occupy neutral ~ound. My soul _could not blame the prejudiced relatives,
howe1;cr, because I fully appreciated the origin of their appatling
apprehensions. It appeared that their sister, :1\-Iary, had procured
a divorce without the knowledge of her family; also, that no relative, save Mr. and Mrs, Plumb, was informed, even after the
llivorpe, of llH the private re.aspps which, during years of silent
suffering, had been paving the way to l.hls legal separation. Of
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cotirse the family pride was roused and concentrated-the dread
of heing persccut,e d by professional tattlers, and identified with
what an undeveloped generation calls "the disgrace of divorce"this pride, much stronger than the holy principle of justice, originated their mutual distress ; and the fear that she would bring
still greater reproach on herself and them, by futming another
marriage-union, strengthened their impatient bppesition. - Of all
this I wouid make no_ record were it not fu illustrate two f~etS
first, that " nothing is easier than to be mistaken ;" second, that
this generation consents to cover up and conceal vice, by legal and
popular_ liveries.
"Thank you, Mr. Dsvis," said the now composed brother;
"you have frankly answered my questions, sii-;ilnd I trust the
future will bring everjthiitg straight."
The afFectionate and noble-minded Zilpha, who had been a sort
of'guardian angel to Mary during all her severest triaLs, now expressed a hope that our next meeting would be_ mtder circumstances more fuvorable to friendship. She had; during the intefview, testified directly and positively that·! had nothing to do with
causing the separation, but, on the contrary, having lived in Marfs
family for years, she knew that the desire for a divorce took root
in the heart of both her husband and herself, long before either of
th{jin had met with me.
On the road t? Holley, Charlie mai~tained a gloomy silence,
with an occasional expression of regret at what had that day
transpired.
'Twas almost night when we reached the hotel. Before taking
the cars I repaired to the pleasant dwelling on the hill for another
interview. It required but little discernment to discover that
some members of this family were more or less affected with
evangelical theology. It seemed to me that the parents had imbibed rather too ·much from the turbid channels of ·Baptist orthO"
doxy. There w~s, nevertheles~, much sturdy intelligence in thw
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domestic group-sufficient, i thought, to insure an ultimate rescue from the entanglements of documentary religion,
A fire was · kindled in the parlor-stove, and the parents invited
me into the retired apartment; when the out-spoken father said:
" Well, if you want anything o' me, say it."
"I am here to inform you," I replied, " that your daughter
Mary may become my-"
" Can't listen to any such talk as that, sir !"
" Let the gentleman say what he wants to," interposed the considerate mother.
" Well, go on."
"As I was saying," I continued, leaning upon the Magic .Staff,
" she may become my wife.''
On hearing this the keen-eyed and resolute gentleman squared
himself in his chair, and, with a remarkable perpendicularity of
deportment, said : " l\Iy daughter Mary, sir, has a first-rate education. She's
qualified to teach in any public institution. Her relatives are
many, intelligent, and respectable. The first we knew of her
domestic difficulty was after she came home a divorced woman."
"Don't speak quite so loud, Mr. Robinson," said his motherlylooking companion.
"Well, sir," he continued, with a lower voice but m,ore positive
manner, "I've advised her to keep single ; not get married into
another trouble. I won't give my consent to her marrying any
one under several yea~.·s-and you, NEVER!''
To this my reply was : " I think you do not consider that your
daughter is at liberty to dispose of her own affections.''
"My daughter, sir," said he, yet more sternly, "has made
shipwreck of religion and shipwreck of marriage. What she's
coming to, I don't know." He now arose from his chair, and,
planting himself like an indomitable captain of the Invincible Armada, thus proceeded : "No, sir! she's got my advice, and so
have you. 'Twould be the destruction of both, and all concerned.
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No matter how correct her course has been, if she marries you
people will say that her purposes were wrong, and you can't make
t~em believe otherwise_. No, sir! ·I'll never consent to it-NEVER!" With the ejection of the 'last word his hand shot suddenly
up, as if to convince me that I was "blown sky-high."
