


THE LYCEUM BANNER.

A Premium for Every Subscriber!

The only means by which the circulation of any paper can
be extended is by individual effort. Could we leave for &
while toe management of trhe Lyceum Bannes« iN Other hands, |
we could soon double the pr sent humbel* of subscribers, |
Well knowinthhat th re are others equally intei ested, who |
need only to know that their efforts are appreciated to make |
the required effo-t, we off r the following Premiums, ihe'
articl-s offered are a-1 They are renres<.n ed, and well worth
the price at wnich they aie"entered.

For one d .liar and one year'y subscription, either of Mrs.
Greene’s Cottage Stories, a Child’s Drama, (‘abinet-dze Photo-
%(agh (s»lection from d scripiive list), or the Lyceum Song

ird.

For two do lars, a beautifully colored Photograph, cab’net
size (cho ce from descriptive*li t), either of Dic'dns’ Works

The plain and colored cabinet size photographs offered lor
one and two yearly subscriptions are called— Animated
Flowers, Golden Locks, Little Daisy, A Cold Morning,
Friendless, Hopes and Fears. The Little Treasure, The New
Boots; Blonde, Brown and Brunette; Stepping Slones,
Hap_p?{ Pair, The Faithful Watcher, Wal|ll’(ljg for Father,
Which is the Tallest? The Pond Lily, Dropped Stitches, etc.
_ For three dollais, a Cabinet-size Pnotograpn of Mamma is
in Heaven

For five dollars, Emerson’s Binder, Lvceum Banner size ;
a boxwood Flute, German silver key. ivor —tiEped, with box ; |
Stella Key, Planchette, or any one dollar book.

F<.r eight dollars, Robinson Crusoe, a handsomely bound |
volume of the Lyceum Banne-, a llarm-mi- a w-.rih two d liars, |
best make ; Mamma in Heaven, 11x11 inches price$i.50.

For ten dollars, a Gold Pen, holder and case ; Pocket Micro-
scope; Seers of the Ages, b)é J. M. Peebles, or any other two
dollar book ; ten copies of the Song Bird, or the new game ot
Ring Toss.

For tif een dollars, Holmes Sterescope (best made% and half'
a dozen views ; a boxwood D Flute, four German silver keys,
ivory tipped, with box, or fifteen Sung Birds.

F<r twenty dollars, five one-d<>llar books for library, fifteen
ManuaD, Prang’s Ch omo of Whittier's rarefoot Boy $5>, aj
(l:aqrr&panlon picture of same size and price, or twenty Song |

irdr.

For twenty-five dollars, a rosewood Accordeon, ten keys,
double row. price $8. or a Guitar w.th p-iteut head, same price.
or twenty five Song Birds.

For thirty dollars, a Music Box, two airs, with sculptured!
case, $lv.

For forty dollars, a Piano Stool, iron frame, finely uphol-
stered—$10, or for y Song Birds.

For fifty dolla s, Webster’s Dictiona’y, 3,000 illustrations;
the celebrated chromo oleograph of “ Mamma iu Heaven,” a
splendidJ)icture for the parlor or Lyceum llall—$15, or fifty
Song Birds.

For sixty dollars, a -ilver hunting-case Watch ; a splendi-11
Snare Drum, brass hoops, PrUesian model, with sticks, or
sixty S--ng Birds.

For seventy-five dollars, Libraiy Bocks to the amount of
$18, forty-five abridg “d or twenty-five unabridged Manuals,'
or sevnty-five Song Birds.

Ki one h ndred dolla-s, a Violin (genuine Glass make"
with jow and case—3$25; a rosewood Guitar, fanc\ inlaid and
paatul head, with case, ‘same price, one hundred Song

Birds; or a Grover & Baker’s Sewing NPachine, price $60. We
offer Lhis as a premum in preference to aDy other, because we
consider it the best machine manufactured. Besides this
Company make both the celebrated double lock elastic stitch
and tne shuttle or K ck stitub, giving parties the privilege of
testing both without prejudice, and selecting as they think
best f -r their Interests.

For cne hundred and forty dollars, we will send one hun-
dred copies of the Lyceum Banner~ for one year, and one of
Estey’s five-octave Melodeons, in portable walnut case—
price $100.

For one hundred and seventy-five dollars we will send one
hundred and twenty-five copies of the Lyceum Banner and a
four-octave Estey Cottage Organ, two stops and double reeds,
worth $ 145.

BOOKS FOR SALE AT THIS OFFICE.

““Seers of the Ages,” by J. M. Peebles. Price, $2.00.
Postage, 32c.
“ Planchette ; or, The Despair of Science. Cloth, $1.25.

Paper, $1.0u.

“ Alice Vale," by Lois Waisbrooker, $1.25. Postage, 16c.

““The Question Settled,” by Moses Hull, $1.50. Post-
age, 20c.

““Love and Marriage,” by Moses Hull. Price, 10c. Post-
age, 2c.

Apocryphal New Testament, $1.25.

““A Kiss for A Blow; or, Stories lor Children,” By Hi
C. Wright. 63 cents.

““Arcana of Nature.” By Hudson Tuttle. In 2 vol/
$1.25 per vol. £

“A. B. C. of Life.” By A. B. Child, Aj. D. 25 cents.r

““Belter Views of Living.”

By A. B. Child. $1/
Postage, 12 cents. :

““Dawn.” $2.00. r fa
“ Disembodied Man.” $1.00,
“ Man and his Relations.” Brittan. 83.50. Postage, 40c.

“ Nature and Life.” By Robert Collier. $1.50.
Optimism; or, The Lesson of Ages.” By B. Blood. 75c.
“ Our Planet.” By Wm. Denton. $1.50. Postage, 20c-

Poems from the Inner Life.” By Miss Lizzie Doten.
$1.25. Postage, 16 cents.

“Physical Mau.” By Hudson Tuttle. $150.
«Soul of Things.” By Wm. Denton. $1.50.
s+ Spiritual Harp.” $2.00. Postage, 24 cents.
" Woman's Secret.* By Mrs. C. F. Corbin.

Works of A. J. Davis.

“ Arabnla.” $1.50.

“ Children’s Lyceum Manual ; Abridged Edition, 40 cts.
Unabridged, 70 cents.

“ Death and the Aftcr-T ife.” Paper, 35 cts., Cloeh, 60c.

“ Great Illarmoma,” in5volume. Vol. 1. The Physician
Vol. 2—The Teacher; Vol. 3.—The Seer; Vol. 4.—The
Reformer; Vol. 5.-The Thinker. $1.50 each.

“ Harbinger of Health.” $1.50.
“Harmouial Man.” 50 cents. Cloth, 75 cent>y-—i*****n
“ History and Philosophy of Evil.” 50 cents' Cloth, 75c.
““Magic Staff.” An Autobiography. $1.7'.

“ Morning Lectures.” $1.75.

“ Nature’s Divine Revelations.”
““Penetralia.” $1.75.

*“ Philosophy of Special Providences.”

$1.75.

$3.75.

20 cents.

$l“og’hilosophy of Spiritual-Intercourse.” G0 cts. Cloth.
“ Present Age and Inner Life.” $2.00.
“ Stella Key.” $1.00.
“ Memoranda.” $1.50.

*“ Tale of a Physician. $1.00. Postage, 16 cents.

Lyceum Song Bird. Chicago. Published hv Lou H.
Kimball, Lyceum BANNEROoffice. Price, $2.50p*er dozen:
$20 per hundred ; single copy. 25 cts.
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“ Things appear wrong to us because we see such a very little way, neither the begin.

NING NOR ENDING OF NATURES ORDER ”
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FBEEDOM.

BY MRS. JANE FROHOCK.

USAN and Martha were the kindest of sis-
ters and Rodney, their only brother, was
the pet of pets. Birds were tlieir
peculiar favorites.

Rodney believed that birds came straight from
heaven with the warm weather, and that when
their little ones were big enough, they flew back to
where God lets out the sunshine every morning.

One little robin had done much to create this
belief. By some means she had found out their
yearnings birdward, and every morning, just as
the sunshine glimmered down into the ravine
above the old mill, Mistress Robin was at their
door picking up the breakfast crumbs. Rodney
had watched her times out of mind, but could
never find out where she went. She had a way
of hopping back and forth, chirping at every hop
just as though there were no secrets in bird-life,
nothing but what every boy, good and bad, might
know ; flying round and round in larger and larger
circles until like, a sly diplomat as she was, off
on her own business and he never a whit the wiser
for all his watchings.

