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PREFACE.

IT has been said that no book is complete ~

and yet I have but little to say in introducing

unpretentious story. I have written as I have

write by influences that I could not resist; and i

ers find aught in these pages which fails to me

awakens not the consciousness of truth, I do not ~

those ideas or theories as their own: but I do I

find something in this story which may prove i

4 as entertaining, and the little seeds my pen ha~

hardy plants, and bring forth, in the future, br

truth.
J. WILLIA

withoutt a preface;

to the public my

been impelled to

I' any of my read-

et their views, or

~sk them to accept

brust that all will

nstructive as well

sown grow into

ight blossoms of

.M VAN NAI~EE.
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THE' FAITHLESS G~ILARD IAN.

CHAPTER I.

KATY'S VISIT TO DR. GRAHAM'S OFFICE.

"lie sat in the fading light of day,
For tho sun had gone from the west away,

And watched the smoke as it curled above
His head, and dreamed of bUss and love."

"There is something in sickness that breaks down the pride of manhood;
that softens the heart, and brings it back to the feelings of lnfancy."-WAsrx
INGTON IRViNG.

HERE is not in all New England a prettier
village~ than Glenville, with its neat white

* cottages, beautifull shade-trees, and well-
* graded sti'eets. The village is composed of

about two hundred dwellings, three churches,
and several stores where one can purchase

almost any, article, from a silk dress-pattern to a stick
of peppermint candy, or from a stick of peppermint
candy to a silk dress-pattern. The people of Glen-
vile are and were at the lime of our story - an
honest, warm-hearted, hard-working class of people.

'Twas late in the afternoon, near the "shut of day."
* Dr. Graham sat in his office, thinking. He occupied
an arm-chair, his feet resting, in true New~England

11
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KATY'S VISIT TO DR. GRAHAM. 18

style, upon the mantle-piece ; his eyes lazily followed
the wreaths of smoke that issued from his mouth after
each whiff of his fragrant Havana. The smoke-
wreaths curled above his head, and assumed many
fantastic shapes. Now, Dr. Graham was something
of a dreamer ; and in the smoke-clouds he saw many
a vision, which, like dreams of future glory, soon
passed into air.

Dr. Graham was by no means a staid, elderly gen-
tleman, as some invariably suppose a physician figur-
ing mna story must be : oh, no!I he was something
of an exquisite. Certain I am that no young gent in
Glenville so carefully cultivated a mustache, so ten-
derly and complaisantly stroked his side-whiskers, so
assiduously endeavored to make his hair assume some-
thing of the appearance of being curly: and yet
he was not really vain.

He was, perhaps, two-and-twenty. He had, about
six months previous to his introduction to the reader,
become an inhabitant of Glenvilie, and hung his
"shingle " beside the door of the office where we now
find him so comfortably located, dreaming of bliss and
happiness, as he smoked his after-supper cigar. But
his reverie was broken in upon by the entrance of a
little girl apparently about ten years of age.

" Please, Dr. Graham, will you come to our house ?
Mother is very sick ; and she wants to see you," said
little Katy Graves, in a timid, half-frightened way.

" Certainly, my child. What is your name ? "
" Katy Graves," she answered, as she cast a furtive

glance toward her questioner, and still standing in
the open doorway, as if afraid to enter the office.

." And where does your mother live ?" he asked, as
he prepared to accompany her home.

" In the little brown house by the hill."
" Oh, yes ! I remember now. A few weeks ago, I

called to see her. She has the. consumption, I
believe."

"YTes, that is what the pastor, Mir. Hulley, called it.
But do you think she will die very soon ?" And the
eyes of the little questioner filled with tears as she
impatiently waited to hear his reply.

" I can not tell, my little .girl. I will go with you
and see your mother ; and I can then better decide
upon her case." And, taking the child by the hand,
he left the office, and started for the cottage of little
Katy's mother.

Mrs. Graves, the occupant of the little brown
house on the hill, was the mother of three lovely
chilkfren. Katy, the eldest, was ten years old, a blue-
eyed, flaxen-haired child, and a remarkably strange
child withal. Her hair hung in tangled ringlets over
her massive forehead, and her eyes were half hidden
beneath their heavy lashes, - a vail of Nature's own
providing.

Carrie was a sunny-browed, light-hearted child of
eight summers, as unlike her sister as it is possible for'
two natures to be. She possessed a happy, contented
mind ; her black eyes were brimful of mischief, and
her merry laugh was as full of nmusicathgysog
of the forest-birds. a h a og

Henry, the youngest, and the pet of all, was a delicate
boy of six years, a child,--and yet there was an older
look in his face; his brow was high and broad, his

'I
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mouth large and well shaped, his eyes bright, and
a light, almost fierce in its intensity, burned in each
blue orb.

Mrs. Graves, the mother of the~e children, - what
of her? She was a pale, thin worhan, of perhaps thirty.
Her eyes, once bright and sparkling, wer~ now life-

less and dim, her cheeks sunken, and upon each
gleamed a bright-red spot, the blood-stains of the de-
stroyer. Consumption's fingers were clutched around
the life-strings of her heart, and were gradually, very
gradually, drawing her from this world to the land far
beyond, the summer-land across the stream of
death: angels were beckoning her away; and yet
she lingered on the shores of time, as if loth to leave
behind her her three darling, unprotected children.

The villagers knew comparatively nothing of the
occupants of the little brown house. Five years ago
they had come to reside there; but no one knew
from whence they came, or how they. received their
support.

Many supposed Mrs. Graves to be a widow; but the
gossips of the place had been unable to find out any
thing certain about her. Her quiet dignity of man-
ner and evident social superiority repelled them when
they attempted to insl4tute inquiries concerning., her
affairs.

Lyman Graves, the father of the three children, and
the husband of the pale consumptive, had, some five
years previous tJ the opening of our story, left his
wife and family, and gone to seek~wea1th in the Indies.
He had not left his family. unprovided for, however,
as a sum ample for their support had been played in

KATY'S VISIT TO DR~ GIL4HAM. 15

the hands of one he thought a trustworthy friend, a
Mr. Harris by name.

Years had passed away, and no word had been
received from the absent one; still, Hope, with her
snowy pinions, hovered over the head and around the
heart of Mrs. Graves. She doubted not the con-
stancy of the father of her children; she could not
believe that death had separated them forever: and
yet why this long silence? She often asked herself
the question; but the bright flowers, the gentle winds,
the blue sky, the forest-trees, answered her not: they
only echoed mournfully, "Why?"

At length her strength began to fail, the hectic
flush burned on each pale cheek, and, weary with wait-
ing, watching, and hoping, she realized that ere long
she must go out into the great hereafter, leaving her
children unprotected among strangers, but still with
a firm and unwavering faith that her husband still
lived, and would yet claim them as his own: and, as
death approached nearer, this faith grew stronger,
and, in a measure, robbed the dreaded parting of its -

acute pain and agony.

14 THE FAITHLESS GUARDIAN
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CHAPTER- II.

THE LITTLE B3RO WN HOUSE-.

"Oh I more and more comest that another's pryr
As her sighs are breathed on the midnightpaer,

Inth glwn liht of a motheracerove
A few short days, - she must faint and die;,
Inanhearly gaveoherform must le;

Can watch the darlings she loves so well,with a love too deep for words to tell,"

.lHEN Dr. Graham and Katy reached
. .the little brown house, they found
.Carrie sitting upon the doorstep, weep-.

"Wha bttry istemteCri? n
qure Whaty "ish mother worrie ?"i-

"No:buied say h is yig;that wse ?us go
away and leae usall ale. hyin I doa sh papago

would come back U'"pa
They entered the dwelling. *Upon a low couch

reclined the invalid: beside her sat Henry, bathing
her brow with cold water.

Approaching the bedside, Dr. Graham took the
thi, almost transparent hand of the dying woman
whin is own, and carefully counted the pulse as

THE LITTLE DROWN HOUSE. 17I.
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" I know there is no- hope, that my life on earth
will soon be spent. I long to fly away and be at rest;
and yet, oh ! to leave these unprotected children be-
hind me to combat with temptation and evil is a bit-
ter, bitter thought. 'Tis wrong, I know, to murmur;
for He - the God of all -has promised to protect
the orphans, and give his angels charge concerning
them; and I should unhesitatingly commit them to
his care. I sent for you, kind sir, not that I thought
you could help me in a professional way, but once,
when you visited me and gave mwe medicine, you
spoke so kindly to the children, and so sympatheti-
cally to me, that I was emboldened to send for you, -
the only person, save the pastor, I know in. this vil-
lage. I would not have -troubled you; but Mr. Hully
is away from home, and I feared, if I waited for his
return, it would be too late."

" My dear lady, if I can be of any service to you,
command me freely," replied Dr. Graham kindly.

" Thank you, kind sir. He who rules above will
liberally reward you for your kindness. After I am
gone, will you protect my children until you can write
to Mr. Harris, our banker, and the children's guar-
dian, and tell him I am no more, and that I leave my
children under his care, according to their absent
father's wish ? Tell him to treat them kindly until
their father returns to claim them; for I feel confident,
notwithstanding his long silence, that he will some
day come back. Mr. Harris lives in Boston ; and his
address you will find among the papers in my port-
folio, which I shall leave in your charge."

A moment Dr. Graham hesitated, as if in deep
2



THE FAITHLJ3s~ GUARDIAN.
THE LITTLE BROWN HOUSE. 19

thought; then, in his peculiar, impulsive way, re-
plied,-

"J will do as you desire; but one favor I would
ask: may I not keel? your boy until his father claims
him? I have taken a deep interest in him, and would
gladly become his guardian. He is a bright and gift-
ed lad; and I fear if he 'is sent out among strangers,
who may fail to appreciate his peculiar temperament,
his disposition may be misunderstood, and* his future
life" embittered by wrong culture. Let him remain
with me: I will instruct him, and, if he 'desires it,
make a physician of him."

"Oh, would I could thank you! but words are too
weak to express the feelings of my heart. I have
passed many anxious hours on account of my dear
boy, and feared so much, that his peculiar disposition
and almost unnatural maturity of mind might lead
him into sorrow, through a lack of appreciation on the
part of others, and a failure to read the boy aright.
You have lifted a load from my heart. Yes: take
him, and may God- bless you!"

Little Henry looked up into the kind and benevo-
lent face of Dr. Graham, then stole quietly up to his
side, and slipped his hand within the large, soft palm
of~ the noble young man who was thereafter to be his
protector, his benefactor. His large, full eyes spoke~
volumes, even though his tongue was silent; and he
felt that indescribable feeling of confidence and trust
which comes over peculiar dispositions when they
meet, and in their souls'greet a sympathetic and con-
genial spirit.

'Will you go with me~ my little fellow, and learn

to be a physician?" said Dr. Graham, stroking the
head of the boy with his disengaged hand.

"I will go with you, for I like you; and Iwiibe a
physician if yQu wish it: but I would rather paint
beautiful pictures, such as I have seen somewhere, but
I can not remember where."

"You shall learn to paint such pictures, my boy;
and, I doubt not, some day, far distant in the future,
you will be. a great man, a great artist. You are a
genius; I knew it the moment my eyes rested upon
your countenance: and be it mine the task to culti-
vate and nurture those talents with 'which Heaven
has endowed you.",

Turning to the mother of the boy, he bade her
adieu, promising to call early on the morrow.

Dr. Graham was an orphan. He knew the dreary
desolation of an orphan's life; and he sympathized
with the children about to be cast upon the world
without a natural protector. His heart was warm,
and full of noble impulses.

Gladly would he have given all three of the chil-
dren a home; but, alas! his was a bachelor establish~
ment, and he could not accommodate the little girls:
but he determined to watch over their future inter-
ests; for he was strongly interested in little Katy, a~
well as in her brother.

When he reached his office, he threw himself into
an easy-chair, and, resuming his cigar, gave himself
up to reverie. As he watched the blue smoke curl
above his head, he dreamed of the future. His youth-
ful charge had grown to be a man, - a noble man, a
gifted man; his name was coupled with praise, and

R
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fame had twined a laurebcrown for his brow, lie
saw him standing before an easel, Upon which was
placed a half-finished Picture. Brush in hand, he Was
with the golden Sunset; and his eyes were bright

the fire of genius, Katy had grown to be awoman, -~a handsome grand woman. She stood some
distance from the easel, and between them hung a
dark, black cloud. She seemed trying to get to him;
kit the cloud separated them. She called, but he an-
swered not. Just above then~ floated another cloud,

a bright, ileecy cloud, such as we dream that an-
gels wear for robes; and out of it peeped the happy,
childish face of little Carrie. Then a figurebearingin her hand a scroll on which was engi.aven the word
"Destiny," touched the black cloud, and it disap-peared, bearing with it the figure holding the scroll;
and brother and sister met and embraced each other,
while the face of little Carrie, in. th& amber cloud
above them, was irradiated with a light such as we
dream is the light of the spheres above us, when
spirits redeemed from the bonds >jf earth progress
toward the more perfect light of God's own presence.

Just then the town-clock struck the hour of eight,
and the little time piece on the oIIice mantle caught
up the echo, and sent out eight '3ilvery tones. Dr.
Graham .started up: he had fallen asleep over his
cigar, and had been dreaming. But what could the
strange dream mean?

Wait and see I

21
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CHAPTER III.
DEPARTURE OF MRS. GRAVES.

"Away, away I
We droop around thy dust,

And mourn that we may meet. thy smile no more;
Yet why from heaven withhold the faithful trust?

Can doubt redeem thee, or can tears restore?
Heed not the tears we drop upon thy clay:

Away, dear spirit! oh, away, away I

Away, away!
Yet, oh, in dreams return I

Come in the night-shade from thy glittering home;
Bid, with undying love, our hearts to burn;

Come; on the wings of flowing fondness, come;
And we will clasp the phantom to our heart,-

A heaven-born beauty, never to depart:
But now all heaven rebukes thy longer stay.

Away, away!~~

WILIGHT had settled over the earth,
throwing her shadowy mantle over every

object, and making the distance seem half
obscure. The sun had wrapped the last
beams of daylight around his broad bosom,

and sunk to his couch of rest. The flowers that grew
upon the hillside were baptized with a shower of
dew, falling gently as angels' tears upon them. They
bowed their regal heads beneath their sparkling bur-
den, as if the weight of some great sorrow oppressed
them.

L
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The tall and stately forest-trees waved their green
arms in the evening wind,, and lovingly twined them
around each other, as if half fearVul that the murmur-
ing zephyrs would whisper to them some sad tale.

The little stars peeped through the blue curtain
that hides fair heaven from our mortal gaze, and
laughed and ~winked merrily as they saw themselves
reflected in each crystal stream and glassy lake.

The moon, too, smiled as she sat with stately grace
upon her throne, her subjects, the bright stars,
glittering around her; and she sent her silver-plumed
messengers earthward. A few stray beams of soft,
silvery light stole through the open casement of the
little brown house on the hill, and found their way to
the bedside of the dying.

Around the dying mother's couch stood the three
children; and, at a little distance from them, stood
Dr. Graham, watching the scene with manifest feeling
and interest.

"My son," said the dying woman in feeble ~tones to
Henry, "your mother can no longer be your guide
and counselor; but He who watches the sparrows
when they fall will direct you in the path ~$f duty.
Look to him, and trust him; exert every endeavor
to be useful and to gain knowledge; arid try to repay
'Dr. Graham for his kindness to you by ever being
obedient to his commands and observant of his wishes.
Heed his instructions, and you will, I doubt not, be-
come a good and useful man, if your life is spared."

Taking the hand of Carrie in one of her own, she
pk1ced it in that of Raty, saying,

"To you, liaty, I committ her. Take good care of
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her, watch over and shield her from all harm. Teach
her to live a pure and virtuous life, as I have taught
you; and let no temptation lead' any of you from the
path of right. If your father ever returns, tell him
my last prayer was for him. Tell him that I am free
from care and pain, and that I wait where there is
no parting, no tears, for him; and that, in spirit, I
will watch over him, until he joins me in the spirit-
land above."

Turning to Dr. Graham, who advanced a few paces
toward the bed as her eyes turned upon him, she
said,-, kind sir, may ~Ieaven bless and prosper you;

for you have indeed made my death-bed easier, the
path to heaven softer for my feet to tread. I will, if
spirits are allowed to return after laying aside the
mortal and assuming the immortal, return to you, and
guide your steps in paths of honor and truth. I will
watch over you and intercede for you with the Great
Spirit that rules us all; and, when life is over with
you, may seraph wings waft you to the shores of eter-
nal bliss!"

- Her voice grew husky and weak; she ceased speak-
ing; and her eyes slowly closed, and she seemed to
sleep calmI~; a heavenly smile played upon her lips,
and large drops of sweat stood out upon her white
forehead. Gradually the limbs became cold and stiff,
and without a sigh, without a struggle, her life-bark
floated down the stream of death, whose waters flow
ever onward, onward, but never return. Her soul
passed through the flower-encircled door of death,
and ~joined the band of spirits who waited to waft
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her emancipated soul to the bright shores of the far-
beyond, the land of perfect truth and freedom.

When the occupants of the room fully realized that
they were in the presence of death, a deeper sadness
than before settled over them. NQ tears dimmed the
eyes of Henry nor Katy; they realized too perfectly
the solemnity of the scene: but little Carrie, poor
child, she hardly felt the weight of the great sorrow
which had fallen upon them; she only knew that her
darling mamma could speak to her no more; and she
wept bitterly, loudly calling for her mother to waken
and talk to her.

All night, kind-hearted Dr. Graham sat beside the
cold and stiffened form of the dead; and, as he sat
there, he w~idered back through the dim aisles of
time to the days of his childhood. Again he roamed
the hills and dales with youthful companions; again
he heard his mother's gentle voice; and his father's
kind words seemed ringing in his ears.

The picture changed: a death-bed scene appeared
upon his mental vision; his gentle, loving mother was
dying; he heard her parting words, -

"Let not sinners entice thee, my son, to do
wrong.

Ah! the prayers, the anxiety, of that mother for
his welfare had been his safeguard thi~ough life. He
had grown up a noble and good man; her memory
had prevented him from participating' in the scenes
of fashionable dissipation that enticed his compan-
ions from the beaten path of right, and led them into
ways of evil and wrong.

A few years fled by, and his father, too, was called

from earth away to the summer land above,
whither the chosen of>his youth had gone;* and
Charles Graham was left an orphan, alone, without
a natural protector.

An ample fortune was, however, placed in the
hands of a guardian for his use, and he lacked not
friends; for he who is the happy possessor of wealth
finds many friends: but alas for the poor and un-
protected!

Morning dawned at length: smilingly she arose
from her perfumed bath, and little birds sent forth
a song of welcome. The sun arose from behind the
hill-tops, and shot golden arrows of light over the
earth, making every thing in nature look glad and
happy. His bright beams stole through the closed
shutters of the little brown house, and, creeping
slowly to the bedside of the dead, kissed, playfully
and lovingly, the cold, lifeless clay.

A happy robin, perched upon a stately tree in
front of the house, sent up one glad song of praise,
as if Death had not, the night before, entered that
humble abode, and folded one of its inmates in his
icy embrace.

Katy awoke early: sleep had touched her eyelids
lightly. And she went softly to the crib of little
Carrie; and, as she gazed upon the sweet, childish
face of the sleeper, tears dimmed her eyes, - the
first tears she had shed since her mother's death. A
smile played upon the ruby lips of time little sleeper,
and they moved. Katy leaned forward, and caught
the half-murmured word of" Mother," as it trembled
on the lips of the sleeping child.

I
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"Alas, alas, poor little Carrie! you can not realize
the loss you have sustained. And it is best that it is
so; for your young heart will feel many pangs of
sorrow as you advance in life," said Katy, with
a deep - drawn sigh, and an old look in her eyes,
quite in contrast with her petite size and childish
face.

Another moment Carrie awoke; and, starting up,
she twined her arms about her sister's neck, and, re-
membering the scene of the Rrevious evernng, wept
bitterly, and said,

"Where is mamma - where is she? Why don't
she come to me? Why is she dead?"

"You must not cry, dear," said Katy in a soothing
tone; "for mother is* happy now, and looks down
from the blue sky upon us. We must be good, or
she will not smile on us. Hark! hear that 'little
robin on yonder tree: he is singing a joyous song of
praise; he is happy because mother is now free from
every sorrow ~n~i pain that she knew on earth. She
has gone to prepare ~ 4a better home in heaven; and,
if we are go~A, we shall :go to that home, and never
leave her again."

"But I want to go Iww; Ji don't want to wait; I
can't stay hexe without rnan~a. How long will it
be before we can go to her?"

" I can not tell:: wheu God sees ~t to call us, we
will go; and we must be patient until we are called,
and try to do all that our dear mother would wish to
hate us do if she were still with us."

And titus the heroic Katy endeavored to for~jet her
own g.r&&t sorrow, and soothe her little sister ~r~tJ~

DEPARTURE OF MRS. GRAVES. 27'

kind and cheering words. While her own heart was
almost breaking with its weary weight of misery, she
tried to lighten the load others were obliged to
bear.

Noble Katy!

26 THE FAITHLESS GUARDIAN.26
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CHAPTER IV.

AUNT RONAJI AND HER STORY.

"Vainly, vainly, memory seeks,
Round our mother's knee,

Laughing eyes and rosy cheeks,
where they used to be.

Of the circle once so wide,
One a wanderer, cne has died

What~oc'er they do or dare,
Where~oe'er they roam,

Have them, Father, in thy care:
Guide them safely home,-

Home, 0 Father! in the sky,
Where none wander, where none die."

-, R. GRAHAM asked Aunt Ronah - a
woman well known in Glenville for her

kindness of heart and her readiness to
serve those who needed her assistance
to go to the little brown house and make
things in readiness for the funeral; and

Aunt Ronah willingly complied with his request.
Her house was adjoining his office; and, though he
slept in a room back of his offic~, he took his meals
with Aunt Ronah in her pleasant little kitchen, which
always looked as neat as a "new pin."

F he~e xva~ quite a little romance connected with
the early life of this, singular but noble-hearted wo-
man. When she was young, she was pretty, and quite

a belle; and, before she reached her eighteenth year,~
she was engaged to a young man named Hiram
Fisher, who was an industrious, hard-working me-
chanic: but he took it into his head to go to Califor-
nia when the "gol4-fever" first broke out; and, after
having been gone ~some months, news came that he
was dead. At first, Ronali Gray refused to be com-
forted: with many tears she deplored her loss~ But
the most violent storms are soonest quelled: and, be-
fore many months had passed, Ronah Gray was once
more seen in all the village frolics; and she resumed
her position as belle of Glenville.

Of course, she had many admirers, -~ what pretty
girl has not? and, within two years from. the time
Hiram Fisher ~vent away, she was married to the vil-
lage blacksmith, Henry Griffin, who died within a few
months after his marriage, leaving his youthful widow
in possession of a few thousand dollars, which was
carefully invested, and a comfortable dwelling-house
purchased.

Not wishing to spend the money left her by her
husband, she opened a boarding-house, and, every
year, added to her little fortune; declaring that she
"meant to be comfortable in her old age, and, to
secure it, must work hard while she was yet young."

She had been keeping boarding-house some years,
when, one day, she was surprised to see Hiram Fisher
-her old lover, whom every one supposed to be
dead - walk into her kitchen. Her astonishment can
be better imagined than described. He upbraided
her for her faithlessness, and heaped upon her head
all kinds of maledictions:

2928



30 TIlE FAIThLESS GUARDIAN. AUNT RONAZI AND HER STORY. 31

Feeling indignant at his unjust treatment, and hay-

~ fully recovered from the effects of her "first love-
sickndss," as she called her attachment for the faith-
less Hiram, she caught up the fiie-tongs, and drove
him from the house. But ~vhen ~ie discovered that
her husband was dead, and that sh~ possessed quite a
little fortune, h~ made every possible effort to rein-
state himself in her good opinion. But Aunt Ronah
was more than a match for him: she knew he had
returned to his home without the fortune he went to
seek, and felt satisfied that it' was her money, and not
herself, that he was after; and she refused to have
any thing more to do with him. And he, in spite,
married a farmer's daughter, and went several miles
from Glenville to settle upon the farm his bride's
father had given them as a wedding present.

Aunt Ronah had continued, year after year, to keep
boarders, and managed to add quite a little sum an-
nually to her fortune. Being a good-hearted, kind
neighbor, she was liked by all the villagers, and no
one ever thought of calling her any thing but plain
Aunt Ronah; and if any became involved in trouble,
or needed assistance in any way, they invariably ap-
plied to Aunt Ronah for advice and counsel, and
always found her willing to d6 "a good turn," and
unwilling to receive thanks or remuneration for her
kindness and trouble.

When Dr. Graham told her how the occupants of
the little brown cottage were situated, her heart in-
stantly warmed toward the orphans; and she said,

"In course, I'll go up and 'tend to 'matters. I'll
just leave Rusy here to 'tend to matters at hum,

and I'll have every thing arranged for the funeral
jist as nice as if the poor dead woman was my own
sister."

"Thank you," said Dr. Graham. "I knew your
kind heart would prompt you to assist me in this
matter; but I have not asked you all I wish you. to
cia yet."

"Well, then, jist speak out; for I ain't one bit
backward about doing all I can for them innocent
children."

"I have promised to take care of the children until
their guardian, Mr. harris of Boston, is apprised of
the death of their mother, and sends for them. The
boy the mother has intrusted to me until his father
claims him; and, as I have no place to put the 'girls,
I thought if you could spare a room for them until
matters are arranged, I will pay you whatever you
think is right for the trouble."

Well, now, Dr. Graham, do you think Pd take
one cent for the board of them two orphan children?
No, sir: Aunt Ronah ain't no such woman, noho~v.
rJ7he girls can come and stay here just as long as they
please; and they shall have the best room in the
house too."

Macli gratified with the turn affairs had taken,
D ~. Graham went into his office, and Aunt ~onah
proceeded to give Rusy (as she called the naid of
all work) numberless directions in regard to the
dinner, and the work which remained to be done; and
then, donning her bonnet and shawl, hastened to the
little brown house, to lay out the cold clay of the
dead woman for its final resting-place, and prepare
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~ the house for the funeral. Her motherly kindness
and sympathy touched the heart of Katy; and, in
after-years, the memory of that sad morning came
back to her with fearful distinctness.

CHAPTER V.

MR. FIARRI$ INTRODUCED.

"There are some feelings all too deep
For grief to shake, or torture numb, -

Sorrows that strengthen as they sleep,
And struggle, though the heart is dumb."

"The serpent. coiled within the grass,
With open jaws and eager eyes

Watches the careless wild-bird pass,
And lures him from his native skies."

"When woman sinneth with her heart,
Some trace of heaven still lingers there:

The angels may not all depart,
And yield her up to dark despair.

But man alas! when thought and brain
Can sin, and leave the soul at ease,

Can sneer at truth, rind scoff at pain, -

God's angels shrink from souls like these."

NOTHER grave was added to the num-
er already in the village burial-ground;

and Katy planted bright flowers around( the mound beneath which reposed theremains of her mothe~~; and she watered
them with her tears. -

Aunt Ronii~h, true to her promise, took the girls
home with her, and appropriated her best chamber
to their use. Dr. Graham wrote to Mr. Harris, and
received a reply to the letter a few days after; in

which that worthy (?) gentleman requested ~Dr.
Graham to accompany the girls to Boston, as he
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wished an interview with him in regard to their
affairs.

Heniy seemed contented and happy in his new
home, and took a great deal of pains to arrange the
books neatly in the book-case, and keep the dust
from the furniture, and attend to those little things
about an office which add so much to its comfort
and brightness. - He remained in the office when
the doctor was absent on professional business, and
always managed to be occupied, either with his books
or his pencils, having no disposition to idle his time
away, as many boys of his age would have done, or
meddle with those things which he could not under-
stand. His habits of industry did not escape the
doctor's notice; and he encouraged his young prot6g6
with many a kind word of approval and commen-
dation.

It was late in the afternoon. Mr. Harris sat in his
private library: in his hand lie held an open letter.
Now, Mr. Harris was not what could be cMled a good-
looldag man; for his features xvere sharp, and the
forty years which had passed over his head had left
their traces behind them. And, on this particular
evening, his countenai~ce wore a look which was
positively repulsive: his thin lips looked thinner
than ever; his cold, gray eyes colder and more pier-
cing than usual; his sharp nose sharper and more
pinched than ordinary. A decanter of wine, and a
glass half filled with the sparkling beverage, stood
upon a small stand at his side; and every few moments
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he would raise the glass to his lips, and sip the con~
tents slowly, as if anxious to retain the rich taste as
long as possible. He sat there for more than half an
hour, holding the open letter between his finger and
thumb, and slowly sipping glass after glass of wine,
while his mind was evidently deeply occupied with
some half-formed scheme, which he was trying to
develop ~to his satisfaction. At length he said,
speaking to himself, for he. was the sole occupant
of the room,

"So Mrs. Graves is dead, - dead at last. I
did not think she would live as long as she has;
she looked as if one foot was in the grave when
Graves went away, though he did not seem to notice
it. Well, there is little probability that Graves will
ever return. Let me see: it is five years since the
vessel in which he took passage left this port, and
not a word has been heai~d from her since. Not the
shadow of a doubt concerning her fate: she was
lost, and every soul on board perished. Had it been
otherwise, some word would have reached us before
this. Graves is probably now at rest beneath the
waves of the old ocean; and why should I not become
the possessor of this money? Dr. Graham has taken
the boy; and the girls can be easily disposed of, and
the money pass into my hands without a soul~ to
question or interfere. Stop! let me think. There
is just eight thousand dollars, -exactly the amount
Smith wants for that brick house on Harrison Avenue;
and in five years it wifi be worth double that sum.
I wish the girls were not so old: but I can tell them
and this Dr. Graham that the money left by their
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father has all been spent by Their mother; and I will
shove them off my hands in some way, and invent
some plausible story to tell Dr. Graham if he proves
at all inquisitive, or inclined to look into the matter
deeper than I feel inclined to allow him. I will write
to this Dr. Graham, and tell him to bring the girls
on; and then I can arrange matters with him in
person, which will be more satisfactory than by neil.
The money I must have, at a~ll hazards;" and he
brought his closed fist down upon the* table with so
much force ~that the glasses jingled, and the red wine
dashed over the brim of the half-filled glass, and fell
in glittering drops upon the polished mahogany stand.
At the same moment, a servant entered the room,
and said, -

"Mr. Grannis is below, and wishes to see you."
"What the deuce can he want? Show him up;"

and, in another moment, Mr. Grannis entered the
apartment. He was a ministerial-looking man, wear-
ing a white neck-cloth and a very solemn countenance.

"How* do you do, Mr. Grannis? I am delighted
to see you. Take a seat ;~ and Mr. Harris pushed an
easy-chair up near the stand beside which his own
stood, and, waving his hand, smiled blandly upon his
visitor. His whole countenance had changed in ex-
pr~ssion: the thin lips were parted in a sinister smile
which was intended to be pleasing, and his manner
was @acious and obsequious; and, as his visitor sank
into the ample cushions of the arm-chair, he poured
out a glass o~ wine,~ refilled his own glass, and, hold.~
ing it in on~ hand, he passed the other to Mr~ Gran.
nis, saying,'

"There is some very fine sherry, sent me this morn-
ing from the custom-house. Do inc the honor to try
it."

"Thank you, Mr. Harris: I very seldom indulge;
but I feel quite under the weather this evening, and
believe I will take a glass as medicine, not as a bev-
erage."

"There is nothing like sherry to make a sick man
well, to put new life in the veins when life seems al-
most gone, tQ refresh and invigorate when fatigue has
overcome and almost protracted the energies. Help
yourself freely: it is excellent liquor, and can do you
no harm.

"It is indeed very fine," replied Mr. Grannis, fill-
ing his glass again. "But you know men occupying
the public position I do are compelled to set their
faces against social drinking, as well as all other small
vices; and, for this reason, I seldom indulge in even a
gla~s of sherry: though I must confess, if I were often
tempted with a beverage like this, which is certainly
'nectar for the gods,' I fear my scruples would be
overthrown, and I inclined to regale the inner man
oftener thami some rigid-minded ones might think
proper." And again the glass was filled and emptied.

Mr. Harris held his glass up to the light, and, partly
closing one eye, gazed admiringly upon the red liquid
which sparkled and glowed so temptingly before him,
and replied,

"I think that such liquor as this would overthrow
some of the strongest arguments of the fanatics who
like to rave so well on the evils of intemperance, and
send the blood bounding through their veins as if

I
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they had been quaffing from the fountain of eternal
youth."

"Undoubtedly; but then, my dear friend," said
Mr. Grannis, growing familiar as he felt the wine
coursing through his veins, and his very fingers tin-
gling with a pleasant sensation, "you must admit that
temperance is a very good thing in its way, and ac-
complishes much good among the lower classes, who
are not able to indulge in expensive wines, but besot
themselves with the miserable stuff retailed in the
low groggeries of our city. For such men, temperance
is a good thing; but for men of your or my range of
thought and ability, and 's~tr~~g~h of mind, who know
when and where to stop, where to draw a line of dis-
tinction, the thing i~ simply absurd: and yet, as I said
before, my public position demands me to assume, at
least, the appearance of temperance."

"Very true, ~ery true: but here there is no reason
for i~estraint; and permit me to refill your glass."

The glass was promptly handed over, refilled, and
drained of its contents. Then, with an effort, Mr.
Granni~ cleared his throat and said, -

"I called this evening on a little business-matter.
I am soliciting aid for the 'Home of the Friendless,'
of which I am one of the directors, and would like to
see your name upon my list. I have received quite
liberal contributions from several men of note and
reputation; and knowing you to be interested in all
charitable institutions, and anxious to do all the good
you can, I thought you would be pleased to add your
name to the list of donors. Here is the book," taking
a small blank-book from his pocket, and handing it
across the stand.
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Mr. Harris took the book caref ally, and slowly
opened it, ran his eye over the list of names entered
therein, and saw that Deacon G-, Elder R-.---,
Judge B-, and others, had contributed twenty-five
dollars each.

"This is doubtless a humane object; and I never
refuse my aid to advance the interests and usefulness
of institutions of charity and benevolence."

"No, no, you never refuse: I am aware of that.
You are always very liberal; and we intend to publish
a list of the names, with the amount contributed by
each individual, in 'The Christian Flag,' next week,
to0 ether with a condensed history of the formation
and progress of the institution, which has already been
instrumental in doing so much good."

This picce of information had the desired effect,
and settled the matter with Mr. Harris. He wrote
his name in the book, and, placing a fifty-dollar bill
between the leaves, returned it to Mr. Grannis with
a smile of intense satisfaction on his thin lips.

"Thank you, thank you: your unexpected liberal-
ity is praiseworthy, and shall receive a special notice
from the committee. And now, begging pardon for so
long intruding upon your valuable time, I will bid
you good-evening."

"Do not hasten."
"I have several calls yet to make, and you know

my time is not my own. I am devoting it now to the
cause of humanity, and must make many sacrifices,
and forget personal comfort and individual wishes, in
the pursuit of duty toward my suffering fellow-crea-
tures."

8



L
K

40 THE FAITHLESS GUARDIAN.

With this eloquent parting speech, the hypocritical
specimen of manhood bowed himself from the apart-
ment, and Mr. Harris was again alone ; and, as the
door closed behind his visitor, he muttered, -

" Confound these charitable institutions ! But then
this kind of charity pays a man. A special notice in
' The Christian Flag '! Really, Mr. Harris, you will
become popular for your philanthropy;" and he
laughed ,a coarse, bitter laugh. And this man, false to
every noble feeling, a-stranger to every good impulse,
a human fiend, who coolly plotted robbing and wrong-
ing the orphan children intrusted to his care, who.
gave to charity, not because he wished to benefit the
poor and suffering, but to win from the world credit for
a deed he felt no sincerity in performing, -this man
was called a Christian, occupied a prominent position
in the Church, was an advocate and supporter of the
strictly Orthodox views propounded from the pulpit of
a stately edifice by a man scarcely better in morals
or principles, but who received an almost princely sal-
ary for standing in that sacred \place (?) Sunday after
Sunday, to offer counsel, and pretend to break -spirit-
ual bread, for the hungry multitude of souls who
gathered to seek that which they found not.
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CHAPTER VJ.

KATY AND CARRIE START FOR THE CITY. -- THEIR RECEP-
TION THERE.

"Al',"for hebet.B saanguinne and cheerful

Nothing but folly goes faithless and fearful:

,*o"rage for eve ihapy anwie

Providence wishes us all to be blest.
This is no dream of the pundit or poet:

Heaven is gracious, and -alrs for the best in

~~T was morning, - morning in the country,
morning in the city. The sun threw his
golden blessings over hills covered with
dew-drop jewels, and upon gently flowing
mountain streams. He came with his
smiles of gladness to the city, still and quiet,

as if night's queen was still reigning. He cast his
smiles on farmhouse, hut, and hall ; he stole into
the chambers of the poor and sick, and scattered
benisons on rich and poor, showing no distinctions,
no partiality.

