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A SPIRIT SONG.

We are washed from the stains

Of these mountains and_plaius;
Weare clothed in a raiment of light»

In aChariot of Love

We are drawn by a dove, .
Which is Peace in its plumage of white.

GOVERNMENT HAJLL.

Remarks Concluded.

My friend, whose letter was published in the
last No. of the Chariot, thinks that if our car-
nal Government were abolished bigamy might
creep in as a spice in the new dispensation ;
and also says we have fines and penalties against
all sorts of immoralities and vices.

Bigamy is defined as ““ the crime of having
two wives at once.” Bigamy could not exist
by force any more than drunkenness or slave-
ry. It must be the free choice of both parties,
and if left to themselves the Bufferings caused
by transgression would cure the error or crime
more effectually than legal punishment. But
suppose bigamy did creep in. how much worse
would the condition of women be then, than
it is now under the present system of legalized
adultery under the marriage law, which robs
the wife of the right to her own body and
makes her a slave to the lusts of the husband ?
But do our laws shut out secret bigamy ?  Go
to Washington the Capital of the nation ; see
that long row of houses on one of the princi-
pal avenues of that city. Every house in that
long tow except one or two, is a house of ill-
fame patronized by members of Congress and
others called to that city on Government busi-
ne88__“ the congregated wisdom of the na-
tion’—the same kind of foolish wisdom which
that notorious libertine old king Solomon was
so much noted for. Those houses are visited
by more married men than unmarried. Can
there be a worse form of bigamy without law
than exists there ? and does this look as though
laws for all immoralities are of any force,
while the law makers of the nation can quiet-
ly and undisturbed, transgress thus under the
very nose of the highest, officers of the Govern-
ment? There are to-day in the city of New
York not less that twenty thousand fallen wo-
men who are visited as much by married as by
unmarried men, and a large number in all oth-
er large cities. Bigamy J Spice! Would this
matter be worse if there had never been any
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other Government than what the people would
have exerted over their children and each oth-
er by moral and spiritual influences? No. It
would not have been halfas bad if there never
had been a statute law in this nation. The
Government itself has been one of the great-
est, if not the very greatest of all causes of
this state of things. By robbing men of land
which was theirs by birthright, thousands and
millions have been driven to the ocean or to
cities to wear themselves out in procuring a
bare subsistence, or to be devoured by sharks.
The wars of the country have also destroyed
thousands and hundreds of thousands more.
The young women being thus deprived of com-
panions have sought employment in cities and
factories where thousands of them have been
lured down to infamy by libertines, so that we
may justly charge the land-grabbing govern-
ment with a large share of this licentiousness.
Had the land always been free as it should
have been, thousands of men who have been
buried in the ocean or died in foreign climes,
or slain in war, and thousands of females who
are now in houses of ill-fame, or have passed
through them to untimely graves, would now
be alive and virtuous, industrious cultivators
of the soil.

Near twenty years ago an aged member of
the society of r'riends who bad spent much of
his life in the city of New York, told me there
were then more than eighteen thousand fallen
women in that city, and their average term of
life after entering that course would not ex-
ceed five years, so that every five years there
were eighteen thousand new victims. He also
declared the larger portion came there from
the rural districts, through serving in citieB or
factories. Not a steam boat nor train of cars
leaves Maine that has not on board, more or
less young girls bound to cities or factories,
seeking employment, and not a car nor a boat
leaves on which there are not libertines whose
lecherous eyes read the countenances and
hearts of theBe inexperienced girk at a glance,
and | have heard of many who have been ru-
ined by libertines before reaching their place
of destination. More virtuous and worthy girls
cannot be found in the world, yet many of
them being young and inexperienced, having
been ever accustomed to the honest sincerity
of home and neighbors, and ignorant of the
baseness of a certain class of men, they too
easily fall a prey to destroyers. Many of them
are from poor families, and never had much
money nor fashionable clothing; and when