As to her whereabouts after her morning meals’
his sisters, although his elders, were as ignorant as
himself.

Their own, old fashioned two-storied home on
the hill top pictured against the sky like a martin
house ““of a larger growth,” was an airy, ample
nest for these three human birdlings.

But June had come with her roses, and every
breeze brought tidings of summer’s ceaseless acti-
vity. Insects were waltzing in mid air to their
own monotonous buzz, buzz, buzz bees were
humming in every flower; birds, chirping in
every bush and tree; from the farm yard and ad-
jacent pasture, the fowls, the sheep, and the cattle
were cackling, bleating, and lowing in chorus.

Everywhere life was at its flood, pouring fourth
its activities through air, earth, and water.

How could child-life remain pent up, be kept
silent?

The home nest was too limited. Nursery and
parlors, and in turn the garden and common were
like out-grown cages. They wanted more room, a
larger liberty. So one beautiful June morning,
just after one of Rodney’s fruitless watchings, their
mother gave them leave to go, but not without
many well-remembered restrictions; for, human
mothers, like mother birds, have a ceaseless care
of their . fledged brood.
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Then with lightsome hearts and nimble feet the
happy trio shouting back their merry good bye’s
sped down the hill side, down to the bridge, across
Graham Outlet, over it to the old mill beyond.

What a charming change! What an outlet to
the r pent up vitality overflowing at every avenue
like the old mill pond pouring its pent up waters
through the narrows.

How the current swells and rises like a thing of
life escaping bondage! How it beats the craggy
shores rushing past the opposing cliffs, around the.
loosened rocks, down over the dam, with never a
moment’s pause or thought of rest—on, and on
past the projecting ledges that more and more
compress its breadth until goaded to madness as
it were by spying camel bar right accross its path,
like an infuriated beast, it leaps the defiant barrier
and plunges headlong in the gorge leading to the
sea, the sea of a larger life.

Rodney and his sisters were making tlieir way
into a larger life, were taking a new, and never-
to-be-forgotten lesson.

Next the old mill must be explored.

Just as they reached the half fallen stub by the
mill door, Martha, coming up behind it, and Susan
with her right hand on her brother’s shoulder to
prevent his falling over the bank, Rodney spied
Mistress Robin in an old bat on the timbers above
the saw- gearings

“ See, see, Susan, see where Mistress Robin lives,
in Jack Bawdell’s old hat. What a funny heaven

Sure enough, it was the very robin that had eaten
his crumbs daily, yet persistently refused to take
him into her confidence. She knew them at once
and was now more than ready to tell them all
about her sly doings, for she was in great trouble
that was plain, and wanted help. Her blithesome
morning chirp had changed to a sad monotone,
and her agile bop to a pleading flutter.

First it was, “chirp, chirp, chirp,” looking
straight into their faces; then, “ chirp, chirp, "look-
ing down into the ravine. Then as if aware they
did not understand, she looked towards them with
another short,quick chirp as much as to 3ay, “look
where | look;” then hopping to the brim, and
stretching its neck to the utmost extent she
peered over with a prolonged, mournful chirp that
seemed to say ““look down there among the weeds
and stones.”

It is doubtful if men and women with their
instinctive natures all covered up if not wholly
smothered by the artificialities of life, would have
understood Mistress Robin’s language. But Mar-

tha’s quick eye and unperverted instinct took in
its full meaning at once.
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The sad, earnest tone spoke of a loss, the great-
est known in birddom, the loss of offspring ; the
pantomime told where they had disappeared.
Following that, Martha was at the bottom of the
bank in a moment, and sure enough there were
her three little birdlings huddled up together just
able to make a faint peep as she gathered them
into her apron.

High as it was, safe above the reach of cat or fox,
it was but a light job to restore them to their
nest.

Rodney held a short plank against the lower
gearing up which Susan climbed ; then holding
to a brace climbing to the beam above, she could
just reach the hat. Pulling it a little towards her
to make it more safe, she placed the birdies one
by one in the nest, Mistress Robin chirping her
heart felt thanks at the restoration ofeach. Their
“ peep, peep, peep,” growing fainter and fainter
as the mother gathered them under her warm
wings with a soothing twitter as much as to say»
“ there, there, go to sleep. Thank God and his
angel children, you are safe again,” was the last
their benefactors heard of them for a week.

One morning just as Rodney was shaking the
remains of his cookey from his napkin, Mistress
Robin and her little ones, now grown to birdhood,
came for their breakfast.

They had out-grown the old hat just as Jack
Bawdell had out-grown his position as chore boy
when the old -water mill gave place to the big
steam mill below the “ Narrows,” when the
old slough hat, not altogether useless as our story
proves, was replaced by a new stove pipe.

Their overflowing life needed more room just as
did Jack'sideas. He went away to college, they»
to another hemisphere, each to their lessons; he
to learn from books, arbitrarily, they, from God’s
own manuscript naturally.

Rodney’s experience at the mill completely upset
his theory with regard to the origin of birds,
but he still remains firm in the belief that they go
straight to heaven when they die, to a heaven
above the reach of cats. Old Tabby’s depreda-
tions among the wrens in his mother’s currant
bushes is ample proof to him that birds do die
eaving their bodies behind jnst as little Ralf, his
baby brother, left his when he went to heaven.
{* Sacred to the memory of Rarf’ is written in
stone at the head of his grave. What the wore
sacred, means to Rodney, we may never learn, but
since Ralf's burial no wren or other bird is Tabby
allowed to eat if he is present.

He often takes her by the ears, the naughty
jade, and points to a little cemetery enclosed with
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the tiniest pickets where, ranged side by side is a
+«0Ong line of little mounds each with its head and
pot stones, to mark the resting place of her inno-
cent victims.

But poor Tab is so depraved by the instincts of
lunger that she pays little heed to Rodney’s pre-
dictions that she can *“ never go to heaven.” Siill
he loves Tabby dearly, and often inquires ifitis
not just as wicked for his father to Kkill the darling
little lambs as it is for her to Kill the birds.

Like older and -wiser heads, Rodney is sorely
puzzled by the mysteries of nature.

“ Things appear -wrong to us because we see
such a very little way, neither the beginning or
or ending of nature’s order,” is his mother’s reply.
Faith in his mother makes him content with
the answer, and he goes to his play satisfied with-
out knowing. Boston Aug. 1869

The Editor.—The Editor is one of the happiest
animals in the known world. He can go to the
circus, afternoon and evening, and not pay a cent,
also to inquests and hangings. He has free tickets
to picnics and strawberry festivals, gets wedding
cake sent to him, and sometimes gets a licking, but
not often; he can take things back in the next
issue, and which he generally does. | never knew
only one editor to get licked. His paper busted
that day, and he could not take anything back.
While other folks have to go to bed early, the
editor sits up late at night and sees everything that
is going on. The boys think it a big thing to hang
out till ten o’clock. When I am a man | mean to
be an editor, so | can stay out nights. Then that
will be bully. The editor don’t have to saw wood
or do any chopping, except with his scissors. Rail-
roads get up excursions for them, knowing that if
they didn’t he'd make them git up and git In politics
he don’t care much who he goes for as long as
they are on his side. Ifthey ain’t he goes for them
any way, so it amounts to nearly the same thing.
There is a great many people trying to be editors
-who can’t, and some of them have been in the
profession for years. They can’t see it, though.
If | was asked ifl had rather have an education
or be a circus rider, | would say, let me go and be
an editor.

—*“I sells pepermints on Sunday,” remarked a
good old lady, who kept a candy shop, “because
they carries ’em to church and eats 'em and keeps
awake to hear the sermon; but if you wants com-
fits you must come -week days. They’r secular
commodities.”



22

“But | don’'t see what girls are made for, any |
how,” pursued he, nothing daunted by Emily’s
reproof.

Hope’s plump feet had been dancing for the last
minute, her little fists keeping time to the steps;
and as Dick uttered the last unwarrantable sen-
tence, she gave a loud scream of disapproval, and
refused to let Dick lift her from the rug

“ Go away now, Dick ; baby’s father is getting
tired, and wants no more noise. When you can
remember and be kind to Malvina and Hepsy you
can come and play with Hope again.”

The greatest trial of Henry’s and Emily’s life
was over; and now that they had passed through
it so well, and were so comfortable and happy,
they wondered that such a trifle should ever have
made them miserable. From hope’s lofty pinna-
cle they had become in less than two years town
paupers. Emily smiled through her tears as she
comforted her husband.