Dr. Graham's office-door stood wide open, as if
inviting the fresh morning air to enter ; and the per-.
fume of flowers floated through the neat apartment,
and sunbeams danced upon the floor. Henry stood
by the open window, looking down the quiet road,
endeavoring to catch the first glimpse of the morn-
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ing stage as it approached. Katy and Carrie sat upon
the lounge: the tears were silently stealing down
Katy's pale cheeks, as her eyes were fixed lovingly
upon the form of her brother.

Dr. Graham sat in his office-chair before his desk,
watching the countenances of the three children
before him. During the few days the girls had re-
mained with Aunt Ronah, they had endeared them-
selves to her and to him in many ways ; and the good
woman had promised them, that, when she came to
Boston, she would visit them, and endeavor to per-
suade Mr. Harris to allow them to spend some weeks
with her the'following summer. This promise had,
in a great measure, softened the pang of the coming
separation, and led the womanly Katy to look forward
to the future as containing something of promise,
something bright and cheerful. .

As the- doctor sat there attentively observing the
three children, he felt many regrets that tI e force
of circumstances compelled him to relinquish the
care of the girls to another ; for he had an undefined
presentiment that something unlooked for, would
happen, and the future be far different from what
he could wish it might be : and yet he could not take
any other course of action than that which he was
taking.

At length the old coach i'attled up to the office-
door; and the burly driver, in a loud, impatient voice,
called out, --

" All ready ! - five minutes late !"
Affectionately the sisters bade their brother good-

by, and entered the coach, followed by Dr. Graham,.
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" Take good care of the office while I am away,
Henry," said Dr. .Graham, as he seated himself by
the side of his little companions.

" Yes, sir," promptly replied Henry, as lie brushed
a tear from the corner of his eye with his coat-sleeve ;
and the door of the coach was closed with a- bang,
the driver mounted his seat, snapped his long whip
over the heads of .his horses, and they started on. a
keen trot toward the station, leaving Henry standing
on the office-steps, gazing after the receding vehicle,
with his hand over his eyes to shade them from the
blinding rays of the morning sun.

There he stood until nothing but a cloud of dust
could be seen down the road; then he turned and
entered the office, and threw himself upon the lounge,
and gave vent to a flood of tears. Passionately,
heartily he wept, -not as a child of his years gener-
ally weeps ; but he shed manly tears, - such tears as
a brave, strong man might shed when sorrow over-
burdened his heart, when the last link which bound
him to life and hope was severed, and the future pre-
sented only a dark and desolate picture to his view.

During the ride in the stage from Glenville to the
railroad-station, Katy seemed sad and thoughtful;
but Carrie was full of life and animation, and plied
her companions with questions in regard to the
objects which met her view. The continual change
of scenery kept her occupied, for not an object es-
caped her notice. Her heart was too young and light
to feel the weight of sorrow ; and the clouds hung
over her head for but a brief interval, and, parting,
gave place to merry sunshine, light, and warmth.

42

pq

'p<a
If~Ii11

I
I

I I
I II



ii
i~ I
!i~.

The depot was at length reached; and hardly had
the passengers procured their tickets at the little box..
like office, before the train came thundering along,
and they were hurried aboard; and the whistle
1)lew shrilly, the conductor shouted hoarsely, "All
aboard!" and they were whirling at hightiiing speed
toward the famous city of Boston.

It was nearly noon when they reached the city:
Dr. Graham procured a hack, and drove at once to
the elegant residence of Mr. Harris, in the most aris-
tocratic part of the city.

When they reached the dwelling, they were shown
into the sumptuously furnished parlor; and, after
the lapse of a few moments, Mr. Harris made his
appearance. (

Entering the roo~yi with one of his blandest smiles,
Mr. Harris extended his hand to Dr. Graham, say-
ing, -

"I am happy to make your acquaintance, Dr.
Graham."

"Thank you, sir," responded the doctor, accepting
the proffered hand, and bowing his acknowledg-
ments as well; then, pointing to Katy and Carrie,
who were seated on the sofa, he continued: "These
children are the daughters of Mrs. Graves: the son,
as I informed you by letter, she intrusted to my
guardianship, until the return of his father. The
girls she desired me to place under your care until
their father claimed them; otherwise I would have
been glad to become their friend and guardian as
well."

"Yes, sir; I understand it perfectly. Poor chil-

dren I" he said, patting them tenderly on the head:
"so young to be left motherless! It is fortunate they
have kind friends who will look after their welfare
and interests. But I would like to have a little
private chat with you. I will place the children in
charge of a servant, and we can then discuss matters
undisturbed." And the wily schemer pulled a bell-
rope, and a servant almost instantly answered the
suminons.

"Here, Margaret," he said, "take these little girls
out into the garden, and amuse them for half an hour,
or until I call you."

The servant led the children from the room, leav-
ing the two gentlemen alone together.

"It is a painful task I have to 'perform, Dr.
Graham, very painful," said, Mr. Harris, apparently
with much feeling. "I pity these poor children
from the bottom of my heart. They seem to me
almost like my own. Their father was my most in-
timate friend, and ~distantly related to my deceased
wife."

"I do not understand ydu," replied Dr. Graham,
eying him closely, as a faint suspicion of something
wrong entered his mind.

"You suppose, I doubt not, that in my hands there
remains sufficient property for the support of these
children?"

"I do: Mrs. Graves informed me that such was
the case; at least, she said that you were her banker,
and that you held money, deposited with you by her
absent husband, sufficient to support the children
comfortably.
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"Yes: when poor Graves left home, he placed in
my hands a~. sum sufficient to support his family in
the plainest possible manner, requesting me to look
after them during his absence. Until Mrs. Graves
was taken ill, her demands were within her means:
but, for the l~st three years, she has requested so large
an amount monthly, that both interest and principal
have been used; not one cent of the original amount
remains for her children. lAid not inform her, when
I last sent her money, that the greater part of it came
from my own funds, lest it should annoy and worry
her; for I was willing to meet any demands she might
make, for the sake of the friendship I bore her hus-
band: and I could not refuse her when she sent for
money, or tell her that she was devouring more than
the interest which was her due."

"Indeed, this is intelligence that surprises me.
These poor children, then, are beggars? What is to
be done ?"

"Do you suppose that I would see the children of
my best friend want? Do you think that Iwould
refuse them a home beneath my own roof, when I

- have not a child to cheer my lonely heart? No, no:
they shall remain with me, and be treated in all
respects as tenderly and kindly as ~if their property
still remained to them. A few thousand dollars can
make but small difference at best; but I make this
explanation now, to prevent difficulty and confusion
in the future, when they shall ~be grown up. I shall
always treat the children as if thiw were my own.
They will bring sunlight int~ my~ dreary home, and
more than .repay me for what I may~ for them."
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"You are indeed generous and humane: pardon
me if I have done you injustice by hastily forming a
contrary opinion of you. The spirit of the mother
of these children will hover around you, and bless
you for each kind deed performed for them. The
boy I already love sincerely: he is a bright little
fellow, and will, if his life is spared, and the prom-
ises of youth fulfilled, make a good and righteous
man," said Dr. Graham impulsively, all suspicion of
Mr. Harris's insincerity and hypocrisy being at once
removed by that gentleman's smooth and oily manner
of speech, and assumed heartiness of manner.

"It would be strange if the boy failed to grow up
a noble man: his father was true-hearted, brave, and
generous to a fault, never suspecting wrong in others,
because he himself was above wrong-doing; and his
mother was one of the most amiable and attractive
of her sex: and doubtless he has fallen into good
hands, and will receive noble examples of truth and
right." The last was said in a bland, insinuating
manner.

"I will, at least, endeavor to do my duty by the
boy: but excuse me; I see it is growing late," glan-
cing at the little French timepiece on the marble
mantle. "I must return by the afternoon train, and
have only time to reach the depot. I hope you will
write me occasionally, and inform me concerning the
health and welfare of the little girls; for I shall
always feel a deep interest in them."

"With much pleasure I will consider your request.
But surely you will remain and dine with me?"

"Thank you: I can not permit myself that pleasure
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to-day, as it is important that I reach Glenville this
evening."

After taking an affectionate leave of Katy and
Carrie, Dr. G~raham left them with Mr. Harris, men-
tally congratulating them in being o fortunate as to
secure the guardianship of a man evidently actuated
by the kindest and most humane fee ings; and arrived
at the depot just in time to catch t e afternoon train
home.

How easily are we deceived by a uave manner and
a smooth tongue! How readily ar the impressions
given us by our watchful guardian s from on high
overthrown and obliterated when we allow ourselves
to yield to counteracting influences, and the magnet-
ism of those who would blind our eyes to their own
evil natures and wrong-doings! How much we stand
in need of strength and aid from those sources of
light and love whose fountains are pure, and unstained
by selfishness and sin!

CHAPTER VII.

THE COUNTY-HOUSE.

"Tripping lightly through the sunshine,
Creeping 'mid the shadows gray,

Ever swiftly flitting, flitting,
Speed the golden hours away:

Laden they with joy or sorrow,
Thiin or pleasure, smiles or tears,

All are under sailing orders,
Down the ebbing tide of years.

Hours are golden censers, bearing
Incense oft'eripgs evermore;

Shining coils, undoing swiftly,
Till they reach the other shore.

Some among the links there may be,
Rusted o'er with bitter tears:

Light and shade are deftly woven
In the canopy of years.~~

WO weeks glided by, and Dr. Graham be-
came anxious to hear from Mr. Harris. He
wrote to him, inquiring about the health of
the children, and received a letter in reply,
saying, -

"The girls seem to be ~e~tle~s ~id fever-
ish, and I think are not perfectly well. The city evi-
dently does not agree with them; and, in ~ few days, I
shall take them into the country, to the home of my
brother, and doubt not the fresh air and healthful
exercise which they will be allowed to enjoy will
prove beneficial to them, and do more tow~r4 the res'~

*
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toration of perfeAt health and lightness of spirits
than any thing which could be done here in the city.
I have become much attached to them, and feel re-
luctant to allow them to leave me; but, for their sake,
I am willing to bear the separation, until I can feel
that it is just to them to bring them back to cheer my
weary life with their gladsome presence."

This letter seemed to satisfy Dr. Graham; and yet
there was that undefined dread of something xvrong,
that unavoidably haunted him when thinking of Mr.
harris. What did it mean? With impatience at
what he supposed to be his folly, he thrust it from
him, and tried to believe that all ~vas~ well.

We will now leave Dr. Graham and Henry for a
time, to follow their quiet life in a country village,
unvaried by scenes of much moment or startling
events, and turn our attention to Katy and Carrie,
and follow them through the changing scenes which
made up a part of their life-drama, the changing
scenes which led one to happiness and peace, and
brought to the other lights and shadows , joys and
griefs, flowers and thorns, sunshine~ and clouds.

Two weeks they remained in the city of Boston, at
the house of Mr. Harris: but they saw little of that
gentleman during that time, as~ he was deeply occu-
pied with business cares and dutie~; and they were
left >entirely to the charge of servar~ts in his employ.
Had not business of importance claimed his undivided
attention during these two weeks, it is not at all prob-
able that Mr. Harris would have allowed the girls to
remain in his house so long a time: but it was impos..
eible to obviate it, ~i4e~ t1~e circ~unstances; and so b~
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gave them up to the care of his servants, and troubled
himself as little as possible about their comfort or
existence. At the expiration of the two weeks, his
business was completed, and he was free to carry out
the plan he had formed in regard to the children
thrust upon his carb by the death of their mother;
and he told them he was about to take them to a
home in the country, where they would remain until
they were grown to the years o~ womanhood.

The county-house - or poorhouse, as it is more gen-
erally called - was a large, irregular building, which
stood upon a barren plain, with not a shade-tree or
shrub growing near. Not a flower blossomed by the
side of the straight, sandy path which led from the
gate to the entrance; not a trace of refinement, not
a look of comfort or homeliness, could be discovered
about the place. The house was painted dark red;
the large windows, with their small panes of glass,
were destitute of blinds; and altogether it was a
cheerless, unpleasant, uninviting-looking plane.

Here Mr. harris brought the children of his absent
friend; this was the pleasant country home where they
were to remain until women grown; this was the ful-
fillment of the trusts reposed in him by the absent
and the dead. This was the act of a professed Chris-
tian, the performance of a Christian duty!

In charge of the keeper of this place of refuge for
the poor and friendless, the children were placed; and
certainly Mr. Harris's manner toward the coarse, vul-
gar man who. occupied the position of keeper indi-
cated that he was on terms of understanding, if not
intimacy, with him.

Q
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When the girls were made to understand that they
were toremain there, and that it was to be their fu-
ture home, Carrie said, -

"I sha'n't stay here: it's an ugly place."
"Ali, you'll like it after a time," said a mild-look-

ing woman with a broad grin on her face: "we all
live like queens here."

"Stop your noise, Mag: you'll frighten the poor
little things," said a pale-faced woman, with an effort
to smile pleasantly upon the poor little beings before
her. "Come here, little ones, and tell me your story;
for I know you have an interesting one to tell. You
were not born to live in a poorhouse.

"Is this the poorhouse ? '7 asked Katy in surprise.
"Certainly it is, and we are all paupers. Did you

think it was a gentleman's residence?"
"I did not know; but I di& not think it was the

poorhouse: and I think there must be some mistake;
for we are not paupers, and it can not be possible that
we are to remain here."

"Who is that man standing at the gate, - the one
who brought you here?"

"That is Mr. Harris, our guardian. He said we
were going in the country to live with his brother."

"Poor children! You are doubtless innocent vic-
tims of some wily man's scheming. But come: tell
me your story, - how you came. here, and all about
it."

Something indescribable, something intuitive, drew
Katy toward the old woman. She felt a confidence
aud. trust in her that she could not understand, and
did not endeavor to fathom, but, following the im-
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pulses of her pure heart, told all that she knew of her
own and her parents' history; and the old woman,
as she listened to the recital, wept, and determined to
institute herself the protector of the two children
while they remained inmates of the poorhouse. After
Katy had finished her simple narrative, old Sara
said, -

"Do not tell any one else; do not let any one here
kftow that you think Mr. Harris has treated you
wrongly or unkindly, or they will say that you are
cr4zy, and put you in a dark cell."

Katy determined to follow the advice of her com-
panion, and~profit by the experience she had gained
by ~ five-years' residence in the county-house.

None, save those who have visited a New-England
cou~tty-house, know the wretched condition of the
inniates of those miserable institutions as they were
conducted a few years ago, and ~s many of theni
eve~i now are managed.

Week after week, month after month, passed by,
unmarked by amy occurrence worthy of note. Life
at the almshouse was quiet, and undisturbed by inci-
dent or excitement. If it was unpleasant and loath-
some, Katy bore up under her trials with fortitude
truly astonishing in one so young, and never was

heard to drop one word of complaint; but little Car-
rie would frequently fly into a perfect passion at the
meager fare presented her, and the comfortless ac-
commodations provided, and declare that she would
remain at that "ugly place no longer." Poor child!
She did not realize that she was a pauper, and had no
other home to go to.
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CHAPTER VIII.

CARRIE'S SICKNESS.

"Sheen and shadow intermingle,
And the hours so sweet and fair

Change full oft to weary ages,
Through the weight of woe they bear:

Yet the cup of cruel bitter
May be for our healing given;

And our funeral-lamps be watch-fires
On the outer walls of heaven,"

URING the weeks and months that bad
flown by, little change had come over

the village of Glenville or its inhabitants.
Soon after Mr,. Harris placed Katy and Car-
rie in the poorhouse, the doctor received a
letter from him, saying, -

I placed the children under the care of my broth-
er, as I wrote you I intended doing, hoping the coun-
try ~~ir would prove beneficial; but, alas for human
hopes and expectations! soon aft~ their arrival at
my brother's, the scarlet fever broke out in that
neighborhood in its most contagious form; and, before
I could remove the girls from the vicinity, they both
fell victims to the disease. Every thing possible was
done for them; but, after days of severe suffering,
they both died, - Katy first, and Carrie a few days
after. I went up immediately after receiving the

news of their illness; remained with them through
their illness and sufferings, which they bore with for-
titude and bravery worthy of imitation by those of
older years, and endearing themselves to all by their
patience and uncomplaining submission to the will of
Providence; and I saw them buried, - saw their little
forms laid to rest beneath the cold, damp sod, and
their pure spirits take their flight to the better world,
where their mother waited to receive them. Know-
ing how sad this intelligence will be to little Henry,
I suggest that yo reak it to him gently; and, with
many wish is future welfare, I am truly,

J. hARRIS."

aving no just reason to doubt the truth of this
letter, the doctor and Henry readily accepted it as a
fact; and together they mourned for the supposed
dead. Mr. Harris, not content with the falsehood
and deception already practiced, fearing exposure in
the future, and in order to make his assumed position
doubly sure, wrote to the almshouse keepeflo inform
Katy that her brother was dead, and that Dr. Graham
had left Glenville, and gone no one knew whither.
In this way he hoped to effectually separate the broth-
er from his sisters, and prevent them from making
inquiries concerning each other. Was he successful?
Wait and see.

Ah, man! with your heart full of evil and wicked
purposes, with your plans well laid and carefully car-
ried out, y~ forget that the "'spirits of the just made
perfect" watch over us here, and guide our footsteps
in the paths of right and truth. You forget that
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your power becomes weak and readily, overthrown by
the spirit-power which comes from the land of perfect
bliss, to counteract the evil-doing, and transgressions
of th6 laws of duty. You forget, when you plot
and scheme against poor, weak mortals, that unseen
friends are near to aid them in the hour of need, a~zid
that retributive justice will be visited upon you for
each deed of wrong; and that the pure and faithful
will be led out from the shadows and darkness into
the light, and life become to them beautiful and sub-
lime in the very consciousness of well-doing, while
your own grows dark and distasteful through evil and
wrong.

Six months had passed away since Katy and her
sister had become inmates of the county-house; and
little Carrie lay stretched upon a bed of pain and
sickness. Very kind and attentive wa~ old Sara to
the sick and suffering child, sitting up with her
through the long nights, and bathing her feverish
brow with cold water through the day. One morning,
as she sat by the little sufferer's couch while Katy
was down stairs eating her miserable breakfast,
Carrie said in a weak, trembling voice,

"I wish I had some pretty flowers to look at: it
would almost make me think I was back in the little
brown house by the hill. Can't you get me some,
Sara?"

"I will see when Kat~ comes," replied the kind-
hearted creature; and, when Katy entered the room,
she said, -

"The poor child wants some flowers to look at. If -

you go up to the farmhotise on the hill, I think they
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will give you some: at any rate, it will do no harm
to ask them for a few."

"I will go," replied Katy; and she hastened from
the room to perform her errand, while the white tears
slowly coursed one after another down her thin
cheeks: for she saw plainly that her darling little
sister was rapidly growing worse, instead of better,
and knew how lonely and. cheerless it would be if
Carrie were taken from her.

Mr. Greyson was a farmer: his broad acres of well-
cultivated land, his large barns and out-houses, his
comfortable dwelling, all spoke of thriftiness. He
was an old man; and his family consisted of himself,
his wife, and one child, a daughter, who was mar-
ried, and lived in the city. His wife and himself were
the sole occupants of the old farmhouse on the hill;
for the men he employed to cultivate his land occu-
piec~a comfortable out-building, and Mrs. Greyson
preferred to do her own work. Thus the old couple
lived year after year, the monotony of their lives un-
broken, save by an occasional visit from their daugh-
ter.

It was to this house Sara had directe~1 Katy to go
and beg a few flowers; for adjoining the house was a
large garden, filled with every variety of blooming
plants, from the common tiger-lily and sweet-william
to the delicate tuberose and cypress-vine. The old
lady took especial delight in the care she bestowed
upon them, and her flowers we~e in blossom long be-
fore and long after her neighbors.

The morning work was finished; the yellow butter
had been taken from the churn, and molded into an
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inviting-looking roll, and put away upon a clean plat-
ter; the milk-pans had been scalded, and laid out in
even rows to warm in the sun; the breakfast-dishes
had been washed, and neatly arranged in their accus-
tomed places on the open dresser; and the floor had
been swept, and every thing was in the nicest order.
Mrs. Greyson had changed her gown, donned a neat,
becoming cap, spread a clean white apron before her,
and seated herself in her little rocker near the door,
and taken up her knitting to employ the hour still at
her command before commencing the preparations
for the noontide meal, in adding something to the
comfortable woolen socks she was knitting for her
good husband's wear during the winter months.

Visitors rarely disturbed the quiet of the farm-
hous9; and, when the little wicket-gate swung back
upon its hinges, Mrs. Greyson looked up from her
gradually growing sock in surprise.

"I do wonder now what on earth that little girl
wants here," she said to herself; but hardly had she
finished the ejaculation before Katy stood upon the
doorstep before her.

"Please, ma'am, will you give me a few of your
beautiful flowers? I xxant them for my little sister,
who is very sick, and wishes to see some flowers so
much!" said K~ty, in a pleading tone of voice, rais-
ing her large, soulful eyes to meet the earnest, inter-
ested gaze of the pleasant-looking old lady, who
pushed her silver-bowed glasses up upon her forehead,
and laid her knitting-work down in her lap, while she
bent eagerly forward to scan the child before her.

"Your little sister is sick, is she? Poor little

thino'!" replied the. old lady, in a kind, sympathizing
voice, which brought the ready tears to the eyes of
Katy. "Where do you live, little girl?"

"We don't live anywhere," naively answered
Katy, her voice trembling with emotion.

"XVhy, what dQ you mean?"
"We are staying at the almshouse; but, when

father comes back, he will take us away, and make us
a nice home somewhere, that is, if Carrie don't die.
Sara says she is sure that Carrie will never get well;
but, if she does die, she will go to mother, up in
heaven, and I will wait for father alone."

"Poor little things, how I pity you! So young and
so innocent to be taught the lessons of poverty and
privation!" said kind-hearted Mrs. Greyson, wiping
the corner of her eyes with a new gingham apron.

"But I must hurry back: Carrie may grow worse
while I am away. May I take a few flowers with
me?" asked Katy, arousing~ the. old lady from the
reverie she had fallen into.

"Yes, child, take all you want. Pick your apron
full, and come every morning and get as many as you.
like."

"Oh, thank youl thank you!" and she started off
toward the garden to get the blossoms for her sick
sister.

"Stop a moment! " called Mrs. Greyson; and Katy
paused. "When you have picked as many flowers
as you want, come back to the house, and I'll give
you a little pail of milk to take to your sister. Chil-
dren always like milk; and I guess you don't get
much down there."
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Katy could say nothing in reply by way of thanks,
*but the grateful tears rolled down her little sunken

cheeks, and her eyes spoke volumes of thanks; and,
while Katy hastened to the garden, the good old lady
busied herself in preparing the milk. When she went
into the milk-closet, and saw the shining rows of pans
nearly full with rich yellow cream on the surface, she
took down a pan from the upper shelf, and turned to
find the skimmer, which hung on a nail beside the
door; but,~ before she broke the golden surface, she
said to herself, -

"No, I will not give the child skim-milk: she has
had poor fare long enough; a~ud I'll just take a pan of
morning's milk, and pour it into the pail, cream and
all; and it may do her good,~poor little thing!"
She put the pan before her carefully back on the up-
per shelf, and, taking a small pan from the lower shelf,
emptied its contents into the p~il she had brought
with her from the dresser in the outer room, and,
placing the cover tightly over it, carried it to the door
just as Katy made her appearance with her apron full
of bright blossoms, and handed it to her, saying,

"Come again to-morrow, ai~id I will give you more.
if your little sister likes it."

With a heart too full for utterance, Katy turned
from the door of the old farmhouse, holding her
apron with its~ fragrant burden in one hand, while she
carried the pail in theothet, and hurried to the bed-
side of little Carrie.

Mrs. Greyson stood in the door and watched her as
she hastened along the road, and hurried up th~ nar-
row, barren path to the door of the poorhouse ; and

then turned, with a sigh on her lips, to attend to her
preparations for dinner. Something in Katy's appea~-
ance and manner had interested her, and her sym-
pathies were aroused for the homeless and friendless
child.
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CHAPTER IX.

CARRIE JOINS HER MOTHER. - KA TY FINDS A FRIEND
AND HOME.

"Like an ideal thought she came,
A star upon Love's crest;

Then vanished like the sunset's flame
That warms the ardent west:

And, like a thought of priceless worth
Filled 'with ambrosial leaven,

She passed up to the second birth,
Above the Piciades seven:

One angel less upon the earth,
One spirit more in heaven."

HEN Katy reached the room where Car-
1*

ne lay, she found that during her absence
the fever had increased to a fearful degree,

little Qarrie was wikily raving about
her early home, her father, her mother,
and' brother: at times she would imagine

herself playing on the green lawn in front of the lit-
tle brown house; at others, sitting at her mother's feet,
repeating her lesson from the book her fathE~r had left
for her; and' again she would imagine that her father
had returned, and shower upon him all the endearing
epithets the English language affords. All night she
remained in a delirious state, and Katy refused to
leave her bedside; but, just as the morning dawned,
thelittle sufferer fell into a heavy sleep, from which
she awakened with full comisciousness 'of all transpir-
ing around her.

$

Poor little thing! it was but a slender thread which
bound her to the earth, - a slender thread, which even
the most delicate touch would snap asunder. The
angel of death kept faithful watch on one side of the
bed, while Katy and the untiring Sara kept their
watch on the other.

Long before the hour for breakfast arrived, Carrie
turned her eyes upon Katy, and with a sweet, placid
smile upon her lips, said, -

"Katy, I am going to mother. While I was asleep
I had such a beautiful vision! Mother came to me in
a pretty dress of white, just like the one she wore the
day she lay so cold and still in the coffin; but her
eyes were open and bright as they used to be, and
there were many with her, -many beautiful and smil-
ing women and children. She said she was lonesome
without me, and had come to take me with her to a
better and brighter home than this. And I heard
such sweet music, and voices singing. I know, Katy,
that I am going to die; but I am not afraid, for mother
will take me in her arms just as she used to do, and~.
I shall be so happy with her! I have been naughty
and cross so many times; hut you will forgive me,.
won't 'you, Katy?"

"Yes, darling, yes," answered Katy,' between the
great sobs that almost choked her.

"You have been so kind and patient with me, and
so has Sara; rind when I get to heaven I shall ask God
to let you both come soon, and leave this place, where
no one loves or cares for you. Sing to me, Katy: I
want to hear you sing once more before I go to
mother."
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un trembling tone Katy sang some beautiful verses
she had learned from a paper which she found~ in the
almshouse kitchen, which were as follows : -

'Good angels often visit me
In lonely hours of night:

They come to me in rapturous dreams,
In robes of shining light!

They steal into my silent room
With soft, uneehoing tread,

And bend, with glances full of love,
Above my weary head 1

I see again the faithful friends
In manhood's strength and pride:

They fell, faint-hearted, by the way,
Life's sterner toils untried.

I hear again their kindly words:
They thrill me as of yore, -

The tones, that, to my yearning heart,
were music evermore.

She comes in that angelic throng,
The mother of my youth:

I loved her for her purity,
Her sweet, enduring truth.

Ah I half the brightness of my life
With her to heaven has gone;

For oh, our lives, like kindred beams,
Were blended into one I

An angel, in her shining r4~bes,
Iseeherevennow;

A golden lyre within her hands,
The soul-flowers wreathe her brow:

She whispers to my fainting soul,
While all my pulses thijil,

'My love awaits thee at the goal:
Thy destiny fulfill.'

Dear are those angel-ministers:
To sorrowing heai ts they bear

A sweet foretaste of paradise,
A balm for woe and care.

The fragrance of celestial bowers,
Light in celestial gleams,

Attend the forms of those~ive love:
They visit us in dreams I"

(

When she ceased singing, Carrie was asleep; and,
bending over her, she pressed a kiss upon her white
brow.

The little blue eyes never opened again on earth.
Gradually she slept this life away, and awoke in
heaven. The bright spirits of the "gone before"
bore her pure soul through the avenue oP death into
the warm sunlight of spirit life, where the opening
bud will gradually progress until it becomes a full-
blown flower, and the fragrance of it's life be wafted
through the ether-space, to cheer the sorrowing hearts
of dear ones still on earth, bound by material life.

The morning after Katy's visit to the farmhouse,
Mrs. Greyson watched for her coming with anxious
expectancy: but the morning passed away, and she
came not; noon came and passed, and yet no signs
of the little almshouse girl; and .Mrs. Greyson was
becoming more annoyed and anxious on account of
the protracted absence than she was willing to admit
even to herself. Just as the old lady was about to
lay aside her knitting-work, and prepare the even-
ing meal, Katy entered the garden with the little
tin pail on her arm. When she reached the house,
she said in a sad, low voice, and with downcast, tear-
ful eyes, -

"I only want a few white flowers to-day; for Car-
rie has gone to mother."

"What! Is your sister dead?"
"Yes: she died early this morning and I am all

alone now."
"Poor little thing, *how I pity you!" said Mrs.

Greyson, taking one of the thin, wasted hands in her
5
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own, and stroking it in a kind, motherly way; then,
after a moment's pause, during which she had been
busy thinking seriously, she added,

"All alone; ~but you shall not want for sympathy
and kindness. I will be a mother to you: my home
shall be your home, if you would like to come and
live with me, and be my little girl."
* "Oh~ are you in earnest, - in real earnest?" said
Katy 4ith animation, looking eagerly up into the
kind, benevolent face of the old lady. "May I, in-
deed, live with you, and leave for ever that miserable
house in the valley? It seems too good to be true: it
is more like a dream than a reality."

"It is true, my child. I am often lonely, and would
be glad to have some one to cheer and comfort my
old age; and., as you have aroused am'i itresistible inter-
est in your behalf 2 I feel that I am doing right in.
offering a home and my protecting care. Now run
and pick your flowers, and to-morrow I will come for
you, and make arrangements for your removal from
that dismal place where you have been compelled to
remain too long already."

Katy gathered a few choice white blossoms, and
returned to the almshouse with a lighter heart than
she had carried since her mother's death.

She laid the flowers she had gathered upon the
pulseless breast of little Carrie, and then knelt down
beside the cold clay of her sister, and implored the
spirit of her departed mother to watch over and guide
her aright.

A common pine box ~was the coffin in which they
laid the stiffened form of the little pauper. A corner
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of the graveyard was appropriated to the use of the
almshouse, and known as the Potter's Field; and in
this place the grave was made. There was no marble
slab to tell the day and year when ~he went up to
join the spirit bands above; no mark to distinguish
it from the other graves, save a rose-bush at its head,
which Katy had planted. And, as she slowly heaped
the moist earth around the roots, she thought, that
some time in the future, when the flight of years had
made a woman of her, she would come to that spot,
and mark the resting-place of her darling with a beau-
tiful monument, such as she had seen in the grave-
yard at Glenville; and dropping some honest tears to
the memory of one she rejoiced to know was beyond
the sorrows and trials of mortal life, and in the enjoy-
ment of those spirit joys which reward the earth-
bound traveler when he i3rosses the river of death,
she turned from the spot.

As she neared the desolate, cheerless building which
had been her home for several months, she saw a
team approaching, which drew up before the rickety
gate, and she recognized Mrs. Greyson in the lady
who alighted from the wagon, and slowly came up the
path; and she went around by the back door, and
stole softly up to the room where Carrie died, to
await the result of the interview in the office.

But a few moments passed before she heard the
gruff voice of the keeper calling her loudly, as he
stood at the foot of the stairs; and she answered, -

"Yes, sir, I am here."
"Come down here: I want you."
With trembling steps and beating heart she



descended the stairs, wondering in her own mind if it
was indeed for the last time, and silently followed
the man she had learned to regard with feelings of
the most bitter repugnance into the office. As she
entered the room, she saw Mrs. Greyson sitting in
one of the chairs near the table; and, as she cast a
timi4 glance toward her, she met a soft, encouraging
smile, and her heart gave pne glad bound, as she
realized that she was about to be free, about to have
a home, about to leave the pauper-life which was so
distasteful to her. The rough voice of the keeper
broke in upon her wandering thoughts, as he said,

"Here, girl, this lady wants .to take you. I've told,
her what an idle, useless, lazy thing you are; but she
seems determined to take you, and I wish her joy of
her bargain. The papers are made out, ~and you
belong to her; so, if you have any traps, get them
together, and take yourself off."

Mrs. Greyson cast an indignant look upon the man
as he ceased speaking, and therr4wkl her~ hands out
toward the child she had adopted; and Katy sprang
forward, and, falling upon her knees, laid her head
into the good woman's lap, and wept.

The man laughed coarsely,~ and turned upon his
heel and left them alone.

"Come, my dear, let us leave this place: a com.
portable home awaits you, and I only wonder how you
have ever lived so long with such uncongenial sur-
roundings. But come;" and Mrs. Greyson arose and
moved toward the door.

"I will come in one moment," said Katy. "I must
first bid Sara good -by. Poor creature! she ~vill miss

me after I am gone;" and, with a quick step, the child
left the room.

The parting between old Sara and Katy would have
brought tears to the eyes of even the stoniest-hearted.
They had been friends and companions in sorrow,
and had been drawn together by the bonds of sym-
pathy; and the poor old woman had become deeply
attached to the child: and she felt that in parting with
her the last ray of sunshine would be darkened in her
life-path. But she had the good sense and reason to
know that Katy's future would be made happier and
better, and she tried to command her feelings; but it
was a vain effort.

The parting over, Katy joined Mrs. Greyson, and
was soon on her way to the farmhouse. A new exist-
ence, as it were, was about opening before her.

A comfortable chamber on the second floor was
appropriated to Katy's use; and, as she marked the
air of neatness and comfort which pervaded the apart-
ment, a prayer of thankfulness arose from her heart,
and she realized that her lines had fallen in pleasant
places.

New clothing was made up for her, as her ward-
robe w/as sadly deficient, having received no care or
additions since her mother's death; and, ere a week
went by, she looked like another being. Good, whole-
some fare, and plenty. of healthy exercise, brought the
roses back to her pale cheeks, and she grew more
cheerful and happy each day.

It w~s avery quiet life that she led at the old farm-
house, and but few incidents occurred to interrupt the
even flow of daily occupation.

9
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So useful and companionable she made herself', that
Mrs. Greyson often wondered how she had ever been
able to get along so great a length of time without
her ; and the old farmer soon learned to love his little
Kitty, as he called her, with an honest and earnest
affection. -

She was indeed a help and comfort to the old peo-
ple ; and, while she was surrounded by every earthly
blessing, she did not forget faithful Sara. Many a
nicely-baked cake and pie found its way to old Sara's
room at the almshouse ; and on warm, pleasant days,
the old creature would hobble up to the farmhouse to
see her "heart's darling," as she called Katy, and get
a few flowers from the well-filled garden, to remind
her of Carrie and-the days when her life was cheered
by the presence of the angel-child.

it
Af

CHAPTER X.

MA RION'S L E TTER.

" whate'er our lot in life may be,
where'er our footsteps fall,

sunshine and shadows mark our way,
And come to one and all.

And, though the night is dark and drear,
The sunshine comes at dawn,

To cheer us with its welcome light,
And usher in the morn.

Though darkand rugge d seems our path,

spirit friends can cheer our hearts,
And still our faintest cry.

And would we walk in brighter paths,
where shadows do not fall ?

we must trust the spirit pure
which rules above us all."

YEAR flew by on rapid wing. A year,
- how long a time to some, and how
short a. time to others ! How much of

*misery and woe>joy and gladness, can
be condensed in that space of time !
How the hand of -change can leave its

unmistakable marks on persons and things during
twelve short months of time ! How much can be ac-
complished in a year ! and yet it passes over many a
head unmarked by improvement or good deeds.

A year had made but .little change at the farm-
house. Katy was still walking in quiet, sunny paths
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of life, and the old people were going down to the
valley of the shadow of death, hand in hand, with
eyes of faith fixed on the far beyond. It was pleas-
ant to see those old people together, loving each other
in old age with even more tenderness and deeper
affection than when they were young; living for
each other, and always happy in doing something
to contribute to the comfort and pleasure of one
another.

One day, Katy went, to the village to do some shop-
ping; and, when she returned, she brought with her a
letter bearing the post-mark of "New York" on the
envelope. It had been a long time since Mrs. Grey-
son's daughter had written to her parents; and, when
the letter lay before them, tears blinded their eyes, so
that neither one could read a line. Handing the let-
ter to Katy, Mr. Greyson said, -

Here, daughter, read this letter to your mother :
it is from Marion.