they begin to earn money are lured to spend
it for dress and ornaments. Then comes a
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stagnation in business, because labor has been
too cheap and manufacturing has in conse-
quence been overdone. The factories stop, and
many of the operatives being ashamed to re-
turn to their homes without money, are lured
off to the cities by both male and female run-
ners that are sent out from houses of ill-fame
for that purpose, and thus Government fur-
nishes new victims by robbing men of land and
driving them to the ends of the earth, leaving
the females a prey to the spoiler. 1 charge
Government in swelling the number of ruined
females in various ways, and with increasing
all other crimes, and challenge all its friends
and supporters to clear it from the charge if
they can. So much for the spice of bigamy
which prevails under the nose of the Govern-
ment and all its laws for the suppression of
immorality; and who that has common sense
can believe that so corrupt a state of things
would exist if there never had been any politi-
cal government or statute laws? The nation
has been trying to walk on crutches, has never
used its moral and spiritual legs ; it has had
its sham government and laws for one crutch,
and its sham religion for the other, and there
has been no salvation in either or both. The
people have been growing worse all the time.
Crimes that were formerly committed once in
an ago, and that occupied columns in a news
paper, and startled the whole nation, are now
of daily occurrence and scarcely excite sur-
prise, so corrupt has the nation become, and
so addicted to sin. Had the people never had
these crutches, the sham laws and sham reli-
gion to lean on,’they would have used their
moral and spiritual legs—would have felt the
necessity of doing justly, loving mercy and
walking humbly—also the necessity of train-
ing up their children in the practice of the
golden rule, and we should now have men with
sufficient moral and spiritual power to look
Binners into repentance, and the state of mor-
als would have been a hundred times better
than it is now, while people are trusting
in statute laws and quack divinity, while mor-
al and spiritual power sufficient to cleanse and
save the nation from all sins is lying dormant
within them. There is fire enough lying dor-
mant in one little bit of flint and of steel, or
in a lucifer match, to consume the world, or
all of it that is combustible ; and bo there is
power in the souls of men, if they will let it
come into action, to purify the world from ev-
ery sin, and he who says it is impossible for
us to live and prosper without political Gov-
ernment founded on fines and penalties, which
must be enforced by the sword, denies the pcrw-



er of man, calls Christ an impostor or fanatic,
and the gospel a failure, and is guilty of blas-
phemy when be pray8 for the dawn of the Mil-
lennium, for these are all as much opposed to
our government as holiness is to sin or heaven
is to that other place, for in nature they are
directly opposite and cannot exist together.

LADIES’ SALOON.

[For the Chariot.]
Another Plea for Erring Women.

I have been much pleased—highly gratified
in reading the communications of correspon-
dents in the Chariot. All of them contain
truths that are needed by the world, and which
if received and practiced, would be worth more
to the world than any amount of silver or gold.

But | wish now to call attention to the
“ Plea for Erring Women,” by Germaine, in
the last No. of the Chariot. That appeal
ought to be read by every woman in America,
and should go to the heart and excite to action
in behalf of a class of beings who 11 are more
sinned against than sinning.”

1 have long observed that when a young wo-
man makes a misstep, no matter how young or
inexperienced, how unprotected,or how strong-
ly tempted, her own sex are the first to con-
demn and the fiercest in their efforts to crowd
her down to ruin. She is despised, shunned,
calumniated as a thing 'accursed and beyond
redemption. No matter how deep her grief or
how sincere her penitence for the misstep,
there is no forgiveness for her in the bosoms
of her own sex except here and there one.
Though she begs in tears for an opportunity
to work for an honest living, and regain her
place in society by a virtuous life, she is spurn-
ed from the door, and in many cases the secret
guilt oi those who spurn her would be deeper
and blacker than her own if it were only
brought to the public view.

1 have had considerable acquaintance with
MrB. Grundy and a large circle of her asso-
ciates, and in my efforts to reform the erring

1 have .learned something of the history of er- |

ring females, and find that one very great dif-
ference between Mrs. Grundy and her friends,
aud many on whom they look down with con-
tempt is, that the latter “ have been found
ouf\ while the former have not.