“The worst is over, Henry. | am sure we shall
be quite happy here this winter, and by spring
you will be well again, and we will go back to our
own little home. Keep up a good heart; it will
all be right at last, no'doubt. You remember Par-
son Ainsworth’s text when mother was buried—
fWhom the Lord lovetli he chasteneth.” It seemed
hard then, but | can see now that it was all for the
best. 1 am sure her heart would break had she
lived to see this day.”

Emily made a desperate effort to instill her own
religious faith into the doubting heart of her hus-
band.

Her zeal only produced the fever of despair,
and he replied: ““It is very well to trust in the
Lord after he has forsaken us for doing the best
we know. | don't see as trusting amounts to any
thing, any way, as long as men are so wicked, and
powerful] enough to upset all His plans for good.’

“Don't talk so, dear Henry. It is worse than
poverty to feel that your faith in the promises is
leaving you.”

Emily wept while Henry slept; not because
they were inmates of the almshouse, and all their
bright plans for the future blighted, but because
he had doubted the efficacy of trusting in the
promises of her Lord.

The tall, lazy, slow-ticking clock in the large
kitchen struck eight. The day’s work was fin-
ished, and the poor unfortunates had assembled to
have their daily gossip. Of course the conversa-
tion turned on the new comers; and Lydia Ste-
vens, true to her nature and humanity, became
the advocate of the young couple.
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“She was always a fine girl—Emily was. |
knew her when everybody was looking up to her
because her father was a rich man and lived in
grand style. | was there when the fuss was made
about Henry Puffer’s stealing the money. It was
a sorry day, | can tell you. Poor Mrs. Ray took
the apoplexy, and died right off. More’s the pity,
though pretty likely her time had come, for none
of us can go till then. But | always stood to it,
if she had lived she could have told where the
money went to. Mr. Ray came in with a great
bundle of bank bills, as big as my arm, and said
he, ‘ Here, mother, you take care of this while |
go out to show Squire Winn the corner-bound of
the Jones lot; and when he got back she had took
the apoplexy, and was too far gone to speak. All
the money was there except the five hundred dol-
lars he handed her first, that couldn’t be found
so Mr. Ray laid it to Henry Puffer, who had been
like an own son to him, taking it, and Henry, he
couldn’t stand being called a thief, and so he went
off. Emily, poor thing, twixt burying her mother,
Henry's going off, and her father’s rage, had a
sorry time of it.”

Uncle Foster sat bolstered up in a big arm-chair,
with a cane at each side of him, and heard Lydia’s
story with a great deal of interest; then at its
close asked, “ Is that any reason why he should
have the best room in the house ?”

“1 didn’t say as it was, Uncle Foster ; but mind
it when you will, they that have lady like ways,
and have been used to fine things, will get the best
some how or other. It seems to belong to them
by right.”

Black Jemima, who bad sat in the chimney cor-
ner, smoking her pipe, for the last half hour, the
blue smoke curling in graceful clouds around her
gray, woolly head, pertinently asked, “ IT black
folks behaved just as good as white ones, would
all the fine things be loaded on to them ?”

“1 guess not, Mima. | reckon when black folks
steal they go to jail.” Grandma Wiggin’s words
were few and weighty.

Uncle Fo3ter always laughed when grandma
spoke. It was a habit he had from childhood
They were children together, and Uncle Fostei
had thought her the funniest little girl in town,
and had laughed at her childish nonsense, and
found no point in their long lives where she ceased
to be funny in his eyes; so he shook his fat sides
until he seemed nearly exhausted and could laugh
no longer.

Malvina and Hepsy sat in the corner, playing
cat'e-cradle; but not a word spoken by the older
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people had escaped their ears. Dick had stowed
himself away under the light-stand, on which
burned a tallow candle, to gain, unobserved, all
the information possible about the “ new folks up
in the front chamber.” Having satisfied his curi-
osity as to what could bring such fine people to
the town farm, he turned his attention to the two
little girls at their play. Reaching under the long,
slim legs of the light-stand, he caught the string
with which the game was played. Hepsy began
to cry. Malvina struck at him, but missed her
aim. “Don’t cry, Hep; he’s a great good-for-
nothing, any way.” And Malvina soothed Hepsy
wTith the whispered promise that she would search
his pockets after he had gone to bed, and get the
string again. Lydia Stevens, who noticed the
boyish trick, ordered him to give up the string
and offer a handsome apology. Lydia was queen
of the kitchen, and took upon herself the respon-
sibility of preserving order.

“Will you forgive me, if I don’t never do so
asrain?' said Dick, looking absently at the floor,
and repeating Lydia’s words as near as he could
remember.

Hepsy smiled sweetly through her moist blue
eyes, and said kindly, “ Yes, Dickey.”

“1don’t believe you are one bit sorry,” said
Malvina ; “ you only say so because Miss Stevens
told you to. | wron’t forgive you at all until you
leave off all your ugly pranks; and I'll tell Miss
Puffer not to let you play wdth the baby any
more.”

Malvina’s black eyes flashed, and Dick dared
not retaliate in Lydia Stevens’s hearing, but in an
under tone he said : “ Hepsy is worth fifty thou-
sand just like you. She’s just as pretty and good
as can be, and the next time we have mince pie
for supper I'll give her half of my piece.”

“Tell him you will forgive him,” whispered
Hepsy.

“1 won’t do no such thing. Do you suppose |
will forgive him when | know he aint sorry, and
would do just so again the first chance ? No, not
for all the mince pie Miss Way will make next
Thanksgiving time.”

(To be continued.)

—A recent Paris paper thus reports a conversa-
tion between two worthy conservatives: “ And
what has become of the son of our friend X |I”
“Don’t ask me : he has turned out badly.” “How
is that? | thought he was intelligent and industri-
ous. What has become of him?” “He has be-
come ajournalist.” “A journalist |—and his father
is such an honest man ; itis incredible.”
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A WORD TO GIRLS,

I have a sweet little friend, very dear to me;
but strangers do not love her. Alone writh her in-
timate friends she is artless, childlike, and perfectly
at ease. On the entrance of strangers, she sud-
denly affects dignity and assumes the manners of
her elders. She will outgrow this, | hope ; but |
wanted to say to you, girls, that you never please
so well as when you preserve your own fireside
airs. You would not like to have a bird twitter a
song he had learned, as well as if he sung his own
tunes; nor have your pet kitten -walk a mincing
gait in place of her sprightly one; would you ?

Your little brother would lose his attractive-
ness when, to show his gratitude for a little kind-
ness you had bestowed, he should say, “Indeed,
Miss Arabella, | appreciate your kindness, and
hope at some future day to repay you.” It would
not please you half as well as, “ Thank you, sis.
I'll be a good brother for that, won't 1 ?” Be
natural—be yourselves, girls.

WHERE ARE* THE CHILDREN ?

Not long ago two baby boys, in long sleeved
aprons and copper-toed shoes, used to toddle on
the sidewalks; now, scarcely more than infants,
they walk the streets, supported by little rubber
canes, smoking cigars! They touch their hats
when they meet, so | suppose they are young
gentlemen now.

Two rosy cheeked, chubby girls, in soiled frocks,
have just done playing hide-and-seek around my
gate posts, and now promenade the streets with
trailing skirts and huge waterfalls. Their names
were Nan and Nell then. Now they are Miss.
Annie and Miss Ellena.

The boys, with the copper toes a little while
ago, would hide behind a hitching post, and lay
in wait for the little girls with the soiled frocks,
and catch them as they passed, just to hear them
scream and see them run. | thought it real fun
then, and laughed as heartily as they.

To-day | saw these children meet on the street.
One of the girls extended the tips of her fingers,
encased in lavender kids, to the tallest of the two
boys, with brown kids, and in a voice | would
never have recognized, said: “ Mr. Hobart, allow
me to introduce you to my friend, Miss Richard-
son.” | wondered if they had forgotten how, a
little while ago, they played hide-and-seek together
around the gate posts and bitching posts | F.

—When is a lady’s hair like news ?
is found in the morning papers.

When it
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FROM COLORADO TO CALIFORNIA.

The Fates said to me : “ Time is up—go West.”
So | packed up, and was away. Some of my
Colorado friends—who know the lack of good
hotels—packed for me a lunch-basket. | have
been by it often reminded of Warren Richard-
son’s bakery; Mrs. Pound’s jams and Mrs. Hin-
man’s chickens. It isn’t a bad thing to be remem-
bered in “ baskets and bottles,” when one has a
seven day’s journey on hand. If one chances to
find good eating houses, there are but twenty odd
minutes for eating, and from one dollar to two
dollars to be paid for a meal.