" Mr. Robinson," I quietly responded, ''your feelings of fatherly solicitude are all very natural and admirable. But in this proposed relation there is nothing wrong. Truth and justice are, with
us. Hence the speech of the world is as nothing. Your da~ghter
.. has procured· her legal liberty without your aid or mine ; and I
have a firm belief, sir, that she is e!lually capable of deciding this
question. But you will not doubt the honorable nature of my
intentions, at least, when I inform you that I am imparting to you
and your family this knowledge of my choice, even before acquainting her with the same fact. I have not yet asked her to
become my wife; but when again I shall write to her, she will
doubtless learn of my honest wishes."
He gave me a q~ick, surpris~ glance as I concluded, and then
said: "Well, if it's gone no further tluin that, I'll write to her. I
believe I can break it all up."
The half-indignant father now left ,the room. But the lingering
mother, with gentle tones of admonition, said: "I'm afraid the
people won't understand it. Mary is one of my best children.
She has a very good disposition-steady, home-like-and she
never made any trouble."
" Your daughter's private history is familiar to me, l\Irs. Robinson," said I. "Your praises are all deserved."
" And then," she continued with beautiful tenderness, "there's
her two dear little c\lildren. What'll become of them I don't
know. Mary says the understanding is that she can have them
part of the time. But they are to live with their father, and l1e
l .....s no home for them yet."
"Rest assured," I replied, "tliat your daughter's best interests,
and the happiness of her darling children~ shall never be impaired
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by my influence." So saying I hastened to the dep&t, and soon
embarked for Rochester.
On the following morning. I. was visited, at the Reformer's
Refuge by a medium, who asked: " Do you think it right for me
ever to act contrary to the directions of spirits?"
"Certainly," said I; "whenever reason and conscience tell you
to."
"But can not spirits give us .light in advance of our own judgment?" he asked.
"Not as a gerieral principle," I replied. " Spirits are eternally
human beings. To believe that spiri~ can overstep the essential
boundaries of human Intuition, and impart knowledge sitperiot to
what men can obtain by large talent and large ihdnstrj, is equivalent to a repudiation of the fundamental laws of all development."
"Why, what's the u~e of spiritualism, then?" he exclai.ined.
"Spiritualism is useful as a living demonstration of a futurt,
existence. It· abundantly proves this; but nothing else with cer
tainty."
"Why, Mr. l:>avis, you astonish me !" exclaimed the gentleman,
"Don't you follow the advice of spirits?''
"Yei!, when I can do so ·in harmony with my own Intuitions.
Spirits have aided me many times ; but they do not control either
my person or my reason."
"Then you do acknowledge that spirits can help OS 1" said he!
somewhat comforted.
"Yes," I answered; "with gratitude I acknowledge that
spirits can and do perform ki1tdlj; offices for those on earth. I
would not discourage any fdend from obtalning all the benefit he
reasonably can through the aid of spiritual beings. But this benefit can 'be secured only on the condition that we allow them to
bf!come our -teachers, not our masters; that we accept them as
companions, not as gods to be worshipped."
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CHAPTER LXII.
THE CONJUGAL MA.lUUAGE.

· No more alone throngh tlie world's wilderness,
Al,lhougb I trod the paths .o f high iatent,
I journeyed now: no more ~ompaniollless.''

• 1iiE n~xt scene opens in another ~filge for Retbnilers. 'Twas
located in Harveysburgb, Ohio, and was hallowed by its intelligent proprietors• . Earnest and truthful and loving were Valentine
and Jane Nicholson and their family of four daughters. The
time was Febriiary 12, 1855; some three weeks after my visit
at Holtey. In her journeyings through souiher~~io, for purposes of lectUring, }fary had reached Brother V ale~~·s home.
On the vety eve .of my arrival, as ·good luck would have it, she
had an appointment to lecture. To that discourse I listened with
critical attention. Her subject was "Temperance ;" a common
theme treated with uncommon skill. Her thoughts and illustrations were orderly, logical, beautiful, truthful, and broad ; while
the ton~s of her voice were firm, far-reaching, humane, and capable of true eloquence. I saw that her nature was at home in the
broad fields of Reform. The reader may imagine my happiness
ort finding such a co-worker. All my visions of her endo.wmcrtts were fully confirmed. Of her personal appearance I need
say r:othiilg; as the artist has pictured that in the fore part of this
volume.
Returning to the Reformer's Refuge, l said : "Mary; this visit
is necessary for you to become acquainted with me. Personally,
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~ are almost total strangers to each other. And yet '!IOU are no
stranger to my spirit, for I have seen you through the distance
many times.''