The affected horror that females generally
espi‘'ess towards their erring sisters whom the
should labor to restore, is no proof of their
purity, for as Germaine says, “* while they de-
spise and shun them, they receive to their so-
C|et,\( and eveni ttieir caresses, the foul seducer

Lhix~Ultt;  Wer® Ifc Parity of spirit that
S dhnwem  h reC011 from a fallen woman,
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protect her from all evil, to elevate™ refine ex

alt, ennoble and strengthen her in nil th
pure and holy; whife 1t 1sTer £rov.nee to
confide in him, to look to him for nrrt™p “*
counsel and guidance. God, or Nature fixed
it thus but man has betrayed his holy trust
and instead of exalting her'to heavenly the
purity of his own life and the aid he should
ive her, be has_debased himselfand drags her
own to ruin.  The, pure, confiding lovt thE
she bestows on him in all sincerity, truth and
trust, he basely uses for her destruction. He
is the chief sinner ; yet while she is spurned
from society, he whose guilt is far greater is
courted and caressed
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Y the loss of these dear friends ?

In vain may Mrs. Grundy and her friends
pretend that it is their purity which leads
them to gather up their skirts so daintily and
tiptoe round an erring sister as though her
very shadow would contaminate them, so long
as they can receive to their drawing rooms and
parlors, and even in marriage, the base sedu-
cer. There is no purity in such people, if
there was, they would spurn the seducer from
their door as a wolf from the fold, while they
bound up and nursed the bleeding victim as a
lamb torn by the ravenous beast.

Think of the motherless girl but 15 years of
age going forth from the quiet rural district,
where she is pure and good, without having
had a single friend to teach or warn her, to
take up her abode and earn her own living
amid strangers and the temptations of the city
with no friend to guard, counsel or protect her.
Young, inexperienced, friendless, lonely, her
soul pining for companionship, innocent and
confiding. Is it any wonder that a few such
fall a prey to the practiced libertine? Rather
is it not a wonder that more are not ruined?
Then think of Mrs. Grundy and her friends,
who, with all their knowledge of society,
spurn-the victim from their back doors as she
asks for work or a cold crumb to save her from
deeper degradation, and then throw wide open
their parlors and their arms to the vile man
who wrought the ruin !  Oh no. Mrs. Grun-
dy and all ye Misses Grundys, who are guilty
of such enormities, tell it not that your affect-
ed horror for the fallen of your own sex, springs
from your purity, so long as you can counte-
nance the presence of the lustful betrayer. If

,you were yourselves innocent, pure and good,

you would have no fear of being injured by ef-
forts to save the fallen of your own sex, you
could clasp her hand to save, if the purity of
heaven were in you, as eagerly at least as you
now claBp .the hand of the more guilty and
polluted seducer.

Lena Herdna Hunter.

SITTING ROOM.

[Written for the Chariots]
Evening Thoughts. ? 7

Angels are with me to-night, filling my soul
with divinest melody till every chord of the
human harp vibrates to the touch of an invisi-
ble hand.

What'earthly joy could compensate me for
What earthly
love could fill the void if they should leave me ?
When oppressed with grief or burdened with
care, their gentle influences steal into my soul
like balm, raising me so far above the inbar-
monies of earth, that | rest in the arms of
those who will love and cheer me through all
life’s journey, and 1 would that all who doubt
the power of spirits to aid us might feel the

a‘- height and depth of this holy lore.

The past with its discipline looks now as 1
believe it will when 1 have laid off the mortal;
and in the fullness of my soul I can say,' |
thank God that through bitter chastenings He
has brought me to himself. Tnis quiet, so en-
chanting, reminds me of the sweet Sabbath
rest which is coming to our earth-weary souls,
when the blessed guide, called death, shall lead
us from all sorrowing and sinning, into that
beautiful world where the pure radiance of
God’s love will shine upon us in unclouded
brightness.