Katy always addressed the old people as mother
and father; for they had been, as far as possible, kind
parents to her. She took the letter, and read, -

"DEAR FATHER AND MOTHER, I have been ill,
which will account for my long silence; and, as the
physician recommends a change of air, I have con-
cluded to spend a few months with you. I will bring
my husband's nephew, Harry Gordon, with me, as
he is spending some time with us, and would like to
visit in the country. He is a mere youth, and rather
wild; but I think will give you no trouble. I trust
all your expectations in regard to the little girl you

adopted have been realized. I shall be glad to see
her. You may expect us next Thursday.

"Yours affectionately, -

"MARION."

"Next Thursday," repeated Mrs. Greyson: "let me
see. To-day is Saturday: oh, we'll have plenty of
time to get ready for them. I am so glad Marion is
coming! It is three years since she was last here; and
she will be glad to see the old place again. It has
changed but little since she was a child; but she has
chaiiged. We sent her off to boarding-school, and
there she met Mr. Stanton, who is now her husband;
and he has made a fine lady of her. He is one of
the richest men in New York, they say; and they live
in a house fit for a queen. Weather and I went down
to make them a visit four yeai~s ago. They both in-
sisted on it; and, though it was a great undertaking
for us, we went. We were treated as if we were a
king and queen. Mr. Stanton is not a proud man;
and Marion is just as good as she was before she went
to the city to live, just as kind and loving as she
was when she used to run about the farmhouse in
her gingham dresses and white aprons. When she
wanted to marry Mr. Stanton, both father and I
objected. We wanted her to marry a plain, honest
farmer, and settle down near home. We felt fearful,
that, if she married a ~ich man, and went to the city
to live, she would become proud, and ashamed of her
old-fashioned parents; but she has not. And Mr.
Stanton has proved a good husband and a kind son,
and I'm glad we let her g~arry him; for she is very

I.,
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happ~r in her home, and very devoted to her hus-
band."

No: Marion Stanton was not a purse-proud woman.
She was a gentle, faithful, loving wife; an affectionate,
kind, and dutiful daughter; and a sincere friend, I~oved
by all who knew her, ever ready to assist the poor
and friendless, and always engaged in some work of
noble charity. Her husband's immense wealth ena-
bled her to~ do much good ~~and many an honest heart
overflowed with gratitude, many a prayer of thank-
fulness fell from the lips of the poor and friendless
she had befriended. Such was the daughter of Mr.
and Mrs. Greyson.

Harry Gordon, the nephew of Mr. Stanton, the
young man who was to accompany Marion to the old
homestead, was an. orphan. He was at that time
seventeen years of age. His parents had left him
under the guardianship of his uncle when he was a boy
of ten years, and since that time he had been kept at
boarding-school almost constantly. He Was now pre-
pared to enter college, and was spending the vacation
allowed him at his guardian's. Being naturally wild,
reckless, anti impulsive, Mr. Stanton feared that the
temptations which surrounded him in the city would
prove detrimer~t4 to him, and therefore decided to
send him into the co~mtry with his wife: thus it was
I-larry Gordon was to be a visitor at the farmhouse.

Early Monday morning, Mrs. Greyson and Katy set
to work to clean the spare chambers. The walls were
whitewashed newly; the paint was washed; the car~
pets were taken up, cleaned, and put down again; the
white muslin ct4aii~s w~she4 .~i4 irone4, ~n4 hung

I
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before the windows, and looped back on each side
with pieces of bright green ribbon; the beds made
up, and covered with snowy quilts; and, by Tuesday
evening, all up stairs was ready for the expected
guests.

Then followed the baking of pies and cakes, and
other culinary preparations, in all of which Katy took
a lively interest and an active part; an , while they
are making ready for their guests, let look after
Dr. Graham and Henry, and ascertain what ey have
been ~doing the last year and a half.

4
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CHAPTER XI.

HENRY AND THE DOCTOR.

"Learning is an addition beyond nobility of birth. Honor of blood, without
the armament of knowledge, is a glorious ignorance."

"The earth is bright and beautiful.
Its flowers still are fair

As when from Eden's hidden nooks
They perfumed all the air;

And the pure stars, beneath whose rays
Love's tales have oft been told,

Still pour a flood of purity
As in the days of old."

S I remarked in a previous chapter, the
pare ts of Dr. Graham had left him an
ample fortune; but being inclined to
study, and desiring to lead a life of activ~
ity an.d usefulness, and not become a drone

in the hive of life, he had applied himself to the study
of medicine, and had graduated at one of the best and
most celebrated medical colleges in the Union; and
had come to Glenville, having heard of its quiet
beauty, and deemed it a good place to commence the
practice of his profession. ~But Glenville was a re-
markably healthy village, and his duties there were
light; and, had he been dependent upon the income
received for his professional labors, he would long
since have become discouraged: but he liked the

quiet life he led, liked the freedom from bustle and
confusion; and the days slipped by, and life glided
on with a peaceful, even flow, that well accorded with
his tastes.

After Henry came to live with him, he devoted
most of his time to in~truct4ng his young prot~g6, and
was pleased to find the little fellow an apt and willing
scholar. But the village could not boast of a draw-
ing-master; and Henry was so anxious to learn how to
use the pencil artistically, that the doctor concluded
to give up ~his office, and move to some large city,
where Henry could enjoy the benefit and advantages
of good masters.

After due deliberation, Philadelphia was decided
upon as the place of their future abode; and, about
the time Katy was assisting Mrs. Greyson in her
preparations for their expected guests at the farm..
house, her brother and his self-appointed guardian
took possession of their new quarters.

A drawing-master was engaged, and Henry entered
upon his new life with interest. The rough sketches
he had made were shown to his instructor, and pro-
nounced by him to be wonderful productions. He
seemed to be inspired; his pencil seemed guided by
more than human power: and the Italian master
looked upon him as a wonder, and took much pride
in his rapid advancement.

The doctor had promised, that, as soon as he had
learned all that could be taught in Philadelphia, they
should go to Europe, and there seek the instructions
of the celebrated masters of old Italy. Henry was
half wild at this announcement, and looked forward
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with eager anticipations to the time when he would
be able to repay his benefactor for his kindness to him
by the products of his pencil and brush.

There was one thing which strangely puzzled the
doctor in regard to his youthful charge. At times,
Henry would be very quiet and taciturn: at others
very loquacious; and would advance the most pecu~
liar and original ideas in regard to subjects entirely
unknown and unthought of by boys of his age.

Dr. Graham's parents had been kind, but strict cl4s-
ciplinari~ns; and they had brought him up to most
rigidly believe in the teachings and doctrines of old
theology, in man's total depravity, fore-ordination,
&c. And, learning such a doctrine at his mother's
knee, the doctor had rigidly adhered to it, and looked
upon all other views, all innovations, as little less
than infidelity, or the teachings of the Evil One: ahd,
when he attempted to instill into the mind of his pro-
t6g6 these doctrines, he earnestly tried to believe
these doctrines were truths; although his better na-
ture,.his richly-stored mind, his conscience within, told
him they were false, and belied the God he pretended
to worship and adore. He was sometimes shocked
by the opposition Henry made, and the broad, liberal
views he advanced. In vain he endeavored to argue
the matter: he was always met wjth something which
overthrew his theories and logic. And, at length,
he gave up the struggle, and decided to let the boy
follow his own inclinations in regard to his religious
views; but, nevertheless, was puzzled to know where
4ud how he had received such peculiar ideas in regard
to matters of such deep importance.
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Ah, man! with all your strength and wisdom, there
is a power working for good in our midst mightier
and surer than all your strength and wisdom; a power
which you can not disarm or overthrow; a power
which will overcome all obstacles, and assert its rights
and strength in spite of all opposition; a power which
all the world combined can not put aside; a power
which will assert itself, and, through the mouths of
babes and sucklings, speak and proclaim the truths
you would fain crush to earth.

It was this power, this invisible but potent influ-
ence, which animated and inspired Henry Graves, and
put into his mouth words to reach and overthrow the
arguments of one older and wiser than himself. It
was this power which guided his hand, and so deli-
cately touched the drawing which grew beneath his
pencil, with a light and shade so powerful as to startle
all who beheld his work. it was this power Which
gradually led him on, and developed him into one of
the most useful and worthy laborers in the field of
reform. It was this power working for the emancipa-
tion of souls in cruel bondage, and striving *to break
the fetters of past ages of error and darkness.
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CHAPTER XII.

MARION'S ARRIVAL...- KATY'S DIScO VERY.

"All Is for the best! then fling away terrors,
Meet all your foes and your fears in the van;

And, in the midst of your dangers or errors,
Trust like a child, while you strive like a man.

All's for the hest! unbiased, undoubted,
Providence reigns from East to the West;

And, by both mercy and wisdom surrounded,
Itope and be happy that- all's for the best!"

( HURSDAY came; and, early in the after-
noon, the coach drove up to the farm-

house gate, and Marion Stanton, accompanied
by Harry Gordon, entered the little wicket-
gate, while the driver took the large, heavily-
laden trunks from the rack at the end of

the stage. Mrs. Greyson and Katy stood in the open
doorway, waiting to welcome the comers. After the
old lady had embraced her daughter, and shaken
hands with Harry, she said,

"This is my adopted daughter, Katy Graves,
Marion and Mr. Gordon."

Mrs. Stanton took her by the hand, and kissed her
blushing cheek; and, in a pleasant voice, said, -

"I am glad I have a sister. We will be the best
of friends, little Katy."

Harry~ Gordon simply nodded his head, while he
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surveyed the sensitive, timid girl with a half quizzical,
half amused expression of countenance, as they all
adjoui~ned to the parlor.

It was not long before, Farmer Greyson came in;
and lie greeted his daughter tenderly, affectionately,
and, as he shook hands with Harry, said,

"So, ybung man, you are just from boarding-school?
I trust you have learned more good and less bad there
than the boys who go from this neighborhood. I
think a little farm-work and country air will do you
good; and, if you are inclined to be useful, I'll find
plenty to keep you busy while you are here."

When the evening meal was prepared, and the
family seated around the table, on which was spread
its goodly store, - white cream-biscuits that would
tempt the appetite of an epicure; golden butter mold-
ed in a neat little roll, and stamped with a rose by
Katy's useful hands; honey, white and transpa~cent;
and sweetmeats, and cakes, and cold fowl, and
every delicacy the appetite could crave, - Marion
said, -

"It seems like old times, mother, to sit down in
your bright kitchen to such a tempting feast."

With a pleased, gratified smile, the old lady poured
out the fragrant tea she had so carefully prepared;
for it must be admitted that she had considerable
l)ride La her table and culinary accomplishments.

The meal passed off pleasantly to all; and, after
urging good Mrs. Greyson to go into the sitting-room
with her guests, Katy put on her large gingham apron,
and went to Work with a light heart to clear away
the refuse of the meal, and wash up the dishes, and

6
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prepare the pans for the milk which would soon be
brought in to be strained.

At length all was in order, and Katy had put away
the night's milk, swept the crumbs from the floor,
closed the closet-doors, and put aside her large apron
in its accustomed place, and was standing before the
little square bit of looking-glass that hung against
the wall, smoothing her hair, while a well-satisfied,
peaceful smile wreathed her lips, when she was
startled by a loud, boisterous laugh; and, turning
quickly around, she saw the face of Harry Gordon
through the open window. There he stood, with that
half quizzical, half amused expression on his face,
*which so annoyed Katy when she first meet him; and,
as her eyes met his, he burst out into another peal of
hearty laughter, and said,

"So, Miss Scarecrow, I caught you admiring your
ugly face in the glass, did I? Well, surely you must
like to look atj~omely pictures, to find any satisfac-
tion in gazing at such a reflection." And, with
another laugh, he turned and sauntered away from
the spot, leaving K~ty standing with tears in her eyes
and. a frightened look on her face. Poor child! her
sensitive nature had received a severe shock. She
had been indulging in pleasant thoughts when she
was so unceremoniously interrupted; and the cruel
taunt of the thoughtless boy had driven all her pleas-
ant thoughts away, and brought in their place the
most unpleasant sensations.

Seating herself on a chair near the window, she
burst into tears, and, after weeping heartily for a few
moments, dried her eyes, and, with considerable cour-
age, said,
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"Harry Gordon, I hate you, I do. I did not like
you when I first saw you; but I was trying to over-
come the feeling: but now I shall always hate you."

It was too bad that the one to whom this compli-
mentary speech was addressed was out of hearing: but
it relieved Katy immeasurably; and, bathing her eyes
in cold water to hide the traces of the passionate tears
she had wept, she went into the sitting-room, and, in
the pleasant society of Marion Stanton, soon forgot
~the cause of her recent vexations.

For five weeks they staid at the farmhouse; 'and
those were the five unhappiest weeks Katy ever
spent.

Marion was very kind to her, and she learned t#~
love her much; but Harry Gordon gave her no peace.
Whenever he chanced to find her alone, he told her
how ugly she was, what great staring eyes she had,
and what an ill-shaped nose grew on her face; and
invariably ended his cruel taunts by calling her "Miss
Scarecrow."

Poor Katy! she had never given her personal ap-
pearance a' passing thought; but now she often
paused before the little glass which hung against her
chamber wall, and fully realized that she was homely:
her nose was too large for her face, her eyes were
large and wild-looking, her hair was light and wiry,
her mouth any thing but pretty, and her cheeks thin
and sunken, but not so pale as when she first came to
live at the farmhouse.

Yes: Katy Graves was homely; and many tears she
shed over her lack of beauty, and many hard, unfor-
giving feelings sbe cherished in her ~heart against

I
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Harry Gordon for being so bold as to tell her of hier
ugliness, But, in after-years, Katy discovered that
there are traits of character and beauties of soul that
more than compensate for lack of personal charms.

But it was hard for one with senses so keenly alive
to the beautiful to be convinced of Ier own lack of
beauty. It was hard for one so sensitive and modest
to be bluntly told that she was a " scarecrow: " but
perhaps it was a useful as well as a hard lesson; per-
haps it resulted in beneficial results to the lonely
orphan girl. Who can know ?

The visitors at length returned to their home in the
city, and Harry soon after entered college; and the

inmates of the farmhouse fell back into their quiet
way of life.

But Katy had grown older during those five weeks.
She had turned many a bitter page of life, and had
learned many a lesson undreamed of before.

CHAPTER XIII.

MR. GREYSON'S DEPAR TURE .TO A HIGHER LIFE.

" Oh ! it is pleasant for the good to die; to feel
Their last mild pulses throbbing, while the seal
Of death is placed upon the tranquil brow:
The soul in quiet looks within itself,
And sees the heavensrpictured faintly there."

lYi IE years have passed away, -five
years of joy and sorrow ; for each hour, as it
passes by, is marked by both pain and pleas-
ure.

Since last we visited the farmhouse, there
has been but little change in the outward appearance
of things: but death has folded one of its occupants
in icy, dreamless slumber ; has opened wide its dooi-
to let a freed, untrammelled soul through the. portal
into the land beyond, where spirits of the gone-before
welcomed it with songs of praise and outstretched
hands of love and joy.

I said but little change had been made outwardly :
the moss on the low roof may be a little thicker than
it was five years ago, the trees are .perhaps a few
inches taller; but the flowers in the garden, the old
well-curb and sweep, are apparently the same that
greeted our sight five years ago.

I
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Let us enter the house. The blinds are tightly
closed, the green-paper curtains are all lowered, the
parlor looks dark, dreary, and solemn.

What is. that in the' west corner?
Alit we ca~n see better now, our eyes having be-

come accustomed to the darkness. It is a coffin: the
lid is closed; but a bright silver plate is fastened on
the top, and in neat, plain letters is engraved, -

RICHARD GRFJYSoN,

Aged 72 years and three months,

Died

May the 9th, 18-.

Old Farmer Greyson has spent his threescore years
and ten on earth, has finished a life of usefulness
below, and gone to rest where worldly care will
trouble him no more.

In the next room, in the arm-chair, sits the widow
Greyson, changed but little since we saw her last.
Her eyes.are dull and swollen with much weeping;
but now a placid, trustful smile lights up her wrin-
Med face, as the voice of the comforting spirit whis-
pers to her words of consolation and hope.

That young girl sitting upon the stool at her feet,
with open book upon her lap, is little Katy. You
would hardly recognize her, she has improved so
much.

'~ I hav~ read enough, have I not, mother?" she
says, looking up into the old lady's face, with a light
of tender affeQtion in her large, soulful eyes.

"Yes, child, f~r the present. I think Ii hear the

stage corning: run to the door. Oh! I do hope
Marion will reach here to-night."

Katy arose, and, laying the book on the stand, went
to the side door. Just as she opened it, the stage
stopped, and Marion stepped out, and opened the
wicket~gate. Katy ran down the Walk to meet her.

"Dear Katy, how do you do,? How is mother?"
said Marion, as she folded her sister by adoption to
her breast, and kissed her cheeks.

"Mamma is well: she bears the trial bravely, and
has become placid and hopeful~ and is resigned to the
dreadful blow which well-nigh crushed her. But
where is your husband, Mr. Stanton?"

"He will come in the morning in time for the fune-
ral. It was all so sudden that he could not make his
arrangements to leave at once; and, being unwilling
to wait, I came on alone."

"Mother!"
"My daughter!" were all the words uttered by

the two women as they fell into each other's arms;
and the tears the widow had forced back all day now
flowed freely, and mingled with her daughter's.

It had been a sudden blow. In the morning, Far..
mer Greyson had gone out to look after some work'
the men were about to do: he had complained of. a
pain in his head, but nothing serious was anticipated.
Two hours after, he was brought into the hous& in-
sensible; having fallen while giving directions aboift
some work, with the expression on his lips of,

"Oh, my head!"
They laid him on the bed, and sent for a physician.
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But he never opened his eyes, never spoke one word
of parting, never breathed one farewell; but his pure,
untainted spirit fled to its home above the blue skies,
and left those who loved him for his goodness and
his purity to weep their loss, but to rejoice for his
gain. The weary spirit was at rest, -perfect, peace-
ful rest.

Where a life, bright and beautiful with God's most
perfect gifts, goes out for ever from among us, we
grow faint and sick at heart; for we know no other
can fill the aching void in our hearts, held sacred as
the lodging-place of the departed.

Farmer Greyson was a man whose gentle manners
and intellectual abilities endeared him to the entire
community, as well as to those whose social life was
intermingled with his.

He was ever the first to lend a helping hand to the
weak and a friendly arm to the friendless; and at no
time did he hesitate or shrink from any duty that de-
volved upon him. He left the noblest record the
good or great of earth can ~.eave, - a record of good
deeds; cherishing kindness toward all men, and
malice toward none; a true and generous heart, a

soul above the narrow prejudices that so often mar
the beauty of an otherwise perfect life.

Though not agreeing with most of his neighbors in
religious views, he never thrust his opinions upon
them, or spoke lightly of the doctrines they espoused.
His views were too liberal aird progressive to meet
their approbation, and few really knew what his* theo-
ries were. But he had sown seed which was destined

to bring forth fruit in abundance. He had, in his
quiet, unobtrusive way, dropped truths that were
never forgottexi; and he had done a noble life-
work.

V
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CHAPTER XIV.

BREAKING-UP AND REAfOVAL.

"They made him a grave
Where the shadows oft play;

where the perfume of flowers
In summer-time stray;

ere the green willow waves,
And the grass grows so green,
ud sweet, modest violets
Nestle between."

"The dim wheels
Of desti y, in their silence, fly beyond
The co pass of my sight. They roll and roll,
And go heir rounds; and, as they roll, events
Grind in o meaning. Such is Time,-a sail
Turned y the breath of God, and~ standing on
The mo ntains of eternity."

HEmo~ning came, and Mr. Stanton reached
the farmhouse ere the sun had climbed far

up the ladder of the morn.
The church was crowded; for old and

young ~vere anxious to attend the funeral-
services, and pay their last mark of respect

to one they had in life honored and loved.
The services were conducted with solemnity and

feeling. The pastor an earnest, honest worker in
the field he had. chosen, and believed to be right-.
spoke with much eloquence of the virtues and pure
life of the deceased; and many who were members

of other churches, and had always looked ~on this
man, this advocate of Unitariarfism, as lacking in pure
religion, and his church as an edifice reared against
the teachings of the Spirit of God, acknowledged his
words as words of truth, and felt the power of his elo-
quence and earnestness.

After the services had concluded, the remains of
the good old man were conveyed to the graveyard,
and laid to rest in the narrow earth-bed prepared; the
cold earth was thrown upon the coffin, and watered
by the tears of those who stood with uncovered heads
around; and, as the last; spadeful of earth was
heaped upon the mound, the mourners turned sadly
from* the spot, and returned to the now desolate and
lonely farmhouse.

Mr. Stanton returned to the city at once, leaving
his wife to assist in arranging matters previous to the
removal of Mrs. Greyson and Katy to the home of the
Stantons in the city.

It was deemed the most prudent course to give up
the farm; and Mr. Stanton insisted that the future
home of his mother-in-law and her adopted daughter
should be beneath his roof.

Very busy were Marion and Katy during the three
weeks following the funeral. Many things had to be
attended to before leaving the homestead in the hands
of strangers.

A tenant was readily found for the place; and
after all tlie business was settled up, and matters
arranged to the satisfaction of all, Mrs. Greyson and
Katy, with many tears, bade adieu to the old place
where they had known so much of quiet liappiness,
and accompanied Marion to her home.
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- It was altogether a new world Katy was entering,
a world she had often read and dreamed of, and, per-
haps, sometimes sighed to see; and yet, now that she
was really about to enter it, really called upon to bid
farewell to the quiet monotony of life at the farm-
house, something like a pang of regret pierced her
heart. She had been so happy, so peacefully, quietly
happy, in that old house! Nothing had ever ruf-
lied the even flow of her life until the death-angel
had entered that home, save the visit of Harry Gor-
don, to which her thoughts often went back; and she
could now smile to think how she allowed herself to
grieve and become angry at the unwarrantable famil-
iarity of a.schoolboy like Harry Gordon.

And as she sat in her luxuriously furnished cham-
ber in Mr. Stanton's house, and looked out through
the plate-glass windows upon the paved streets, the
tall houses opposite, and the confusion of buildings,
church-spires, and steeples in the distance, her heart
gave back great '~throbs of pain, and her eyes filled
with tears, as she contrasted it all with the little attic
room which had always been her own at the farmhouse,
with its small window and the little panes of glass,
out of which she looked upon broad, green meadows,
winding country roads, high, wooded hills, and the
laughing brook~ that danced and glistened in the sun-
light, as it wound its course between green banks,
spangled with bright flowers; and she sadly mur-
mured,

"Oh! will I ever become accustomed to all this
elegance? will I ever learn to be contented shut up
here in the crowded city, away from all the beauti-

ful things whjch used to make ,my life so bright? 0
mother in heaven! look down upon your child, and
help her to feel grateful for the many blessings life
has showered upon her; and help. her to appreciate
the present, and learn to, overcome this yearning for
the past."

Katy Graves was a brave girl; and she knew, that,
in the new home she had found, advantages would be
presented her for improvement and advancement that
she could never have hoped for in the old home: and
she tried ~o smother all feelings of loneliness and
home-sickness, and bent herself to the faithful per-
formance of all duties that presented themselves to
her.

Tutors were at once engaged to instruct Katy. She
had attended the district school regularly ever since
she went to live with Mrs. Greyson, and had a pretty
thorough knowledge of the plain English branches;
but higher than that she had been unable to go: and
now her thirst for advanced knowledge was about to
be gratified. The languages, classics, and music were
to be her studies; and, with a hearty will and deter-
mination to succeed in this new field of learning
opened to her, she commenced her tasks.

Strange to say, Katy's history ~was entirely un-
known to Mr. and Mrs. Stanton. They knew that
she had been taken from the ~almshouse, but nothing
more; and, as nothing had ever been said to them on
the subject, they had refrained from asking questions
by tacit consent. But now Katy had become an in-
mate of their house, had endeared herself to them
by her winning manners, and gentle kindness toward
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the old lady who had been almost a mother to her;
and they felt a deep interest in h~r, and a desire to
know something of her childhood, and her life pre-
vious to her entrance in the almshouse.

It was, perhaps, strange that neither Mr. nor Mrs.
Greyson had.. taken much pains to inquire into her
history: but the subject had never been fully spoken
of in the farmhouse; and Katy had learned to avoid
it, and seldom referred to any incident or recollection
previous to her coming to the farmhouse to live.

One evening, several months after Katy's coming
to the city, the family were seated in the library: the
day had been somewhat chilly, and a fire had been
built in the open grate. Mrs. Greyson sat in her
easy-chair, knitting; Mrs. Stanton was engaged in
some light needlework; ICaty was reading the last
"Atlantic;" and My. Stanton held the evening paper
in his hand, but his eyes were fixed upon the burning
coals in the grate, and he was evidently lost in deep
thought. At length he raised his eyes, and dropped
his paper. Katy felt that he was regarding her with
a studied, earnest gaze; and the red blood mounted
to her cheeks as she looked up from the open maga-
zine before her, and met his eyes fixed so intently
upon her.

"You were thinking of me," she said, "and, if I
am not mistaken, asking yourself many questions you
are unable to answer."

"You are.right: I was wondering what your early
life had been, and trying to picture in my mind a
probable story in regard to your early experiences.
You know we have never heard your history, and

know really nothing, save what experience has taught
us, in regard to yourself; and, if it will not give you
too much pain to relate the incidents of your early life,
we would be glad to know all you can remember of
your life previous to your coming to the farmhouse.
I do not ask you to relate the story merely for the
gratification of an idle curiosity, but from a deep
interest I feel in your welfare, and from the influence
of a presentiment, which has been growing stronger
within me ever since you came to us, that I may be
instrumental, in some way, of benefiting you, or
clearing up some mystery which hangs over you,"
said Mr. Stanton, bending forward, and speaking in
an earnest, interested tone of voice.

"I supposed that you knew the sad history of my
rather eventful life. It will give me no pain to repeat
it to those who have been so kind to me, and so richly
deserving of n~y gratitude and confidence," replied
Katy, as she closed the magazine, and commenced her
story. Through all the details of her early life she
carried her listeners; not an incident, not an item,
was forgotten, for it was all indelibly stamped upon
her memory: and the facts were made interesting by
the earnest, tearful manner in which she told them,
giving, in connection with certain incidents, her im-
pressions in regard to them. Mr. Stanton listened
attentively to the recital~ making notes in his memo-
randum-book as she progressed; and his earnest man-
ner plainly displayed. the interest he felt. When she
finished, he said, -

"And you never endeavored to find out for y6ur~.
self whether the report of your bi~other's death was
true or false?"
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"No, sir. I knew but little of the world at that
time, and readily believed the report: but, even had
I entertained doubts as to the truth of the rumor, I
was powerless to act; I was a pauper, and could do
nothing. After I went to the farmhouse, I sometimes
feit as if my brother still lived; and, one day, I wrote
a letter to Dr. Graham, making inquiries concerning
him, hoping, that, if the doctor had left Glenville, the
letter would be forwarded to him: but I have never
received a reply, though I am still loath to believe my
brother dead."

"You say the name of the village where Dr.
Graham lived, and 'where your mother died, is Glen~
ville?"

"Yes, sir."
"And the name of the man with whom your father

entrusted the money for your support is Harris?"
"Yes, sir.
"He lives in Boston, you say. Do you think you

would recognize hlin if you were to meet him?"
"Without doubt. His face is one I shall never for-

get:Joftensee it in my dreams."
"Very" well. I feel assured that there has been

foul play somewhere. You have evidently been
wronged by the man your father trusted as his friend;
and, if we can only secure some proof that your father
did leave money with him for the support of your
mother and her children, we may be able to bring
him to justice, and restore to you all that rightfully
belongs to you. Did your mother leave no papers
behind her?"

"Yes, a number; but I think Dr. Graham handed

them to Mr. Harris when he took us there. I know
he did not examine them, for .1 heard him say he had
no right or authority to do so."

"That was a great mistake, but a natural one for
a man of delicate and sensitive feelings to fall into. I
must think this matter over before I can decide what
course will be the best one to pursue. Something
must be done without delay, that's certaimi. The
matter has been neglected too long. I have a friend,
peculiar in his ideas and theories in regard to matters
and things generally, but upon whose judgment I feel
much reliance, and in whose opinion much confi-
dence. If you have no objections, I will consult him
in regard to this matter; and his clear head may see
a way to accomplish the wished-for end which we
might never think of. Have ILyour consent?"

"Certainly: I leave the matter entirely in your
hands."

"And I will endeavor to faithfully meet tLQ trust
reposed in me, and act as may seem to me wisest and
best."

Katy returned to her book; but, somehow, her
thoughts would wander afar away, and she could
not concentrate them on the article she was reading.
The story of her early life had awakened memories
which had slumbered for years, and she could not
close the door of her soul upon them, could not bid
them remain quiet; and so, bidding the family gooch
night, she went up to her room t~ be ~loue, ahmo
with memory and thought.
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:1

R. STANTON was a man of liberal
views and progressive thoughts. He

was one of the most efficient and popular
men in the Unitarian Church; and, being
in advance of most religious sects and
denominations, his mind was in a condi-

tion to receive truths when he felt them to be such.
He had given the subject of Spiritualism considerable
study and attention, and.had startled some of his more
orthodox friends on several occasions by the expres-
sion of views that shocked their narrow ideas and
blunted sensibilities.

The friend to whose judgment he wished to submit
the questions which so puzzled and perplexed him
was a man of unquestionable attainments, a man
who for years had occupied a prominent position
in the legal profession, and a man whose generous,
noble, a~d progressive nature had found in Spiritual-
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ism the living truths he had long sought after
unsuccessfully; and had become an earnest advg-
cate of those principles and theories which must exert
upon man a purifying and exalting influence. And to
him Mr. Stanton went with the story of Katy's
wrong. He listened until his visitor had finished,
and then said, -

"Go to Mrs. Amden, the medium: and, if condi-
tions are favorable, I assure you that you will receive
all the instruction. and information needed; and you
will find unmistakable proof that this girl is in the
hands of spirit-power, and will be guided and directed
according to the wisest intelligence. I trust you
have too much good sense and sound judgment to offer
any objections to applying to a professed medium for
assistance.

"I have no objections to such a course. I am will-
ing to test the powers of the lady you mentionn; and
certainly if she is enabled, through the influence of
departed spirits, to give us any information, or throw
any light upon the subject in question, I shall be will-
ing, and feel it a duty, to accord to her, as well as the
power which influences her, ~ll the credit justly due
them. I have never witnessed any workings of this
spirit-power, never met any substantial proof for the
arguments advanced by the believers of Spiritualism;
yet I am favorably inclined toward it, and anxious to
prosecute my investigations further. Nothing would
afford me more satisfaction than to be convinced of
the power of departed spirits to return, and exert an
influence over those still in the flesh, to communicate
to mortals, and bestow, upon those calculated to re-

98

CHAPTER XV.

A TALK ON SPiRITUALISM.

"Sow the seed, and leave the increase
with a higher power than man;

Do whatever seems the meetest:
'Tis all you dare, 'tis all you can.

Angels in the land of light
will give the increase, rich and bright."
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ceive the blessing, 'the gift of second sight. I am not
an oppose of Spiritualism, and do not wish to be
thought such. I am simply an inquirer after truth,
an investigator of this philosophy which professes to
be the light and truth, and whose mission is claimed
to be one of strength and power, one calculated to
overthrow superstition, and the evils, the heresies,
and dogmas that past ages have entailed upon us."

"I understand your position fully. You have laid
yourself open to conviction. You have become dis-
satisfied with the food that no longer satisfies your
spiritual hunger. You have an insatiable craving for
something higher and better than that* which you
hive known in the past; but, as yet, your mind has
not progressed to that state which prepares it for the
r&eption of the great truths of Spiritualism. You
are fairly started on the right road; and, if you do. no~
oppose the influences which are working around you
for your own good and advancement, you will reach
the light, and rejoice in the possession of a knowl-
edge that can exert aim influence of good only on your
life. There is no power that has been so truly felt,
or in so short a space of tipme worked such changes
in the life and aims of an, as the power of Spiritual-
ism. Take, for insta ce, the literature of our coun-
try. "The Atlantic Monthly," a magazine which
employs only the est talent dn its pages, has
changed material in its character since the first
number was issued. In its page3 we now find some
'of the strongest arguments that pen of man can dic-
tate in favor of our beautiful and truthful faith.

* There is hardly a novel or romance that can be read

without tracing something of a spiritual character in
it. Acknowledged mediums are contributing articles,
received through the channels of inspiration, and dic-
caved by the spirits of the departed, to the religious
papers of our country; though it is not generally
known, save to the editors of these journals. All
these things are leading on the minds of the people*
toward the great truth of Spiritualism. Many of the
bitter opposes, even in the pulpit, are influenced by
sj)irits; and even political speakers. In the depart-
ment of medicine, mediums are, in many places, tak-
ing the practice away from those who have spent
years in gaining a medical education. You are will-
ing to admit this, are you not?"

"Certainly; it is a fact beyond dispute: yet there
is much question as to the ~power which influences
these mediums to the performance of these almost
miraculous deeds."

"I grant you, some attribute this power to the
Devil; but only children, grown and ungrown, believe
in a Devil now. Why are not these things inquired
into by our schools and colleges, and the public in-
formed of their results? If you find a new skull,
bone, or plant, you will find plenty to examine and
report upon it. Why have we not had an examina-
tion of that po~er that takes men and women from
the shop, farm, and kitchen, an~l makes them the
teachers of the people? It is the religious prejudices
that prevent it. You will find Spiritualism am~ng
the leading minds of towns and neighborhoods where
papers, books, and schools are common. This is a
subject not confined to ourselves, but to all."

L
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*" I have heard some raise this objection to Spirit..
ualism, - that bad men and women were Spiritual-
ists, and many of the so-called mediums themselves
far from being correct or true in their lives."

1 ~ wish all bad men and women were Spiritualists;
for it would make them better. Persons who pander
to public sentiment are not the leading minds, for
they are but the echo of public opinion. True teach-
ers of the people are ahead of the masses; and, when
the masses get up to them, they are ahead again.
Spiritualism has 'rapped' up the thinking minds, and
set them to work; and, though circles and lectures
should cease, this work will still go on by the agency
of these invisible influences. If you take hold of this
subject, and use your powers rightly, you will be bet-
tered by it; but you can mak~ a bad use of any
thing. It will make you broader in thought and
feeling, and place you where slander can not affect
you; for character and reputation are two things.
Character is what you really are; reputation, a bauble
manufactured by public opinion. Give your thought
and mind to the subject, hear its lectures, and read
its literature, and so grow wiser and better."

"Many urge that what is called Spiritualism is but
human magnetism; and I have read several learned
articles on this subject, all to the same point."

"Orthodoxy has sought to crush out Spiritualism,
even as Judaism tried to crush out the life of the
young child Jesus, by calling it mesmerism, psycholo-
gy, arid of the Devil. In one sense it is. magnetism;
or, rather, this is the agent through* which spirits
communicate. These being the agents through which

L

A TALK ON SPIRITUALISM. 103

the spirit, while in the body, manifests itself, it fol-
lows, that, as they are the same after deat1~i, they
must still use these agents to connect selves
with, and to act upon, persons still in the form.
Through this magnetic aura thrown off from a per-
son, the psychometrist reads the character of an
individual. Much, very m~ich, of misery might be
avoided, did people but understand these laws. It is
through this that the tinsophisticated youth is led into
the sins and horrors of city life, and the libertine
ruinS a mother's loved daughter; and it is through
this, when understood atA rightly used, that the
world is to be redeemed. Says R. Todd, an eminent
teacher of the people, -

"'Will you tell me the difference between Sp Lual-
i~m and the Harmonial Philo3ciphy? or if there is any
difference or distinction?'

"The former is merely a belief in the communica-
tion of spirits, and the latter the practical obeying of
all the laws of the physical and spiritual nature."

"Thank you: you have quite awakened an inter-
est in my mind to pursue my investigations and inqui-
ries in regard to the matter with redoubled zeal. I
am glad I called upon you thiS morning, and trust
that this will be but the commencement of a series of
friendly interchanges of thought upon this subject.
Come to my house: I assure you you will find a will-
ing listener in my ward, Katy Graves~ for she has
already advanced some of the same views you have
expressed this morning; and I have carefully observed
her choice of reading, and find that she eagerly seeks
and greedily devours every thing relating to Spiritual-
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isni and a broad, deep range of thought. She is, in
many ~respects, a remarkable girl; and I think you
would enjoy her acquaintance, and am satisfied that
she would find much pleasure in your society."

"Thank you: I will take an early opportunity to
accept your invitation. You have awakened my
interest in your ward, and I shall be glad to know
her."

"Good-morning."
"Good-morning." And the two men parted,-one

to reflect upon what he had heard, the other to
attend to the performance of duties that claimed his
attention.