Wells, Fargo & Co., send a coach and six horses
from Denver, C. T., to Cheyenne. Into one of
these things | was packed for the trip. These
abominable coaches are a great convenience.
When every other conveyance fails, one is sure of
a foothold some where about them. | hate the
rattle-te-bang, the break-neck speed, and some of
the half-humans one often gets dumped beside in
these carriages. On this down-trip we had a
“medley crew.” One lady was a Mrs. Salt Lake
Young. By marriage she said she was related to
Brigham ; but between the twain there was no
sort of soul-relationship. The woman had suf-
fered under Mormon rule, but she had not been
sanctified through suffering. Several men, of the
stage party, were out from the East on a tour of
observation. They are, no doubt, from some
cloudy corner of the East. They amused them-
selves and disgusted me by commenting a little
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too freely upon the moral and social standing of
some of the noble women who, without their per-
mission,. have ventured beyond their ““bounds of
propriety.” Pity it is that some people do not
grow like Mrs Stowe’s Topsy; they are not worthy
to speak the word mother.

At day-break, on the second day out, we were
scattered over Cheyenne. | was set down at the
Ford H use. | took a room with orders to be
left to make at leisure. When | did return from
the city of sleep the train had gone West, so | bad
a day and night to wait and rest. | rang for
water. My call was answered by Sarah Ford, the
sweet-voiced daughter of mine host. She wiil
long be remembered by the Chicago Lyceum as
the best of child musicians in the Lyceum. The
Ford House is kept on the European plan. It is
the best restaurant (if 1 may judge) between
Chicago and San Francisco.

The road from Cheyenne to Sacramento has
been so frequently described that every plain,
mountain, stream and sand desert must be familiar
to the reader. Some things, however, cannot be
pictured by pen or pencil. Among these nonde-
scripts are the Sierra Nevada Mountains. How,
or in what mood, Nature managed to get up such
wild, fantastic mountains is beyond guessing
Some spots look as ifa stream of boiling lava had
been thrown up a few thousand feet into the air,
and in a fit of fright stood still—and there still
stand. Some of these rock-heaps look like old
tumbling castle walls—others stand strong and
firm, like the oid pyramids. The chasms and
canons, around which our road crooked and
turned, may be pleasant to look upon, and good
themes for poets and painters, but | have no great
desire to be whirled about them at railroad speed.

The towns along the road look well in print;
that is about all. Sherman, thirty miles west of
Cheyenne, and one thousand west of Chicago, is a
“smart chance” of a town. It is 8,424 feet above
sealevel. At this point the waters of the conti-
nent divide; one stream starts off at full speed
toward the Atlantic another, bent upon finding
an ocean home, goes toward the Pacific slope.

There are some few good-looking farms and
comfortable-looking houses in the Salt Lake Val-
ley ; but Desert is a very appropriate name for
most of the country through which we pass.
Corinne, a Utah town of canvas houses, is hoping
to be the great commercial center of the new
west. Promontory, our place of changing cars
lor the Central Pacific Line, is another city of

canvas houses. The stores, post-office and hotels
are rough-looking cloth buildings. Most of the
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inhabitants seemed sadly in need of soap and|They had been in search of me, but in the crowd

water.

missionaries into these heathen lands, with the
means of bui dirg bath-houses for the saving of
unwashed Mexicans, Indians, Chinese and Ameri-
cans that crowd about the stations. Cleanliness
and Christianity.are twin sisters.

At Sacramento we took a steamer for San Fran-
cisco, a distance of one hundred and twenty miles
My destination was Oakland, distant from S;m
Finncisco eight miles. | sent a telegram from
Sacramento to Oakland, wishing to be met at the
Sacramento steamer. As our boat neared tin-
shore, | gathered up my goods ready to put my-
self and them in charge of my brother and sister
for Oakland. 1 was first to cross the * gang-
plank,” looking intently among the crowd outside
for a dear, familiar face; but none met my gaze.
It was nearly eleven at night. The last Oakland
boat left at eleven. | concluded to look up a
policeman, and ask his aid to the Oakland wharf
The hackmen flocked about me like bees about a
clover blossom—only | wasn’t a clover blossom.
““Carriage, madam!” was the cry. ““I'll have a
policeman !” | said. * A policeman !” ““What is
the matter ?” “Been robbed ?” *“ What have you
lost?” ““Jump into my hack and | will find a
policeman.” These fellows half crazed me. so |
went on, and asked an old man if he could direct
me to the Oakland boat. Giving bis band a
swing, he said, “ That way ; but itdon’t look well
to see a lady out alone at this time o' night.” Just
then | was not thinking of looks, but looking
for a boat. Following the sweep of the man’s
hand, | went on down toward the boat. As 1
walked the boat a man demanded my fare | gave
him a greenback. He looked at the bill, and then
at me, to see if I, too, was green. Not convinced
of my honest intentions, he said, ““Are you a
stranger in these parts ?”  “ It is my first visit,” |
said “ Take your money, then ; | would rather
give you a ticket than take your paper money.”

Do carriages meet the boat on the other side of
the Bay ?” | asked. “ Not at this hour,” the man
said.

Another question presented itself. How am I
to reach Eleventh street? Who will direct me at
this midnight hour? While thinking what next
to do, I looked at the people who were crowding-
each other in the cabin. A gentleman and lady
in the crowd were discussing some matter of
seeming importance. In the lady’s face there was
a familiar look ; in the gentleman’s voice a familiar
sound. They were my sister and brother-in-law.

I wish the lovers of the race would send! and darkness we failed to know each other.

The
| ay crossed, their house reached, and my three
month’s journey was at an end. H. F. M. B.

LETTER FROM THE CONVENTION.

Dear Readers of tiie Lyceum Banner .

Monday evening, September 30, | took a sleep-
ing car on the M. S. R R, and awoke the next
morning in Toledo, but only to remain there a fewi
minutes, lor the restless spirit of the age had pos-
session of me, and | must away to Buffalo; so
again taking a seat in one ot the luxurious cars ot
that popular line, | was hurried on at a rapid rate,
but so easily and quietly that we seemed to be
standing still, while forest and corn-field, hamlei
and village, flew away from us in strange confu-
sion At Cleveland | found other pilgrims on theii
way to the Convention.

The journey was relieved of much of its tedi-
ousness by the social intercourse with those who
were transformed into kindred by the touchstone
of a common object. We arrived here at six in the
evening, and found that the Convention had beer
at work, and had set the ball well in motion by the
appointment of committees. We we just in tim<
to listen to a soul-stirring address by Mrs. War
ner. who is one of our most earnest workers ii
the Lyceum, as well as lecture field. To-day w<
have been hard at work on the constitution an<
the election of officers. The first work has, | be-
lieve, been well done, and the fact that it has bee)
so amended as to make it a part of the business o
the National and State organizations to organizt
Lyceums, is sufficient proof. | am also happ)
to report thatwe have been fortunate in the selec-
tion of the officers. Hon. J. G. Wait, of Sturgis,
was elected President for the coming year. This
evening we are to be addressed by Mr. Loveland,
of lllinois, and to-morrow morning we shall finish
up our work by adopting resolutions, and then
give place to the Lyceum Convention, which
meets immediately after the adjournment of this,
of which more anon. B.

NAMES FOR PREMIUMS.

A. W. Kenyon 1, Cora Smith 1, S. E. Norris 2,
Lou Cornell 1, Fred H. Brooks 1, Wm. Lynn 10,
Annie Sharp 1, Jamie H. Parsons 1, Phebe T.
Randall 15, Mary J. Holden 1, Inez M. Philbrick
3, Jas. H. Hazlett 3, Sarah D. Carpenter 5. Pre-
miums sent or credit given.
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THE WOOD-ROBIN.

BY JAMES G. CLARK.

[The wood-robin, commonly called the brown thrush or
rmthrasher,” is pronounced by Audubon kthe sweetest
singe”atodug American birds.”]

How calmly the lingering light
Beams back over ‘woodland and main,

As an infant, ere closing its eyelids at night,
Looks back on its mother again.

The wood-robin sings at my door,
And her t>ong is the sweetest | hear

From all the sweet birds that incessantly pour
Their notes through the noon of the year.

"Twas thus in my boyhood time—
That season of emerald and gold—

Ere the storms and the shadows that fall on our prime
Had told me that pleasures grow old.

I loved in the warm summer eves
To recline on the welcoming sod

Bjrthe broad-spreading temple of twilight and leaves,
Where the wood-robin worshiped her God.