Then the jarring and discord that comes from

man a unchastened passions will forever cease,
and all will Btrive to live in harmony with the
teachings of the Divine Instructor.

And may God grant the time may come
when the inhabitants of earth shall no longer
hurt or destroy each other ; “ when the earth
shall be full of the knowledge of the Lord as
the waters cover the sea’'—when the wolf shall
dwe 1 with the lamb, and the leopard and the
lion shall lie down with the kid, and the ven-
omous serpent shall be powerless to harm the
little child. When this glorious time, so long
foretold, shall come, then will be no more wars,
for the beastB of prey will be subdued and
brought under the higher powers. Widows
and orphans and aged parents will not then
mourn the loss of their earthly support' slain
in battle, or pining and dying in loathsome
prisons ; and instead of rushing on to death
in defence of a torn and blood-stained battle-
flag,—the ensign of * Peace on earth, good
will to man” shall wave triumphantly over a
ransomed world.

Ye noble workers in the cause of human
progress, go on, aiming the arrows of truth
into the hearts of all false gods until they are
destroyed ;—go on breaking the chains which
bind the human soul, for they are no less gall-
ing than those that bind the fleBh, and teach
man, that however high his profession may
be, nothing but the pure principles of love and
peace will give him an entrance into the heav-
enly kingdom. Germaine.

PUBLIC HALL.

Another Good Time.

Having given notice for a meeting to be
held at ““.Round Pond,” Bristol, on the 17th
of Dec., 1 took passage on the 15th in. the
cars to Bath, and to my surprise found the
fare higher than it formerly was in the old
stage coach. And 1 would like here to ask
where a man cap, go or whatghe can; do with-
out feeling the blighting curse of thejate ter-*
rible war ? House rent, fuel, food, clothing—
in short, every necessary of life is from fifty
to three hundred per cent higher than befoie
the war, and the rich who make the laws, or
who influence those who make them, have con-
trived to fix things in a way to throw the bur-
den as heavily Oh the poor as on the richest.
Instead of taxing property to pay the expenses
of the war, making each man pay according to
what he is worth, they have put the tax main-
ly on the necessaries of life so that the poor
man with eight bodies to shelter, clothe, warm
and feed, it he lives equally as well,-, is taxed
twice as much as the rich man who has but
four to care for ! Why do the laboring class-
es, who are in the majority, permit the rich
to rule and ride them thus? Why not elect
men to office (if they persist in maintaining a
carnal government,) who will do. justice, and
make those who have the faculty of filching
from others, bear their full share of the public
expense ?

I had a very comfortable ride to Brunswick,
but the day was very cold, and while the cars
were stopping there to divide their passengers
and baggage with the two other roads, 1 ran
about the depot and street with the hope of
once more shaking bands with some relative or
friend, for 1 was once more in the village of
my native town ; but nearly all whom | saw
were strangers, the friends and acquaintances
of my youth having nearly all given place to
a new generation, or been so changed by time
that I could not recognize them. | entered the .
car for Bath chilled with cold, and there was
not fire enough to *“ thaw a sketer” four feet'
from the stove, and what little warmth there
was, was absorbed by a circle of men roundthe
fire, or the place where the fire should have



been. At Bath I sought in vain for a place to
warm my aching feet while the stage men were
selecting and loading the baggage.

Wonder how long it will be before we. shall
have-some Yankee invention that will-enable
us.to take a small house with us when we
travel  There seems to be great need of such
a contrivance. Look at -the chests, trunks, va-
lises, boxes, flower pots, banfl-boxes, carpet
bags! what a pile of them land no house to
piit them in ; and then if you are hungry you
must give from 50 cents to a dollar for a meal
that costs from one to two dimes. Blessings
on the man that will invent or discover Some
means by which travelers can take their Hous-
es with them, or else teach them to leave
part of their baggage behind, and make hotel
keepers reasonable in their charges.