CHAPTER XVI.

A VISIT TO A MEDIUM.

"I said, 'Why struggle vainly on
To reach the heights that loom afar
In distant realms where shines Hope's star,

And where life's promises are won?'

Behold! the message came to mc,
'Behind you broken idols lie,
And household graves meet your sad eye;

But, oh! look forward hopefully."'

HEN Mr. Stanton weht home that
evening, and related to the family the
substance of the conversation between
himself and his friend Mr. Hall, Katy
listene~l attentively, and, when he had
finished speaking, said, -

"I have for some time felt as if I could gain some
reliable information in regard to matters pertaining
to my family through the agency of spiritual medi-
ums. I have even felt that I was possessed in some
measure of mediumistic, qualifications that might be
developed by a proper course of action, and by the
means of correct influences; bat Ii have never spoken
of the~e things, lest by so doing I might incur the
displeasure of those to whom I owe so much."

"We will see this Mrs. Amden to-morrow; and,
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if we find that the interview results in any thing
like satisfaction, we will push our investigations
further; and, if there is any truth in Spiritualism,
find it and acknowledge it," replied Mr. Stanton.

"There must be something more iii it than mere
imagination or fraud, else it would not attract the
attention and arrest the reasoning faculties of the
great and good, and call into action the severe oppo-
sition and abuse it has met with at the hands of its
opposess" replied Katy.

"I have invited Mr. Hall to call; and I doubt not
he will find it an easy matter to make a convert of
you, as you seem already thoroughly imbued with
the peculiar doctrines and theories he advances."

"I shall be glad to talk to some one who can give
me more information and better knowledge concern-
ing the truth of spirit-intercourse, which I have felt
and known from my earliest recollections, and which
is with me no suddenly acquired belief or theory,"
replied Katy.

The following morning, after breakfast, Katy pre-
pared herself 'for a visit to Mrs. Amden, and, with a
heart filled with conflicting emotions, left the house,
accompanied by Mr. Stanton.

Mrs. Amden's residence was not far from the home
of Mr. Stanton; and, after a brisk walk of five min-
utes, the~y found themselves in the small but elegant
parlor of Mrs. Amden's quiet, unpretentious dwell-
ing, awaiting the appearance of that lady.

Perhaps te~ minutes elapsed before Mrs. Amden
entered the room., She was a la.dy of medium height,
well formed, with an open, intelligent countenance,

that could not fail to leave an agreeable impression
upon the beholder. Her hair was cut short, and was
brushed back from her face, giving her an appearance
calculated to deceive one in regard to her age.

She entered the room with a pleasant smile on her
face, and at once advanced to Katy, and took her
hands in her own as she said, -

"I feel that you are the one that I have been
waiting for: your presence has lifted a burden from
my heart."

She had not noticed Mr. Stanton, as he stood
looking out of the window, the heavy curtains en-
tirely concealing him from view; but she turned
her head as if it pained her, and said,

"Some one came with you: where is he?"
Katy pQinted to the window ;~ and, as she did so,

Mr. Stanton stepped forward and said, -

"Excuse me, madam; but I trust you will permit
me to remain in the room while you sit with this
young lady, as I am particularly desirous of hearing
all that you may be enabled to tell her in regard to
the matters of which she desires to gain informa-
tion."

"Be seated, sir; but please do not interrupt me
with questions during the stance: let the young lady
herself put all the questions that may be asked."

Mr. Stanton seated himself in a chair near the
window. Mrs. Amden arose and locked the door, that
they might not be interrupted, then resumed her seat
by the ~id'e of Ka~y, and, drawing a small stand to her,
placed first Katy's hand upon the stand, then her own
on top of it, using the stand only for the sake of con-
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venience, and in order to prevent her guest becoming
wearied by a clasping of hands. Thus they sat in
silence, for perhaps five minutes (it night have been
more or less), when a change came over the counte-
nance of the medium: she bent forward as if listen-
ing, her left hand stroked* her forehead~ and her
fingers ran through her hair with a quick, nervous
movement; then her lips parted, and she spoke. In
plain, well-chosen language, she told Katy of her
father's parting with his family; named the amount
left in the hands of Mr. Harris for their use; described
in thrilling language the shipwreck, and the struggle
of a man (Katy readily recognized as her father, from
the description given) with the angry waves. He was
picked up in an insensible and exhausted condition,
and taken to the shores of France, where he was
placed in a building, recognized, from the description,
as a hospital. Letters had been written from that
place, one of which had been received and answered;
but the answer sent was not the truth: and the man
still remained, in a crippled condition, where he had
been placed by the kindness of those who had saved
him from a watery grave.

The little brown house on the hillside at Glenville
was perfectly described, and the death-bed scene of
Katy's mother. Dr. Graham was so perfectly de-
scribed, that any one who had ever seen him would
have recognized him in thc ~description given.

The poorhouse was pictured, and the1 death of
Carrie, and the farmhouse, and the death of Mr.
Greyson; and, amid her sobs and tears, Katy asked,

"Can you tell me whether the boy you have4"

described as being taken from his dying mother by
the young man is still alive, and where he is?"

"Yes: he is alive and well. I see him in a large
room, surrounded. by all the implements and utensils
of art; he is standing before an easel, on which rests
a half-finished picture; in his hand he holds a palette
and brush. Thet young man is with him, and regards
him with looks of affection and pride."

"Can you tell me where this room in which you
iee him is?"

"I can not see clearly, but it is in a large city:
the window of the room looks out upon a wide, pleas-
ant street, and is arched and ancient-looking. It
looks as if water rolled between him and you; but
clouds hang so low and heavily, that I can not see
clearly."

"Can you see my mother's grave?"~ -

"Yes: the rosebush you planted there has grown
and prospered well. But you would hardly recognize
the place. A neat, white marble slab marks it now,
and the rosebush has grown so tall that it reaches to
the top of the slab; there is an inscription on the
stone, which reads, 'Gone to a higher and better
life.'"

Mr. Stanton had written something on a card, and
handed it to the weeping Katy. She read it, then
asked, -

"How have you obtained these facts?"
"Your spirit-friends give them to me. There are

three here with you now,-~ the three wI~19se deaths I
have already described: your mother, a clild, and an
aged man* who seems to hold no tie of relationship to
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you, but who watches over you with all the love and
interest of a father."

:~~liat course had I better pursue?"
Go to your mother's grave first: there is a per-

son near there who was kind to you once; she can
verify much that I have told you. Then go and see
this man who has proved so false to the trust reposed
in him; confront him with the facts I have given you;
accuse him of receiving a letter from the sick man
soon after he placed you in the poorhouse, and mark
well his changing countenance. Then go to France,
follow the impressions you will receive, and you will
find the sick man. Through you he will be restored
to health: and, if you obey the directions of your
spirit-guides, you will meet and recognize the boy
and the young man; but, if you fail to follow these
directions, only darkness and unrest will surround
you.~~

A spasm, as if of pain, passed over the features of
the medium. She withdrew her hand from the stand,
and, in' a moment, was again the attractive, smiling
woman who had greeted them as she entered the
room. She unlocked the door, and, turning to Katy,
said,

"Has the interview been satisfactory?"
"Yes, oh, yes! and it has confirmed impressions

that I have long felt to be true, but, never dared
~acknowledge, and has strengthened a faith I have
entertained from a child, - that our spirit-friends can
and do watch over and guide us," replied Katy.

"As long as you entertain that faith, and govern
yourself accordingly, you will be happy. But you

have a life-work to do that will allow of no shrinking
or drawing back. Do not attempt to resist the influ-
ences which govern and guide you, but yield yourself
to the control of those better guides who h~ve your
true welfare and interests at heart."

"Thank you: you have given me strength and
light; and I will do nothing to offend the dear ones
who watch over me, and seek to guide my truant
footsteps in the path of right."

As they walked slowly home, Mr. Stanton said, -

"We must follow the directions 'given, implicitly;
and, for this purpose, your lessons will have to be
resigned for the present. I think, however, that a trip
to Glenville and Boston will do you more good tha~n
poring over those books you . seem to* find 50 attrac-
tive."

"Will you, indeed, allow me to follow the direc-
tions given? Oh, I had not even hoped for this!"

"Certainly I will. I have commenced this matter
with an earnest determination to follow it to the end,
and clear away, if possible, the mystery and doubt
that now surround you."
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CHAPTER XVII.

MR. HALL AND HIS THEORIES.

"Do what is right, though the minions of error
Would lure thee afar from the mansions of light;

Heed not the hosts that would fill thee with terror,
But boldly march forward, and do what is right.

Do what is right: let no paltry ambition
Overyour soul east its shadowy blight:

Ever remember thy sacred commission
Is to be truthful, and do what is right."

HAT evening, Mr. Hall dropped in while
they were discussing the proposed trip to

Glenville and Boston; and he was delighted
with the success of the visit to Mrs. Amden
and said,

"I trust, my friend, that this interview
convinced you that the spirits of the departed can
return, and prove to us the power they have to work
in our midst."

I am convinced that the lady we saw this morn~
ing was endowed with more than human intelligence
while depicting the scenes and incidents in the life
of my ward, and those connected to her by the ties
of relationship; and must attribute that intelligence
and power, that so surprised and gTatified us, to the
working of spirit-friends, freed from the bonds of
earth-life: and I am determined to follow to the

letter the advice given, and push my investigations as
far as is possible. I am willing and ready to acknowl-
edge truth when I find it to be such, hut am not
willing to allow myself to be duped, or lend my influ-
ence to the duping of others. I trust you understand
me," replied Mr. Stanton, with candor.

"I think I do. And I appreQiate your feelings
fully: for I have stood just where you are now stamld-
ing; and I can readily see that your feet are slowly
nearing the fountain of light and truth, and your soul
is thirsting to drink of those waters which alone can
quench its thirst. And may I ask," he said, turning
to ~(aty, who had silently listened to the conversation
th~ms far, "what impression the interview of the
in~rning made upon you?"

"Ah! it was like rising above the sphere of this
wprld; like annihiTh~ting the space between us and the

ar ones gone before; like going into the very a~tmos-
phere of heaven, and coming aw~y purified and ex-
alted. I knew that I am stronger ~nd better for this
interview; that life has become more attractive, and
death less repulsive. And, 0 sir! I can never, never
thank you enough for being the means of our enjoy-
ing this unspeakable pleasure and bliss: for, had it
not been for your advice, we would never have
thought of seeking Mrs. Amden; and we might now
be struggling amid the shadows and darkness, instead
of enjoying the glorious light of truth," said Katy,
her eyes glowing with animation, and the color com-
ing and going in quick succession upon her bright
face.

"I am glad that I was the humble instrument used
8

112 113'



114 ~E FAITULESS GUARDILY. Ml?. HALL AND HIS THEORIES. 115

to direct your steps in the right direction, and trust
that I may be able t&~ assist you in your search for
the truth. I have quite an extensive library, and it
will afford me pleasure to place at your command
such books as you may wish to examine; feeling con-
fident, that in them you will find much to guide you
and much to strengthen you in the journey you have
commenced. I brought a small scrap-book with me:
and from it I think I can glean an answer to almost
any question you may be pleased to ask in regard to
the views and theories of those most advanced in
spiritual knowledge and truth; and, if any question
suggests itself to you, do not hesitate to give it voice,
and I will answer it to the best of my ability, or find
an answer for it among the scraps I have gathered."

"What are we to understand by the ideas of a
future existence given by so-called Christian religion-
ists, 'and said to be founded on revelations from
God?" asked Katy slowly and thoughtfully, as if in
doubt how to express the meaning of the question
she wished answered.

"The truth is, the Christian religionists have never
had a rational idea of the future state, its heaven or
hell; for all their 'revelations' of this stage of beino"
are confined within the limits of the Bible, the really
spiritual part of which, bearing upon this point, they
have never even professed to understand. We have
been wont to hear from this class of religionists only
of a material heaven and hell, the former 'a land
flowing with milk and hon ' having a great city
c4led the i~ew Jerusale hose streets are paved
with ~gold, and whos are precious stones, the

constant and only occupation of whose inhabitants,
that we ever heard of, is singing, to the accompam~
ments 'of golden harps, praises to the' Most High God,
who sitteth upon a throne, surrounded by heavenly
hosts that never cease nor tire in their musical adula-
tions of the King of kings: the latter a sulphurous
lake of unquenchable fire, that, under the infernal
arrangements of the Devil and his fiendish co-ad ju-
tors, is made to eternally burn the souls, or rather the
bodies, of such unfortunately organized and developed
beings ,as had, in the earth-life, provoked the w~ath-
ful displeasure of an 'avenging God.' Whenev4 any
of the Christian teachers have been so fortunate as to
approach any genuine conception of the nature of the
world of souls, they have only been obedient to their
own in-tuitions, have only heeded the prophetic annun-
ciations of their own spontaneous spiritual instincts,"
was the reply, delivered in a clear voice, which be-
trayed a consciousness of uttering only the truth.

"And what is the idea of a future state of existence
entertained by Spiritualists generally? If a spiritual
future is to crown the present material life, that soul
who has made a true preparation for such a state of
being by living a truly natural spiritual life, will,
without any miracle, instinctively perceive the essen-
tial characteristics of that future: for Nature is always
prolific in resources to meet the highest as well as the
lowest needs of humanity; and the soul's very long-
ing after immortality, under wise self-enlightenment,
can not fail to anticipate the elementary condition of
its ultimate destiny.

"The most reli le information from beyond the
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Jordan of this life assures the Spiritualist - ~vere his
own intuitions inadequate to the apprehension of the
truth that the future is constituted, primarily, to
every individual, of the spiritual life that has been
unfolded in the experiences of this world. Just what
the earthly man has made himself, hp at once com-
mences to be upon translation to the world of souls;
and continues to be until the universal law of pro-
gression working with lessened obstructions in his
quickened nature - purifies his affections, eradicates
his errors, and thus expands his capacities to appre-~
hend and enjoy a sphere of being which is as un-
bounded in its capabilities to afford complete spiritual
happiness, as the wisdom of the Creator is perfect,
and his being eternal. The spiritual world being the
truly ideal, and consequently the only real world, is,
to the spirit emancipated from the natural life, the
~um of its own spiritual perceptions and affections;
and according as these are obtuse and vitiated, or clair-
voyant and holy, will be the spirit's real condition of
hell or heaven. The intensity of either condition is in
adequate proportion to the intensity of the spirit's
earthly life. A willfully vicious life on the earth
merits, and will inevitably gravitate the soul to, a
justly compensating hell; an indifferently good or bad
life will attain an equally indifferent spiritual condi-
tion, neither of abounding happiness nor unmitigated
misery: but ~the soul that has thirsted for spiritual
wisdom, and has guided its affection by the 'higher
law' of its being, shall enter upon a life of unmneas-
u~ed freedom, and shall become recipient of the
holiest joys to which it may aspire."

MR. HALL AND HIS THEORIES. 117

"Just the idea I have always entertained, but, never
dared to express, as it was so much in opposition to
any thing I had ever heard or read of. Ali, how my
very soul rejoices to know that the shadows and doubts
which have so long troubled me, and made me
wretched in spirit and in truth, are gradually melting
away, and giving place to light and reason and faith!
A new existence seems opened to me; and I feel as if
I had dropped an oppressive mantle that had envel-
oped me, body and soul, and almost crippled the facul-
ties with which my Creator endowed me."

"Spiritualism has now made its indelible record on
the historic page, and, spite of all the senseless pre-
judices opposed to its acknowledgment, is surely
and speedily destined to vindicate the blessedness of
its mission to the race. F6r it comes, the true bene-
factor of man, to solve all mysteries 6f supernatural-
ism, that have been the bane of his spiritual enlight-
enment, and to open a broad highway that shall
conduct the aspiring soul directly into the penetralia
of Nature's treasury of knoxvledge, lead it up to her
heaven-canopied temple to worship her God in the
beauty of holiness, according to the heavenly revela-
tion of his glory shining in clearer and diviner efful-
gence through the crystalline openings of the spiritual
firmament. A new order of things has been success-
fully inaugurated; and the native progressive tendeft-
cies of the human mind must ultimately insure its
universal acceptance, and allegiance to its divine
authority."

"Why have so many remained in the dark, and
gone out into the hereafter through the gateway of

ft
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death, with little or no knowledge of the great truths
of Nature and Nature's God?"

"Because they closed their eyes to truth, and shut
their hearts against the light. The mind naturally
gravitates to the grand simplicity of truth, when
allowed free exercise, and the fearless activity of all
its faculties and powers; but, when these faculties and
powers are kept in bondage, an opposite result is the
inevitable consequence. All ages furnish us isolated
examples of. interior illumination, that, undeflected
and undimmed l~y the influences of external condi-
tions, have reflected the light of highest truth upon
the prevailing obscurities ~of the spiritual life. It is
the very naturalness of the spirit revelations that
constitute their acceptableness, their beauty, and
stamps them with the broad seal of divine authen-
ticity and authority. Although the soul is always
perfect, the manifestations of its individualized life
are exposed to all the imperfections of its external
surroundings; and its failure to wisely appreciate and
healthfully employ the unnumbered variety of impel-
ling forces of development in nature (in the center
of which every individual constantly exists), disobe-
dience to the promptings of its inborn spiritual in-
stincts ofttimess latent in the heart to almost inert-
ness, from untoward circumstances it may not easily
~ntrol), constitute, all the 'depravity' for which it is
accountable. Indeed, the admission of total depravity
as the inherent character of human nature would be
nothing less than forestalling the utter damnation of
God's highest and only representative handiwork;
the absolute denial of the 'Good' which lie is

represented as pronouncing upon the result of his
creation. 'Original sin '- the essence of which,
according to the inventors of the dogma, is nothing
more, nothing less, than an inborn desire for knowledge
-is but a foul and blasphemous stigma upon God's
'perfect work' translated into its logical significance.
And yet, what direful consequences to the races has
obedience to the impulse of this oi4y element in
man's being capable of instigating the soul to spirit-
ual progression, - the attainment of the condition of
individual happiness, originated and everlastingly
entaile~l! If God had 'made' man, and placed him
upon the earth a perfect being, should not earthly life
eternally suffice for him? Because no higher aspira-
tions than he was created with being possible for him,
-for he was 'created perfect,' -~-- the earth, being in
the wisdom of his Creator a fit abiding-plac6 at crea-
tion, must ever continue to hold all the needed supply
of means for the eternal satisfaction of his entire
nature: therefore any higher life for man could never
have been contemplated in the divine plan! How
absurd! How directly in opposition to the teachings
and promptings of the spirit within! Where can we
find language sufficiently strong to denounce this as
it deserves to be denounced?"

As he ceased speaking, he drew out his watch and
glanced at it; and, closing the little pocket scrap-book
he held in his~ hand, and which he had consulted from
time to time during the conversation, he replaced it
in his pocket, and arose to go, when Katy said,

"Ah! you are not going so soon, are you?"
"So soon!" he repeated smilingly. "It is after ten,
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and I have some writing to do this evening; but be
assured that I shall call again soon. When do you
start on your tour of inquiry?"

Katy turned to Mr. Stanton, as if expecting him to
reply to this question; and he answered, -

"To-morrow. I have arranged my business so that
I can leave at once: and the sooner we commence our
investigation the better; for I know Katy is more
than anxious to be on the move."

"Very well: I will see you on your return, and
trust that you will permit me to introduce you into
our 'circles,' where I hope your ward will be. devel-
oped, and prove to us that these intuitions she has
felt from childhood are but the seeds of a glorious
mediumship, waiting proper opportunity to bud arid
hlos~om, and yield the most perfect spiritual fruit."

"Ah! do you think I shall ever become a medium?
ever be permitted to work in this new field of reform,
and be chosen by the pure departed as the humble
instrument through which to carry conviction to
struggling, unenlightened creatures? If I could
become such,, I would devote all my life, all my
energies, to the work."

"I am convinced that you are endowed with medi-
umistic qualifications in a greater or less degree; and
proper development, and rigid adherence to the law
of spiritual and physical life, will prove to what de-
gree, and in what direction, those qualifications are
meant to lead you."

He bade them good-night, and left them to think
over the truths he had spoken, and hastened to his
home to apply himself to the performance of another

duty, happy in the knowledge that he was faithfully
meeting and conscientiously performing all the tasks
of life as they were set before him; and the angels
above looked down upon him and blessed him, and
guardian spirits hovered near him, and threw the pro-.
tection of their invisible arms about him, and poured
the rich comfort of peace and happiness over his soul,
strengthening him to meet all trials and overcome all
obstacles that beset his earthly pathway.
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CHAPTER XVIII.

MR. STANTON AND KATY START ON THEIR JOURNEY.

Would rand thee the victim of malice and spite;
Ever let reason assert her dominion,

Do what insright, and the future before thesrih.
Though dark to all others, to thee will be bright;

Theange opeaace wil hi brada wig fold o'e tee,

£ HE next morning, Mr. Stanton and Katy
left New -York for Glenville. When

they reached the village, they went imme-
diately to the house of Aunt Ronah, feeling
assured, that, if any one could give them
correct information, she could.

Aunt Ronah, after some difficulty, recognized in
the elegant young lady before her the little girl she
had once sheltered, and whom she had for years sup-
posed dead; and, when told of the ~interview with
Mrs. Amden the medium, said,

" I am so glad you west to her ; for, since Dr. Gra-
ham left here, many who were then members of the
Presbyterian and Methodist Churches have become
Spiritualists, and we .often hold circles, have lectures,
and lately established a Children's Lycewum. I was
among the fist to embrace the new faith, ad4 for a
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time stood alone ; but I didn't mind what they said
about me. I sent for mediums to come here, and
threw open my house to all who would come ; and,
by and by, one after another became convinced, and
left the churches to declare themselves Spiritualists ;
and, after Judge Benson and his family came boldly
out and defended the new faith, others who believed,
but had not the courage to own it, came out, and
declared themselves Spiritualists. I am but a poor,
ignorant soul, I know : but right is right, and wrong
is wrong ; and I have sense enough to see one from
t'other. Tell me what this medium told you."

Katy related the substance of the interview ; and,
as she finished, Aunt Ronah said,-

"'Tis all true: I know it is. The doctor himself,
before he moved away from , here, often doubted
whether you were really dead; but he had no way
of finding out. He was a good man, and thought .as
much of little Henry as if he had been his ofen son.
They went away from here to'flnd teachers for Henry:
for he had a perfect passion for drawing, and there
was no one here to teach him; and so Dr. Graham
packed up, anti went off to the city. .When they left
here, they did not know where. they were going, and
promised to write when they got settled ; but I sup-
pose they forgot their promise, for I have never heard
from them from that day to this."

" Have you been to mi~y mother's grave lately, Aunt
Ronah ?" asked Katy.

" No, not very lately. Before Dr. Grahani went
away, he put a nice marble slab there, and told me to
keep the place in order. I have done so. The last
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time I was there, I trimmed the rosebush you planted:
it has grown so tall that it falls clear over the slab,
and in spring looks beautiful."

Katy glanced at Mr. Stanton while Aunt Ronah
had been speaking, and then asked,

"What is on the stone?"
"Her name, when she died, and under it a line

saying, 'Gone to a higher and better life.'"
"It was very good of Dr. Graham to do this," said

Katy quietly. "I wish I could see him, and thank
him as he deserves to be thanked."

That afternoon, Mr. Stanton and Katy went out to
the graveyard, and saw the neat, white slab, the in-
scription, and the rosebush, just as Mrs. Amden had
described them; and, as they stood there, Katy said,

"Do we need any stronger or more positive proof
of spirit-power than this?" ~

"No: I am convinced, thordughly convinced; and
am now satisfied that your father and brother still
liv?, and that we shall be enabled to find them through
the agency of the same power which so truthfully
portrayed the changes made here since you last saw
the place."

"My poor dear mother always said father was not
dead; that he would return some day to claim his
children; and I feel that she will give me strength to
search until I find him and my brother."

That evening, they remained the guests of Aunt
Ronah; and, while they had been absent on their visit
to the graveyard, she had~sent word to several fami-
lies to meet at her house that evening, for the purpose
of holding a circle, and, while seated at the tea~table
said, -

I
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"I have invited, a few friends hi $his evening, fdr
the purpose of holcliiig a circle. TII'ere is a young girl
here who is quite a reliable medium; and I thought
you would like to see her and sit in circle with her."

"Oh, yes, indeed!" said Katy. "I have never
attended a circle, and it will he to me a real enjoy-
ment."

"And I shall be happy to join you, and learn some-
thing more of this beautiful philosophy of spirit coin-
muniQn," replied Mr. Stanton.

At quite an early hour, the friends Aunt Ronah had
summoned gathered at her house, and were soon
seated around the table in the front room.

The young girl Aunt Ronah had spoken of as being
quite a reliable medium was a mere child, scarcely
fourteen years of age, the daughter of a widow who
supported herself by doing plain sewing for her
wealthier and more fortunate neighbors~ The father
of the child had been a deeply learned man, and an
Orthodox minister; but, soon after his death, his child
had been influenced by spirit-power, and had gradu-
ally been drawn into the circles held from time to
time at different houses, and had been used to give
some very excellent tests.

On this particular evening, she was influenced
almost as soon as the circle was formed; and paper
and pencil were placed. before her. She grasped the
pencil, and, after making a few nervous passes over
the paper, commenced writing with a quick, agitated
movement, and a peculiar motion of her head. After
filling several pages, the pencil dropped from 1:er
hand, and she pushed the paper toward Katv.'I

4
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With trembling fingers, Katy took up the closely-
written document; it was written in French, a lan-
guage of which the medium was entirely ignorant.
Katy had applied herself assiduously to the study of
French, and had little difficulty in reading the com-
munication, which ran as follows: -

"I am not much accustomed to writing letters to
young ladies, but to-night I am forced to take up my
pen to address a few lines to you. While I was in
the hospital at Havre, France, an American was
~brought in from a ship which had picked him up:
he had, no use of his arms or legs, and little command

- of his voice. My cot stood next to his, and, after a
few months, we became quite friendly; and, before I
left the~hospital, he asked me to write a letter for him
to J. H~rris, Boston, Mass., making inquiries concern-
ing his ~vife and children. It was then thought that
the American could live but a few months, at most~;
and so I wro-te to this Mr. Harris, asking him to send
-the wife and children on by the next steamer. A long
time elapsed before an answer came; and then a letter
came, one day, saying that the wife and three children

were all dead, - the wife dying from consumption, the
children from fever. Soon after that, I left the hospi-
tal, and was a passenger on 'The Sea Mist' when she
was -wrecked, and, with others, was drowned. But,
since I have passed into spirit-life, I have found out
that the American still lives, and is in the hospital at

- . Hayre to-day, a disconsolate, low-spirited man, watch-
ing patiently for death to relieve him-of the life which
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has become a burden. The money lie left with this
Mr. Harris has been expended by him, and the prop-
erty purchased with it increased in value one-half.
Mr. Harris believes the American to be dead, believed
him dead before receiving the letter written by me,
as nothing had been heard from him in five years;
but there are those watching over you and your
brother who will find means to unravel the tangled
web of your destinies, and bring you all together
before many months.

"FELIX ANDNIs."

The influence which had controlled the medium left
her; and she then passed under the control of her
father, and answered many questions relative to the
unfolding of spirit-life, and the duties of earth-life,
much to the satisfaction of Mr. Stanton; and, at a late
hour, the circle broke up. As Judge Benson left, he
shook hands with Mr. Stanton, and said, -

"I trust to see you again, sir; and it gives me
pleasure to know that you have found the truth, and
rejoice in the possession of a faith which will make
you a better man, and fit you to more perfectly enjoy
the life which must follow the existence here. There
is no mystery to cloud the human mind in regard- to
the life in the upper spheres: it is as perfectly under-
stood and clearly realized as the higher experiences
of earth."

After visiting the little brown house where her
mother died, the following morning Katy and Mr.
Stanton left Glenville, and directed their course to-
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ward Boston. Oh, how vividly the memory of the
past came back to Katy, -the memory of that bright
spring morning when she bade her brother good-by,
and turned her back upon Glenville and her mother's
grave I CHAPTER XIX.

KATY'S VISIT TO BOSTON.

"Time, on his ever-flitting wings,
To many a misery healing brings:

The fiercest griefs, the bitterest woes,
The deepest pangs that Nature knows,

At Time's old, endless visits fly,
And all their anguished feelings die."

HE result of the visit to Boston ca
ascertained by reading the following

ter, written by Katy to Mrs. Stanton,
dated from Boston:

"My DEAR SISTER, - We are in the
of Boston, the city of newspapers and book pul
ers. Of course, Mr. Stanton, being in the pul
ing business himself, finds many friends here, a
have been introduced to any number of public
editors, and literary people generally. I can nol
that I admire this city: it is too closely packed
much confined; and the people are too earnestly
upon making good bargains. However, I have vi
some places of interest, and met with many agre~
persons. I wrote you in reference to our vis
Glenville, and the circle we attended at the hou~
Aunt Ronah. Dear old lady! she is as kind-he~
and generous as of old. Mr. Stanton has pror

9
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to use every available means to ascertain the where-
abouts of my brother, and, as soon as he can make
arrangements to leave his business, take a trip to
Europe, and, in the hospitals of France, search for my
father, - my poor, dear, crippled father, who little
dreams that he has a son and daughter still left to
him. And how shall I ever repay your noble hus-
band for his more than human kindness to me? He
is one of the few men we meet in life who find
delight in doing good to others, and find pleasure in
making sacrifices to benefit those around them; and
though I may never he able to make him any return
for the benefits he has so liberally showered upon me,
and the kind interest he has taken in my welfare,
angels will bless him, and the pure spirits of the
gone-before re'~~ ard him liberally.

"We have seen Mr. Harris, but, of course, are
unable to produce any legal proof that my father left
money in his hands which he has deprived us of; and
a lawsuit would only entail much confusion, and, no
doubt, result in a failure at last.

"We accused him of having received a letter dictated
by my father, and answering it, telling him his wife
and chikir~n were dead. He started from his chair
as if he l~ad been shot ~pd would fall; but his white
lips denied it, while his manner so plainly told us lie
was guilt~r~ He was scrupulously polite in his deport-
ment, neyer once lost his temper or became enraged
at the blunt manner in which Mr. Stanton accused
him of treachery and villainy. He said the keeper of
the poorhouse had written him that I died soon after
Carrie; and, supposing it to be true, he had written

to that effect to Dr. Graham; and having heard, by
report, of lThnry's death, had written to. inform me of
the fact, as a duty he felt he owed me. Though his
words were smooth, and his manner gentlemanly, we
were not deceived, and know him to be the guilty,
scheming creature he has been represented to be by
the spirits of those in whom we have perfect faith
and trust.

"We have attended several lectures and circles
here; and, the more we see and hear of thi~ beautiful
faith, the more fixed are our opinions and convictions
in regard to its truth and power.

"I am anxious to return home, and regret that busi-
ness, unlocked for and unexpected, will detain Mr.
Stanton here for several days. This afternoon I am
going to ride with a young literary gentleman, and
must now lay aside my letter-wrifing to attend to
that most arduous of tasks, viz., -the making of my
toilet.

"Truly your sister,
"KATY GRAVES."
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CHAPTER' XX.

A GALL FROM THE SPIRIT- WORLD. - MRS. GREYSON
OBEYS IT.

"One by one we cross the river,
One by one we're ferried o'er;

Oneby one the crowns are given,
On the bright, celestial shore."

"Cross the hands meekly o'er the still breast:
She is now sleeping in sweet, perfect rest.
Lay her down gently; her troubles are o'er:
Her sad voice will greet us on earth never more;
But through the calm stillness of night's holy hours,
When dewdrops are glistening on buds and on Ilowers,
Her spirit will visit the dear ones of earth,
And hover around us in sadness and ~jrth~~~

FEW days after the return ~of Katy
and Mr. Stanton from Boston, one~
evening, as the family were sitting in the
library, each engaged in different pursuits,
the knitting suddenly dropped from Mrs.
Greyson's hands, and the color left her

face, while a sweet, sad smile played around her lips,
as she said, -

'~ I have felt it coming for several days;" and she
pressed her-hands upon her heart.

"Felt what, mother? What is the matter?" said
Mrs. Stanton, springing from her seat, and throwing
herself at her mother's feet.

"Felt death approaching, my child: and now I
have heard your father's voice calling to me; I have
seen him face to face, standing before me with out-
stretched hands; and I am going to him." Her head
dropped upon her bosom, and, with a softly muttered
sigh, her life went out: her spirit was free from its
bonds of clay, and winged its flight from earth, with-
out a pang to retard its onward course, without one
regret for the world she left behind.

Tenderly Mr. Stanton took her in his arms, and
bore 'her to the room above, which she had occupied;
and sincerely Katy mourned the loss of one who had
been as dear to her as a mother, and rejoiced that the
storm of life was over, and the pure spirit had found
ret~t in those brighter spheres where earth's sorrows
and cares are unknown.

Then, in the hour of' 'her grief, the.beautiful truths
of the new faith came to comfort her; ~and angel hands
wiped the tears from her eyes, and spirit voices bade
her rejoice that the weary had found rest.

After the funeral, Mr. Stanton announced himself
ready to go to Europe, as soon as his wife and Katy
could complete their preparations: and, as the trip
promised to be a lengthened one, there were many
preparations to make; and it was six weeks before
they were fully prepared to commence their journey.
Every day seemed longer than the last to Katy,
who was impatient to find the father she had been
separated from so long, impatient to ~whisper, to the
responding heart of the lonely captive in a foreign
clime words of peace and hope; impatient to bring
him out of the shadows into the light, and prove to
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him the beautiful truths which had made her life so
joyous and bright.

The day set for the departure at length arrived;
and, bidding adieu to their native land, Mr. and Mrs.
Stanton and Katy stepped aboard the steamer which
was to bear them over the l~lue ocean: and bright
angels from above folded their white wings about
them, and whispered words of comfort and cheer to
them.

The very waves that danced around the proud ship,
that seemed almost a thing of life as it rode the blue
deep, seemed to sigh out words of comfort and of
promise.. The stars at night seemed to look down
with love-looks on them, and the winds that swept
over the broad deck and kissed Katy's burning cheeks
all seemed to bear to her messages of love and
promise.

CHAPTER XXI.

THE HOSPITAL..

"Back through the gates of Time I stray;
On dreaming wings I've sped;

But moldered are the tombstones,
And Life's flowers are dead.

They can not bloom in desert sands;
For, with the simoon's breath,

They gather up their sunny-gleams,
And pass away in death."

Q T was a pleasant day, and sunbeams bright
and cheerful came through the open win-
dows of ~the hospital, and danced on the
floor, and brought cheerful warmth and life
to the sick and despondent. Near one of
the windows, in an arm-chair, sat a man

whose appearance signified American birth.. He sat
there gazing out upon the blue sky, ~he bright water,
and the passing ships and boats, sat there helpless;
for his arms and legs seemed perfectly lifeless and
useless. A sad, patient look rested on his face; and,
as the door of the rQom opened to admit visitors, he
glanced up with a look of interest in his eyes as lic
heard his own language spoken by one of the visitors,
a lady of modest, prepossessing appearance, plainly
dressed, who seemed anxious to learn all she could in
regard to the management and conducting of the
establishment.
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She approached him, and, looking earnestly into his
face, said,

"You are an American by birth, are you not?"
"I am," he replied.
"I judged as much from your appearance. Have

you been ill
"I have been confined to* this building, as helpless

as you now see me, for nearly ten years."
"Ten years!" repeated the lady: "I am sure I can

not understand how you have been able to live so
long under such painful circumstances."

"Oh! none of us know what we are able to endure,
until we are obliged to exert all our powers of endur-
ance." At this moment the parties made a move
toward the door,. and the lady said,

"My friends are going, and I must leave you: but
I will come to see you again; for something tells me
that I will be used as the means 1~hrough which you
will be brought to look upon life with more hope and
faith."

"Thank you: I shall be glad to see you; for it
seems really good to converse with some one from
my own country."

"I will see you to-morrow;" and the, lady turned
away and joined her friends. Soon after, the helpless
cripple was laid upon his couch by an attendant; and
fell into a light slumber, and dreamed of the past, of
the loved ones he had left behind, of a re-union, and
of happiness.

The following morning, at quite an early hour, the
lady again made her appearance. in the hospital, and,
approaching the American, said,
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"I have been thinking of you all night; and I know
there is something for me to tell you, some tidings
which I can bring you. Have you ever conversed
with a clairvoyant medium?"

"No: I have no faith in fortune-telling and like
impossibilities."

"Nor I; and I would be the last person to suggest
resorting to shufflers of cards to read the future. But
there are laws which govern us, and gifts which are
bestowed upon us, , if rightly used and under-
stood, enable us to look beyond the confines which
surround us, and see the circumstances which are
leading us away from that which is calculated to
bestow upon us happiness. Those whom we have loved
on earth, those who have gone to the brighter spheres
above, watch over us, and sometimes return to give us
counsel, and~ guide us aright. Our.Father, God, has
said, that he would give his angels charge concerning
us; and we have no right to doubt it, when there has
been such ample proof that he has ever done so."