I knew not that life could endure
The burden it beareth to-day,

And I. felt that my soul was as happy and pure
As-the tone of the wood-robin’s lay.

Oh,, beautiful, beautiful youth !
With its visions of hope and of love ;
Howcrael is life, to reveal us the truth,
That peace liveth only above !

The- wood-robin trills the same tune,
From, her thicket in garden and glen ;

And.the landscape: and sky, and the twilight of June,
EookTovely and glowing as then.

But I. think, of the glories that fell
In the harvest of sorrow and tears,

Till the. song of the forest bird sounds like a knell,
Tolling back through the valley of years.

Sweet bird, as thou singest. forlorn,
Through the visions that rise from the past,
The deep of the future is purpling with morn,
And its mystery melting at last.

I know that the splendor of youth
Will return to me yet, and my soul

Will float in the sunlight of beauty and truth,
Where the tides of the Infinite roll.

Oh, | fain would arise and set sail
From the lowlands of trouble and pain;
But I wait on the shore for the tarrying gale,
And sigh for the haven in vain |

And | -watch for the ripples to play,
And tell me the breezes are nigh;

Like a sailor who longs to be wafted away,
To the lands that lie hid in the eky.

But the wliip-po-wil w'ails on the moor,
And day has deserted the west;

The moon glimmers down thro’ the vines at my door
And the robin has flown to her nest.

Adieu, gentle bird, ere the sun
Shall line the green forest with light,
Thou’lt -wake from thy slumber more merry than one
Who heard thee and blessed thee to-night.
*-©

NOTICE.

We are happy to announce that, with other
improvements at the commencement of the new
volume, we have added another name to the
editorial corps. Mr. E. T. Blackmer, whose name
has become so familiar to our readers from being
connected with .the musical department, has ac-
cepted the position of associate editor, and will
hereafter be identified with the progress of the
He has for a long time been
Musical Director of the Chicago Lyceum, and is
an earnest, whole-souled worker in the Lyceum
movement. Mr. Blackmer will visit many of the
Lyceums in the Northwest during the coming
autumn, and we bespeak for him a cordial welcome.

A0 L. H. K.
TO OUR CALIFORNIA BEADERS,

Lyceum Banner.

Mrs. H. F. M. Brown, editor of the Lyceum.
Banner, is now in California. Those wishing
her services as a lecturer can hear from her by
writing to San Francisco, care Kimball Brothers.

— Back numbers of the Lyceum Banner, with-
out regard to volume or number, 50 cents per
hundred—postage, 20 cents.

— M. Milleson, whose card is in another column,
has returned to his home, in New York. He may
be addressed “ Station L, New York city,” or Box
1012, Chicago, lll.
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NEWS FROM LYCEUMS.

Sycamore, HI.

A correspondent writes, under date of Aug.
11th, as follows: *“ At the annual election of
officers for the Society and Lyceum in the First
Society of Spiritualists of Sycamore, lll., the fol-
lowing officers were chosen for the ensuing year:
Harvey A. Jones, Conductor of Lyceum ; Felix
Lawdy, Assistant Conductor ; Miss Agnes Brown,
Guardian; Miss Mary Spring, Assistant Guardian;
L. Dowe, Musical Director; R. Davis, Chaplain;
C. Stevenson and Philo Pike, Guards; Agrippi
Dowe, President of Society, Vice Presidents,
Curtis Smith, Harvey A. Jones, Arnold Brown,
Spafford Smith and Ashman Patridge; Curtis
Smith, Treasurer, and Mrs. Harvey A. Jones, Cor-
responding and Recording Secretary. The Lyce-
um have felt the loss of Mrs. H. James, the former
Guardian, who has removed to Chicago with her
family; also of Mr. Barrett's family, and a num-
ber of others, but still though much reduced in
numbers, is in a vigorous condition.”—Banner of
Light,

Willimantic, Ct.

We have recently been shown a copy of the
Lyceum Song Bird, and like it very much. 1 in-
tend to send you an order for fifty copies or more
in a few days. We have commenced the fourth
year of our existence as a Lyceum, with very fair
prospects. We have a good hall of our own that
we can control. The attendance, as a whole, is
good. 'As an evidence, it was our pleasure last
Sunday to reward our little friend, Sarah Spencer,
with a nice present for punctual attendance, she
having been present every Sunday since our
Lyceum was organized.

Very respectfully,
T. A. Hunt, Conductor.

Camden, N. J.

I admire your paper, and the interest you evince
to forward the Lyceum cause and to instil into the
youthful mind all that is good and beautiful. |1
will do all I can to help you in this good cause,
and my wife will also. You will be pleased to
learn that Camden Lyceum, No. 1, is progressing
as favorably as we could wish, considering the
heat of the weather. It numbers about sixty
members Jat present. Toward fall we intend get-
ting a larger hall, and make other alterations and
improvements, and push things generally, to in-
crease the interest of the Lyceum cause and the
number of members of our Lyceum. Officers—
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F. B. J. Read, Conductor; Mrs. Maggie Read,
Guardian ; Mrs. Wilkinson, Assistant Guardian ;
Mr. Douggerty, Assistant Conductor; Miss Wil-
kinson, Musical Director ; Jas. R. McCurdy, Chief
Guard ; Mr. Pellouze and Mr. Wilkinson, Guards.
F. B. J. Read.

Troy. N. 7.

[The following, from one whose opinion all pro-
gressive people respect, we consider highly com-
plimentary, and only regret that all the Lyceum
officers in the country do not see through Bro.
Starbuck’s spiritual eyes.—Ed.]

“We can inno wise do without the Lyceum
It has become a necessity to us, and
you may put the Children’s Progressive Lyceum
of Troy down for one hundred copies, and one
hundred of the Song Bird. The Lyceum Ban-
ner has improved very much the past year, and
is fully entitled to be named Progressive, and |
hope your subscription list will show that the
Lyceums of the land duly appreciate your efforts.
For my part, I don’t see how a Lyceum can afibrd
to be without the only really liberal and progres-
sive paper published for our children. Every
progressive family in the land should have one of
your Banners. Our children will read, so let us
give them something good. Truly yours,

B. Starbuck, Conductor.

Banner.

Words for the Boys to Remember.

Liberty is the right to do whatever you wish,
without interfering with the rights of others.

Never give trouble to your mother or father.

Take care of your pennies, and they will grow
to be dollars.

Intemperance is the cause of nearly all the
troubles in this world. Beware of strong drink.

The poorest boy, if he is industrious, honest
and saving, may reach the highest honor in the
land.

Never be cruel to a dumb animal;, remember
that it has no power to tell how much it suffers.

NEW PREMIUMS.

For $2, and two yearly subscriptions, we will
give “The Inner Mystery,” by Lizzie Doten.
Price, 35 cents.

For $3, “ An lllustrated Manners Book”—500
pages.

For $5, “Household Amusements and Enjoy-
ments.” A handsomely bound book of 500 pages,
containing riddles, charades, plays, etc.
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r OUR LITTLE ONES.
AMONG THE MOSSES.

®go”aul Winters did not love his books. The

school house was the dullest place in the

world to him. He was a strong, healthy,

wiJe-awake boy and to go to school and
sit on a hard bench every day with his feet six
inches from the floor, and study “ punctuation’
and the multiplication table was rather hard.
He did not love his teacher either. She was a
kind hearted lady and meant to be good to the
little ones, but she did not understand them ; she
thought that love was a weakness, and that the
best way to govern was by force, and so wdien
Paul looked away from his book to catch a fly, or
to put his head under the desk to get a taste of
gingerbread put in his basket by his loving mother,
a heavy ruler would comedown on the desk before
him with such force as to set the little fellow
trembling for an hour. So Paul very wisely con-
cluded that school houses were places of punish-
ment, and that school teachers were made expressly
to frighten little boys.

One warm afternoon when he had been kept in
at recess, for cutting a notch in the desk with his
new jack-knife, he sat and watched the birds and
bees outside and thought “how | wish | was a bird
or a honey bee ; ifl was I wouldn’t sit here all day
studying the 9's backwards only to get. licked if |
miss. | guess I'll play I'm that great spotted
winged butterfly.” So out he darted when Miss
Pike’s back was towards him, and in five minutes
he was out of sight and sound of the old red school
house and of the harsh voice of his teacher.
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When she saw Paul had gone without
leave she made it the occasion of a lecture
on the sin of disobedience.