Not finding fire enough to thaw my toes in
the Gentlemen's Room,.L ventured to poke my
nose into the Ladle's Department, butjust the
same there ; so | took to the open air, and tried
to warm myself by kicking and stamping. At
length the heavy baggage was arranged and
bound to the rack on the stern of the coaches,
and.then such a time, handing up and stowing
valises, box?s, packages, bales, bundlesand
parcels inside of the coach. They were stow-
ed under and piled onto the three seats, and
with eight of us humanities” including one fat
woman, were packed, squeezed and wedged in
among the ““ truck” as fast and safe as though
we had been in the old Puritanic stocks, that
in “ ye olden time, used to punish heretices,
witches and scolds for ye good of theire souls
and ye glory of God.”

I looked at the chap that stowed the bag-
gage inside, and said to myself, that is an hon-
est, faithful, trusty man, but if he is the one
to drive this heavy load over the rough roads
by night we shall all go to smash together, for
however worthy or faithful he may be in other
ipatters, stage driving is not his natural occu-

pation. So, when all was ready fora start T
put my head out of the open window in spite
of the wind and the cold, to see who was to
mount the box, for if 1 was about to have my
neck broken | wanted to know it-in season to
pencil a line or two, informing my friends that
1 had not changed in my faith, nor retracted
forty years’ testimony in the face of danger.
But when | saw the real Jehu mount the box,
the twinkle of his eye and the first sweep of
hia long whip told the whole story—he was
made for a Jehu, and my boneB were safe ; but
I was still shivering with cold, yet the coach
being well supplied with warm blankets and
buffalo robes, 1 soon become quite comfortable;
but another delay of ten or fifteen minutes oc-
curred, for the big ferry boat that was to take
the two four horse coaches and some half doz-
en single wagons over the Kennebec, was on
the..other side. At length we were across the
river and on our way over the rough, frozen
ground, the manner in which we were shaken
up and down too, and jolted was or should be
a caution to fat people to do up their coach
traveling before the ground freezes or delay it
till sleighing ; but lean people will find philoso-
phy in rough roads in cold weather. It shakes
them up and helps to keep them warm.
About ten miles shaking and jolting, and toss-
ing and rocking brought us to Wiscasset where
we warmed ourselves at a good .fire, and start-
ed again with fresh horses. Eight miles more
brought 'US™to Damariscotta, and before I was
out of the coach my good friend W. F. W.,
whom | had never before seen, and who had
by letter kindly offered to meet me, had me by
the*hand ; and a rifle of seven miles in his car-
riage took me to his father’s where | received
as much, kindness and attention as though 1

had been some great man. What a blessed
thing it is for one to find himself perfectly at
home among strangers,—at a hoi”c where he
can sit down and rest without being question-
ed, and pumped and urged and even fotced to
talk when inclined to be quiet. 1 wish every
body where | travel understood this. When |
go out to hold meetings in some places* people
plan work for me before 1 arrive, and when |
wish to sit down quietly and feel out the con-
dition of the people, |1 am .thronged with call-
ers who expect a clrtfe and tests, or a testimo-
ny of some kind in direct opposition to all my
best feelings, and which, if 1 complied with
their requests, would be like trampling a grow-
ing crop of good food under foot, instead of
waiting for it to ripen. If people were what
and where they should,, be,, in spirit, there
would be concert of action ; but while some
are so superficial that they have no spiritual
life in themselves, or no spiritual food in their
own store houses, but depend.on others for en-
joyment, they will always be planning to draw
out speakers before the right time ; and |1 am
sorry to be forced to believe that too many who
profess to be speakers and mediums- for Truth
‘are too easily drawn out.to gratify itching ears
and to feed with unripe food those who are too
indolent or ignorant to seek daily food for
themselves.

If people where | travel want circles or eve-
ning meetings before the one | have appointed,
let them have them, but not look to me, nor
yet flock around me in private, expecting to
draw me into conversation, for there are times
and seasons, seed time and, harvest and times
of rest with me, and | have often had to flee
to the woods, to be alone and still, and avoid
having what was silently ripening in my mind,
destroyed. These remarks are not intended to
drive people from me, but simply as a caution
for strangers not to plan Work for roe without
my knowledge, nor persist in trying to draw
me into conversation when they see that 1 am
inclined to.be silent.