"You are a Spiritualist, then, I infer."
"Yes, I am; and the good angels have chosen me

as a medium through which to make their voices
heard. Have you ever given, the subject a careful
inquiry and investigation?"

"No: I denounced it as a humbug from the begin-
fling, and never desired to investigate what seemed
to me so ridiculous, and directly opposed to all i~eason
and common sense."

"Ah I that is invariably the case with all who so
strenuously oppose the truth. They will not inves-
tigate, and yet they condemn. They denounce that
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'of which they know actually nothing. My dear sir,
I was once as bitter an opponent of Spiritualism as
you apparently are; but I was compelled to see the.
truth, and forced to acknowledge the power of disem-
bodied spirits to control human minds, and communi-
cate with those still in the flesh."

"Yes: but how can that be, when you are all infi-
dels, and reject the Bible?"

"We are not infidels, neither do we reject the
Bible. We worship God our Father, give him all
praise; but we do not accept the Bible as his word or
his law, for it was written by men imperfect and un-
worthy in many instances to receive inspiration from
the great and divine Spirit above all. We accept it
for all it professes to be, nothing more; and, rejecting
the errors, we gladly accept the truth it contains:
more than this, no one can do. There are laws and
proofs that stamp the errors, which can not be over-
come or set aside. If we accept it all, then we must
insult God; for we believe him to be a God of love,
without fickleness or change, and as such we worship
and adore him."

"I confess that I have been mistaken, if these are
the views of Spiritfialists; for I always understood
that they rejected the existence of a God, and held
man as tie highest and purest power that existed."

"I brought a little wo/k with me, which I will
leave with you to read. From it you can gain a
clearer idea of our faith than I could give you. And
now we will dismiss this subject, if you will tell me
the story of your life, and resume it when your mind
is better prepared to receive the truths of a philosophy

which is gaining the approbation of all exalted and
pure minds. I do not wish to thrust my views upon
any one: and yet I must fulfill the mission for which
I have been chosen; and a power I dare not resist
has impelled me to come to you, and give you such
comfort as I may be able to bestow; and I know thak
some one you have loved in life, who is now in the
spirit-land, is anxious to prove to you t~e power that
spirit-friends possess to return and comfort those
dear to them by ties of love. But I find, you 4re not
ready to receive those angel-guests; you are not in
condition to receive the truth: and so I 'must wait,
knowing the time is near, at hand."

"I confess your words strike me as strange and
unaccountable; and I have but little faith in the
power you speak of. I will, however, read~ the book
you were kind enough to bring me, and think over
all you have said to me: for I would be glad to
believe that those I love, who have gone to a brighter
and better land, are with me, and have power to
make their presence known; but I find it so in opposi-
tion to the precepts taught me from childhood up,
that my heart~ hardens against it, and my reason
rejects it."

"I understand all that, for I have myself experi-
enced it. It is hard to throw aside the superstition
and dogmas we have been taught to accept as truth;
but the good angels 'have power to let the light into
willing souls, and feed the craving hunger of those
who desire to know the truth, and seek it earnestly."

"I am willing to receive the truth when I know it
is the truth; but my life has been one little calculated
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to indulge in investigations or inquiries. Years ago
I was a happy man. I had a wife and three lovely
children, - two girls and a boy; the boy was little
more than an infant when I last saw him, just able
to lisp his father's name. I was in comfortable cir-
cumstances; bat a desire to amass wealth seized me:
and I left my family, my home, and all, and started
for the Indies, where I hoped to make a fortune; but
I never reached my destination. The vessel in
which I took passage was wrecked, and I alone of
all the passengers and crew survived. After passing
through terrible dangers and hardships, I reached
France; but in a disabled condition, and with mind
impaired. I was. brought to this hospital, where I
have since remained. After years of darkness, my
mind slowly recovered, but my body remained help-
less. bji course of time I became acquainted with an
unfortuii~ ma~ who occupied a bed near me, and
told him r~iy story; and, when he had recovered suffi-
ciently to use his arms and hands, he wrote a letter
for me to the gentleman in whose charge I had left
my family", telling him that I was hopelessly crippled,
and my life would be short at best, and requesting
him to send my wife and children to me, that I
might see them~ again before leaving this world.
After waiting weary weeks, an answer came, telling
me that my wife and children were dead, but giving
no particulars. Then the lamp of hope went out
within me; for life was valueless, and I longed to lay
the burden down and go out intc~ thp hereafter,
hoping that I might meet them on the shores of that
other land. But my strength came slowly back; and

though crippled, and powerless to move hand or foot,
I have become strong in mind, and the day of my
deliverance seems far off."

As he ceased speaking, a peculiar light illuminated
the face of the woman who sat by his side, and she
said,-

"There are ties that bind you sf111 to earth; there
are dear ones here as well as in the spirit-world.
Two spirits ar~ near you, -one a woman xvho seems to
be allied to you by the closest and dearest ties, your
wife; the other a child, a lovely girl, who smiles on
you, and points out toward the ~sea. You have two
in heaven and two on earth; two children still linger
earth-bound, and one is even now seeking you, and
ere long your heart will be made glad by her
presence. Those dear ones in spirit-life are leading
her ~to you, and those dear ones will' restore you to
health and happiness. They could not enjoy the
heaven of love which has been their reward, were
they incapable of benefiting those they leave on the
earth-plane. They are ever near you; and they will
make themselves so manifest to you, that you will be
unable to doubt their presence and their power."

"What mean your words, that thrill my heart, and
cause my blood to leap through my veins? Oh, do
not trifle with me! for the love of Heaven, do not
trifle with me ! If spirits *in the land of light
have power to return, let my heart feel their pres-
ence, let my soul be steeped in conviction, let me
find the light and truth ! But, oh! beware lest you
arouse hopes that can not be realized, and make my
condition even worse than it has been."

4
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"I speak but the words of inspiration. I speak
not myself; but the spirit, through me, bids you hope,
for life has much of joy and peace for you yet. And
the good angels are near you, and swill lead your
heart to the fountains of truth, whose waters shall
give it new life and strength; and God's glory shall
brighten and bless you."

" ileaven grant that your words be the words of
truth and inspiration! and, if I seem to doubt, be not
offended; for I can not realize by what power you
speak. I can not cast aside the precepts that were
taught me in my youth withoiiit a struggle; and yet
I would be glad - oh, so glad ! - to know that it were
true, that my dear wife, now in the land of light
above, could return and watch by my side, could lead
those dear to me, if they are still alive, to me. Leave
me now. I will lie down, and think of all you have
said. I will try to. believe it is the truth. I will
earnestly strive to feel that spirit-friends are near me;
an when you come again, I may be calmer and more
reasonable."

At a motion from the lady, the attendant ap..
preached, and, lifting the powerless man from the
chair, laid him upon his bed.

Without a word of parting, the lady left the room;
and, as she wended her way to her lodgings, a holy
calm stole over her feelings. She had performed her
duty; she had yielded to the influences which hovered
around her, and performed the task required of her;
~nd the good angels walked beside her, and scattered
the flowers uf contentment and hope in her way.

Oh, if we would all of us take up our burdens w111

* ingly, and bear them uncomplainingly, how much
brighter and better life would be to us! and then we
would more perfectly liarmon~ze with the Divine
Nature, and all things wear a purer, hc~lier semblance.
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CHAPTER XXII.

THE DAWNING OF LIGHT.

"Dear spirit, thou art near n~e:
I thy mystic presence feel,

By the inspiring thrills of gladness
Which around my sad heart steal.

In a softly whispered story
Thou dost breath~ of pleasures bright;

Hopes all blessed with sweet fruition,
In thy glorious land of light."

HE following morning, Mr. Graves the
cripple was placed in his easy-chair by

the window at an earlier hour than usual,
and sat looking out upon the ocean, with a
look of quiet contentment upon his face, and

an eager li~ht in his eyes. In his hand he held the
book Miss Gray had given him the day before; and,
every few moments, he would open it, and read a
marked. passage here and there, and, closing it again,
seemed lost in thought.

At length, the door of the apartment opened to
admit Miss Gray; and quietly she glided to his side,
and, laying her hand upon his shoulder, said,

"Good-morning, my friend. I see you have been
readin~

"Good- ning," he answered, looking up into
her face. "Yes: I have been reading some, but

thinking more, this morning. I read this little book
through after you left me last evening; anti the beau-
tiful truths in it comforted me much. In very agony
of spirit I implored for some proof of spirit-power,
something on which to hang my faith; and my plead-
ings were heard. Last evening, I saw my wife as
plainly as I now see you; and it was no delusion of a
sleeping hour. I saw her and talked to her; and I
now know that spirits can and do return to hold con-
verse with those in earth-life. She told me* she had
long desired to come to me, had long stood at the
door of my heart, knocking for admittance; but I
would not open the door unto her. Ah! I feel, this
morning, like a new being. I feel as if heaven had
indeed been let down to earth; and I have you to
thank for it all. Had you not come to me as you did,
like an angel of mercy, and scattered the flowers of
truth before me to cheer me with their fragrant per-
fume~ I would even now be enveloped in shadows
and clouds of darkness. But blessed be the Spirit of
God, which has given me the , and revived the
drooping flowers of hope, and pointed me to a future,
bright and beautiful with love and lm~ppiness."

"0 sir! I can not tell yogi how glad. I am to
know that you have found this pearl of great price,
the truth; that your heart has been born unto wisdom.
Every one must work out his own salvation; and,
though the Spirit striVes with man, his free will iS

never infringed upon or overcome. Man n~ust be
willing to receive the truth before the truth can be
sent him; and yesterday it pained me to feel that you
were unwilling then to receive the truth: but, as the

19
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divine essence in man is never wholly extinguished,
I was led to hope that the good angels would so
influence and surround you, that ~your heart would
open to receive the light, and that the voice~ of God,
through his Spirit, would speak to you with power
that could not be doubted; and now, this morning, I
am sent to you to say, 'Be of good cheer; for the same
power which of old caused the blind to see, the lame
to walk, and the sorrowing to rejoice, can heal thy~
eveiy ailment, and bring back to thy lifeless limbs the
animation which has so long lain dormant.' How this
result will be brought about I can not tell you: but
have faith; rely upon the aid and power of those
departed ones to fulfill the promises they make; and
thy heart shall be glad, and thy life made blessed even
unto the end."

The face of the speaker shone with a heavenly
light;; and no one, save those blinded by superstition
and ignorance, could have doubted her words of inspi-
ration and prophecy; and that helpless man, rejoicing
in the light he had already received, accepted them in
the spirit and the truth.

After a moment's pause~ Miss Gray said,
"I shall not be able to see you again for some

weeks. The friends with whom I am traveling leave
Havre this afternoon, an4 I must accompany them;
but, when I return, I believe I shall find you sur-
rounded by better conditions than you are now: and
I have brought with me some books, which I shall
leave with you to re~4, hoping they may aid you in
your efforts toward the truth."

"Thank you. - I am sorry yo~~ ~ going t~ leave

I

Ii

me, but trust, that, when you return, you will find
me somewhat advanced in spiritual knowledge and
strength. And may God and his angels bless you,
and shower every earthly good around you with un-
sparing hand!"
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CHAPTER XXIII.

KA TY FINDS HER FATHER.

"Dear spirit, thou art near me;
Glad, I hail thy gentle power:

Teach my doubting heart the lesson
Thou hast learned in heaven's bowers,

And with thy love surround me.
warn and guard from error's way,

Till through earth's wild path I've traveled
To thy home of endless day."

)
HE good ship "Morning Star," in which

'~ Mr. and Mrs. Stanton and Katy took
passage, made an excellent trip; and, twelve

1 days from the time they left New York, they
landed in Havre; and, when Katy breathed

I the same air which gave to her father life
and animation, it seemed as if she could not bide the
necessary time to secure rooms at the hotel, and make
inquiries concerning the location and regulations of
the hospital.

But, at length, all was arranged; and, after partak-
ing sparingly of the repast ordered by Mr. Stanton.
Katy and her friends set out for the hospital, to
make inquiries concerning her long-lost parent.

When they reached the building, they were politely
conducted to the office, and waited upon by a gentle-
manly clerk.

"I wish to make inquiries concerning Lyman
Graves; having been informed that he was, some time
ago, an inmate of this institution," said Mr. Stanton.

"Was he an American?"
He was.~~

"Can you tell how long it is since he was brought
here?"

"About ten years, I believe."
The clerk turned to a small book, ran his eyes

rapidly over the list of names opposite the letter G,
then turned and took a large volume from a shelf
which hung above his desk, and, turning over the
leaves slowly, at length paused and read, -

"Lyman Graves, an American, picked up at sea in
a disabled condition, and entirely unable to give any
account of himself; apparently unconscious of every
thing save the.knowledge of his owh name. Placed
in Ward Five."

He closed the book, replaced it, and took down
another, which he opened, and glanced over several
pages, then said,

"The man is still alive, and in a state of con-
sciousness at the present time, but crippled ~n all his
limbs."

"Can we see him?" eagerly broke from the lips
of Katy, who had thus far sat in a state of nervous
expectancy.

"Certainly;" and the clerk pulled a little rope
which hung suspended from the ceiling.

It was answered in a moment by a pleasant-looking
woman of middle age, to whom the clerk said, -

"This gentleman and the ladies would like to see
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Lyman Graves, the American who is in charge of
the nurse in Ward Five: conduct; them up stairs."

The woman bowed, and silently led the xvay
through the long hall and up the broad stairs. When
she reached the top, she said, -

"The poor gentleman is very nervous to-day. He
has for years been melancholy and hopeless, supposing
his wife and children to be dead; but, a few clays ago,
a lady who pretends to be a spiritual medium visited
him, and told him two of his children still lived, and
gave him books to read, which has unsettled his mind;
and he asserts that the spirit of his wife came to him
and told him that he would soon meet his daughter.
I am afraid he is losing his mind again. Poor mati!
his sufferings are enough to drive him almost crazy."

By this time they had reached the door of the
room occupied by Mr. Graves, and the woman opened
it. For a moment Katy sto6d upon the threshold,
looking at the poor helpless cripple who sat in his
chair by the window, with his face turned toward
her with such an earnest, pleading, questioning look;
and then she hastened forward, and flung her arms
about her father's neck, drawing his head upon her
bosom, and covering his face with kisses, while her
lips murmured,

"My father, 0 my father!"
Mr. and Mrs. Stanton turned away from the door

with tears in their eyes, leaving father aud child alone
together.

For a moment Mr. Graves lost consciousness; the
suddenness of the joy was too much for his nerves:
but the kisses Katy showered upon him brought him

back to life, and to a knowledge of the goodness and
mercy of God and God's angels.

There was much to tell, much to explain on both
sides; and the moments slipped by unheeded. When,
after the lapse of several hours, Mr. and Mrs. Stanton
entered the room, Katy looked up and said,

"Forgive me for the selfishness of my joy. Father,
there are the dear friends through whose kindness I
was permitted to seek the knowledge which led me
to you."

Mr. Graves looked up smilingly, while the teal's
stood in his eyes, and ~said, -

"My dear child, for whom I have mourned as one
dead, has told me all the sufferings and joys of her
life;, and to you, who have been more than friends, I
can say nothing l~y way of ~thanks. My heart is too
full for utterance; but the good angels who have
directed you hither, and through whom my child is
restored to me, ~vill bless you for all you have done,
and reward you a thousand-fold."

"We require no thanks, sir: we have but per-
formed our duty, and thus served the God who has
so richly blessed our efforts. But there is no time
now to explain, or enter upon details. I have made
arrangements, while Katy was busy talking with you,
for your removal to rooms we have engaged, where
we can all be near you, and secure such advice and
aid as we may deem practicable in order to. secure
your recovery.~~

The cripple was carried by two strong men out
into the street, where an omnibus stood in waiting
to convey him to the apartments of Mr. and Mrs.
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HENRY AND THIE DOCTOR AGAIN.

V

CHAPTER XXIV.

Stanton: and the poor man gazed about him in ecstasy
of delight ; for it was indeed an era in his life, to be
allowed once more to breathe the pure air of heaven,
outside the confinemnent of walls.

Mr. Stanton had sent to Paris -to secure the ser-
vices of an excellent magnetic physician, whose fame
was spreading, and whose wonderful success in re-
storing the sick to health by natural laws was
awakening the astonishment of the people, and

bafing and overcoming the tirade of abuse heaped
upon him by the followers and advocates of the old
systems of medicine.

Two days after his removal from the hospital, Mr.
Graves was placed under the charge of his physician,
who said, when he examined him,-...

" He can be cured, but it will take time. His
limbs have so long remained inactive, that they must
be taught their duty, even as a child is taught to
use its powers of locomotion and muscle ; but, with
the aid of means God-has placed in my hands to use
for the benefit of mankind, I can restore him to
perfect health and strength. Have faith, and doubt
not : with man all things fail; with God all things are
possible."

And they did have faith, and doubted not; for the
blessed spirits of the dear departed were with them,
whispering words of comfort and of love: and their
hearts, through the influence of pure -lives, were
lifted up, and the glory of God lived within them. -

T was a large, gothic room in an okd-fash-
ioned, substantial building in the Piazza (lel

.Popalo, Rome. The bright sun stole through
the diamond panes of glass in the arched
window, and crept playfully over the floor
richly covered with a variety of mats, and

lighted up the walls on which hung many pictures.
Near the center of the room stood an easel,-'on which
rested a canvas smoothly stretched over a frame,
upon which had, been traced the outlines -of a

picture ; and the pale, fair boy who stood before the
easel was rapidly filling in the colors.

On a sofa near the window reclined a young man,
who, as he indolently reclined at full length, watched
earnestly the movements of the artist-boy.

Just back of the easel, or, rather, back of the artist,
stood an arm-chair ; and suddenly the brush fell from
the hand of the boy, and he sank back into the chair
as if overcome with sudden faintness.

(

HENRY AND THE DOCTOR AGAIN.

" Genius, from thy starry throne,
High above the burning zone,

In radiant robe of light arrayed,
-Oh, bear the plaint by thy sad favorite made, -

His melancholy moan I "
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The young man on the lounge sprang to his feet,
land approached him, saying, -

"Well, Henry, have you finished your day's
work?"

The boy looked up with a tired, weary look, and
answered, -

"Yes; the inspiration has left me: I can do no
more.''

The inspiration!" repeated the gentleman:
"then you persist in the assertion you made, that this
picture is to be painted by inspiration, while you are
in a state of unconsciousness; and that your will has
nothing to do with the lights and shadows, the
design, or the development of the design?"

"I do. I know that I have been commanded by a
spirit voice to yield myself up to the control of an
unseen power, which desires to paint, through me,
a picture which shall be the means of accomplishing
some end which otherwise never could be attained."

"Strange, remarkably strange. I fear the friend-
ship which exists between you and our erratic
fellow-lodger has not resulted in benefit to you. He
has instilled in your mind the l)eculiar ideas he
entertains in regard to the spirits of the departed
returning to hold communion with those still iii the
body. You have allowed your excitable and nervous
nature to overcome sense and reason; and, because
this old man has told you that some departed spirit
wishes to use y6u as a medinm through which to
paint pictures, you have imagined yourself under the
control of some invisibly power: and I fear the result
of this hallucination will be undesirable, if not posi-
tively terrible."
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"Dr. Graham, you do not understand this matter,
or you would never express yourself as you do. I
know what I feel, what I hear, what I experience.
I can decide the difference between facts and imagi-
nation; and I positively assert, that, from the time my
mother died, and left me under your charge, her
spirit has been with me. Furthermore, I 'know that
every line my pencil has ever drawn, every stroke
my brush has ever made, has been through the influ-
ence of some departed friend, who failed to give the
world while living the emanations of his genius, and
now inspires me with the power to execute his will.
Never before, however, have I lost my consciousness
while engaged at my work; but, as true as you and I
are here together, just so true I am painting this
picture in a state of utter and complete unconscious-
ness, as much so as if I were in the deepest slumber.
I am sensible of all I owe you, and would as gladly
accept your views as mine, were it possible to do so;
but I can not reject what I know to. be the truth.
And so far as t~he companionship of our fellow-lodger
being an injury to me, it has been a benefit; for I
have learned through his instructions to understand
what hitherto appeared strange and mysterious. I
have learned to respect the divine within me, and
live not for myself alone, not for the acquirement of
fame, but to benefit my fellow-men, and thus serve
the God who gave me life and ability to serve them."

"I will not argue with you, Henry, nor attempt to
overthrow the peculiar ideas you have acquired and
advance with so much earnestness; but I must always
regret that you have been led so far from what

4'
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appears to me the truth, so far from the path in
which our fathers trod, and in which they earnestly
-wished us to follow ; and I must say that some ideas
you advance really pain and shock me. I can not
believe that you would really use'deception with me,
and so comfort myself with the knowledge that you
are laboring under some peculiar hallucination, which
will sooner or later be dispelled ; and then you can not
fail to see how grossly you have erred, and how un-
kindly you have been duped by one, who, though
honest in his intentions and theories, is strangely mis-
led, and has wandered far from the beaten paths of
right."

" It pains me sorely, doctor, to hear you thus posi-
tively and bitterly denounce what I feel and know to
be the truth ; but the time will come when you will
see with clearer eyes, and inquire with a less preju-
diced mind into the glorious philosophy which makes
life brighter, and robs death of its horrors and its
sting. Would that I could find words to reach the
temple sof your soul! would that the power were
given me to clear away from -your heart the rubbish
and superstition of old-ideas and dogmas, which cause
a person of progressed mind to revolt at the bare idea
of such things.! But I am but ,a boy ; yet I have
felt so much, experienced so much, that I- sometimes
feel as if I had lived more lives than one. But, oh !
- I feel my inspiration returning to me. Disturb me
not, but let me work, guided by the hand of one
above us - one who has passed from this into eternal
life."

The boy sprang to his feet, grasped his brush, and

0
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after a moment's pause, a moment's hesitation, his
frame quivered as if with emotion; and the spirit of
one departed took possession of the material body,
and the hand worked with a rapidity and ease that.
would have astonished even the most skillful and

experienced artist, and the picture gradually assumed
shape and almost life beneath the inspired hand of
the boy.

I-
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CHAPTER XXV.

HENRY'S INSPIRArzG~.

"He comes to me, and the solemn joy
Of his presence fills my room;

Though far away on a sunny slope
Where I know the violets bloom,

His grave is bright with the spring's first gift,
And fragrant with its perfume."

R. GRAHAM and Henry Graves had
been in Rome some ~time before their

introduction again to the notice of the
reader in the last chapter. And, soon after
their arrival and domestication in the old
house in the Piazza del Popalo, an old

man with whitened locks and stately bearing secured
the apartments adjoining them, and a friendship at
once sprang up between the boy-artist and this old
man.

Many times Henry had spoken to Dr. Graham of
feeling the presence of his mother near him, of receiv-
ing aid from unseen sources in the execution of his
pictures; but he had always met with an unsym-
pathetic and oftentimes harsh reply, and he had
learned to keep to himself the knowledge of this
spirit-presence and spirit-power. But when, one day,
as he was sitting in the old man's room, he inadver-

gently spoke of this, the old man wept for joy, and
then there was a new bond of sympathy between
them; and carefully and kindly the old man explained
to Henry how natural and probable all this was,
removing from the facts all the mystei~y which had
surrounded them, and giving him valuable aid and
instructions as to the development of the mediumistic
qualities with which he was endowed.

From that time forward the .boy-artist gradually
advanced toward success, and his pictures were
eagerly sought after by the noble and talented of the
old comitry.

He had been advised by a celebrated painter to
assume a nom de plume, something more striking
than his own name; and, in artistic Arcles, he was
known as Gustavus Mpnteva, the boy-painter: and of
late many had called him the inspired painter, ~much
to the annoyance of Dr. Graham, who was a bitter
oppose of any thing that savored of modern Spirit-
ualism. The rigid Orthodox training he had received
in childhood, and which had grown ~vith him, had so
warped and clouded his mind, that he refused eveii
to search into the meaning or investigate th~ claims
of any departure from the beaten track; and he closed
his heart against the light which was ready to enter,
and illuminate his life with its brilliance and truth.

Alas! how many there are to-day who have been
trained up in the erroi's and superstitions of the pas~t,
ignorant and unenlightened as were the followers of
the Church two thousand years ago. Their fathers
put the prophets of old to death; and they, iii. their
blindness and superstition, would sacrifice the inspired
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* ones of to-day on the altar of bigotry and self..
love.

They refuse to listen to the voice of God speaking
through God's angels; and, wise in their own conceit,
they place themselves in opposition to God and God's
laws,- and spurn all that is true, pure, godly and
right.

The., picture upon which the boy-artist had been
working, under the guidance and, influence of an
unseen, hand, was at leno'th finished; -and even Dr.
Graham, with ~his. rigid Orthodox ideas, had to ac-
knowledge that there was ~something remarkably
strange about it all.

The subject was an American cottage on a hillside,
with figures in it which seemed to the observer to be'
living, breathing persons; so natural, so life-like, were
they painted.

The house was a little brown cottage. In the
doorway stood a beautiful woman, watching three
children, two girls and a boy, who, were playing upon
the lawn in front of the house. Dr. Graham readily
recognized the figures as the portraits of Henry's
mother, sisters, and himself, as they appeared years
ago. The boy was too young at the time of his
mother's death to retain any distinct recollection cC
her features or expression; and, not having seen his
sisters for many years, it would have been impossible
for him to have painted the picture unaided by spirit-
power: and Dr. Graham was 'puzzled. In vain he
endeavored to find some subterfuge; in vain he sought
to satisfy his own mind that the picture was painted
without the aid of invisible. There it was, a proof

- an indisputable proof - of the power claimed in
its execution; and vot he refused stubbornly to credit
the assertion of the boy, wheii he said it was painted
without his aid.

It had. been admired by all who had seen it; and,
when it was hung in the gallery, hundreds flocked to
see this wonderful production of a mere boy, said to
be inspired by the ~pirit of one passed from earth:
and the youthful medium was overwhelmed with
attention, and plaudits from the appreciative and
curious; and Dr. Graham was annoyed at the noto-
riety his prot6g6 was gaining as a medium.

11
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CHAPTER XXVL.

MR. GRA VES 'S RECO VERY, ETC. 163

giving beautiful counsel and advice, and elucidating
questions which had in vain been asked before.

One morning, as they sat around the center-table, -
their hands placed upon it, their thoughts all con-
centratedi upon the higher life,--Katy was influenced
by a strange control, one that had never possessed
her before, and gave the following poem: -

RECOVERY.-THE CIRCLE-KATY VINDS
HER* BR OTHER.

"Happy homes ! Oh, worlds can never
Half their depth of meaning give;

How their benediction brightens
All the world in which we live!i

Golden hours, like shining headlands,
Jutting o'er the tide of time,

Rising o'er the wrecks of sorrow,
Crowned with majesty sublime."

FTER the lapse of three months, Mr.
Graves had fully recovered the use of his
limbs, and thanked God for'the power
given to man, through his angels, to re-
store the sick to health, to make the lame
walk and the blind see. Each day he

lived, his life was one prayer of praise and thanks-
giving: not lip-service, not the bended knee and
studied words ; but every action was a prayer.

When his strength fully recovered, Katy became
anxious to leave Havre, and follow the intuitions she
felt would lead them to her brother. .As time passed
on, she was becoming developed as a medium; and
often, as they sat in their pleasant sitting-room, she
would be controlled, and speak for an hour or more,

" Give, oh, give me rosy Dream-Life !
Let me feel the breezes bland,

That troop up like winged cherubs
From that fair Elysian land.

Lead me in the terraced gardens
Where the Future's fruit-trees grow,

Bearing golden pomegranates, -
Golden clusters bending low.

Give, oh, give me sturdy work-Life,
whose firm pulses strongly beat,

Keeping time at every throbbing
with the march of hurrying-feet!

Lead me 'mid earth's toiling millions;
Let me feel the wild delight

That is found in noble actioti
By a soul that loves the Right.

Give, oh, give me rosy Dreanm-Life I
On the azure of its skies,

And the wealth of sea-green waters,
Ne'er a shade of care can rise;

There the wild young rose of feeling

Spri ngsbunchecde inevery grot,

Flits through every sunny spot.

wIith i'ts impulse, strongad hig,
To make all men free and equal,

To make life a victory,
To subdue allivain pretension,
.Bow stern Pride and Passion's power,
Erect a grand colossal manhood
,On the Present's crumbling tower!

A
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Give, oh, give me rosy Dream-Life,
Cradled In serene repose 1

Give, oh, give ale sturdy Work-Life,
With its human joys and woes!

These two voices wild and earnest
Haunt me wheresoe'er I stray:

Which to choose I vainly question,
And I can but weep and pray.

Shall I yield my cherished day-dreams,
See my Ideal Home sweep past,

Veiled In purple mist and silver,
While the Real its shadows cast

O'er the heaven of lofty feelings,
O'er proud thoughts that have no name,

On which earth-worms would but trample,
And the cold and sordid blame?

Or shall I yield up all exertion,
Be an aimless, selfish thing,

None be nobler for my living,
Freer none from suffering?

Shall I gfve no doubting spirit
Proof, by mingling In the strife,

That I will defend the noble
Both in argument and life?

Softly floated this voice downward:
'Mortal, tending to the goal,

Write these words in golden letters
On the tablets of the soul:

Wed pale Thought to high Endeavor.
Sinewy Work-Life then shall be

Pensive Dream-Life's victor brother;
God and Truth's the Victory."'

When they at length had completed their arrange-.
ix~ents for the journey, Mr. Stanton said,

"Where are we going? We have decided upon
no particular route."

"To Rome," positively replied Katy. "There we
will find a clew that will lead us to my lost brother."

And to Rome they went, arriving there the day
after Henry's much-talked-of painting was hung in
the gallery.

The day following their arrival, they visited the
gallery, having heard that a painting was on exhibi-
tion, executed by a boy-artist while under the spirit-
control of a celebrated painter, long since dead.
This was sufficient to awaken their interest; and, with
feelings of peculiar expectancy, they entered the
gallery.

The painting was hung at the farther end of the
hall, and quite a croxvd stood before it. Some time
elapsed before our party reached that part of the
gallery, and obtained a full view of the painting.
For a few moments, Mr. Graves and Katy stood
gazing upon it intently and silently; then Katy
said,

"Father, do you recognize it?"
"Yes: it is my wife and. children " he said, sinking

upon a sofa i~ear at hand, and bursting intb tears.
"Who is the artist?" inquired Katy of a by-

stander, her whole frame quivering with emotion.
"Gustavus de Monteva, the boy-artist," was the

reply.
"Can you tell me where his studio is located?"
"In the Piazza del Popalo," returned the stranger.
"That painting is Henry's: his hand, inspired it

may be by the genius of some departed spirit,
Wrought the figures upon that canvas. I can feel
the spirit of my mother near me, and hear her voice
telling me that we have found my brother. Come,
let us go to his studio."

henry was in his studio; upon his easel stood a
half-finished picture, a fancy sketch. Brush in
hand, he stood before it; but his thought seemed far
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away. In an arm-chair near the window sat Dr.
Graham: as he looked up, and 'observed the listless
attitude of the artist, he said, -

"You seem absent-minded to-day, Henry. Your
brush has not touched the canvas for full five min-
utes. What is the matter?"

"I hardly know. I feel a strange presentiment
that something unusual is about to happen; but
whether for good or evil, pleasant or disagreeable, I
can not decide."

Hardly had he finished speaking, when a low knock
sounded upon the door. Dr. Graham opened it, and
before him stood Mr. Graves and Katy. Mr. and Mrs.
Stanton had returned to the hotel, not willing to em-
barrass the long-separated friends by their presence at
the unexpected meeting.

Katy pushed by Dr. Graham, and, rushing to her
brother, folded him in her arms, crying, -

"Found, found at last, my dear, dear brother!
See! here is father come back to us, as mother said
he would., some day, to claim us;" and she led her
brother to her father, who silently and tearfully em-
braced him.. Then followed long explanations; and
Dr. Graham listened, with ill-concealed amazement,
as Katy told of her visit to Mrs. Amden, and her dis-
covering her father, and being led to her brother by
the invisible influence of her mother's spirit. Then
Henry recounted the remarkable story of the paint-
ing: how he had been told, through the mediumship'
of the old man in the adjoining room, that the paint-
ing was destined to accomplish some mission of good,
and how he had always felt the influence of his moth~

er's spirit near him from the hour of her death; and
then he said, -

"And with all this proof, my good but stubborn
friend will not admit that spirits of those we love can
return to comfort and cheer us."

Katy turned and gave the doctor a searching, pene-
trating look, and said,

"Can it be possible, sir, that you doubt it, when
we have such unmistakable proof, such powerful
demonstrations of spirit-power around us, and each
day developing and producing something still more
tangible and convincing? How can you account for
the events I have spoken of? What power, save
spirit-power, coul& have directed me to my Lather,
and led me to the very door of my brother's abode?"

"I look upon it as a very remarkable case of coin-
cidence, resulting from the control of mind~over mind;
nothing more," replied Dr. Graham hesitatingly.

"A poor subterfuge, sir," said Mr. Graves. "I was
reluctant, very reluctant, to yield to this new belief,
and give credit to doctrines advanced by the advo-
cates of Spiritualism. In my ignorance and blind
infatuation for the superstitions taught me in my
youth, I even went so far as .to denounce it all as a
humbug. But facts are stubborn things to combat
with, and can not be overcome or set aside. As it
were, against my will, I was brought to a
the truth; and I am a living proof of the power
spirits possess to control and influence those in earth-
life. I was helpless, crippled' in hand and foot: the
skill and achievements of science were powerless to
aid me. Year followed year, and I lived on, a hope-
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less, useless, helpless thing; but, blessed be God and
the angels of God, blessed be the power of the dear
departed to work through the mediumship of those
still in the earth-life, I am restored to health and
strength. That which baffled science, and proved
beyond the skill of man to accomplish, was performed
by the ministering spirits of God, acting through man;
and that same power restored to me the children I
mourned for as dead. 0 sir! the time will come
when you will tremble to think how you have denied
and insulted your Creator bf doubting the power he
h~s to work good for man through the spirits of those
who once were with us, but now are above us to
watch over and guide us.

Dr. Graham became uncomfortable. He could
not meet and overthrow the arguments, the proofs,
the facts, which were brought forward; and yet he
would not acknowledge that he was in error, that he
had lived in errorall his life. AhI the effects, the
direful effects, of a wrong and pernicious course of
early training wer& displayed in the stubborn tenacity
with which he clung to the old superstitions and dog-
mas of the past.

At length Katv said,
"My dear brother, I must see this venerable friend

* of yours; we must all meet together, and endeavor,
in a harmonious circle, to convince this obdurate
friend of yours of the mistaken ideas he has formed,
and point out to him, the way of truth."

"He will be glad to welcome you, as he always is
to welcome all who come to him in sincerity and

truth. And I owe so much to him! for through him
I have learned much of spiritual good."

Katy dispatched a note for Mr. and Mrs. Stanton
to join them; and, it was a happy party that sat down
to dinner that day in the studio of the boy-artist.

169168
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CHAPTER XXVII.

THE CIRCLE IN HENRY'S STUDIO.

"We have need of one another, -

Thou for r~ie, and I for you, -

As the dew has need of flowers,
And the flowers have need of dew:

Thou to gdide, and I to bless thee;
Thou to cherish, I to love;

Growing nearer like the angels
In their happy homes above.

We have need of one another,
Each to work with right good will:

Thou to gather in life's harvests,
I to garner them with skill;

Thou to scatter full my path with
Fairest flowers and fruits of earth;
to weave them into garlands
Fitting our immoral birth."

HE following evening, they all met in
Henry's studio, for the purpose of hold-

~ a circle. The old man, who had pointed
1~o Henry the way to truth was there,

and was gratified to learn the result of the
picture which had been painted under such

peculiar circumstances.
The circle formed around a table which had been

placed in the center of the room. Dr. Graham had
at length expressed himself willing to investigate the
claims Spiritualism had upon mankind, and, if con-
vinced of the poww~r of spirits t~ retii~i ~nd hold corn-
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inunication with those in earth-life, to openly ,avow
the fact, and turn from the old dogmas and supersti-
tions he nursed so tenderly. This, certainly, ~was
advancement, and gave much pleasure to those who
felt such a deep interest in him.

They had been sitting around the table about five
minutes, when distinct raps were heard, - first upon
the chairs, then upon the floor, then upon the table.