"A long way have you journeyed Brother Jackson," she soothingly replied. "Many hours of weary toil have you undergone.
How grateful must be a season of rest to such as you !"
During my visit at this fraternal abode I several times assured
Mary that I had no claim upon her affections ; that she was at
liberty to decide against my proposition of conjugal union ; that
my life was one unbroken battle with ignorance ana wrongs and
sufferings of every shade and magnitude ; and that, should she
consent to become my companion, her relatives would frown upon
ua and the world also for a time.
"Marriage is too sacred a relation to be thoughtlessly formed,"
said I. " Therefore, Mary, before you decide,-ask yourself th~
one question : ' Can I, z'n obedience to m'!l highest attractions and
noblest impu!ses and pu1·est aspiratz'ons, '!lield t~ Jackson all 1TII9
affections and confidence for ever 1' I would have you compare
me with all others you have seen ; and then, in the retirement of
self-questioning, come to a true conclusion. You see, my dear
Mary, how tender my soul is of your personal, spiritual,', and
social liberty. How painful, how unutterably and insupportably
dreadful, would lie a second bondage~ If it be possible that any
other spirit can exert a more attractive and satisfying influence
upon you than does my own, then should you cling to that other
spirit and return to me no more. The thought is painful-very
chil~ing to the sphit's life-currents- but we will obey the v~ice
of Wisdom.''
Thus di.d we convet·se long and earnestly upon the beautiful
philosophy of the true marriage; and, just before I . departed for
Clevel&nd, my :Mary said : " Should the time ever come when I
can be a co-worker with '!lou, in the h<;>ly mission of redeeming
the world from its ignorance and sufferings, then will my soul be
happy and very grateful.''
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"But, Mary," said I, "do you not fear that your peace might
be disturbed by thP. prejudices and misrepresentations which our
union would elicit ?"
"Jackson," said she with an earnest, honest emphasis, "I feel
that no reproach W.luld be too hitter for me to hear, no sufferings
too great to meet, no labors too severe to pmform, if I can but he
sure that you are my soul's companion."
"Mary," said I, "you may become my eternal mate, by so
desiring and so liYing through all the years of this life."
And she assured me that such was her soul's central desire and
thus would she live-wholly consecrated to my spirit, and thereby
to the vast brotherhood of humanity. This was the pledge of
that holy union to which my Guide referred on the summit of
Mount Beauty. A perceptible chain of spiritual providenees had
extended from my earliest recollections to this moment, but the
perfect consecration of this one beloved heart to me and my work
was the brightest of all the links c<>mposing it. Therefore I
departed, to· meet my appointments in Ohio and Michigan, with
my spirit full of elevated joy.
On the 15th of May, 1855-three months after the visit just
chronicled-! anived at the rural residence of Joseph Pratt, Esq.,
in Clarendon, Orleans county. In accordance with the laws of
the state of New York, and in harmony also with our mutual
perceptions and teachings, Mary and I did openly avow our union
in the presence of sixteen friendly witnesses. The intelligent
pt:oprietor of the residence, (Mary's brother-in-law,) being a Magistrate, ably conducted the ceremony and placed in my hand his
legal certificate.
Previous to this event, I had forwarded a kindly letter of invitation to her parents at Holley. But they did not appear. In
fact, several members of her troubled family kept at a "respectable distance"-tbereby acknowledging that, for the time being,
one. question was uppermost : "What will the people say?''
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At the conclusion of the brief ceremony, feeling that our true
position WII.S not yet full)' understood, I said:" FRIENDS : To-day your sister Mary, now my companion, will
depart for the city of New York. Feeling that you are acquainted
with the steps, just and honorabl-e, which have "led to this alliance
-also that you appreciate the tlosition of the other party, and
the total falsity of several newspaper articles in· this region-!
will utter no words of explanation or comment on these topics.
'Tis of other matters, of vital interest, that I wish to speak.
" Mary's children, 11.8 you are aware, were claimed a few days
since by their legai protector, and departed from her presence.