With my friends, the W. family, there was
none of this planning nor pumping. It was
a quiet, pleasant home, and Saturday was to
me a day of rest which | had long needed,
having been constantly busy day and evening
till I was almost exhausted.

The Sabbath, so called, came and with ita
snow storm which prevented many from at-
tending the meeting. It sifted the people.
Those who had but little zeal or love for the
truth remained at home, while the earnest, in-
quiring minds turned out in the storm, and it
is well, perhaps, that it was stormy, for the
meeting house was almost full, and a more in-
telligent looking and attentive congregation |
have seldom met with. There were not only
Spiritualists, but some of all the prevailing
denominations in that region present, for the
people generally are less bigoted, more liberal
and inquiring than in many places. To roe it
was a good meeting. 1 spoke plain, practical
truths, as ability was given at the time, for
nothing is studied nor planned by me before-
hand. | find it my business when 1 enter a
meeting to present myself as an empty vessel,
putting aside all past experience, so that 1
may be baptised as it were into the condition
of the people, and utter What is given me at
the time, for | can not speak when and what
I might choose to. When the fountain closes
| cannot open it, and when it opens | cannot
close it, and must utter what is given. Atthe
close of the .forenoon meeting | stated to the
people that they could decide whether there
should be another that day. If it was their
choice that | should meet with them, and if |
had anything more bo say.to them they should

have it. They decided to meet again after an
intermission of one hour, and again the bouse
was filled and it was a good meeting to me,
and 1 think good seed was sown there and in-
quiries awakened that will have an effect on
many long after the I]Jand that writes this has
ceased from its labors.

1 received many invitations from new found
friends to visit them, and to hold meetings in
various.-places, but felt that the leaven in the
meal that day should have time to work some
first, and | had been so comfortable and quiet
with the.family of my friends W., that 1 re-
turned to spend another night with them, and
the next morning William brought me on my
way some miles, after which, called at a house
to inquire the way when the woman knew me,'
as strangers often do, and invited me to rest
and dine with them, but not being weary nor
hungry 1 thanked her for her kind feelings,
and traveled on. Came to a school house which
1 entered, and after talking to the pupils and
their young teacher, and distributing a few
papers left the house in tears, for the future
was opened to my view and in which I saw the
end. of some of the youths that | had been ad-
dressing. After walking some distance called
at another house to ascertain if 1 was in the
right road, and here the people knew me and
invited me in to see a sick daughter. They
were subscribers to my paper, and consequent-
ly prepared to listen gladly to the words that
| felt to speak. On coming out of the house
found the boy had made ready the horse for
his father to help me on my way a mile or two
and pointed out the house at which | must call
to get a passage over the water to Hodgdon’s
mills in the town of Boothbay. This like
“ Bound Pond,” is a commercial village, and
a place for building vessels. There were half
a score of vessels or keels just laid and frames
going up. Found a good home for the night
with C. Hi, the father of the village near 80
years of age, who has been one of the mostin-
dustrious, hard-working ship builders in-the
State. He seemed so much like a father to
me that 1 requested and obtained his picture'
which I shall place first in my Album if | am
ever fortunate enough to own one.

In the morning, though it waB snowing fast,
gave notice for an evening meeting, which will
be remembered by me-if not by others, as long
as the mind retains recollections of the past.
There was a good deal of religious error and
sectarian rubbish to be removed, but at length
the waters of love and spiritual life gushed forth
and spread over the meeting. Oh, that | had
language to describe the scene as it appeared
to me. It seemed as though scores of those
who had been lost on the ocean or died in for-
eign climes, had returned to hover about their
friends, and their presence seemed to me quite
as real as the presence of those still in human
bodies. I could feel their influence all joyous
beyond expression, in having one to stand up
before their friends declaring that the king-
dom of heaven has come to earth, and that
those whose bodies are Vuried in the ocean or
io foreign lands, return in spirit to the homes
and friends that they love. That meeting was
no other than the House of God and the gates
of Heaven to my soul.