But Paul was happy chasing the great
butterfly and didn’t care a straw for her
preaching. The butterfly led him to the
meadow and there among the mosses in
the cool shade he sat and rested and
thought “O I've run away and wont |

aWrl catch it? mamma wont scold, she never
does, but Miss Pike will glare her great
eyes at me and then come down with that
old ruler. What shall I do? A happy
thought struck him. “I'll make her a
moss basket like one Mrs. Love Willis made
my mother ; that will please her | know.
He found a large toad-stool just the thing
for a basket, which he cut with his new
knife just the right shape.

The bail puzzled him a little but by careful cut-
ting, the shape was perfect. He selected the'pret-
tiest mosses of different shades, some life everlast-
ing and other little flowers, and filled his basket,
then started back to the school room whistling as
he went. The teacher met him at the door, Paul
saw the half raised arm and the look of anger and
sorrow on her face, but stepping bravely forward
he held up the basket and said “See what I've
made for you, a nice moss basket.” Something
very much like a smile played round the teachers
mouth and the hand dropped to her side. Paul
saw his advantage and wenton. ““I didn’t mean
to run away, | only wanted to be a butterfly cause
the}l dont have to learn the 9's backwards and I'm
real sorry.” The punishment was suspended for
that time and for all time. The eyes of the
teacher were opened to hard seats and hard lessons
tor active little boys in dog days, and so a reform
was quickly brought about.

She asked two of the largest boys in school to
bring some boards from the saw mill ; another was
to bring a saw and plane and another hammer and
nails. A little carpenter work soon converted
the board into foot rests for the little ones. For
the very wee ones a quilt was spread in the corner
for the afternoon nap ; A few minutes was allow ed
once an hour for the children to change positions
and whisper, the oak ruler was used for kindlings.
After that the lessons were easily learned, the
teacher began to smile and all the children were
much happier.

The moss basket always stands on the teacher’s
desk to remind her, as she says, of our duties to
children. Rosa B—.
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FRIENDLY VOICES.

Dear Mrs. Kimball “ Aug. 15,” on the lit-
tle Banner of the same date, was an unexpected
reminder that | had been favored with its wel
come visits for another year ; and must bid it
welcome again by promptly renewing my sub-
scription, which I am glad to do. | read every
word of them, and preserve every number to have
bound for my “own darling” to read when he is
old enough to read. With many good wishes, I
am ever, Your friend,

Louise Whittier Congar.

[Mrs. Congar's “baby boy” is less than a year
old. Will other mothers, who have “ wee darlings”
to be educated, be as thoughtful ? ]

Mrs. Brown has been here. She gave me one
of your papers. | read it all through. 1 like the
story about Mosie Oakwood, and Fortune With-
out Genius too ; but both are continued. So, as |
have a little money, I will subscribe for myself.
We children are all waiting for “ Hope Puffer.”

Clark Barnard.

I have been asked the question, “Mrs. Carpen-
ter, do you take a child’s paper? You have no
small children to read it?” “ No,” said I; “but |
am not too old to welcome and read the little
visitor.” My daughter is over twenty-one years
old, and she says, “ Mother, we can not do with-
out the Lyceum Banner.” If | were nine hun-
dred and ninety-nine years old, I would want to
read it. It contains great things, useful and in-
structive, to any age—young, middle or old. It
contains truth and light enough to illumine many
dark corners, if they would only admit and give
the little visitor a kind reception.

Yours in truth,
Sarah D. Carpenter.

LETTER FROM S. N. WAY.

Dear Children:—I| suppose you know that
there are many lessons outside of books. We
can learn lessons from all things in nature. We
can learn from insects; from the bee, industry;
from the spider, perseverance. We can learn
from that fine animal, the horse, patience; the
trees, and grass, and flowers, speak to us lessons of
wisdom when the spring returns, and reanimates
all that to us seems dead. When it makes the
grass to spring up, and the flowers bloom, can we
not learn from it lessons of immortality ? can we
not learn that though we may seem to die, yet we
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shall live forever ? that death itselfis life, a second
birth?

I see a robin perched on the fence, and now
away it flies,—sweetly other birds are singing;
how happy the joyous songsters—wonder where
the little nestlings are, that a few weeks ago
hatched from our lilac bush; perhaps it is their
very notes that charm me now. How beautiful
the birds| Back comes the robin, hopping along
so gracefully. Nightis coming on—the chickens
are just going into their coop. How early they
will be astir in the morning—how pretty they
peep when we give' them crumbs, or, if nestling
down, we place our warm hands over them. It
is now haying time; the newly mown grass is
sweet; the horses and cows will love to chew the
well cured hay when winter comes. The silvery
moon looks down upon us; how glorious all on
earth—all in the sky | How glorious all the
works of God ! S.N. W.

—--e- BM iipi mw ---------

OBITUARY.

On the 23d day of August, 1869, at Martins-
burgh, Audrian county, Missouri, A. J. Higgins,
M. D., for twenty years a resident of this city,
and for years a successful practitioner, and an in-
structive public lecturer, at the age of forty-two,
bade farewell to his wife, and from his own quiet
residence departed to take part in the work ever
to be performed in the vast empire of Immortality.
Domiciled in this new sphere he will, with a
tenderness indigenous to his heart, watch and care
for those in need “ until the last tick of Eternity’s
clock.” His many friends will mourn that his
body is consigned to the republic of dust and
ashes, but will rejoice that he now dwells where
he can forgive and help, which he could not while
his soul was incased in material form. Il.

READING. -~

Reading is like eating. We may eat a great
deal, and neither gain in strength or flesh. We
may read a great many books, but if we fail to
digest them, our minds will be just, as lean and
weak as before we read them. One page thorough-
ly digested, is better than a shelf of books, “looked
over.”

Eliza Farnham, when a child, read understand-
ingly, and therefore became interested in and re-
membered all she read. This habit laid the founda-
tion of her after greatness.

-—B—o

— Worn and soiled mattresses made as good as

new at 151 W. Van Buren street, Chicago.
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RECREATION DEPARTMENT.

ENIGMAS.

My first is In Minnie, but not in Corrie ;

My second is in Contrast, but not in Consult;

My third is in Ireland, but not in Germany;

My fourth is in Nail, but not in Spike ;

My fifth is in Children, but not in Parents;

My sixth is in Bad, but not in Good ;

My seventh is in Cart, but not in Wagon ;

My eighth is in Horse, but not in Mule ;

My ninth is in Pig, but not in Hog;

My tenth is in England, but not in Scotland ;

Mv eleventh is in Rogue, but not in Scamp.
My whole is a welcome visitor.

I am composed of 90 letters, gg
My 1, 5, 7, 10, 8, 9, was the trade of a distinguished man;
My 15, 6, 14, 19, 5, 6, is a race of people;
My 1, 2, 8, 17, 10, 19, is you and I;
My 19, 5, 18, 3. 90, 90, 5, is a noted drama;
My 18,17, 4, 13, 5, is a beautiful animal;
My 11, 5, 1, has wings, but no feathers.
My whole is two things which every Lyceum member ought
to have, and the author’s first name and initials.
H.

I am composed of 8 letters.
My 1, 8, 6, 8,8, we should all observe ;
My 9, 3, 1, is one of the signs of the zodiac ;
My 6, 7, 4, 8, is a term of affection;
My 8, 3,4, 6, some people can’t do ;
xMy 6, 1,9, 2, Is a little girl’s favorite toy ;
aty 2, 1, 8, 6, is a title of honer;
'My 3, 2,2, 7,5, is a girl’s name ;
My 6, 8, 1, 9, 2, is something very funny ;
My 2, 3, 4, 8, is one of Shakspeare’s heroes ;
My 2,7, 5, 6, some people dislike to do;
My 6,11, 8, we could not possibly do without.
My whole is the name of a plant
Annie.

I am composed of 16 letters.
My 1, 14, 4, we should not tell ;
My 6, 14, 9, 11, is of great value;
My 10, 15, 14. 7, 11, all have;
My 12, 5, 13, is good to eat;
My 6, 2, is a pronoun;
My 16, 8, is a word of denial.
My whole is in session.
Percy.

My first is a sound which insects make—
The bee or the fly, when wide awake ;
A toy which children like to own

Also makes < similar tone,

My second is that which many a boy

Is proud to get, and laughs with joy
When the prize is his, and shouts around,
Making the very air to resound.

My whole is what some always see,
And what some do not like to be.
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ELOCUTIONARY DEPARTMENT.

LITTLE TINGrERS.

Busy little fingers,

Every where they go;
Rosy little fingers.