She bade them farewell, not willingly, but in obedience to StatuteLaw. The tyrannical la"'s of the state of New York-which
were instituted by men for men-wrest from the mother the
right to her own children. These man-made laws patronizingly
provide for such dependents as women,.infants, apprentices, and
idiots ; and, politically speaking, all such are considered possessed
of "equal rights"-viz.: to obey the fiat of legislative enactments,
and to keep away from the ballot-box. Under these circumstances many women would decide to endure every hardship that
a false marriage could impose, rather than seek a legal separation
which must inevitably deprive them of their cherished offspring.
Mary would no doubt have yielded to a similar attraction, had she
not felt entire confidence in the honor and generosity of her
children's father, and in his assurance that she might freely see
and express her love for them during all the future years.
It seems to me, however, that a mother's love is but one sixth
of a true woman's heart; and the proportion of time necessary to
bring up a family is but a fourth of a woman's proper lifetime.
Tierefore, when a mother sinks herself in the depths of a repulsive a11d impure union for her children's sake, she is very liable
not only to see her offspring ruined by the moral poison of domestic discord, but to become herself a blighted, useless being. If
Mary, then, believes that, while she is no less tender and regardful of her own darlings, her public teachings may eventually benefit the children of a thousand p_!l.rents, is she not choosing the
wiser and better part? The empty question of ' Reputation' we
will resign to the future."
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Pour months rapidly rolled into the retjlrnless Past. But
the family changes and reconciliations wrought out during that
brief period were many and welcome. Mary's 'Qold and. wor~hy father had written me a.n invitation, "short anil sweet," to
}>ring my " wife" apd visit the f.1mily. .Accordingly we arrived
ut the Holley-home on th.;~ 11th of 8cp~.J;rubcr, 1855; and, by a few
honest words of retrospective impmt, gri1n-visagcd Prejudice was
driven from the parental habitation! Next day, Mary and I and
two others rode over to Barre on a brief visit to her children,
af the residence of t4eir grandparents. The embarrassment and
irritation consequent upon our unexpected call, were painful to all
save the possessor of the Magic Staff. But Mary's heart was
grateful for a sight of tl£ pets, who were healthy and contented.
During the succeeding week we were kin:dly wel'comed to the
thriving homes of all the resident relatives; and, in the whole
circle, none treated us with more delicate and loving cordialitr
than sister Eliza.
"
We will now glide over a few months more, and take an observation of the world's ways to us. Ever and anon letters from unknown correspondents would arrive freighted with inquiries concerning the facts ~four marriage. Many such questions I had not
. time to answer,.but have done so in this autobiography. Of course,
I was never astonished nor annoyed; because, long before, the
plain shadows of these events were cast upon my vision. But:._
'' What can I do," was my query, "for the disturbed faith and
friendship of our distant friends?" The answer was : " Publish
the facts." This was a most unwelcome task ; but I have nearly
completed it. One day I received a paper containing the following, said to have been concocted by some religious persons in
Dundee, New York:

" Resolved, !J:'hat Spiritualism .•• removes the barriers to licentiousness and vice, as exemplified in the conduct of Andrew Jackson Davis, who is now living an adulterous Z.ife in .the ci'1; of
Brooklyn with the wife of Mr. Love of Buffalo."
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The appearance of the foregoing "pious fraud" made me realize
how cm:y it is for the unscrupulous to circulate a falsehood against
some reformer whose doctrines they may dislike. But I received
a letter from Buffalo not long after which revealed to me the fact
that this absurd char{;C ciJuld be apparently proved against me and
mine, by rc-5·::-encc to th~ recc:.-d of a legal decision by the Supreme
Cour·t of Erie county. The ictter was as follows : A. J. DAVIS :-SIR: I want to write you, and I will tell you
why. I have just seen a decree of the court in Eric ~ounty, granting Mr. S. G. Love a divorce on positive te~timony. I quote from
the decree-" that the defendant is now and has ·been for some
time living in op~n adultery with the said A. J. Davis, and that
the said defendant Mary F. Love now calls herself Mary F.
Davis'' ••••• and, sir, the decree of the court further is-"that
it shall be lawful for the said plaintiff to man:y again as if the defendant was actually dead; but it shall not be lawful for the said
defendant to marcy again until the said plaintiff is actually dead."
This letter shocked and saddened us, but its contents were neither surprising nor mysterious. Several months previous to its
date, we had received a communication from Mr. Love, which
·· was as follows :BuFFALO, Februargl6, 1856.