The old gentleman asked several questions; but the
raps came in such rapid succession, that it was impos-
sible to obtain an intelligent answer. At length he
asked, -

"Do you wish the room darkened?"
Three distinct raps came in reply upon the table.
Katy soon extinguished the light. They sat for sev-

eral moments in complete silence; the harmony was
perfect: and presently a light appeared on the side
wall, between two pictures, -one of an angel bearing
a child in its arms, the other the face of a Madonna.

The light at first seemed but a twinkling star; but
it gradually spread and softened, until it assumed the
size and shape of the moon, and remained stationary.
All gazed upon it with admiration and delight~ for it
was something never before witnessed by any present,
save the old man, who was a powerful medium, and
had witnessed almost every phase of mediumship:
and not one present doubted that it was a supernat-
ural light, though Dr. Graham earnestly endeavored
' convince himself that it was only optical illusion.

The old man, in a deeply solemn and impressive
voice, asked, -~

"Is there a spirit present?"
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I
Hardly had the question escaped his lips before the

letters "Yes," appeared in brilliant red within the
circle of light.

"Will the spirit give its name?" was asked.
The answer appeared as before,
" Yes."
"Very well: we wait for it."
"Carrie."
"Can you not show us your face?"

"Why?"
"It is not best."
"Are you happy?"
"Yes."
"Is it true that spirits can return to earth, and hold

communion with their friends here?"
"Yes."
"Have you ever appeared or made yourself known

before?"
"Yes."

'"To whom?"
"To Katy."
"To any one else?"

To Henry.
"To any one else?"
"To father."
"To any one else?

To Dr. Graham.~~
"Does he remember it?"

Yes."
"Did he believe it to be your spirit?"

/ K

"Why?" /
"Because he wrapped himself in a mantle of pride

and selfishness, and drove me away."
"Will he ever believe that spirits can return?"
"Yes."
"Are there any spirits near him to-night?"
"

"Who?"
"His mother."
"Will she make her presence known?"
"Yes."
"Will he know her?"
"No."
"Why?"
"Because he will thrust her aside in his own

heart."
"Will he ever acknowledge her presence?"

"Is there a place in future life of endless punish-
ment?"

iNo."
"Does not the Bible teach us that there is?"
"

"Then why do people who. pretend to accept the
Bible as their guide preach a place of endless tor-
ture?"

"They have not sufficient grace of God. within
them to discern truth, or the meaning of the words of
the Bible."

"What do you mean by the grace of God?"
"The love of God."
"Does God desire any of his children to perish?"
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"No."
"Is there any power that can thwart the desires of

God?"
"No: he is powerful and mighty to save."
"All shall then be saved?"
"So God has said; and his word can never

change."
"Are we to be rewarded according to our deserts?"
"

"We will then receive punishment for wrong, and
reward for good?"

"

A moment's pause, and then the words, "Good-
by!" appeared: and the light vanished after the lapse
of a few moments, and Katy was influenced; and she
arose from her chair, passed over to the side of the
room where Dr. Graham sat, and, laying her arm
upon his shoulder, addressed hints "My son." For
several minutes she spoke as no one save a mother
could speak to a child.. The words of inspiration fell
from her lips like pearls of thought from the lips of
an angel. When the influence left her, she resumed
her seat, and was again controlled, but this time by
another spirit; and spoke as follows: -

"The best evidence a true Christian can give to
the outside world that he is blessed beyond others,
is the sunshine of a happy face, the ready smile, the
warm clasp of the. hand, and the involuntary, impul-
sive effort to do a good deed when occasion seems ~to
require. We never shall forget the damper put upon
us by the serious question of a good old Orthodox
lady, whose solemn face always chilled the thought-

less into silence. We were describing a pleasant
gathering at a temperance-meeting, where the singing
and speaking had been animated and lively.

"'0 my dear!' said the good old sister, puckering
up her mouth: 'could you pray after you got home
from that light place?'

"We had never dreamed of such a thing interfering
with our devotions, and were struck dumb with the
fear, that perhaps, after all, it was not the proper place
for a Christian. But we were very young then, and
had not learned to place the 'sin' of going to a tem-
perance-meeting, and listening to scandal against the
sisters, in -the same scale, and see which weighed the
heaviest.

"We can also remember the straight-laced old pro-
fessors before whom we daved not even smile. Their
number is lessening now; and members of the church
dare to laugh aloud, and even to wear their hair in
curls if Nature has so inclined it. God set the birds
to singing, the rivers to dancing, and environed the
world with music and flowers. At the same time lie
placed bounds to their power. The birds never sung
coarse, lewd, or blasphemous songs; the flowers never
shed an intoxicating perfume; the rivers never dis-
obeyed the inflexible laws of Nature. The purest
vocal organs are often used to chant the most licen-
tious strains; the free and happy grace of the spring-
ing step, dancing in unison with pure and beautiful
thoughts, moves in the mazes of the heated dance till
its elasticity is gone, or with furious vigor, as in' the
grand round df the French masked balls introduced
by Mustard, tramples upon all decency, and some-

J4~
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times mangles the forms of human beings in the
dance.

"These ephemeral pleasures, if pleasures they can
be called, which, when carried to excess, dull the
senses, belong not to the Christian in their phases
of excess and dissipation.

"True Christianity shrinks from contamination with
false happiness; and while she abhors this imitation
of happiness, this flimsy veil covered with diamond-
dust, that a breath may destroy, this mask that grins
like a death's-head in its attempt to look happy, she
feels within her own bosom the exceeding great
reward of striving' after purity. The face should be
like a clean crystal, shining with the beauty of the
soul; and this sweet and peaceful appearance the
true Christian must possess. It can not fail to set
one thinking, when one sees a man or woman belong-
ing to the church, professing Christianity, with sour,
disappointed lines running east and west, north and
south, indicating that the neutral thermometer is con-
stantly changing; and one naturally wonders if the
children of thc household where such a face presides
think any too well of professors of religion. It is
the bounden duty of every Christian real Christian
we mean -to look, ay, to be, cheerful. 'But,' says
Longface, 'don't you read that the Saviour often wept,
and was eiceedingly sorrowful?' Yes; and don't
you read that he was poor and despised, and yet at
tines he was so wonderfully popular, that triumphant
processions were made in his honor, and they would
forcibly have crowned him a king? So we believe,
that, though it is not recorded, he ever wore a cheerful
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smile; that. the sad heart forgot its sorrows, and leaped
with joy, 'as that smile irradiated the very atmos-
phere.. Did you never see a face that made you
think of only peace and gentleness, and the serenest
colors, the most charming music? We have; and we
delight to know that the countenances of the children
of men can be made more beautiful with gentle
smiles. Did you ever note how suddenly the mirth
of a babe w111 cease if a sad face look upon it?

"Unhappy and forward children might often turn
upon the mother of the family, and say, 'You have
blasted our lives, and made us prematurely atheists,
by your~ moping and sighing, your mourning and
gloom. If you have such a great God for your father,
and believe he is going one day to make you a beauti-
ful angel, why are you so unhappy? why murmur at
these ills, that must be not worthyto be remembered,
if all you say is true. I believe your face, but not
your lips.'

"Oh this miserable lip-service! Let your counte-
nance be the open volume to lead your children and
others' children to truth and God. If the martyrs
could smile while their bodies were roasting, can
you not smile amidst all your petty cares and trials?
Be cheerful, then; laugh, sing, make your home a
nest of music, love, and purity. That is the best
way to live, the way God and God's angels wish
all to live.~~

"Thank you, Mary. I recognize you," said the
old man, as the influence ceased speaking.

"Do you recognize the person who has jii~t spoken
12
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through my daughter?" asked Mr. Graves, with
interest.

"Yes, yes: I knew who it was the moment she
commenced speaking. It was my only daughter
Mary. She often comes to me through other me-
chums."

The influence left Katy. Mr. Stanton lighted the
lamp, and the circle broke up.

Dr. Graham said nothing, and they separated; but,
when he was alone in his own room, he thought over
the events of the evening. He felt satisfied that
Katy was the soul of honor, and would scorn to use
artifice or deception; but how to account for all the
mysterious proceedings without acknowledging spirit-
power h~ was at a loss. And to acknowledge any
supernatural ageiicy would be to cast aside the teach-
ings of his youth as valueless and erroneous; and
that he was not yet prepared to do. He had taken
one step forward, but he had taken that step cau-
tiously; and, though not inclined to turn back, he
must advance ~lowly, and be sure of the solidity of
the ground before treading it.

It was so hard, after wandering for years in the
darkness and shadows of the valleys, to climb up thp
mountain-side to reach the light! It was so hard to
throw aside those, tenderly nursed and carefully
cherished ideas which had been instilled into his
mind in infancy, and gained strength and favor with
his increasing years! But he had taken one step
forward; he had held out faint encouragement to the
good angbis to strive with him, and they were near

him, and their hands were slowly tearing down the
~vall of opposition between them, and leading him
invisibly toward the light and truth: yet he realized
it not, and tried still to cling tenaciously to the
broken reed he had called his faith.

0II
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CHAPTER XXVIII.

DARKNESS AND LIGHT.

"Oh, let thy spirit move
Upon our nature's might!

Dear Father, speak in pitying love,
And say, 'Le~here be light.'

Then shall the spirit dwell
On things divinely bright;

The voice in grateful accents swell,
To praise the God of light."

* HE following morning, Katy ca~ne into the
studio with an open letter in her hand.

Approaching Dr. Graham, who was sitting in
a kind of dreamy reverie in the arm-chair,
his head thrown back, and his eyes closed,
she laid her hand upon his arm, and said,

"Let me read you what a faithful and untiring
worker in the cause of reform has written; the beau-
tiful consolation she ~receives from invisible sources,
the strength that is given her to overcome trials and
obstacles. It is a beautiful lesson for those who are
always murmuring at the cares and crosses of life,
and may be of benefit to you who are so unwillingg to
acknowledge the power our loved ones can exert
over us after death has separated.us."

Dr. Graham slowly, languidly enclosed his eyes,
and said,

"Yes, read to me: I am tortured this morning with
a severe headache, and my mind is filled with strange
unrest. Perhaps the music of your voice will soothe
and quiet me." And his eyes closed again.

Katy drew her chair near him; and modulating her
voice to a low key, that she might not disturb her
brother, who stQod before his easel, painting, she
read, -

"I would assure you that our glorious ~hiosophy
has never for one moment grown dim in the chambers
of my brain, has never lost one throb of its all-hal-
lowing influence upon my sdlil.

"When the all-divine direction of immutable law
impelled me to bear my inspirations of song and
speech from city to city, from hamlet to hamlet, from
New England's sun-kissed hills~ and floral vales to the
banks of the Mississippi, leaving on the hear& and home
altars of thousands of thirsting, hungry souls the
earliest fruits and freshest waters of the New Era,
before whosd morning radiance the old earth was
swiftly passing away, and all things unfolding anew,

enthusiast as all will remember me to have been,
believe me I would not willingly exchange a thou-
sand years of such~ a communion with cause as then
inspired me, for one hour of my soul's present con-
ception of and communion with the infinite.

"We hear from the press, the pulpit, the school of
external science, and the social circles of life, that
our philosophy is but a wild excitement of the brain,
a dangerous delusion of the mind, a sickly sentimen-
talism of morl4d sympathies,-all inadapted to the
stern trials of life, our necessities of support in the

t
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dark hour of soul-affliction, powerless in the presence
of the grim victor, Death; but, after fifteen years of
hourly reception of its most direct influence upon the
heart and brain, I have failed to find it unequal as a
sustained in the severest trials of my soul.; to find it
impotent as my illuminator in the darkest valleys
which I have been called to pass through. And I hail
it to-day as my joy-giver, my mind~educator, my 'alto-
gether beautiful,' in prosperity; my strong hand of
guidance and succor in darkness and pain; the 'still,
small voice' of God's promise of deliverance amid the
fiercest tempests of mortal sorrow; the unmistakable,
ceaseless enunciation to the intellect of the covenant
between all things unseen or spiritual, and all things
seen or temporal, that all life shall be saved and come
unto a knowledge of truth.

"Nor do I speak from the plane of the untried in
faith, the untested by the fires of mortal experience.
To the portals of my glorious 'Temple of the Sun,'
I have ascended step by step over burning deserts,
rugged mountains, and paths of thorns, leaving my
footprints in the richest blood of my heart on every
pathway I have trod. Yet not one step have I taken
unattended by angel companions, uncheered by the
sweet assurance of angelic guidance and guardiall-
ship, even unto the end of my earthly life.

"When, impelled by the incoming tide of the spirit
of the da~vning era, my feet tremblingly lingered on
the threshold of my humble mountain-home, shrink-
ing from contact with the great untried world, yet
eager to join the early sowers of all delivering
truth, those faithful attendants inspired my courage

and its will, until on hastening wing I left thousands
of miles behind me that dear sweet home and its shel-
tering love, the home in. which a precious mother,
husband, and child waited, and yearnfngly, prayer-
fully watched and listened my return, ever invoking
God's richest, fullest blessings on my labor for man~
kind.

"When discouragement overshadowed me, those
beautiful watchers bade me go onward; when victory
and honor and praise crowned my toils, they sym-
pathized in my gratitude, ~nd taught me to apply
all experience to the uses of wisdom; when Envy and
her dark train of misdirected thought sought to dis-
tract my pathway, and tarnish a fame always most
dear to woman, but doubly dear to me from its fruit-
ful agency in my service tQ humanity, those faithful
guardians taught my sopi the true - poise between in-
difference and conflict, showing me, that, in the gov-
ernment of God, no taxation was ever disproportioned
to capital.

"In what way could I have been made to feel
richer? Looking at my tax-bills, I could almost
have embraced the tax-gatherers in joy over my
almost fabulous wealth. At times, could I have
found a medium of negotiation, I think I might have
attempted the purchase of the entire territory of the
sun.

"When the midnight darkness of sorrow enshroud-
ed me, their soft, white hands parted the clouds, and
lifted the pall from off my trembling form, opening
to my tearful eyes the unutterable glories of my life
to be, the rapturous scenes of hallowed joy awaiting
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the greaV sealed vision of humanity. Nor 'mid it all
did they ever inspire me with angel worship.

"They taught me as far-advanced fellow-pupils in
the school of infinite nature, and opened to my eager
gaze the vast volume of cause, unsealing to my vision
the beautiful records of eternal love, -

'On which I read, in lettering divine,
The wondrous wisdom of their God and mine.'

"Truly great would be my ingratitude did my
heart not exclaim ever and evermore, 'Thank God
for angel communion!' Yet, with 411 this wealth of
privilege, are we more tlxan in view of the promised
land of harmonial Spiritualism? Have we not a great
and toilsome labor to perform as a people, ere we can
hope that even our children's children shall sit in the
palm-groves of a rational, practical Spiritualism?
Are we not expending a vast amount of brain-capital
in criticizing and condemning, which we should em-
ploy in uniting and building"?

"While crying out against slavery of opinion, are
we not enslaved by the same despot? While work-
ing vigorously to unmask ancient superstition and
bigotry, are we not performing the labor very dog-
matically?

"Shall we ridicule the creed, or translate it into
t1w~ language of universal poetry, unsealing its
spiritual significance so that its devotee can not fail to
see the infinite unity of all religions of mankind, and
all other kinds; so that with us he shall leave for
ever behind him the theological battle-field, contend-
ing no more for the word that killeth, b~t from all
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works catching a draught of the spirit that giveth
life?

"Thus harmonized, not so long would be the time,
ere from its myriad domes and towers would be
reflected on us the morning splendor of the happiest
day our dear earth ever hath known.

"I appreciate the beautiful harmony of purpose
and labor which has characterized the receivers of
angel inspiration, the pupils of our philosophy, known
as the Spiritualists here; since it has been my privi-
lege to serve them as a medium of Truth's inspira-
tions. For nearly four years have I been their
co-worker, and in that time not one real inharmo-
mous thought or action has disturbed the beautiful
systems and process of our spiritual education. True,
once in a while our altar has been jarred by the
explosion of some stray shell thrown close to our
walls from the world's great battle-fields, where. the
descendants of the Pharisees are spilling each other's
blood in the struggle to see w1v~ shall be greatest; but
thus far, no smoke therefrom has cast one shadow
over the beautiful motto,

"'Record we bear, man communes with angels.'

"For, thus far, ours has been the shrine
Where love and universal truth

Have with their influence divine
Kept fresh the soul'5 expanding growth.

Thus far the boundless realm of cause
Hath opened to our inner sight

Such earth transcendent views of laws,
Such mellow, warming beams of light,

That not a chill or damp or blight
Has touched our rudimental soil,

And not a single frosty night
Hath nipped the fruitage of our toil.

I
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"Wherever the Master calls me is a we come path
to me; feeling so consciously as my soul d~es his dear
omnipresence.~~

"I have read you this," said Katy, folding up the
paper,-" because it expresses my own experience and
views better than I could have done it; and, having
heard the writer speak, I~ know her words are words
of truth and inspiration.~~

"The writer, you say, is a speaker. III would like
to hear her speak."

"And so you can; for .1 suppose you will return
with us when we go back to our own country?"

"Certainly, I shall go wherever Henry goes; and,
as he is now under his father's guardianship, I s~p~
pose he will return with you?"

"Oh, yes! we could not leave him behind, even
in as excellent hands as your own."

do you think of going?"
Stanton said he ought to return next week

at the latest, as his business demands his attention.
He has been absent nearly a year on my account,
and, of course feels anxious to return, as there no
longer remains any necessity for delaying our return."

"I will go with you. All places are the same to
me. I came ~here solely on Henry's account; for he
is the only tie I have to bind me."

"You have been a noble, self-sacrificing friend;
and I trust we may some time repay you in a measure
for all you have done.

"I may be inclined to ask a heavier reward than
you are willing to bestow."

"There is nothing you can ask, which, ~f in human
power to grant, will be denied."

"I will remember that, and at some future time
remind you of it."

Katy looked at him as if for an explanation of his
words; but he gave none, but, after a moment's pause
said, -

"My head is feeling better; and, if you will permit
me, I will walk with you as far as the hotel, as I wish
to see your father.~~

"Certainly." Katy threw her shawl about her,
&~~d the two passed out of the room, leaving Henry
still earnestly occupied with his brush, and appar-
ently unmindful of their movements.

t
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TIlE BEAUTIFUL LAND.

CHAPTER XXIX.
INVESTIGATIONS CONTINUED.

"I dream of the land that is fair and bright,
Where never shall gather the shades of night,
Where the wing of the tempest dark and dread,
And the angry glare of the lightning red,
And the blinding rain, and the chilling wind,
And the storms, no longer an entrance find;
But~the skies are blue as the skies of June,
And the winds are sighing the softest tune
And the air is rich with the perfume sweet
Of the starry blossoms about my feet:
The laurels shade and the roses entwine

~ My brow in this beautiful realm of mine."

evening came, they gathered again
- Henry's studio, drew the large table to

the center of the room, and seated them.-~HEN
selves rour~d it for a circle. Dr. Graham
watched the movements xvith apparent
interest. When they were all seated,

Katy said,
"I haveu selected one of Mrs. Cora L. V. Daniels's

inspirational poems to read this evening. It was
improvised and given through her at the close of one
of her lectures; and it seem~ so fitting to this occa.-
sion, that I trust you will allIfind, pleasure in listening
to it." She then read with taste and feeling, -

There's a beautiful country not far away, with its shores of emerald green,
~There rise th~ beautiful ilills of Day from meadows of amber and sheen:
There beautiful flowers for ever blow, with beautiful names which ye may not

know.

There are beautiful walks, star paven and bright, which lead up to beautiful
homes;

And beautiful temples, all carved in white, with golden and sapphire domes;
And beautiful gates, which swing so slow to beautiful symbols ye may not

know.

There are beautiful valleys and mountains high, with rivers and forests and
hills;

And beautiful fountains leap to the sky, then descend in murmuring i'ills:
There beautiful "life.trees" for ever grow, with beautiful names which ye do

not know.

There is beautiful music borne on the air from bright birds with flashing wings;
And beautiful odors float everywhere, which an unseen ~enser flings;
And a beautiful stream near that land doth flow, with a beautiful name~which

ye do not know.

Across this beautiful, mystical stream flash rare scintillations bright;
And many a witching. mysterious dream is borne on the pinions of night;
And the stream is spanned by a beautiful bow, with a beautiful name which ye

do not know.

And the beautiful gondolas, formed of pearl, come laden with wonderful stores;
While beautiful lxtnners their folds unfurl to the dipping of musical oars;
And beautiful beings cross to and fro, with beautiful names which ye do not

know.

Would ye know the name of this Beautiful Land, where the emerald waters roll
In gentle waves on a beautiful strand? It is called The Land of the Soul;
And the beautiful flowers which ever blow are the beautiful thoughts which ye

have below.

And the beautiful thoughts are your l~fe.deeds, which fashion your future
homes;

While the temples grand are the world's great needs, and its Saviors have reared
their domes;

Through the beautiful gates, which swing so slow, come the beautiful truths
which ye learn beloW.

And the beautiful landscapes are formed of thought of all that the world has
been;

And the beautiful fountains are tears outwrought, through immortal sunlight
seen;

And the beautiful life.trees, which ever grow, are the beautiful hopes which ye
cherish below.
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And the beautiful melody is prayer, but it's echQed in music~s powers; .,

And the beautiful perfumes floating there are the spirzts of all the flowers;
And the beautiful stream which divides you so is the beautiful river named

Death below.

And the beautiful flashes across the stream are your inspirations grand;
While the beautiful meaning of every dream is the real in this fair land;
And the beautiful million-colored bow is your beautiful tears for each other's

woe.

And the beautiful barges are all the years which bear ye away from pain.
And the beautiful banners, transformed from fear, are returning to bless you

again;
And the beautiful forms, crossing to and fro, are the beautiful ones ye have loved

below.

As her voice died away, the venerable old man,
Who sat at theTheaci of the table, was placed under
the control of a spirit, and said, -

"1 have come to answer such questions as you
may be please~l to ask; and I trust you will all feel
at liberty to present such subjects for consideration
as may fail to seem perfectly clear to your under-
standing."

"Thank you," replied Katy. "We are glad to
welcome you, and avail ourselves of the opportunity
you offer us for instruction and information. II
Would ask you to please explain the origin of
thought." *

"Thoughts, of necessity, must be within; and lan-
guage is their external expression. All- thoughts,
then, seemingly originate within the brain of the
spirit, and they help to unfold the individual's life
within, so that we can take cognizance of it by our
external senses. Thoughts have their origin in the

* The replies to questions in this story are verital)le answers received

from the spirit-world through well-developed and reliable mediums, are
gathered from the best sources, and a:ro undeniably genuine.

great fountain of life; and, as every spirit is a part of
that life, so we can say, thought is within the spirit.
Two persons, for instance, think the same thing at
the same time. And, again, another may give it
expression, ana the other will respond, 'It is exactly
what I was thinking.' How is it that we get these
thoughts?' That we can not tell, except it is from the
great source or fountain of thought, God."

Mr. Graves then asked, "Will you tell me how
you and other spirits approach a medium to entrance
him?"

"If it is possible for you to see and understand
how and why it is that the psychologist obtains con-
trol over his subject, then you can understand how
and by what means we manifest ourselves to you.
Every thing in Nature coiitains within it self positive
and negative forces. Thus, when you find that which
is sufficiently positive to overcome both the positive
and negative that is within such bodies or individ-
uals, then it is that which we call control has the
ascendency, and manifests itself to you. If you
would know how and by what means we first accom-
plish this, we will say that it is the same spirit within
your individual organism that would enable you, to
obtain the desired object. With us, when we desire
to take possession of the physical organism, that
which is physical to. you being no obstacle to our
spiritual bodies, we are thereby enabled to expe-
rience the same individualized entity' on the material
plane, for the time being, that we would if indeed it
were our own physical body. It is impossible for us
to convey to your senses our exact idea by which this
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is done. Yet experience, which is the grand lesson,
will explain all in due time."

"I have noticed, that when the medium sits for
influence, before becoming entranced a remarka-
ble change passes over the face, and especially the
eyes. Will you be kind enough to explain the cause
of thatchange?"

"Change is common to all things, as we experience
it in every-day life; and how thoughtless we are of
its wondrous works! Upon the face of every thing in
Nature we can see its effect; but, to our own indivkb
ual selves, how little we think of it! And it is well;
for did we realize the change in the physical, without
the comprehension of the unfoldment of our interior,
or of that ~which is immortal to our senses, we should
be led to sorrow and mourn for the re-organizing of the
beautiful, of the external form. The fact of change
externally, enables us more fully to comprehend the
power of sight. We see friends depart from us at
noon, to return at night, or in a week, month, or per-
haps in years; yet the thought. that we shall see ther~i
again, and enjoy the pleasures of their society while
here upon earth, is our comfort and consolation.
Change in the external expression of our medium,
as well as in many others, causes no unpleasant sen-
sation to the beholder, from the fact that he feels
sure that he or they will return to consciousness in
the same organism. That change is produced by
simply withdrawing the senses from the external to
the interior; and I, or some other spirit, take posses-
sion and manifest ourselves, through the external, to
your corresponding senses. And now, as change is
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visible in every thing, so likewise it has its effect
*upon our understanding. Many to-day realize the
fact of the existence of the dear ones who have gone
before. Although that which was~external, whi ere
upon earth has passed from the sight externally,
yet, with the spiritual sense, they are conscious of
their existence; and, when all become like unto them,
the great change called death will be but as the cbs-
iiig of the external senses of the medium. Hence
there will be no sorrow on tlie part of dear ones left,
no more than fo you and others as you witness the
change produced upon mediums when we approach
to manifest ourselves to you, or the change which
you behold upon any thing else in Nature."

"Does the medium have greater power who has a
healthy physical organization, than one who is physi-
cally weak?"

"Greater powers for their own happiness, but not
greater for tests and the control of spirits. You will
agree with me when I say that most individuals who
have large physical development have strong will-
powers also; and you xvill see it manifest in every-
day life: and, if spirits control such bodies, they have
the harder work to overcome all obstacles in the way
of controlling. The more negative the subject, the
easier it is to control. We have here before us two
persons, the one (pointing to Dr. Graham) strong
and muscular, the other (pointing to Mr. Graves)
spare and thin; both positive, and in words they
would show it about equally. A spirit, to control
either, would find it a very difficult task; that is,
if he undertook to contrQl them physically ~s well

192
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as spiritually. Yet both alike are very impres-
sional."

Dr. Graham then asked, -

"Do spirits possess the power of prophecy?. Can
they foretell events that depend upon human agency?
If so, what rules govern their knowledge in this par-
ticular?"

"Spirits that are enabled to look into the past, and
see clearly the present, may judge of the future. But
to give it minutely, we never did think that they
could, nor do we to-day. They can judge the same
as an individual upon the material plane would judge
of the future, by seeing the present; and, their powers
of perception being clearer, they may be able to judge
more accurately, but yet not perfectly. Spirits pos-
sessing the desire to comply with the wishes of friends
or acquaintances upon the material plane ofttimes
endeavor to tell them of the future. We must say,
that they are at tines enabled to do it in a manner
which contributes very much to the happiness of such
friends; and y~t, ~t the same time, we would advise
every individual, whether upon the material' or the
spiritual plane of life, to make use of his own
reasoning faculties at ~ll tiu~es. Listen to the advice
given by friends, whether they exist in the material
or spiritual plane of life: and, if it is in accordance
with their reasoning, mal~e use of it ~ccord~ngly; and,
if not, let it pass by, as they would any thing else. By
so doing they will unfold their own individuality
more ele~rly and. more satisfactorily to the~usc1ves.

Every human being has an individual identity unto
its~W; ~t ~ tl~ blessed privilege and pQwer ~o ~so~;

and when he gives up that power to another, or lis-
tens to the advice of others instead of making use of
his own good sense, he ofttimes becomes very unhap-
py, and blames - whom? The spirit who gave him the
advice which proved not for the best; when, if lie
had used his own reason in the first place, he could
cast no reflection upon any one but himself. We
would say again to every one to make use of his own
individual powers of reasoning, and judge, the same
as others, from cause to effect; and bear in mind that
every effect is the cause of something higher, or
every effect is the cause of another effect: so when
we reason from cause to effect, we pass right on
from one to the other, just as clearly as thought
will enable us to do. That which brings unhappiness,
we might say which wa~ the cause of happiness,
is only the effect of a preceding cause; and so on
through all time."

Katy then asked, -

"What would be the result upon a medium, 'if a
strong and positive spirit 'should seek to get control
against his or her honest conviAtion 'of right? I would
like to know what would be the result spiritually,
magnetically, and physically?"

"We feel, that, such being the case, they would
hold that control until other spirits with stronger
power than theirs attained the ascendency. It may
seem detrimental to the subject at the time, yet we
believe there is wisdom in it. It convinces the sub-
ject, and those who are acquainted with the facts, that
it is a power foreign to thQir own. The ideas ex-
pressed may be unpleasant for the subject to think he
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or she has given utterance to. The effect produced
for the time being, and for some time afterward, may
be, as we said before, a strange, bewildered, or lost
sensation. Perhaps physically they will feel languid.
Now, mark you: without the magnetic and s~iritnal
nature, the physical body would not contain within
itself a sense of feeling. It requires the three
spiritual, magnetical, and physical -to make the one."

Mr. Graves then remarked, -

"It is really astonishing to me where such intel-
ligence comes from, to answer questions so promptly
and in such a satisfactory manner, questions that
would puzzle almost any one now living upon the
earth."

"We say that every A., B., C., or D. can answer
them in his way, according to his ideas of right; and,
from the fact that we have given them to correspond
with your approval, it does not follow that it will
meet with the same with every one else. ~Vhile
these answers might-be satisfactory to you in every
particular, yet there are minds which would doubt-
less find fault with every one of them. All do not
live upon the same plane of thought-life."

The influence here left the old man; and, aftcr sit-
ting in silence a few moments, Katy was controlled
by an unseen power, and gave utterance to the fol-
lowing poem : -

p
"I stood in God's broad acre,

Just in the hush of night,
When the spectral moonbeams flicker

'Mong the tombstones ghast and white, -

Flitting with strange delight,
Like a noiseless-moving Quaker,

Or the risen spirits who died last night,
And had not jret gone to their Maker.

197IN VESTJGA TIONS CONTINUED.

The moonbeams hung on the willow-boughs,
And peered through the broken fence;

They hung on the chapel's saintly brows,
-Like halos of innocence;

And through the panes where the minister bows,
They shed a light intense.

I had lingered long at the wicket-gate,
half doubting ere I came:

Nor asked I the reason why I should wait
For the hour to grow more ghastly and late,

Ere I read the weird-like name, -

A name never mentioned by lips of mine,
But syllables out in my heart,

As poets sweet chords of music twine,
By a holy and mystic art;

A name that the angels only may speak,
When a heavenly halo mantles their cheek,

And they would a blessing impart.
Yet I lingered long at the wicket-gate,

half doubting crc I came:
Nor asked I the reason why I should wait
For the hour to grow more ghastly and late,

Ere I read the weird-like name.

'Twas Sabbath night, and the Sabbath psalm
Still lingered among the aisles, -

The snow-white tombstones, pallid and calm,
stretching away in files, -

And nestled amid my spirit's palms
In many sectarian styles.

Slowly I trod the mossy path,
And stood among the tombs.

The stars gleamed down with a look of faith;
But the moon, that never a sympathy hath,

Consigned my spirit to gloom,
That came like the dread simoom,

And I silently stood with my holden breath,
Looking all fearftilly round,

Listening for footfalls of old Death,
Echoing along the ground.

My soul it grew sad as a pensive star
That grieves at the fate it tells;

And my spirit heard in its passion-jar,
The ominous sound of bells,

That comes to the heart, from a friend afar,
As his only funeral-knells.
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Down on my knees 'mong the ghastly stones
I fell in tremor and fear,

And fancied I heard the spirit-moans
The solemn and suffering spirit-moans, -~

That come from ilereafter sphQre,
Like the echoed sigh from the heart's deep groans,

That prefaces an anguish-tear.
Suddenly, with an agony-start,

I beheld by my very side -

So close that the blood stood still in my heart,
Like a poor trembling bride

The tomb I had sought, on whose pallid stone
Was the name of her who had died.

The air grew heavy around my brow,
And the moon grew wan and dim;

And my hopes died out with a flush, as now,
And the stars were pallid and glim;

And the nightingale, from her forest-bough,
Seemed chanting my funeral-hymn.

I raised my eyes to the weird-like name,
* And tried to lisp it aloud;
But my voice failed, and my speech was to blame,

For I could not lisp it aloud:
But unto my spirit It sweetly came,

Like a voice out of a cloud.

And the moon went down while I intently gaged
On that nameon the stone so gently raised,

And raised alike on my heart, -

The name the angels only may speak,
When a heavenly halo mantles their cheek,

And they would a blessing impart."
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we have accomplished our mission, there is no longer
necessity of delay."

"Certainly not. We can have another circle before
you go, I hope. Would it prove agreeable to you,
madam?" turning to Marion.

"It xvould, indeed! " replied Marion. "I am deeply
interested in this subject, and seek all the light possi-
ble for me to obtain. Yes, by all means let us have
another circle before we start; that is, if Henry and
Dr. Graham are agreeable. I know it is useless to
ask Katy; her eyes tell us she is: and IVIr. Graves,
like myself, is anxious to learn all he can."

"I am sure, if another circle will afford any of you
pleasure, I am agreeable," replied the doctor.

And so the party broke up, promising to meet on
the evening of the morrow, to hold their last circle
in Henry's foreign studio.

"Beautiful!" murmui~ed Dr. Graham, as Katy's
eyes slowly enclosed; and then the circle broke up.

As the good old man was about leaving the room,
he said,

"When do you start on your homeward journey?"
'He addressed Mr. Stanton, who replied,

"In a few days at most. I am anxious to return,
as business of importance awaits my arrival; and, as

I
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For a few moments they sat ; then Katy was in-
fluenced, and gave the following ]eautiful

INVOCATION. *

CHAPTER XXX.

'THE LAST CIR CLE.

" where the roses ne'er shall wither,
Nor the clouds of sorrow gather,

we shall meet, we shall meet;
Where no wintry storms can roll,
Driving summer from the soul;-
Where all hearts are tuned to love,
On that happy shore above;
where the hills are ever vernal,
And the springs of youth eternal,

VWe shall meet, we shall meet; '
Where life's morning dream returns,
And the noonday never burns;

Whraetthe dew of life is love,

HERE seemed to be a spirit of sadness
over and around the little company that

formed a circle in Henry's studio for the last
tune. The good old man who had learned
to love Henry so well could not restrain the
tears that would flow ; and Katy seemed

unusually thoughtful and serious. The cold smile of
sarcasm that had played about Dr. Graham's mouth
the first night he sat in circle did not mark his
features on this evening : he sat there calmly waiting
to see and hear what might be seen and heard. -

O Life ! from thy holiest and deepest fountains we would drink
this hour. We would come nearer and still nearer unto a knowl-
edge of thee : for thou art great ; for thou art far beyond our finite
powers. Turn wherever' we may, there thou hast stretched out
the .Scriptures of thy being, that we may read and understand ;
but our ignorance, like a great shadow, ever follows us, and it is
the sun of thy divine power alone that can dispel the shadow, and
illumine our souls. We have given thee many names, and yet not
one seems to be fitted for thee. Thou ever hast been, thou art,
and we believe thou ever wilt be. Thou art all of being, and

-thou hast thy temple in all universes. Thou dost condescend to
dwell with the lowly ; thou takest up thjine abode even in haunts
of vice. Thou, God, art everywhere ; and, because thou art, the
soul feels secure, knowing that thou art its sustaining power and
ever-present source of strength. Though there are shades, as
there are sunbeams, scattered here and there, behind us and before
us, and all around us, yet we thank thee, 0 Life ! that we are in
them ; that thou hast blest us with thine own blessings; that thou
hast crowned us with thine own power; that thou dost tenderly
rock us in the arms of thy love; and, through temptations, thou
dost encourage us out of darkness into light. We thank thee that
our souls are often tempted ; we thank thee that everywhere upon
thy great highway there are those who tempt us : for these are-the
great levers by which our strength is tested. We thank thee, 0
thou Great Spirt, thou Wondrous Ocean of Mind ! that we
are just what we are. We thank thee for the deep, dark shadows
of priestly prejudice that crowded so close upon our being, when in
the mortal life, that we could scarce gain one ray of clear sunlight.
Oh, yes ! even for this, we thank thee ; for now we are able to be-

* Given through Mrs. J. H. Conant of " Banner-of-Light " circle, A pril
6, 1868. The notes from which some of the leading scenes of this story
were taken were much impaired, and the author was often obliged to supply
deficiencies by selections.
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hold truth more clearly, to define life more perfectly, and to rejoice
more truly in our liberty. We thank thee that there are bars
around the spirit during its earthly life. We thank thee that
sometimes it goes down, down, down, into the deep hells of de-
spair; for even there it learns of thee. We thank thee that thou
hast instituted all these various conditions of being by which the
soul learns to measure itself: We thank thee for the various
institutions whereby man in the external is educated. We thank
thee for Nature, with all its holy revealments. We thank thee
for art, for science, for all that which calls the soul up higher and
still higher. We thank thee for those great lights that have shone
out amid the darkness of every age like fixed stars, whose light is
always certain; but we thank thee, also, for the lesser lights,
whose twinkling brightness shone in obscure places. We thank
thee for all the rain-drops of truth that have come unto the soul
in every age; that have watered the lowers of inspiration, and
have caused them to exhale their sweetness, that the nations
might rejoice. Oh! we thank thee for the philosophers of all
ages; for those minds that have reached out into the ~ar future,
and have grasped those truths that the common mind could not
understand. And we thank thee, also, that these were persecuted:
for, by their persecution, they have arisen unto glory and honoi~; by
the darkness that 'surrounded them here they are stronger in the
spirit-land; and they return now, shediLing all their light upon
those who have need, pitying those who have need of pity, raising
up those who have fallen in the way, encouraging those who are
discouraged, lifting up all sides of life to the sunlight of thy
truth.