The sweetest that | know |

Now into my*"'work-box,
All the buttons finding;

Tangling upjthe knitting,
Every spool unwinding.

Now into the basket,
Where the keys are hidden,
So mischievous-looking,
Knowing it forbidden.

Then in mother’s tresses
Now her neck enfolding,

With such sweet caresses
Keeping off a scolding.

Darling little fingers—
Never, never still;

Make them, Heavenly Father,
One day do thy will.

BE EIND.

Little children, bright and fair,
Blessed with every needful care,
Always bear this thiBg in mind :
We’re commanded to be kind—
Kind not only to our friends,

They on whom our ear« depends ;
Kind not only to the poor,

They who poverty endure ;

But, in spite of form or feature,
Kind to every living creature.
Never pain or anguish bring,

Even to the smallest thing;

For, remember that the fly,

Just as much asryou or I,

la the work of that great hand
Thatzmade both the sea and land ;
Therefore, children, bear in mind—
Ever, ever to ’be kind.”

PORTRAIT TABLEAUX.

Select your subject. Take care that the persons chosen
resemble those in the picture they are to represent. Make
a screen three feet high and four long, with ends one and
a half feet wide, and a board on top. Cover this pedestal
with black cloth, and on top place a large gilt picture frame
two or three feet long and two feet wide. If there is no
such frame in the house, a light temporary one can be made
and covered with gilt paper. Place ths bottom edge of the
frame on;the top of the pedestal ; let it lean forward about
six inches: on the top of the frame, at back, tack up some
black cloth, to hang down over the figure, like drapery;
then stand the subjects ef your picture at the back of the
pedestal, and let them look through the frame, and when
the light is on it will look like a painting in a frame. Dlu-
minate with brilliant white or red fire.
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DR. JOHN A. CLARK

153 Dearborn St., Chicago,
TREATS ALL

Chronic and Acute Diseases

by means of that powerful Curative Agent,

ELECTRO MAGNETISM.
Marked success attends this treatment in cases of
Asthma, Consumption,
Nervous and General Debility,
Rheumatism, Neuralgia,

And other diseases of the Nerves,

Liver WHIcuSties, J™erangemeiit of
the Kidneys

AND OTHER VITAL ORGANS;

Cancers, Tumors, White Swellings,
ETC., ETC.

Physicians having patients under their care, whose cases
cannot be reached by the use of medicine, are invited to
test the efficacy of this treatment. Dr Clark refers, by

ermission, to hundreds of the most prominent citizens of

hicago.
ELECTRO-MAGNETIC INSTITUTE,
153 Dearborn street.

WOOD ENGRAVING, in all its branches, done in the
best style and ar low priees. Cuts of Portraits, Buildings,
Landscapes, Machinery. Implements, Monograms, Auto-

gr%phs etc., gotten up tastefully, and at shor est notice.
end Drawing or Photograph, and We will return esti-
mate. MAAS & MANZ.

R. H. FISH & CO,,

Manufacturers and Dealers in

ICE CREAM AND CONFECTIONERY.

Orders filled for Cake for Weddings and Parries.
made French and Graham Bread fresh daily.

No. 825 W. Randolph street, Chicago, III.

{pgr- All kinds of Dried, Canned and Green Fruit kept
o n hand.

Home

D. M. GRAHAM. T. W. FREE. D. L. FJTRRT.

GRARAM, PERRY & GI>,

Room 8 Major ESfiock, Chicago,
OFFER FOR SALE

800 LOTS

IN THE SUBURBAN

VILLAGE OF JEFFERSON,

Only twenty minuted ride from, the Northwestern Depot
or one hour's easy ride from the Court House
by private conveyance.

These Lots are being sold at from $4 to $8 per front Poo'
The ground is high and good. There are no lots so acces-
sible to Chicago that can be bought as low. We are sell
ing these Lots for one-third of the payment, down; th<
balance in one and two years, at eight per cent.

Parents wishing to make investments for the bene-
fit of their children have now an opportunity that wilMou-
ble and treble in a very short time.

— ALSO —

x-4 .A. 1ST 12) ,
Improved and Un improve-d
TN ALL OF THE WESTERN STATES.

Magnetic & Clairvoyant Physimm

“ By tlieir works ye shall know them.”

DR. W. & MRS. P. J. CLEVELAND
Have permanently located at 137% Madison street, Rocum
85 and 8(5, Chicago.

From long experience in treating the various diseases t.
which the human family is subject, we feel confident tha.
we can restore to health all who are afflicted with any cur? -
ble disease, having in many cases cured those vha wer:;
abandoned as incurable by all other systems of practice.

All_acute pains removed instantly by laying on of hnnds

gVF°® Special attention %lven to "the treatment of all Fe-
male Diseases, by Mrs. CLEVELAND, who is a Clairvoyam
and can perfectly diagnose disease, either present or absent.
Send name, age and residence.

Consultation and diagnosis, $1.00.

CrFCtO & TAFT,

Manufacturers and Dealers in

Trunks. Valises and Carpet Bags.
Ladies’ Satchels and Porte-Monnates.

Manufactory 629 State st., salesroom and depotSl Randolph
A. E. BALLARD, Salesman.

""THE LYCECM SONG BIRd5*~

Much of the music in this neat little book, is the compo
pition of Mr. E. *T. Blackmer, a gentleman whose musics!
taste and talent are too well known to require praise fl-
our hands. All the music, and most of the words, an
written expressly for this work. While it is intende'
more particularly for Lyceums, there is still nothing in i
that would make it objectionable, on account of religiou-
sentiment, for any school or collection of children.—Thr
Universe.
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THE GREAT SPIRITUAL REMEDY.

MRS. SPENCE’S

POSITIVE & NEGATIV
POWDERS.

The manic control of the Fugitive and
Negative Powders over diseases of all kinds
is %vou tcriiil 5>=e>oiiiai! precedeBit.

'g lie Positive and INega ive » owders do nc
violence to the system; they cause no ¢ U rgieiti, N0 nail**
sea, no vosbfits nix, no ajarco3izinnmg yet in the lan-
guage ofS. W. Richmond, of Chenoa, Ill., “fc,I"hey are a
most wonderful iViedicine—so silent and yet
so efficacious.??

THE POSITIVE AND NEGATIVE POWDERS

are adapted to ail a-xes and both sexes, and to ewv-
ery variety of sickness likely to occur in a family o
adults and children. In these respects, as well as in all oth-
ers, the FUISIi'l NI O iNiKiJ-AilVIi PO W

2>EBiS* are

The Greatest Family Medicine of the
Age !

THE POSITIVE F I XI 81EI™ fFE»?E ru-
ral;. ia, Headache Ea ac'e, Toothache, Bi heuniati*m.
Gout. Colic, pains of all kinds; Cholera, Diarrhoea, Bowel

Complaint, O seotcry, Naus a and Vomiting, a>i&-
1» p«»ia. Indigestion, Flatulence, ivortn>; buppressed
Meusiruation, Pai ful Men truaiion, Fabiio« oOFf »h«-
Womb, ail Female Weaknesses and Derangements;
Cramps, Jits, Hydrophobia. Lockjaw, St. Vi a*?
ft aatce: Intermittent Fever, Bilious Fever, “Yellow

Fever, the Fever of Mnall Pox, Measles, Scarla ina,
Erysipel s, Pneuiuonl’, Pleurisy; all 8 nflassi n.aiio a.
acute or chronic, such as Inflammation of the Lilngi», kid-
neys, Uoittb Bladder. Stomach, F oMate GL<m);
Catarrh, til ptivsi  Bronchitis, Coughs, Colds;
Scrofula. Nervousness, Si epie “-ueMs, etc.

i E "E«<XT V- PoutlE » <(J#E Pn-
rai ! si«, or Palsy ;  rnaur«>«dN and deafness from paral-
ysis ol the nerv s of the <ye and of the ear, or of t'ie;r nervous
centres; Dou le Vision; Cataeps> ; all Low fevers,
such as tie fy "hold, and the typhus; extreme Ner-
vous or Muscular t -tr. tion or H<laxa!io ai

B th the P »I'TEVW <Na IN <».tE1VIiare need-
ed in Chills and Fever.

0*91 % n?4 e v > are delighted with them. A 1- FN'?'>
and hrtig ists fl d ready sa'e for them. prriiitei/.
t- rmstu Agents, Druggists and Physicians, s. nt free.