MY DEAR MARY: Having lately seen several articles in the
papers on the subject of Divorces, I took counsel in regard to my
own ctmdition. I find that, never having been a resident of the
state of Indiana, I am not necessarily free by the conditions of
the Divorce granted on your behalf, ;while I remain a citizen of
this state. At least, trouble might arise in regard to it.
Have you objections to my obtaining a divorce from you in this
state ? Without opposition, it can be accomplished very quietly.
It will be obtained solely for the purpose of avoiding the possibility of trouble to all parties concerned, hereafter. An early
reply will be very acceptable.
A letter from the children~ a day or two since, reports them
quite well and happy. Hastily, but very truly,
S. G. --:-Mary was prompt in her reply, assuring him that we felt not
the least objection to the divorce proposed, especially if there was
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any danger of trouble without one; Accordingly, when the summons was served upon her to appear against him, she received it
and offered no resistance either then or ever afterward. In fact,
she rejoiced at the thought of. removing every impediment to her
friend's personal happiness. Giving the subject no further attention, we were proceeding with our public teachings through eastern cities, when the letter already chronicled came freighted with
the unwelcome tidings of the barbarous scandal which had been
legalized and perpetuated by the Supreme Court of Erie county.
At first blush, one might be inclined to blame the originator of
thiB divorce, for obtaining his bill by intentionally concealing the
priority of Mary's liberation granted in Indiana. But we, on the
contrary, attach no blame to any person: Mr. Love was compelled to do as he did by the absurd and inhuman laws of the
Empire State; which laws demand an allegation of the commission of the most detestable of crimes, as the only ground of release from an unhallowed union. What is this but a guaranty to
vice- an incentive to practices the most revolting ?
But, notwithstanding that I had no thought of censure, still this
act of legal illegality forced me, contrary to my every innate inclination, to take a positive stand on the plane of self-justice. I
felt that the prospective influence of this false record must be neutralized;· not for my sake nor Mary's, but for that of the Harmonia! Philosophy-not for any present personal benefit, but for the
future good of the world. Therefore, to prevent a deep and lasting injury which might e'l"entually accrue to the cause of Human
Progress by the existence of this glaring but uncontradicted slander, I caused a certified copy of 1\fary's previous divorce decree to
be recorded in the Erie county clerk's office, on the 6th of April,
1857. The poison and its antidote are thus inseparablyassociated.
But be it remembered that such laws as rendered this measure
necessary, can not but be an everlasting shame to the legislature
of any ;tate or country.
But like every other valley cloud thiB also had "a silver lining."
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Our souls were made happy by learning that, shm;tly suhsequent
to this legal release of our "friend ancl brother," he, con5ummated
the true conjugal relation which his deeper nature had so long and
steadily &esired. Thus the chil.dren find a safe refuge in the
bosom of affection, and are blessed with wise and careful guidance
in th~ path of development. Of this we have abundant assurance,
through a 11oble, beautiful letter recently received from theh·
father's refined and accomplished companion.
The last social act in this psychological drama is- now performed.
Most of the foregoing clouds passed while I was resting in the valley between Mount Beauty and Mount Aspiration. Mount Aspiration means a mental (or psychical) state, which enables the mind
and heart to make absolute and permanent PROGRESS. Even so
all the Mountains are symbols of mental states ; in which the soul
passes from one definite experienc.e t.o another. From the com!panding eminence of Aspiration l wrote the wisest of all my volumes, "The Penetralia." , Oh, that I could picture the glory of
those "Universal Harmonies" which -while on Jliount Aspiration-awakened and strengthened my entire existence!
Mount Harmony, with its overl)anging grandeur and stupendous
attractions, is.before me! And I know that my spirit, accompanied by its mate, will continue to climb. Already I can overhe.ar
certain holy words of harmonia] Love whispered to Mother-Nature
from the deep, deep Wisdom heart of Father-Gt>d. The silvery
tides of their indissoluble affection set musically throu~h my being. Amid eternal visions my silent soul is perpetually overflowing with reverent love and boundless liberty. But all mental
experiences, ~e Music and the Seasons, progress in ascending
circles. Thus the summit of Mount Harmony is but the base of
another mountain yet more distant and exalted.

THE END.
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