My good father Hodgdon kindly gave me my
board though | had called at his house for
lodgings as a stranger without making myself
known, and insisted on paying my stage fare
to Wiscasset. And the people at all three of
the meetings 1 have named very kindly con-
tributed sufficient to cover my expenses, leav-
ing a small sum to be spent in missionary la-
bors in dark places that are not yet prepared,
to sustain the preaching of anything better



than the gunspel ; and the various traditions
and errors of the popular creeds. At 4 o’clock
on Wednesday morning, took passage in the
stage to Bath, and thence by cars to Bruns-
wick, where | hired a ball, and gave notice for
a meeting on the Sabbath, and spent,a part of
the week with five families of relatives in as
many dwellings on what was once the home-
stead of my father. Looked at the spot where
1 was born ; thought of the changes I had liv-
ed to see, and was happy at the thought of the
glad meeting when all arrive in the Sunny
Land where separation and death are never
known—where the loved and the loving shall
meet to realize all the fond hopes and holy as-
pirations of their souls.

Sunday 24th, went to Brunswick village,
obtained the key of the Hall after waiting from
10 to 1 o’clock for it, and built a fire. It
was very stormy, and the meeting was small,
but there was present a clasB of good minds
and seed was sown there that will not be lost.
The truths spoken were most of them new to
nearly all, for priest craft in that village has
buried the teachings of Christ so deep in sec-
tarian error and rubbish that but few have ev-
er seen or heard it, so when it is brought to
light it appears new and strange, and many do
not know what to make of it.

Was invited home by several friends, and
went with one whom 1 had never before visit-
ed, and was treated kindly and permitted to
rest. The next day returned home after an ab-
sence of nine days, and this is but an outline
of the journey.

Another Journey.

Having remained at home onI?/ two days |
took the cars for Kendall's Mills, Fairfield,
spent the night at Hogan's Hotel where | found
a comfortable home—a warm room, good food
ﬁlenty of it neatly prepared. | seldom say
much about food, for | eat to live instead of
living to eat, and am not very particular, but,
did think that if John Neal had been at the ta-
ble with all his fastidiousness, and after scold-
ing so hard over his dinner at Fort Popham,
the Crawford House and other places, he would
have had nog’lUst cause to grumble over the nice
trout and other food on Hogan's table, and even
Bro. Moses of the Skowhegan Clarion (though
his patrons have fed him on big squashes, pump-
kins, fat surloins, &c., until he can eat an enor-
mous platter full,) would have had a hard job to
clear all the plates. In the morning I engaged
a Hall and gave notice for meetings on the
Sabbath, the last day of the year, and then
walked seven miles t0 visit some good friends,
one of whom, ajewel of a friend, was sick nigh
unto death; and though a reader of this wick-
ed paper, as many call it, seemed much better
prepared in spirit, to live or to die than any
professed minister that | have ever seen on a
sick bed. It was pleasant to see one when so
sick in such apatient, quiet, loving frame of
mind. The meetings on the Sabbath were
heavy, laborious seasons on account of the idols
and errors the people had been trained to be-
heve in and worship. It was much like going
through a heathen pagoda, smashing the ‘idols
and Godless shrines that people had been taught
to worship instead of the true God who is Love
»When pointing out errors, contradictions,
&&., in the Bible, to show that it was not all
written by inspiration, and to take from the
people what they call divine authority for sin-
ning, one or two fled as from a blasphemer and
the majority stared at me as though they knew
not whether to flee or to remain ; but after lis-
tening awhile, | felt that a candid congregation
was before me, and though nearly all that was
spoken was new to the most of them, | believe
that at the close of the meeting nearly all pres-
ent had a witness in themselves that they had
heard the truth.
On the first day of the new year came to
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and

JWaterville, and engaged the Town Hall for a

meeting to-morrow evening, and now must
spend the afternoon in posting notices up and
own the streets. i
the old foggy sectarian class, where ministers
are manufactured, and this fact alone is suffi-
cient to indicate to those who are in the light
and life, that the sanctuaries are devoted more
to forms, ceremonies, popularity, fashion, pride
and folly than to vital Godliness.
[To be continued.]