0 Life! we pray that thy children everywhere may learn to
understand thee more perfectly, tq rest securely in thy arms; that
death may be known no more; that the shades of night that clus-
tered around the word "death" may give place to the morning
sun, that resurrecting power thaV will dispel all fear, and make
the soul rejoice in newness of eternal life. May thy kingdom come
to these waiting mortals, sending out the shades of error, and illum-
ing all their being with truth; and may they receive that for which
they cry, a knowledge of that great hereafter. And unto thee
be honor and glory and power and life, to-day and for ever.
Amen.

A few moments after Katy finished the Invocation,
the old man was controlled by the same influence that
had used him at the previous circle, and said,

"I am now ready to consider and answer your
questions."

Mrs. Stanton at once asked, "Who stands foremost
in ancient and' modern history as a reformer?"

"Jesus, the son of Mary and Joseph."
Dr. Graham then said, "At our last circle, some-

thing was said about 'thought.' Will you give me
the origin of thought?"

"If we could conceive of a time when thought
had a beginning, we could then conceive of a time
when it had an ending. Thought is like life, - Deity
itself~ We kno~v of no time when it did not exist;
consequently we can not, tell of its origin."

Dr. Graham then~ asked, "Wha;t are the opinions
or expectations obtaining in the spirit-world relative
to Christ and the resurrection of the body, as re-
vealed in the Scriptures?"

"Indeed, it would be a difficult task to tell all of
the opinions and expectations upon the spiritual
plane of life, as it would upon the material plane.
We believe Christ to be one of the greatest of
reformers, - one that has done, in one sense, the most
good to humanity, - from the fact that people are so
constituted that they have to possess something tangi-
ble to look at, something that did really exist upon
the natural plane, like unto themselves, and also
something to fear as well: then he certainly was one
of the greatest, and did his work nobly and well.
That he was sent by God to perform this mission, -
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we do not think there are any spirits upon the spiritual
plane that entertain an idea that he was sent particu-
larly, any more than any other individual, to perform
that mission. It was his work, his lot, thus to be
born into the world, to suffer all that he did while in
it, and to pass from it in the midst of tortures as he
did."

Mi. Stanton then asked, "Why can not a spirit
manifest itself as readily and easily without the pres-
ence of a medium as with?"

"Some spirits can do so, while others can not. It
is sometimes necessary to have something to attract
the attention, externally, of those upou the material
plane; and again, there are many spirits that could not
control a medium to manifest themselves to friends
without the aid of a medium. Spirits can be present,
and impress upon the mind, of an individual or individ-
uals their wishes and desires; yet that individual is not
conscious whether it is something in his own mind, or
whether it is really an impression made by the spirit.
And if it is by sounds, then they attribute it to some
other cause besides that of spirits. And, as all per-
sons upon the material plane of life are not clairvoy-
ant, they could not materialize themselves so that
they could be seen. There are numerous reasons why
* they can not. We believe the time will come when
individuals upon the material plane of Aife can con-
verse as freely wjth those upon the spiritual plane, as
they do with one another now upon the material
plane."

Mr. Stanton continued, "Why is it that an ex-
tremely strong desire on the part of an individual to

converse with a spirit through a medium seems to
repel the spirit, rather than attract it?"

"Really, we do not know that such is the case.
The fact that they have a desire so strong is sufficient
evidence that the spirit is near unto them. That
desire, in no way that we are aware of, prevents the
spirit from manifesting itself through the organism.
In the first place, they have to possess the power to
control the organism before they can manifest them-
selves to any one. Yet it is possible that the chord
of sympathy may be so great, that they can not influ-
ence the medium as readily as they would if it were
otherwise; yet it does not prevent their being pres-
ent."

Mr. Graves then asked, "Why is it that some
persons who possess mediumistic power, and ability
to hen efit their felloxv-beings through that power, do
not have a desire to do so? On the other hand,
others, who have not the power, feel an earnest de-
sire to do good, and a longing for that spiritual help."

"My friend, it is not desire that constitutes the
power by which spirits are actuated. It is owing to
the peculiarity of organism. You might say peculiar-
ity of temperament, etc. Many persons, that are very
desirous of being influenced by spirits, are anxious
for their own gratification, that they may be as-
sured of the power outside of the individuals (medi-
ums) themselves. We do not believe there are any
who are not influenced by spirits. All are acted upon
to a greater or less degree~ Even our friend who sits
next to the one asking the question (meaning Mr.
Stanton) has the organism to accomplish the work,

*1
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either by the aid of disembodied spirits, or by aid of
his own spirit.

"There seems to be a peculiar condition of the phys-
ical system necessary for spirits to take possession of
an organism, and make it subservient to their will.
It is not so much the -spirit that occupies the organism
on which mediumship depends, as upon the organism
itself. As we said before, all persons are influenced
in a measure. That we know to be the case; and we
think that the varied experiences of individuals will
prove this. For instance, there are many times that
they will set aside certain things to be accomplished
at a certain hour; and yet conditions will so shape
themselves that they are not able to accomplish what

they intended at the time.
Mr. Graves then asked, "Can spirits see what is

transpiring on the material plane of life as perfectly
as when living upon that plane?"

"If apparently en rapport with them, and when we
desire to do so, we can. There ~re many scenes, as you
very well know, that~ spirits upon the material plane
would not like to witness themselves, to say nothing
of those upon the spiritual: yet we believe there is noth-,
ing that transpires upon the material plane that some
spirits do not take cognizance of; for, as every soul
in the physical form has its watchful and guardian
spirit, so it must, of necessity, take cognizance of
what is done by those over which such spirits take
guardian care. And it is a grand thought for every
soul to contemplate, that it is never - alone; that
there is a loving spirit watching over it contin-
ually, so that whatever one may do, thinking it is

done in secret, is taken cognizance of by some re-
cording spirit, and in such a manner that one may
be enabled to see it perfectly when the natural form
is laid aside. Then it is well to do right for our
own sake, and not through fear of punishment here-
after."

For a few moments, silence reigned unbroken in the
room; then Katy's eyes closed~ her frame quivered,
her lips parted, and these words 'were uttered : -

"I come to-night to give you a poem written by
one of earth's daughters, a gifted girl, untainted
by contact with the rough world."

THE rOEM.

"One day, in a garret lonesome and old,
Where the floor was bare and damp with mold,
Where the spider's web on the dark walls hung,
And the door was barred for years unawung,
A magical sunbeam, straying about,
Through a secret crevice stole in and out:
It stole through the depths of the dreary room,
And warmed and lighted its empty gloom.

A miserly man for many a year
Had prisoner his soul in the narrow sphere
Of selfish sorrow and grim distrust,
Till its brightest jewels were dim with rust.
He guarded well, with a jealous care,
His cheerless heart, once a palace rare,
Till thorns grew up in its garden fair,
And never a sweet hope blossomed there.

He darkened the door from human sight;
He shut the window against the light,
And he closed it round with a wall of doubt:
But an elfin sunbeam found its way
Through a crevice, forgot, in the wall one day;
And, quick as the gloom of a sudden thought,
A mystic spell In that heart it wrought.
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" Will the spirit give the -name of its earth-friend
who wrote that beautiful poem it has recited for our
benefit?"

" Yes: the author's name is Lou Myer."
" Thank you, spirit."
The influence left Katy, and the circ'le broke up in

almost silence. It seemed as if angel-fingers were
laid upon the lips of those present, and sadness filled
their hearts; for all felt that it was not probable they
would all ever meet again on the shores of time. '

L
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It stole to the depths of that prisoned home,
And warmed and lighted its somber gloom;
Through each dim recess of that ruin gray,
Swift sped on its mission the friendly ray;
The door unbarred to the light of day,
The old wall crumbled, and fell away,
Then the full sun shed its glory in,
And flowers grew where the thorns had been.

Glad dreams broke soft on the night of despair;
Fair hopes budded bright in the morning air;
A life that all aimless and shrouded lay
Awoke newborn in the noontide ray,
Nerved with the strength of a lofty will,
To battle with earth's gaunt forms of Ill:
Full of sweet charities, fresh as June rain,
A soul looked out on the world again.

Oh I never a garret so dark and old, -
Oh I never a heart so drear and cold,
But some gentle sunbeam streaming in
shedg warmth and light to the silent core.
'Tis sunshine gladdens the garret old:
But the beam that lights up a heart grown cold
Is a golden ray from the land above,
In Eden named; and we call it love."

LIFE ON TUE O CEAN WA VE.

"-There Is a witching light In the stars to-nlght,
As they weave their spell around us;

And the moon hangs clear as a silver sphere,
Till her diamond rays have crowned us.

Oh I the silvery spray, as we float away,
Falls bright on the glowing ocean,

While in perfect rhyme do our hearts beat time
To our light bark's gentle motion.

-Oh I the winds are sweet, and our bark Is fleet,
And the waves lie calmly sleeping;

While the moon above, with an eye of love,
Hecr ceaseless watch is Ikeeping.

Let the laugh and song, as we fo'at along,
Go out o'er the waters sounding;

For each eye is bright as this sume' night,
And each heart with pleasure bounding."~

1tEPARATIONS for departure had been
completed. Henry had carefully packed
his pictures, bade adieu to the gold man
to whom he was. so deeply attached, and
accompanied
their friends,

his father and sister, and
with Dr. Graham, on their

homeward journey.
The evening after they set sail, Katy had wandered

on deck with Dr. Graham, and sitting down in a
retired corner, bathed in a soft, flood of moonlight,
with the star-bejeweled sky above them, the broad
ocean around them, they had conversed of the, beau-

CHAPTER XXXI.
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ties of nature, and, almost unconsciously, their conver-
sation had assumed a serious turn. Dr. Graham had
made up his mind to thoroughly investigate the liar-
monial Philosophy, and never lost an opportunity to
gather from Katy her ideas and impressions in regard
to the matter, carefully, thoughtfully weighing them
in his mind; but as yet he had been unable to relin-
quish his long-chprished idols: but the dobr of his
heart had been set ajar, and angel hands were slowly
pushing it open wider and wider, to let into the inner
temple the light of truth and reason.

On this evening, as they sat there on the deck of
the proud ship which was bearing them on toward
the land of their birth, Dr. Graham said,

"If I understand you rightly, you oppose all reli-
gious organizations, all forms of worship, all prescribed
plans of devotion to God?"

"No; but I do oppose mere lip-service, and studied
forms 'of prayer: worship to God should be spon-
taneous, not studied. Experience teaches us that
the ~old systems of religion are full of errors and big-
otry. We do not desire to do away with religion:
we want more, more that is pure and undefiled.
We want a religion that has for its element the
divine essence of God; a religion that is not regu-
lated solely by those who are prosperous, and blessed
with an abundance of this world's goods; a religion
that turns not a deaf ear to the pleadings of the
needy, and lifts its immaculate garments from con-
tact with the erring and sinful. We want a religion
that is capable of uniting the whole human family
together by bonds of sympathy and love; a religion

that will raise the fallen, lead the erring ones back to
the paths of virtue and happiness; that will strengthen
the weak and build up the fainting; a religion that
will supply all spiritual wants and desires. Such a
religion the world has never had; such a religion the
churches have failed to establish; and it is such a reli-
gion that Spiritualism seeks to spread over the earth,
and build up in the dark corners where error and
superstition have reared their heads."

"Then you think there is no true worship, no
spirituality, in the churches?"

"I think there is but little spirituality in orthodox
denominations. Once in a while you meet a man or
woman under the cloak of the church, whose ideas
and views are liberal, progressive, and spiritual; but
most of the followers are steeped in old superstitions
and dogmas, that forbid' spiritaality o~r godliness.
They affect it, but do not feel or live it."

"They take the Bible for their guide."
"They pretend to take the Bible for their guide,

and twist and distort the meaning of its words and
sayings to meet their views; but the really spiritual
part of that ancient book they do not even pretend
to understand."

"Can you find any thing in the Bible to prove the
fact that spirits can and do return to earth?" )

"I can. The following passage occurs in Gen.
xix. 1: 'And there came two angels to So~om at
even; and Lot sat in the gate of Sodom: and Lot
seeing them, rose up to meet them; and he bowed
himself with~his face toward the ground.' Again, in
Rev. xxii. 8, we read: 'And I John saw these things,
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and heard them; and when I had heard and seen I
fell down to worship before the feet of the angel
which showed me these things.' Then in Geii. xvi.
7: 'And the angel of the Lord found her by a foun-
tain of water in the wilderness, by the fountain in
the way toShur.' Then in Matt. xxviii. 2, 3: 'And
behold ~there was a great earthquake; for the angel
of the Lord descended from heaven, and came and
-rolled back the stone from the door, and sat upon it.
His countenance was like lightning, and his raiment
white as snow.' And in Gen. xxxi. 1: 'And Jacol)

* went on his way, and the angels of God went with
him.' Job iv. 15: 'Then a spirit passed before my
face; the hair of my flesh stood up.' Mark xvi. 5:
'And, entering into the sepulcher, they saw a young
man sitting on the right side, clothed in a long white
gariiient; and they were aifrighted.' Rev. iv. 1:
'After this I looked, and, behold, a door ~vas opened
in heaven: and the first voice which I heard was as
it were of a trumpet talking with me; which said,
Come up hither, and I will shew thee things which
must be hereafter.' But it is not necessary, my friend,
to refer to that book for l)roof. We have it on all
hands. God has endowed us with mind and reason-
ing faculties, and what we see and hear we know:
and evexy reasonable, intelligent being who will care-
fully investigate, and calmly and without prejudice
seek to fathom, the seeming mystery of spirit inter-
course, will become convinced; .for he can not doubt
that which is~ a fact."

"Yes; but it strikes me that man needs something
more than table-tipping and phenomenal exhibitiomis
to base his devotion upon."

"Most assuredly he does; and yet there is a class
of people who never could be reached without awak-
ening them from the lethargy into which they have
fallen by phenomenal demonstrations. After they
are thoroughly aroused, then we can instill into their
minds philosophical and natural Spiritualism, reform,
unselfishness, harmony, brotherly love, opposition to
tyranny, oppression, and injustice, in all their varied
forms and character."

"But many who have been Spiritualists, and advo-
cates of your philosophy, even mediums, have turned
ao'ainst it, and pronounced it all a humbug."

"I.grant you this. In days of old, we read of a
Judas who betrayed, and a Peter who denied, his
Master. There are men to-day, who, for moneyed
considerations, x~ill deny what they know to be true:
but that does not alter the truth;. and the angels of
God are ever ready to assist and sustain the faithful,
and give victory to the true; and the earnest, honest
workers in the cause of right shall be crowned with
a diadem of light."

"But many who have professed to be physical
mediums have been detected in imposition and fraud.
How do you reconcile this? ~'

"It is the easiest matter in the world. You could
reconcile it yourself if you would but stop to think.
You are sufficiently acquainted with the world and
with mankind to know there are men base enough to
use any means in order to become possessed of money.
There never was a responsible bank which escaped
having its bills counterfeited; there never was a
truth which escaped being forged for unholy purposes.
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Are you prepared to condemn all orthodox people
as unprincipled and without honor, because some of
the professed lights and leading spirits in the.-*church
have proved themselves bad ? -Are you prepared to
say there is nothing good, nothing sincere, in the
churches, because Mr. Harris, one of the leading and
most influential men ing the church to which he be-
longs, has proved himself unworthy of trust and con-
fidence, and false to all he professes ? No, you' are
not: .and yet, like many others equally misled and
blinded, you are ready to condemn Spiritualism, be-
cause some who are void of, principle, who have
silenced the voice of God within them, and clriven
from their hearts the angel guests who would linger
there, have used it as a cloak to cover their short-
comings and misdoings. Ah, my friend, such illogi-
cal and unreliable reasoning will never avail. It is
a fact beyond dispute, that there never has been a
medium who has turned traitor, able to injure our
cause. They have pretended to expose Spiritualism:
but not one of them has ever been able to explain a
thing, or tell in what manner physical demonstrations
are produced ; and .in most instances, having failed
to succeed in wrong-doing, after severe trials have
returned to the paths of truth and reason, and, mak-
ing atonement for wrong, become more earnest than
ever in their efforts for truth."
*" I am satisfied that you are earnest in your, belief,

and am determined to thoroughly investigate the
claims Spiritualism has upon man for consideration."

*".1 am earnest in th5 knowledge I possess, not in
anyt belief. Please bear in mind that the Spiritualist
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entertains no half-conceived theories, supposes noth-
ing, but is satisfied in regard to facts. We " -

At this moment the conversation was interrupted
by the approach of Mr. Graves, who said,-

" Katy, you must not sit out upon the deck any
longer: you will take cold. I fear Dr. Graham is
anxious to secure a patient, or he would have advised

you to seek the cabin before this."
" Pardon me," said Dr. Graham. "I had become

so interested in the conversation we were holding to-
gether, that I was entirely oblivious to all else, or I
would have iealized the imprudence of sitting so long
in this cool night-air. Let us adjourn at once to the
cabin; " and, offering his arm to Katy, they moved off
toward the cabin. And thus, as the days glided by,
Katy never lost an opportunity to defend the right,
and scatter the seeds of truth,:-- the seeds which
were destined to take root and spring up and ex-

pand, and bear an. abundant harvest. The angels
were with her, and aided and comforted her.

*



26 ~THE FAITHLESS GUARDIAN. HMAAI21

CHAPTER~ XXXHI.

HOME AGAIN. -MR. HARRIS OUT OF THE DARKNESS INT O
THE LIGHT.

"Home again
After long and weary absence,

~Tead thesefam~larihalls,
Gaze I on these pictured walls,

Ah I y seps have wandered far
,Over land and over ocean;

But I now no longer roami:
I am home, I am home.n"

- ROUDLY the ship sailed into port, and
-many a heart among the crowd .of passen-

gers gathered on the broad deck beat with
animation, hope, and gratitude to the God

-Q&who had brought them safely over the
waters, as the spires and domes of New-York city
met their eyes-. .

It was early morning when they reached the city,
and the streets were silent and deserted; but the
hackmen, ever on the alert to make an "honest dol-
lar," had congregated on the pier, and were loudly
presenting their claims for patronage to the steady
streams of living beings that flowed from the ship to
the dock-.

Mr. Stanton at once secured two carriages; and,
placing his guests in them, they rolled away over the

rough pavements toward the home in the upper part
of the city.

They were expected, for Mr. Stanton had written
to his housekeeper to be prepared for their arrival;
and, when they reached home, they found every thing
in readiness for their reception.

Mrs. Stanton and Kakty wandered through the
house, and greeted each familiar object with delight.
It was so pleasant to be, at home again, after a long
absence ; and it seemed as if they never had before
appreciated the comforts and blessings of that home.

After a coZy breakfast, Mr. Stanton bade them
good-morning, and started for his place of business,
being anxious to ascertain how affairs had prospered
there during his absence.

In the evening, Mr. Hall dropped in to welcome
the wanderers back, having heard' of, their arrival
during the day; and, after listening to the story of
their adventures, said,--

" About a fortnight ago, Mr. IHarris came from
Boston for the purpose of seeing you," turning to
Mr. Stanton, "and seemed sadly disappointed in not
being able to do so. lie looked careworn and feeble;
and, from what he said, I judged that he had at
length realized the cruel injustice he had been' guilty
of, and desired to make restitution. I may be wrong,
but such were my impressions while with~the man."

"I intend to- go to Boston to-morrow," said Mr.
Graves; "and it will be very gratifying to me to know
that the friend I trusted, and who proved false to that
trust, has discovered the error he made, and feels a
desire to right the wrong he has don~e."

2i? 217
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The evening passed in pleasant conversation; and
Dr. Graham listened eagerly to the words of sound
common sense that fell from the lips of Mr. Hall, and
asked many questions in regard to the ]FJarmonial
Philosophy, which had awakened his interest and
invited his careful consideration; and the answers
were so clear, so sound, so reasonable, that he could
find no objections to offer to them.

The leaven was working: he was gradually ap-
proaching the fountain of light; and his soul was
hungering for spiritual, food. The angels were near
him; for he was living in an harmonious atmosphere,
and his eyes were slowly opening to the light of reason
and of truth.

The following morning, Mr. Graves bade them
adieu, and started for Boston. No pen can describe
the peculiar feelings which came over him as he again
met the familiar scenes of early life. The years of
bitter pain and suffering he had experienced seemed
like a troubled dream; and he could hardly realize that
weary years had rolled their length along his life since
he had last trod those streets, and gazed upon those
familiar objects. Every thing seemed unchanged;
and it was hard to realize that years instead of days
had passed since he commenced his wanderings in
search of wealth.

Mr. Harris sat in his library. You would scarcely
recognize in the white-haired, bent old man the Mr.
Harris of former years; and yet it is the same. The
same? No, not the same; the same in name and
body only; ~or the soul has become purified and ex-
alted; th~ ~divine spar1~ which was almost smothered

by its evil surroundings has been kindled into fiance.
But how was this change brought about, you ask?
and we reply, through Spiritualism; through that
which orthodox churches denounce as containing
nothing good, as being only evil in its tendency.

One day, Mr. Harris was induced by a friend to
attend one of the free circles held at the office of "The
Banner of Light;" and, while there, a communication
caine to him, through the medium, from little Carrie,
the child he had wronged, - a communication that he
could not doubt: and he went to his home and sat
down to think; and thought drove him almost crazy.
Again and again he visited the circles; and the cry
of his soul was, " () God! what shall I do to wipe
out the sins of the J)ast? 0 God! how shall I atone'
for all the wrong and evil I have done?" And the
spirit of little Carrie answered his question~, and
pointed out to him the way in which he ought to go;
pointed out to him the errors and inconsistencies of
the religion he had long professed to believe and fob
low, and shed upon his soul spiritual light: and he
was born to truth, to reason, to right. The little
spark of divine' essence within him was kindled ~to a
flame; and he rejoiced in the knowledge of the love
and' mercy of the God he had so long scorned .and
insulted.

On this morning he sat in his library~ eating the
light breakfast which had been brought him on a
tray, and which set on a small stand beside him: but
he had no appetite; his hand trembled nervously; and
a strange presentiment of something, he could not
tell what, seemed to possess him.
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At length the door opened, and a servant entered
the room and said,

"A gentleman is below, and wishes. to see you."
"What is his name?"

He refused to give it: he said he wished to see
you on important business."

"Show him up stairs," replied Mr. Harris, push-
ing the stand with his almost untasted breakfast from
him.

In another moment .Mr. Graves entered the room.
Mr. Harris arose and said, -

"Good-morning, sir: pray be seated." He failed
to recognize in his visitor the father of the children
he had wronged; and Mr. Graves said,

"Harris, I see that you do not know me. Go back
to the years when you were a struggling, ambitious
man, and think who first put forth a hand to help
you on to the high road which led you to wealth and
position. Go back to the time when that same friend,
being fired with the ambitious desire to au~ass wealth,
left his family, placing them in your care, and also
putting in your hands all his earthly means for their
support, and, feeling confident that they would be
tenderly and kindly looked after, crossed the blue
ocean in hopes of obtaining that which he had
sought for in vain in his own country. Go back, I say,
to that time; and then look into my face, and ask
your heart whether you knew me or not."

"Lyman Graves!" exclaimed the trembling man;
and he sank powerless into the chair from which he
had arisen when Mr. Graves entered the room.

In a moment he recovered himself, and then fol-

lowed explanations. Without subterfuge, without
attempt to cloak or excuse his wrong-doings, h~ told
all, - how he had used the money, and wronged the
children; how he had written a letter full of falsehood,
in answer to the one which came ~o him from the hos-
pital at France, supposing that it would be impossible
for his wronged friend to recover; how he had received
a communication from Carrie, through which he was
awakened to a realizing sense of hi~ shame and wick
redness; and how he had earnestly sought for the truth,
and found it; how he had come out of the darkness
into the light; how he had written to the hospital to
make inquiry concert~iug Lyman Graves, and received
in reply a let ter, stating that friends had removed him
from the hospital, and taken him they knew not
whither; how he had made over the property ~ur-
chased with the money left in trust with him to its
rightful owner, Lyman Graves, or hi~ legal heirs;
that property which cost only eight thousand dollars
now being worth, with the rent which it had coin-
manded from the time of its purchase, some twenty
thousand dollars.

Then followed a recital of the experiences of Ly-
man Graves; and the t~vo men were bound together
by the ties of brotherly love and sympathy, the
one forgetting and overlooking the past faults and fob
lies of the other, and accepting the restitution made
for the wrong dQne; the other overwhelmed with the
kindness and sympathy extended to him by one he
had so wronged and betrayed.

During the day, Mr. Graves took possession of his
property; and bidding Mr. Harris good-by, promising
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to bring Katy and Henry to see him, he returned to
New York, feeling himself no longer penniless, and
dependent upon the kindness of others. The good
angels had purified him through trial and suffering ;
but his reward compeigsated for all he had been called
upon to endure. CHAPTER XXXIII.

THE LYCEUM.

" Onward, onward!i band victorious;
Rear the Lyceum banner high:

Thus far has your course been glorious;
Now your day of triumph's n'gh.

Vice and error flee before you,
As the darkness flies the sun.

Onward!i victory hovers o'er you:
soon the battle will be won,

Onward, onward!I songs and praises
Ring to heaven's topmost arch

wheresoe'er your standard rises,
And your conquering legions march.

Gird the Lyceum armor on you;
Look for guidance from above:-

God and angels smile upon you;
Hasten to your work of love !"

HE first Sunday after their arrival home,
Mr. and Mrs. Stanton, Mr. Graves, Dr.

Graham, Katy, and Henry, attended the Chil-
dren's Progressive Lyceum, by invitation of
Mr. Hall. It was new to all of them; and,
as they entered the room and saw the ar-

rangement of the seats, the targets designating the
groups, the badges emblematical of the group to
which each child belonged, it struck them all as a
very beautiful sight. Children were gathered there
of all ages and stations- in life ; for Spiritualism
begins, "like true philosophers and philanthropists, to
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work at the very roots of society;" and they gather
the children,

"Gather them in from the street and lane,
Gather them in, both halt and lame;
Gather the deaf, the poor, the blind, -
Gather them in with a willing mind.

Gather them In that seek for rest,
Gather them In from East and West;
Gather them in that roam about,
Gather them in from North and South.

Gather them in from all the land,
Gather them into one noble band;
Gather them in with spiritual love,
Gather them in for the sphere abo~~*~~

The groups had assembled when our party entered:
and hardly had they taken their seats before Part
Second commenced ; rthe musical director giving out
the beautiful song, "The Immortal home," found on
page 279 of "The Lyceum ManuaL"

Then followed Silver-.Chain Recitations, in which
all joined, children and Officers.

Then, in obedience to a signal from the conductor,
the children arose, and formed in rank for the wing
movement.

Dr. Graham watched these exercises attentively,
and, when the children returned to their seats, turned
to Katy and said,

"That is both beautiful and sensible. I wonder
the Sunday schools of our churches do not adopt it."

"They would hardly attempt it," replied Katy:
"fear of being thought liberal and progressive would
deter them, even though in their hearts they might
approve."

When the questions were asked by the conductor,
and the answers returned by the children, Dr.
Graham manifested immistakable surprise at the
intelligence the children displayed. As a sample of
the questions given and answers returned in the
Childreii's Lyceum, for the benefit of those who have
never attended'~a lyceum we give a few, selected
from the Gems and Pearls given by the children at
Mercantile Hall, Boston:

QUES. - What are the seasons? and what do they
represent?

ANS. -By ]Jfareus H. J-, of Liberty Group.
The seasons are different divisions of time: they rep-.
resent the different conditions of the year. From
this subject we may gain two points of consideration:
first, the conditions of development in Nature, and
their results; second, the conditions of development
in man, and their results. First, in Nature, when the
springtime dawns, with the sun's genial warmth the
snow and ice of the past winter rapidly disappear,
and in their place Nature provides for the earth a
carpet of green. Then the trees put forth their
buds and leaves, the birds warble forth their songs
of gratitude, ai~d the farmer drops into the ground
the seed, which in time will germinate and come
forth. Next comes the summer season, with all its
pleasure and enjoyments, with its scorching sun and
refreshing showers, which fril the farmer's heart with
joy as he watches with great pleasure the rapid un-
folding of the results of his springtime labor. Next
comes the autumn, - the time of harvest, - when the
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grain and fruits are ripening for use; and, when in the
right condition, the farmer gathers them into store-
houses. Then comes the winter season, the cold,
frosty winter, when the earth is wrapped in its
white mantle, and Nature is seemingly still and inac-
tive. But, from careful observation, we may see that
she is not idle, but is even throughhis season still
blessing her children from her bountiful store, which
is. never exhausted. Now, having considered the
first, we will take the second. When we are thrown
into this sphere of action~, then begins the springtime
of our being; and, from ~the sun's' genial warmth of
parental care, the seed within the soul, the divine
spark of life, receives its strength and nourishment,
which causes it to germinate and come forth. Next
comes the summer-time of our being, when from the
sunlight of joy and prosperity, and the storms of
sorrow, sadness, and persecution, the soul is quickened
to action. Through these conditions, that seed
within the soul which is ever aspiring and reaching
up for that which is beyond is developed to a
higher condition of nobleness, virtue, and truth.
There are beings in the material sphere, as well as in
the immortal realms, who watch with great pleasure
the rapid unfoldment of that seed, the great principle
of life. Next comes the autumn of our being, the
time of harvest, when we are ripening for our
mnimortal home; and, when in the right condition, we
are taken from the tree, the old body, and borne
across that beautiful f~mver, into our much-loved
summer-land, where we shall still continue to unfold
and develop throughout the golden days of the grand
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future that awaits us. Then comes the winter of our
being, when we return to our loved ones of earth, who
mourn our absence, to communicate the fact that we
still exist. Then it is that we meet with the cold
icel)ergs of refusal and rejection~ rrhen we feel the
cold, frosty atmosphere of denunciation and repul-
sion. Yet still we struggle on through this cold,
frosty winter of experience, until at last the powerful
sun of immortal wisdom and truth melts away the
snow and ice of superstition and bigotry, and in its
place arises the grand fact of immortality; and the
soul that enjoys the many blessings which it is des-
tined to give is forced to utter, "0 Grave! where is
thy victory? 0 Death! where is thy sting?"

of Sea Group. The seasons are spring,
summer, autumn, and winter, and represented by
human life.

By -, of River Group. - The seasons are spring,
summer, fall, and winter, and represent our life.

By Susie TV-, of Star Group. - The seasons are
spring, summer, autumn, and winter. They repre-
sent the greatness, goodness, and power of God, his
love and good will to us his children, that we may
enjoy the bounteous blessings he has given us.

By William B. D.-, of Temple Group. The
seasons of the year are spring, summer, autumn, and
winter. Spring may represent youth's hopes, the
light and life of glee and beauty. Summer may
represent the dusty, sweaty, toilsome manhood, with
its load of cares, bearing the heat arf~ burden of the
day. Autumn comes crowned with the fruits of
labor and life, sadly deficient sometimes, p4e and

227



228 THE FAITHLESS GUARDIAN.
TIlE LYCEUM. 229

sickly as the sere and yeUow leaf. Winter comes at
last, and the bell tolls to call to darkness and the grave.
But there is light and hope beyond. The day-star
i~ beaming somewhere; a few rays, faint and glim-
mering, struggle down through our frigid, fettered
atmosphere, and we perceive them even here. But,
the grave once passed, all is light, life, and joy: we
hate entered on the perfect day.

By Philander F-, of Temple Group. Spring,
summer, autumn, winter. They represent the hu-
man life. Spring is birth and childhood, where all is
fresh with new development. Summer represents
youth, the transition period between childhood and
manhood. Autumn signifies fully-developed man-
hood, when the fruits of the previous life are brought
forth in lean or bountiful harvest, according to earlier
neglect or culture. Winter corresponds to the frosts
of old age, when the physical powers decline and
decay, returning the spirit to commence its further
progress in the spring of immortality and summer-
land of eternity.

By Lottie H--, of Temple Group. By the
seasons are meant the change& and varieties which
are produced in Nature by the revolution of the
earth around the sun. They are four in number.
These seasons represent the different periods of the

- life of mankind. Spring represents infancy. In
spring the hud~ appear; and, as the seasons wear on,
they fade and die. So it is in the life of man. The
infant is the bud of life, which bursts into blossom in
sttmmer, or youth. Jn autumn, or manhood, the fruits

* of life, whether good or evil, are seen; and in winter,

or old age, they wither and fade: but, unlike the buds
and oversr, they pass on to a higher life, continuing
in the path of progression, in which to walk for ever
and ever.

By IL C~. S-, of Temple Group. - The seasons
are spring, summer, autumn, winter. Spring is when
the vegetable kingdom commences its growth from
the seed or root; having slept through the winter,
becomes active by the magnetism of the sun and the
moist condition of the earth to a positive or upward
growth of the shoot, and the negative or doxvnward
growth of the roots. The trees open their buds,
spread out their leaves to take in the sunlight and
dew, and develop in size and beauty. Spring is

"When the birds are singing,

And the grass is green, and the flowers springing;
When the trees are blossoming one by one,
And the days grow long in the lingering sun.". -

Summer in our climate is ushered in with all the
beauty that Nature seems able to dLplay. The sun
has opened the petals, and painted the flowers with
all the colors of the rainbow, on tree and shrub, on
plant and vine, until the eye is filled with Nature's
gorgeous dress; the air bears perfumes as pleasant to
the sense as its balmy breezes are healthful to the
body. 0 lovely June, thou queen of the year, would
that thy sister months were as lovely as thou art!
The season progresses, an.d with it the growth of
the vegetable kingdom toward maturity. The early
fruits the strawberry, raspberry, and blackberry -

gladden our taste; the peach, cherry, and pear trees
yield their rich repast; the' new-mown hay, the
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ripex~ing fields of grain, \rejoice the husb~ndman, as
he prepares for gathering them into his barns; while

The cattle are grazing upon the hill-side, or lying in
some shady spot protected from the burning sun.

Thus the summer passes, and autumn with its
cool nights and ripening sun follows; and that
which spring commenced and summer matured is
gathered for the winter. The trees begin to put off
the garment of green they have worn through the
summer, for the sear and yellow leaf, aiid finally
stripping for battle with the storms and cold of
winter, when Nature, closing its productive labor,
rests. The seasons represent the kuman l!e, com-
mencing with the vernal equinox. To be more par-
ticular, each month represents a decennial of life..
The birth, childhood, and youth are the spring of
lire, the first development of man in miniature, - its
tender life, the care required, its ~expansion and
growth, the anxious, toiling, hoping, fearing interest
while watching its youthful career, the buds of
promise to be developed, into mature life, the hopes
and pleasant prospects. These, sometimes, are
checked by untimely frosts, alike to -husbandman and
parent. The joyousness of the spring passes into the
beauty of the summer or manhood 'of life. The
young man and woman, like the June of the year,
manifest the beauty, health, and vivacity of their
happy natures, ~nd prepare for the more practical
duties that follow, while the warm affectional of
life, like the summer, continues. Who does not wish
the beauty and vigor of youth to continue through
life? But if beauty alon~ was all, then there would

be no substantial reward. The fragrance of the
flower precedes the fruit. We should' in the summer
of life labor for the reward of the autumnal harvest,
useful to ourselves and others, that we may gather
a harvest of good things into the storehouse of life.
Then, as we enter the winter or evening of life, we
may partake of the bounties realized from honorable
toil, devoted study, and generous deeds, ready to be
transplanted into the fairer soil of the Spirit-land.

Lake aroup. - Who are happiest in the summer
land?