Fili er iw * of disease ' and <iir*Miion!* accom-
pany each B ».x,and also sent fiee to any addr ss. bend a
b1 1cf description  your disease, if y<>u prefer special
written dirvciioais.

Mailed iJ-x. 44 P s. Powders, $1.00
p* Sipait ( 1 0 44 Me« tfc 1.00
at these | J {2 Pos. & 22 \eg. 10
P4 ES «oXxes - 5.00

) 9.0u
W <13 mo e, al our risk Sums of $5 or

m e ifsent ymil, shoull he in
Orderss or braf s, orelse in re

OFFICE' 37% St. Mark’s Place, New York.
Address,
PMF. PAYTON SPENCE, M. ®>,
Sox New York City.

Ify urdru<’i't hi sn’t tbe Powvders, send
y>»urin>m>»y < «nice to P u>k. SPENCF, a»

the form of ~fionej
ts e ed »elters.

above am! the pi»WDK>«S wvill b<
io ylvarded to you, P STPilb, by r« turn
maull.

For sale also at the ‘Lyceum Banner* Office.

BANNER.

_Treats all diseases with unparalleled success,
rix, none but itself can be its parallel.
operating in the West.

April 15, 1869.

THE PRACTICAL OF SPIRITUALISM.

A BIOGRAPHICAL sketch of ABRAHAM JAMES, and a
hist'-ric d-scription of his oil well discoveries in Pennsyl-
vania, by J M. Peebles. Price, single coEy, 40 c-nt«.

Sold wholesale and retail at the office of th’ Lyceum Banner

A. B. CASE,

MUSIC PRINTER,
131) Monroe St., Chicago.

Sheet Music, Books, etc.. Stereotyped or Electro’yped in the
best manner.

LYCEUM EQUIPMENTS.

THE. subscribers are manufacturing all the Equipments now
used in the Lyceums, of the most beautiful and durable kind,
and at as low prices as pos sible. We al-o furnish the Manuals,
Class Books, Cards, etc., etc  Lyceums about forming will
please send ‘or circular giving prices, etc.

E. WATERS & SONS,
Troy,N. V.

Pui gene-
The Doctor is how

M. MILLESON,

Summer Land. Artist.

Box 1012. CHICAGO.

Nu Pun caused. No Medicine given.

DR. J. P. BRYANT,
TUTIE HE ALERY

, Cuien the Sick by
“LAYING ON OF HANDS,”

At his Residence,

325 West TBaiirl>-fourth Street,
B* twe n Eighth and Nin’ii avenues. N W YORK CITY.

SPECIAL NOTICES.

We keep constantly for sale all kinds of Spiritualistic
and RelorufBooks at publishers’ prices, at 137% Madison
street, Chicago, IlI.

— Spence’s Positive and Negative Powders for sale at
this office. See advertisement
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BANNER O_F LIGHT. Thos. W. Giles.

PIJZBI1IjISUTTD WKK KLY,
AT NO. 158 WASHINGTON STREET, BOSTON, MASS.
WM. WHITE & CO,, Proprietors.
William White. | Luther Colby. | l-aacB. Rich.
dLituotrher Colby, Editor; Lewis B. Wilson, Assistant

Terms of Subscription, in advance: Per Year. *3.00:

Six months, $1.50.

THE UNSVERSE |

A Weeklg Journal of Literature, Science, The Spiritual
hilosophy, Woman’s Independence, etc.

Per vear, ..., $2.50
Address, Il. N. F. LEWIS, Publisher,
113 Madison Street, Chicago, llI.
%*The Universe and Lyceum Banner one year for $3.00.

THE PRESENT ACE,

A WEEKLY JOURN AL,

Devoted to the Spiritual Philosophy, Polite Literature and
General 'ntelligcnce. Publishe _everg Sa_turdalg/ mornimr.
; kalazamoo, Mich,by the Michigan Spiritual Publication
Ynphny.  $2.00 pef year. Address,
\

COL. D. M. FOX,
1 Kalamazoo, Mich.
T The Present Age and Lyceum Banner one year for

\' THE ROSTRUM.

tonthly Magazine, devoted to the TJarmonial Philos-
\Each number contains forty-four pages. Subscrip-
. pTftN--$4-.00~a'year. Address,

W. F. JAMIESON, Publisher,
90 Washington street, Chicago.
%*The Rostrum and Lyceum Banner one year for $2.25.

THE COMMUNIST

Is issued monthly by the REUNION COMMUNITY, estab-
lished at Center Créek P. O., Ja-per county, Missouri, and
devoted to Common Property. Co-operative Labor, Unitary
Homes and Integral Education. .

TERMS.—Fifty Cents per year, in advance. To
those without money it will be sent free.

ALCANDERLONGLEY,
No. 816 Chestnut street, St. Louls. Mo.

NEWS FROM THE SPIRIT WORLD.

Published monthly, at 194 South Clark street, Chicago,

at $1.00 per year. .
MRS. A. BUFFUM, Editor.
MR. W. BUFFUM, Publisher.

THE

American SPIRITUALIST.

Irgan of Ohio & Wisconsin State Associations.

A Weekly Journal, devoted to the Discussion of all Re-
Jrrrms. and “the dissemination of Liberalism and Spiritual

.Philosophy, .
¢« 'Ferms—$2.00 per annum, in advance.
HUDSON TUTTLE & II. 0. HAMMOND,
Editors and Proprietors, )
No. HI Superior street, Cleveland, Ohio.

J-. o= b I e

AKTIST PHOTOGRAPH ER.
21 Washington Street.

(Next door to Wabash Av.)
NO STAIRS TO CLIMB.

W. F. DeWolf
CHICAGO

Steam Feather Works,

Feathers in Beds, Pillows and Bulk,
STEAM CLEANSED.
The only Concern of the kind in the Northwest.

Office and Salesroom, 386 State St.,
Steam Works, 151 W. Van Buren St.

returned the same day.

GILES & DeWOLF.

Healing by Laying on of Hands.

DR. J M. GRANT
Successfully treats all chronic and many acute diseases by
Human. Zs/Tagnetism,
193 Clark Street, Chicago.

FrY TYIiLBUR,

MAGNETIC PHYSICIAN,

(Late of Milwaukee,)

a suit of rooms at 66 Madison street, corner
| heal the sick without med(ljflfne.
ice

Beds cal’ed for and

Has fitted u
of State, where he wil \
Patients at a distance cured by Magnetized Paper.

hours from 9a. m. to 5p. m.
bl ain, m d.,

VVa.
SOUTHWEST CORNER OF

Madison and Clark Streets,

CHICAGO.

Particular attention given to Diseases of the Throat and
Lungs

~BENNE~TT COLLEGE

OF

Eclectic Medicine and Surgery.

This College offers facilities to students for acquiring a
MEDICAL EDUCATION

unsurpassed by any College in the Union.
Ladies Admitted

to ALL the Lectures on perfect_equality with gentlemen.
Lectures commence the first Tuesday of October, 1869.
For Announcement, with full particulars, address,
PROF. R. A. GUNN, M.D,,
163 S. Clark St., Chicago.

WIiRS? .DeW.OLF,
Trance. Test ail Bnsitess Meta,

Can be consulted personally for a

True Diagnosis of Disease.

_Can describe and receive. messages from deceased rela-
tives, and trace absent, friends. ~Consultation by letter
should be accompanied by a lock of patient’s_haif, wth a
Ice of $1.00. Consultation on any proper business of im-

i portmice. Residence, No. 151 W. Van Buren street.



TEMPLE ORGANS'!

AND MELODEONS. -

These wonderful instruments are the result of 20 years experience and skill.
They are unrivaled in sweetness of tone, delicacy of touch and elegance of finish.

Do not Purchase till you See and Hear one of these Beautiful instruments.

1000 Sold from Reed’s Temple of Music during the past year.

This statement we are prepared to prove.

L OWW R, 1 CZE S.

Our Organs & Melodeons range from $50 upward

TERMS ON TIME, WHICH ARE AS LOW AS FOR CASH.'

+ Any Organ or Melodeon, cost of Instrument not exceeding $150, $15 down
and $15 a month, or $25 down and $10 a month.
Any Organ or Melodeon, cost of Instrument not exceeding $250, and ex—
ceeding $150, $20 down and $20 a month, or $40 down and $15 a month.
Any Organ, cost not exceeding $400, and exceeding $250, $30 down and
$30 a month, or $50 down and $20 a month.

ADDRESS FOR FURTHER INFORMATION

REED'S TEMPLE OF fUSIC,

47 & 49 Dearborn Street, Chicago,

OCT 5 1942