A. By. a little miss. -.- The good and true.
By another. -Those that do right on earth.
Star tlh'oup. - What is true friendship?
A. By Susie 1V . A true friend is one that

will comfort you in the hours of darkness, peril, and
need; one who will comfort you~ in sadness; by kind-
ness, sympathy, and love, lead you in the right path
when you stray, and when in sorrow their hands and
hearts are open to relieve you. This is what I call
true friendship.

Temple group. -What benefit do we derive from
trials and afflictions?

A. - Trials arise from our inability to accomplish
a desired purpose, whether from' another's crossing
our path, or our own want of ~power to adapt means
to ends. When we enter upon the duties of life, we
think that every thing is~ at hand to help us, and
success is sure to attend our efforts. Were we
perfect in judgment, this might be: but, with our
imperfections, we are liable to err; and these produce
trials.
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"Through our ~jf~~g mysterious changes,
Through the sorrow~haunted years,

Runs a law of compensation
For our sorrows and our tears."

The trials we meet are like the child's just learning
to walk. Its many falls make the effort more desira-
ble until accomplished. Would it learn were it
always carried? By its trials it learns. So with us:
trials show where ignorance exists, and knowledge
is required; and, when we meet them, to seek for the
cause, and Qvercome by active knowledge. In this
way trials are a benefit: the dark cloud will show a*
silver lining; then

"All the teardrops shed in anguish
Change, by angel smiles, to gems;

And they say our soul shall wear them
In immortal ~

Afflictions, in the sense of bereavements, are such
as are incident to life, and benefit us in the knowl-
edge that

"This life~ of mortal breath
Is but a suburb of the life elysian,

whose portal we call death."
"Affliction's blast; bath made me learn

To feel for other's woe;"

to comfort the sick, and relieve their wants; to bear
each other's burdens, fulfilling the law of love.

"Let us be patient: these severe afflictions
Not from the ground arise;

But oftentimes celestial benedictions
Assume this dark disguise."

Then will the angelic host minister to us, and we
be comforted with visions of the joy that awaits us;
and we can say, "He doeth all things well."

After the removal of the badges, followed the
march: and Henry seemed wild with delight, as he
witnessed the intricate figures, the floating flags,
the inspiring music, and the happy faces of the chil-
dren; and, turning to Katy, he said, -

"Oh, I want to join this Sunday school, I like it
so much!"

Mr. Hall heard the remark, and replied,
"I trust you will all feel inclined to join, and give

your aid and encouragement to the training ~of
immortal souls for usefulness and purity in* this life,
and happiness in the life to come. To me it seems
the duty of all who have learned the path of angel
ministration, to do all in their power to advance the
interests of the Lyceum: for the future *depends
upon the improvement of the present; and we must
surround the children with the right influences to
develop their spiritual natures. And how can we
better do so than by bringing them into our Lyceums,
and giving the Lyceum the encouragement of our
presence and our aid?"

"That ia true," replied Katy; "and I, for one, am
willing to take part in this labor of love, and do
what I can to further the work of the angel world,
for the children who gather here."

This visit to the Lyceum was not soon forgotten.
It awakened thoughts within the brain of all: and Dr.
Graham was by no means loath to accompany. Katy
and Henry Sunday after Sunday; for, with his devel-.
oped brain and clear intellect, he could not fail to see
and appreciate the advancement on all ideas and cus-
toms of this system of religious training for the young.

/
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CHAPTER XXXIV.

THE LECTURE.

"A new religion shakes the earth:
Christ, unbeknown to outward sage,

Descends, in forms of love, to birth,
And leads from heaven the golden age.

Anew religion - new, yet old,
The spirit's faith, the Eden theme, -

Descends, the weary earth to fold
In joy transcending angel's dream.

Whence comes the light? Whence Comes the power,
To burst the chains and break the rod?

Whence comes the right delivering hour?
'Tis all of God, 'tis all of God I"

the evening, Dr. Graham attended the
regular evening services of the society of
Spiritualists, in company with Katy and her
friends, and listened attentively to the
words of inspiration that fell from the lips
of that noble apostle Qf the new dispensa-

tion, Emma F. Jay Bullene. Her subject was, "The
Physical and Spiritual Nature of Man: his Present
and Future." Only a brief synopsis of the eloquent
discourse can be given in these pages; but sufficient
to show the power which startled Dr. Graham, and
annihilated many of his pet theories. The speaker
began by saying,

In days gone by, mankind had walked on in blind-

ness, ignorant of the great laws which governed the
physical and spiritual nature of th~ race; and, even at
the present day, these springs of action were but little
understood. Never had man been able to perceive
so fully as now the presence of the angels who
walked by his side, bringing with them, in their
return to earth, the tidings of a higher life, and a
knowledge of the laws preparatory therefore.

Man, as a physical being, was composed of absolute
principles, the* aggregate of which made up his
spirituality. The spiritual principles were wholly
dependent on the physical; and any attempt to am e-
liorate the condition of the race must be founded
on an amended condition of the bodily powers.
Within the human organism resided a trinity of
forces, the electric, galvanic, and mesmeric or mag.-
netic; and the economy of Nature in i~he physicaL
form gave also three currents, the arterial, venous,
and electro-magnetic or nervous fluids; the uniform
co-operation of each with each forming the basis of
that state we called physical health, which was the
true road to spiritual progress. The nervous fluid
had* its life from two organs in the form, the brain
and the spleen; ea~h of which supplied the food
necessary for the pr-oper support of the equilibrium
of the nervous system. In years to come, mortals
should understand the hidden meanilig of the laws
governing their being; then these powers would be
put in command, and liealth should be the rule, not.
the exception, - a health obtained by the cultivation
or restraint (if need be) of certain natural principles;
not by recourse to drugs which poisoned the occult
forces of the body.
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The law of physical harmony must be better
understood by us: it was the duty of each to inves-
tigate. Every medicine, or article of food, taken into
the system, which was not adapted to the case in hand,
was productive of deleterious effects; and only by a
knowledge of the requisite remedies could, health be
established, and we become true men and women.
Could a man with a diseased stomach possess an equi-
librium of temper? Could a woman with shattered
health preserve a collected state of mind amid her man-
ifold cares? Only study and research could develop
the knowledge required; and, when the revelations
of Spiritualism should. be fully understood, they would
bring to the inquirer a lasting reward for his toil.

As the physical nature of man so closely concerned
the spiritual, it was the duty of all to make use of
whatever means lay within reach to perfect that
nature; to supply deficiencies, or remove redun-
dances, should any exist. Therefore a proper atten~-
tion to food was necessary. Animal food produced
animal propensities and powers: if you were already
possessed of a large supply of these, you should eschew
animal food; and, by so doing, you would grow
more in spirituality in one year without, than in five
years with, the use of such diet. Vegetable food was
calculated to develop purely intellectual faculties ; and
one who desired a rapid development of the intel-
lectual organs should follow the use of this diet,
unless lacking vitality to sustain the labor of mental
culture, in which case more animal food must be used.
Fruit and flowers were calculated to induce spiritual
cidture. It might be objected, that it was impossible

to eat flowers; but there was an aromal influence con-
tinually going out from them, which was capable of
being received with benefit by the organisms, not only
of mortals, but of those in the spirit-world. Was it
not well known that the Circassian ladies, the most
beautiful of earth, were bathed in the extract of
roses, and fed upon their leaves? If all classes of
fruits and blossoms were not in the highest degree
productive of spiritual good, why was it that spirits
so frequently brought offerings of flowers? In the
spirit-world, the lowers reached their highest place:
fading 'on earth, they were re-assembled in brighter
forms in the morning-land; and their aroma, floating
out upon the breeze, became the sustenance of the
spiritual host.

These hints were thrown out that man might know
his needs, and the means of their satisfaction. By
reason ~f their prayers and. labors, th& few earnest
souls who had as yet investigated the truths of spirit
revelation were fifty years in advance of their gen-
eration in this knowledge of the forces composing
physical harmony; and the time should come, when
ma~ should attain such perfection that children
would be produced in accordance to Nature's highest
models, because of no mistakes, through ignorance~
in generation. No more deformed, idiotic experi-
ments would be ushered into physical life; but true
forms and true hearts, able to fight successfully the
tempter who met them at the corner of the streets.

Upon a correct state of the physical forces de-
pended. not only health, but also the power of receiv-
ing impressions. Thus it would be found, by a
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knowledge of the laws governing the nervous fluid,
that a surplus of magnetism gave sustenance to the
impressional faculties, a surplus of galvanism pro..
duced powers of healincr surplus of electrp-
magnetic or nervous fluid *gave more power to decide
upon those problems which met us in life at every
footstep.

Man had been accustomed to look upon the mm-
eral.kingdom only as a direct or indirect producer of
gold to increase his material wealth; but the~e was
a higher and holier use reserved for it, when its capa-
bilities became fully understood. It had remedies
within it so potent for the destruction of disease,
that, in days to come, n~ more bodies should be mal-
formed and poisoned out of the world before their
time by the imperfect use of mineral and vegetable
drugs; but the only destroyer of the human form
should be the steady decay which attends the coming
on of old age. Precious stones had an influence
which was not fully known at the present day.
Pure crystal, worn by the neuralgic invalid, became a
sort of railroad track on which the spiritual power of
healing could flow down to banish that excruciating
disease. The emerald, ruby, and pearl were the
most valuable, medicinally, among the precious stones;
but the diamond, in the process of its development,
had become so etherealized as to lose its grosser
powers, and was only capable of use in the spirit-
world, to cause communion wjth mortals. The time
was coming,. when the external, not internal, applica-
tion of minerals would be used to cure the diseases
of mortality.

The spiritual nature of man - what was its
present? what its future? We found in it also a
trinity, - soul, mind, spirit; as Nature produced every
thing in the magic recurrence of the numbers three,
seven, and twelve. What of the soul? It was the
abstract power wherein we were patterned after our
Creator, holding the possibility of all knowledge. In
every human being, whether Hottentot or Christian,
it is all the same: when they assumed human forms,
they were endowed with divine souls, containing the
germs of all truth centered therein. These germs of
truth might lie dormant till awakened by the reviving
touch of spiritual influences; but they nevertheless
had an existence.

What of the mind? It was that power of our
nature which perceived all truth when baptized by
the soul-principle. This was the ~watchman Qn the
walls of our Zion who looked out afar off, to warn of
approaching trial; who saw on all the hill-tops the
dawning of the day!

What of the spirit? It was fashioned on the same
great plan of our physical natures; but the physical
was. the shadow of the spiritual, not the spiritual an
outgrowth from the physical. Just as the web was
woven from the materials assembled for the purpose,
so, during gestation, the child's nature was woven of
the particles and powers given by the mother'. Was
it not, therefore, a wonder that there were so: many
comparatively perfect ones?. that the majority of
earth's children were not deformed, scrofulous, defec-
tive, when, as a mass, the human race so abused the
highest, holiest instincts of their nature? The time
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would. come, when, to man's awakened spiritual vision,
Nature's rebuke would be found written in every
drop of water, on every leaf of the forest; in that~
time the knowledge would be received and welcomed
which should make earth an Eden, and Death no
longer a monster of fear, but an angel of light,
calling the spirit to grander realms and more celestial
joys.

This spiritual nature is only mantled with the
fleshly covering of the physical body: and yetit is so
centered therein that it must have the proper
quantity of spiritualized vitality it needs for its
support; and this supply can only be obtained through
efforts to cultivate a healthy physical organism by
the observance of physiological laws. As the time
would come when physical suffering would yield to
man's enlarged knowledge, so also should the spiritual
nature be freed from the constant jars and shocks of
to-day; and a calm, healthful serenity of body and
mind would be the normal condition of earth's inhab-
itants.

Spirits sometimes come back to earth, gross, igno-
raht, dark, covered over by the lusts of flesh, because
they lived before passing away on poisonous aliment,
which created tendencies in them which must be eradi-
cated ere they could hope for better things. These
tendencies are corrupting in their nature; for all on
the same plane absorb the poisonous effluvia. But, as
the rose drew up from the sod only that food appro-
priate to it, so would the spirit imbibe only those
influences surrounding it and fitted to its develop-
ment; therefore poisoned spirits could only influence

those on their own plane. Those diseases which
now caused spirits to vacate the earthly tabernacle
before their time should disappear; and thus a great
step in the path of improvement would be made in
the years to come. But what was the duty of those
who lived to-day on the earth, toward the crippled
and deformed spirits of either the mortal or eternal
world? It was the duty of all while in the flesh to
study the laws of their being; to become mis~iona-
ries to the ignorant, whether "they will hear or
forbear;" to put forth "line upon line, and precept
upon precept," for the guidance of man, the psy-
chologizing of the world!

How glorious were the developments and revela-
tions of spiritual knowledge I But all who professed
to possess this knowledge were not pure. The reason
of this was, that, while they accepted the facts, they
were not governed by the principle~ inculcated
thereby; they went on crucifying their better na-
tures, their high and holy aspirations after truth~ and
were content to suffer in mind and body, as the pun-
ishment of their wanderings.

There were changes going on day by day in the
spirit-spheres. As new spirits became developed to
higher powers, new organizations were instituted for
the benefit of mortals on earth. There were two
great Co-operative Associations in the world of souls,
whose aims and purposes should be copied on the
earth-sphere, - one Maternal Association, the object
of which was to take care of the little waifs thrown
off from earthly life ere their intellects were fully
molded and developed for individual action; these
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were cared for, and taught and reared in spirit-life:
the other, also called a Maternal Association, had
for its object the establishment of the best ante-natal
circumstances. and conditions that could be obtained
for human mothers, that a purer and mightier rage
should come after those now on earth.

From the land of spirits rang out the cry to mortals
of to-day, "Go ye into all the world, and preach the
gospel to every creature!" Not the gospel of creed-
bound bigotry and superstition, but the gospel of ever-
lasting truth, a physical 'and spiritual gospel, that
should unfold to each child of earth a knowledge of
the higher development of which they were capable.

Spiritualism was the great instrument which should
outwork the problem in the grand future. It came
to every one in life, - not only to believers, but even
the Orthodox clergymen of to-day were giving (un-
consciously) to their people, some small scintillations
of this truth. A flood of glorious effulgence was
being poured fo;th from the spirit-spheres, bathing
all in its kindling radiance; each act for truth made
larger the breach, increased the light, and, whether
the doer was conscious of it or not, baptized some
immortal soul with joy unspeakable, and unlocked for
it the gateway of the higher life!

Even now is being made known a deeper signifi-
cance to the words of Him of old when he said,
"But thou, when thou prayest, enter into thy closet,
and, when thou hast shut thy door, pray to thy
Father which is in secret: and thy Father which
seeth in secret shall reward thee openly." To many
hearts, in fireside musings, there came brilliant flashes

of thought from lands afar: and though we might
wonder why they came, when from our humble po-
sition we could not disseminate them to the world,
yet we were then and there baptized in truth; and
the calm of our spirits, amid the turmoil of after-life,
when these solitary hours were passed away, was a
reward at once sublime and glorious. Such moments
of solemn private invocation gave us a power for
good that was measureless: they were the jeweled
lines which led erring mortals to the throne of the
Great Father of all.

Within the last twenty years, what had not been
accomplished? To the free thought generated and
spread abroad by Spiritualism, science owed her
rapid advance, no longer bound by the hard lines of
creed. The great scientific investigators were not all
Spiritualists; but the fact of spirit return bad started
the faculty of incjuiry in man, and a flood of nervous
interrogating power had gone forth to the discovery
of means for the saving of labor and the universal
uprising of the race.

The results to attend the future work of Spiritual-
ism were too grand for, the human understanding:
only the Infinite Mind can comprehend them.' We
should pray without ceasing for the rapid diffusion of
that knowledge and power which should eventually
raise man to the highest development of which he
was the embodied possibility.
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.CHAPTER XXXV.

ALL'S WELL TIIA T ENDS WELL.'

"We have need of one another
In the changing scenes of life:

For each other gathering diamonds,
From each other warding strife;

Sharing each in every sorrow,
Blessing each in every joy,

Lessening pains and heightening pleasures,
By a love without alloy."

J~Y~t ITTLE now remains to be told. Dr.
t~Graham accompanied Katy to circles, lec-

tures, and visited test-mediums, until all
questioning and doubts were removed
from his mind, and he came out of the
darkness into the light, and accepted the

truth; and his soul was glad.
Of course, the constant society of Katy enabled

Dr. Graham to become thoroughly acquainted with
all the beautiful traits of her character; and being
keenly alive to the, beautiful, and capable of appre-
ciating the good, was it strange that he learned to
love her with all the devotion of a strong and ardent
nature like his? No; and when he told her of this
love, and asked her to bless the days of his earth-life
with her presence, she laid her hand in his, and, with-
out he~ita~tion or £ai~e delicacy, said, -

"Dr. Graham, I love you; and the good angels who
guard and guide me bless that love, and bid me
blend my life with yours; and together we will work
for the benefit of mankind; and for their emancipa-
tion from the ~chains of error which hold them in
bondage worse than that which binds man to his
fellow-man.,~

They were married: but no priestly blessing was
pronounced upon the union, no hollow words of pre-
tended sanctity repeated; but they stood up in the
presence of God and God's angels, and before man,
and lighted their vows; and the Angel of Peace
folded her white wings about them, and the spirits
of dear ones departed sang songs of rejoicing, and
scattered blessings of hope and love before them, to
cheer their lives with fragrance and richperfume.

Henry opened a studio in New York, and, with his
brush inspired by the invisible power which controlled
him, won him fame and wealth.

And in all our land there is not a more harmonious
and truly happy home than that of Dr. Graham; and
there are no more earnest workers in the field of
reform than Dr. Graham and his loVely wife.

Mr. Graves makes his home with Mr. Harris in
Boston; and they are faithful laborers in the field,
giving liberally of their means, and doing all in their
power to further the spread of. truth.

We have followed the. characters of our story
through struggles and trials; we have seen, how, by
faith and love and perfect trust, and confidence in the
unbounded love 'of ~God, they have been led by his
angeb to triumph. We halve followed them through /
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the darkness into the light; and we will now leave
them with the radiance of that light filling their lives
and earthly pathway with its angelic presence.

And maythe angels of God h6ver ever around and
near our readers! and may they be prompted to
declare th&glory and the joy of spirit presence and
spirit communion, and let the light into thousands of
darkened and clouded souls, who are thirsting for
the waters of truth!

*
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umship. These ten numbers are stitched together. 10 cents per set, postage 2
cents.

Voices from Spirit-Land. By Nathan Francis White, medium. 75
cents, postage 12 cents.

What is Spiritualism? An Addresa delivered by Thomas Gales Forster,
in Music Hall, Boston, Mass., Sunday afternoon, Oct. 27, 1867. 25 cents single
copy; 50 copies $8,00; 100 copies $15,00.

Whatever Is, is Right. By A. B. Child, M. D. $1.00, postage 16 cents.
'Whatever Is, is Right Vindicated: Being a Letter to Cynthia Tem-

pIe, tilefly reviewing her Theory of "It is n'~ ttll Right." By A. P. McCombs.
10 cents, postage 2 cents.

ENGLISH WORKS.
"Primeval Man." The Origin, Declension and Restoration of the Race.

Spiritual Revealings. $2,5$l, postage 20 cents.
Supramundane Facts in the Life of Rev. Jesse Babcock Fer-

guson, A. M., L.L. D., including Twenty Years' Observation of Preternatu-
ral Phenomena. Edited by T. J.~. Nichols, ~1. P. $1,~5, ppstag~ free,
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MISCELLANEOUS AND REFORM WORKS.
American Crisis; or, The Trial and Triumph of Democracy.

By Warren Chase. 25 cents, postage 2 cents.
Apocryphal Ne~r Testament. $1.25, postage 16 cents.
Age of Reason: Being an Investigation of True and Fabulous Theology,

Cloth. 50 cents, postage 8 cents.
Astro-Theological Lectures. By Rev. Robert Taylor. $2.00, postage

24 cents.
Art of Amusineg: A Collec~tion of Graceful Arts, Merry Games, Odd Tricks,

Curious Puzzles and New Charades; with suggestions for private theatricals,
tableaux, all sorts of parlor and family amusements, etc. By Frank Bellew.
$1.50, postage 20 cents.

Alice Vale: A Story for the Times. By Lois Waisbrooker. $1.25, postage
16 cents.

A Trip to the Azores, or Wester~i Islands. By M. Borges D. F.
Henriques. $1.50.

Adventures of Elder Tubb. £5 cents, postage 8 cents.
Arnold, and Other Poems. By J. R. Orton. $1.00 postage 12 cents.
Atlantis, and Other Poems. By Amanda T. Jones. $1.25, postage free.
Biography of Satan; or, A Historical Exposition of the Devil

andhis Fiery Dominions, disclosing the Oriental origin of the belief in a
Devil and future endless punishment. By K. Graves. 50 cents, postage 2 cents.

Better Views of Living; or, Life according to the doctrine
"Whatever Is, is Right." By A. B. Child, M. P. $1 00, postage 12 cents.

Basic Principles of Organization; With a brief synopsis of the Codp-
eration Universal, or Divine Mutuality. Part No 1. 25 cents, postage 2 cents.

Book of Religions: Comprising the Views, Creeds, Sentiments or Opin-
ions of all the principal Religious Sects in the World. By John Hayward. $1.75,
postage free.

Book of Notions. By John Hayward. 75 cehts, postage 12 cents.
Chester Family: A New Temperance Story. By Julia M. Friend. $1.00,

postage 12 cents.
Common Sense Thoughts on the Bible. For Common Sense People

By William Denton. 10 ceats, postage 2 cents.
Cosmology. By George M. Ramsey. $1.50, postage 20 cents.
Come's Const.tution of Man. Twenty-Eighth American Edition.

One Volume, lOmo. $1.50, postage 16 cents.
Companion Poets for the People. Illustrated. Vol. 1-Household

Poems, by Ii. W. Longfellow; Vol. 2-Songs for all Seasons, by Alfred Tenny-
son; Vol. 3-National Lyrics, by John 0. Whittier; Vol. 4-Lyrics of Life, by
Robert Browning. Each volume complete in itself. 50 cents each, postage 2
cents each.

Complete Works of Thomas Paine, Secretary tothe Committee of
Foreign Affairs in the American Revolution. Three Volumes. Consisting of his
Political, Theological and Miscellaneous Writings. To which is added a brief
sketch of his Life. $6.00, postage 00 cents.

Clairvoyant Family Physician. By Mrs. L. Tuttle. $1.25. postage,
12 cents.

Dieeesis: Being a Discovery of the Origin, Evidences and Early History
of Christianity, never yet before or elsewhere so fully and faithfully set forth.
By Rev. Robert Taylor. $2.00, postage 24 cents.

Dawn. A New Work of Exciting Interest. $1.75, postage 24 cents.
Dissertations and Discussions. By John Stuart Mill. Three Volumes,

l2mo., cloth. $0.75.
Eliza Woodson; or, The Early Days of One of the World'~

Workers. A Story of American Life. $1.50, postage free.
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Electrical Theory of the Universe; or, The Elements of Phys-
ical and Moral Philosophy. By T. 8. Mackintosh. $1.25, postage 16
cents.

Examination of the Philosophy of Sir William Hamilton. By
John Stuart Mill. Two Volumes, l2mo., cloth. $2,25 per volume, postage 20
cents each.

Empire of the Mother over the Character and Destiny of the
Race. By Henry C. Wright. Paper 50 cents, postage 2 cents; cloth 75 cents,
postage 12 cents.

Errors of the Bible, Demonstratgd by the Truths of Nature;
or, Man's only Infallible I~iu1e of Faith and Practice. By Henry
C. Wright. Paper 35 cents, postage 4 cents; cloth 60 cents, postage 8 cents.

Exeter Hall: A Theological Romance. 75 cents, postage 4 cents.
~issay on Man. By Alex. Pope. 20 cents, postage 2 cents.
1 ~'acts and Important Information for Young Women. By Sam-

uel Gregory, M. D. 20 cents, postage 2 cents.
Facts and Important Information for Young Men. By Samuel

Gregoty, M. 1). 20 cents, postage 2 cents.
Familiar Spirits. By Albert Brigham. 20 cents, postage 2 cents.
Festival Night: An Inspirational Poem, given through the mediumship

or Mrs. M. J. Wilcoxs:.n. 8 cents, postage 2 cents.
First Years in Europe. By 0. H~. Calvert, author of "Scenes and

Thoughts in Europe," "The Gentleman," &c. $l,75. postage 20 cents.
Gazelle. A Tale of the Great Rebellion. The Great Lyrical Epic of the War.

By Emma Tuttle. $1,25, postage free.
Gospel of Jesus. Compih d by his Disciples-Matthew, from his own

memoranda, and those of Peter, Luke, Mark and John, and lastly revised by
Peter. By Rev. Gibson Smith. 75 cents, postage 8 cents.

Habits of Good Society. A Hand-Book of Etiquette for Ladies and
Gentlemen. Large l2mo., elegant cloth binding. $1,75, postage 20 cents.

Is it I? A Book for Every Man. A companion to "Why Not ?" By Prof
H. B. Storer, M. D. Paper 50 cents, postage 4 cents; cloth $1,00, postage 8 cents:

Infidel's Text-Book: Bc'ing the substm~ cc of Thirteen Lectures on the
Bible. By Robert Cooper, author of "The Ibly Scril tures Analyzed," &c.
First American republished from the London Edition. $1,0O, post~~ge 12 cOnts.

Jehovah Unveiled; or, The Character ef the Jewish Deity Dc-
ilneated. A new and valuable book. 35 cents, postage 4 cents.

Koran: Commonly called the Alcoran of Mohammed. Translated intq
English immediately from the~ original Arabic, by George Sale, Gent. New
Edition. 472 pp. $l,50, postage 20 cents.

Lecture on Spiritualism. By Prof. Hare. 20 cents, postage 2 cents.
Love and Its Hidden History. A New and Thrilling Wot k. By the

Count de St. Leon. $1.25, postage 143 cents.
Love and Mock Love. By George Stearns. Plain 35 cents, gilt 50 cents.

p('stage 4 cents.
Life of Jesus. By Ernest Renan. Translated from the original French, by

Charles Edwin Wilbour. $1.75, postage free.
Life of Thomas Paine, author of "Common Sense," "Rights of Man,"

"Age of Reason," &c., with Critical and Explanatory Observations of his Writ-
ings. By G. Vale. $1;00, postage 18 cents.

Life Pictures. A Poem in Three Cart tos. By J. H. Powell. $1,25, postage
12 cents.

Life's Unfoldings; or, The Wonders of the Universe Revealed
to Man. By the Spirit Guardians of David Corless. 50 cents, postage 4 cents.

Little Brother, and Other Stories. By Fitz Hugh Ludlow. $l,50,
postage 20 cents.
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Lady Lillian, and Other Poems. By E. Young. $1,00, postage 12 cents.
Mistake of Christendom; or, Jesus and his Gospel, before

Paul and Christianity. By George Stearns. $1,50, postage 16 cents.
Mediumship: Its Laws and Conditions. With brief instructions

for the formation of spirit-circles. By J. H. Powell. New and Revised Edition.
25 cents, postage 2 cents.

Marriage and Parentage; or, The Reproductive Element in
Man, as a Means to his Elevation and Happ±nes.s. By Henry C.
Wright~ $1,25, postage 20 cents; gilt $2,00, postage 20 edits.

Men, Women and Ghosts. By Elizabeth Stuart Phelps, author or
Gates Ajar," &e. $1,50, postage 20 cents.
Midnight Prayer. By Mrs. M. J. Wilcoxson. S cents, postage 2 cents.
Moral Philosophy; or, The Duties of Man, considered in his

Individual, Domestic and Social Capacities. By George Conibe.
$1,75, postage 20 cents.

Martyria; or, Andersonville Prison. By Lleut.-Col. A. C. Hamlin,
late Medical Inspector in the Army. Illustrated with maps and cuts. $2.00,
postage 20 cents.

My Love and I. By Abby M. Laflia Ferree. 50 cents, postage 2 cents.
New England Tragedies. A Beautiful Poem of 179 pages. By Henry~

Wadsworth Longfellow. $ 1,50, postage 12 cents.
Optimism, the Lesson of Ages. By Benjamin Blood. 75 cents, post-

age 12 cents.
Ocean's Wave. A Scientifical and Practical Survey of Life's Uses and

Abuses. By William ~uah. 60 cents, postage 8 cents.
On the Border. By Edmund Kirk $1,75, postage 20 cents.
Planchette; or, the Despair of Science. By Epes Sargent. Paper

$1.00, postage 6 cents; cloth $125, postage 16 cents.
Personal Narratives of Travels to the Equin';ctial Regions of America,

during the years 1799-1804. By Alexander Von Humboldt. Bohn's edition, 3
vols. $2,25 per vol., postage 20 cents each.

Poems of Jean Ingelow. Elegantly bound, tinted paper, gilt top, &c.
$1,75, postage 20 cents.

Pre-Adamite Man: Demonstrating the Existence if the human race upon
this eat tti 100,000 years ago. By Dr. P. B. Itandoiph. $1 25, postage 20 cents.

Physiology of Woman, and her Diseases from Inrancy to Old Age. By
C. Morrill, M. D. $1.50, postage 20 cents.

Poems and Ballads. By A. P. MeCoombe. Cloth bound. $1.00, postage
12 cents.

Peterson's New Cook Book: Containing Eight Hundred and Fifty.
Eight New and Original Receipts for Cooking and Preparing iood. $1,50, post.
age free.

Political 'Works of Thomas Paine, to which is prefixed a brief sketch
of the Author's Life. Bound in calf. $4,00, postage 60 cents.

Philosophical Dictionary of Voltaire. Fifth American Edition. Two
Volumes in one, sheep, containing 876 large oteavo pages, with two elegant
steel engravings. $5.00. postage 65 cents.

Plato's Works. Translated by the Rev. H. Cary and others. Six Vol-
umes, with general Index. $2,25 per volume, postage 20 cents per volume.

Queen Mab, with Notes. By Per~y B. Shelley. 75 cents, postage 12
cents.

Rebecca; or, Woman's Secret. By Mrs. C. F. Corbin. $1,75, postage
24 cents.

Religion of Manhood; or, The Age of Thought. By Dr. J. LI.
Robinson. Bound in muslin. $1,00, postage 16 cents.

Suffrage for Woman. fly Lois Waisbrooker. 23 cents, postage 2 cents.
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Self-Abnegationist; or, Earth's True King and Queen. By
Henry C. Wright. Paper 50 cents, postage 4 cents.
Sexology as the Philosophy ~of Life: Implying Social Organization

and Government. By Mrs. B. 0. G. Willard. 483 pp. $2.00, postage 24 cents.
Syntagma. By Rev. Robert Taylor, author ot the Diegesis," "Devil's

Pulpit," "Astro.Theological Sermons," &c. $1.00. jostag~ 12 cents.
Sexual Physiology: A Scientific and Popular Exposition of the funda-

mental problems in Sociology. By H. T. TraIl, lii. D. $2.00, postage 24 cents.

Studies New and Old, of Ethical and Social Subjects. By Frances Power
Cobbe. $3.00, postage 30 cents.

Secrets of Bee-Keeping. By. K. P. Kidder. Cloth 75 cents, postage 8
cents; paper 50 cents, postage 4 cents.

Student's Manual of Medcal Electricity. An invaluable little
work of 191 pages. By Prot'. Win. White, M.. D. $200, postage 12 cents.

St. Paul. By Ernest Renan. $1.75, postage 20 cents.
Thomas Paine's Writings, Theologiofil and Miscellaneous. The most

complete edition ever published. Containing his "Age of Reason," and all his
writings on Theology, with many Miscellaneous and Political pieces. $2.00
postage 36 cents.

The Mental-Cure, Tilustrating the Influence of the Mind on the Body,
both in Health and Disease, and the Psychological Method of Treatment. By
Rev. W. F. Evans. $1.50, postage 20 cents.

The Gold-Hunter's Adventures; or, Life in Australia. By W.
H. Thomos, a Returned Australian. Illustrated by Champacy. $2,00, postage
20 cents.

The Bushrangers: A Yankee's Adventures during his Second Visit to
Australia. By W. H. Homes, author of "The Gold-Hunter's Adventures; or,
Life in Australia." Handsomely Illustrated. $2.00. postage 20 cents.

The Devil's Pulpit. By Rev. Robert Taylor. With a Sketch of the Au.
thorn's Life. Containing Sermons on the following subjects: The Star of Beth-
lehem: John the Baptist; Raising the Devil; The Temple; The Unjust Judge;
Virgo Paritura; St. Peter; Judas Iscariot Vindicated; St. Thomas, St. James
and St. John, the Sons of Thunder; The Crucifixion of Christ; The Cup of
Salvation; Lectures on Freemasonry, the Holy Ghost, St. Philip, St. Matthew,
the Redeemer. $2.00. postage 24 cents.
Ten Months in Brazil. By Capt. John Codman (" Riugbolt"). Illus-

trated. $1.50, postage 20 cents.
That Terrible Question; or, A Few Thoughts on Love and

Marriage. By Moses Hull. 10 cents, postage 2 cents.
Unwelcome Child; or, The Crime of an Undesigned and Un-

desired Maternity. By Henry C. Wright. Paper 35 cents, postage 4 cents.
Underhill on Mesmerism, with Criticisms on its Opposers. By Samuel

Underhill, M. D., L.L. D., late Professor of Chemistry, etc. $1.38, postage 12
cents.

Voices from the Spirit-World. By IBaac Post, Medium. $1.25,
postage 12 cents.

Voices of the Morning. A New Volume of Poems. By Belle Bush.
$1.25, postage 12 cents.

Volney's Ruins; or, Meditation on the Revolutions of Em-
pires. Translated under the immediate inspection of the author, from the
latest Paris edition, with his Notes and illustration. To which is added, The
Law of Nature. and a short Biographical Notice, by Count Daru. $1.00, postage
16 cents.

Vestiges of Creation. 75 cents, postage 12 cents.
What is Right? By Prof. William Denton. 10 cents, postage 2 cents..
What's O'Clock? 25 cents, postage 2 cents.
Woodman's Reply to Dwight. 25 cents, postage 4 cents.

SPIRITUAL AND REFORM BOOKS. 11

Wildfire Club. By Emma Hardinge. $1.25, postage 20 cents.
Woman and Her Era. By Mrs. Eliza W. larnham. Two Volumes

l2mo., nearly 800 pages. Plain muslin $3,00, postage free.
Woman who Dared. By Epes Sargent, author of "Planohette; or, The

Despair 44 Science." $1.50, postage 20 cents.
Why Not P A Book for Every Woman. By Dr. H. R. Storer. Cloth $1.00,

postage S cents; paper 50 cents, postage 4 cents.

OLIVER OPTIC'S WORKS FOR TJ4E YOUNG.

Each series in a neat box. So(d in sets or separately.

Famous "Boat-Club" Series. Six Volumes. Handsomely illustrated.
$1,25 per volume.

Riverdale Stories. Twelve Volumes. Profusely illustrated from new
designs by Billings. 45 cents per volume.

Starry Flag Series. Six Volumes. Illustrated. $1.25 per volume.
Soldier ~oy Series. Three Volumes. Illustrated. $1,50 per volume.
Sailor Boy Series. Three Volumes. Illustrated. $1.50 per volume.
The Way of the World. l2mo. $2,00.
Woodville Stories. Six Volumes, handsomely illustrated, each complete

in itself. $1.25 per volume.
Young America Abroad. A Library of Travel and Adventure in Foreign

Lands. l6mo., illustrated by Stevens, Perkins and others. Six Volumes. $1.50
per volume.
Fifteen per cent. extra for Postage on the above books required when sent by mail.

THEODOtiE PARKER'S WRITINGS.
Speeches, Addresses, and Occasional Sermons.. Three Volumes,

l2mo., cloth. $4.50, postage 60 cents.
Additional Speeches, Addresses, and Occasional Sermons.

Two Volumes, l2mo., cloth. $3.00, postage 40 cents.
Critical and Miscellaneous Writings. l2mo., cloth. $1.50, postage

20 cents.
~, Ten Sermons of Religion. l2mo.. cloth. $1.50, postage 20 cents.

The Two Christmas Celebrations. A. D, I. and MDCCCLV. A

Christmas Story. Cloth. 60 cents, postage 8 cents.

WORKS IN THE GERMAN LANGUAGE.

Arcana of Nature. Vol. I. By Hudson Tuttle. Paper. $2.50, postage
S cents.

Magic Staff. By A. 3. Davis. With Steel Portrait of Author. $3.50, post..
age 32 cents.

Reformer. By A. 3. Davis. Illustrated. $2.75, postage 28 cents.

LIBRARY ES FOR OHI LDREN'8 PROGRESSIVE LYCEUMS.

We will fill orders for any number of Books of our own publication, or any

others obtainable in the market, suitable for the Children's Lyceums, at a liberal
discount, and forward the same by mail or express, as those ordering direct.
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