CORRESPONDENTS ROOM.

| feel like giving my readers a specimen of
the letters that are constantly coming to hand.

Dansville, 18 Dec., 1865.
Bro. Jeremiah—I received your package
of the whole numbers of the Chariot of Love
for which | thank you most sincerely. | am not
satisfied with one or more reading of them. |
read and re-read them. Really they are after
my own heart. They are much after the pre-
cepts of my good old Quaker Father who is
dead and gone. 1 have forgotten the amount
you wanted, but they are worth money any
how, but it is hard lo get folks to read them. |
have this day lent the first four Nos., with a
romise of good use. | intend to have them
ound.
Your friend,

Mount Lebanon, Dec. 31,1865.

J. Hacker—My old Friend: “_A_hacf)py new
year to you.” Work away while it is day; the
uight of death—to the old year—is at hand, af-
ter which no more can ever be done in it or for
it. In one of?{'ou\;\})apers you mentioned that a
little book of H. Wright's was in print again—
“A Kiss for aBlow.” | have lost the paper
and forgot the price; but | have not forgotten
that man Kears ago | circulated that little
book, and that it did a great amount of good,
and that I have not been able to find a copy
since even in New York. | want four copies;
how shall I do, not knowing the price? | will
enclose the money for them and the Chariot.

I think your views of war, and of “ the war,”
as near correct as those of any writer upon the
subject. ] ) .

A company of little girls came in to see me
this morning, and among other songs the enclos-
ed copy was sung very prettily. Each one made
a promise to leave off some fault and to supply
its place with a virtue the ensuing year.

Peace be with you as a worker of righteous-
ness, friend Hacker.

Your Friend,

Wm. Spaulding.

F. W. Evans.

Remarks—Thanks, friend E., for your kind
remembrance; but why spur a free horse? Am
I not working as fast as I can? On the day
your letter was dated | was a long distance from
home, and the first time | wrote the date of the
new year was on a notice for a meeting ; and
speaking, writing and traveling have kept me
weary for a long time past. Were you to fol-
low in my footsteps the last two years, me
thinks you would say “ stop and rest,” instead
of “ work away.”

The books will be sent by mail or Express,
as may be least expensive. The price is fifty
cents, and I will send a copy post paid to all
that order it with the price enclosed. Every
child should have it, and most of the children
of a larger growth would be greatly benefitted
by reading it and imbibing its spirit of Love.

My views on war | reeeived as | believe, from
aDivine Teacher, when at work alone in afield
at eighteen years of age, and they have given
me so much pleasure | would rejoice to see all
®en receive and practice them.

There is a college here of your own benefit.

Chester, Jan. 7.1866.
Friend Hacker—You will find enclosed
one five dollar bill. You will please use it for
I have not yet got any new
subscribers, perhaps have not tried hard enough,
but will try again. 1 should like to get many
S0 as to get a start ahead, or have the paper
once in two weeks. Such a paper I should like

to have often.
Your well wisher in the Truth,
J. Beaee.

Remarks.—I can only return my sincere
thanks for this gift, and take courage. Ispend
but very little for my own benefit. Am at work
for the world—Ilive in the most economical way
—in a way that I would not live if caring only
for myself. Nearly all 1 get goes to sustain the
paper and to pay expenses where | feel it my
duty to travel and hold meetings. A thousand
thanks, my friend, for this tangible proof of
your kindness. Many say to me “ Go on,” but
this gift helps me to go on.

Clark County, Missouri, Jan. 1, 1866.
Mr. Hacker—I saw one of your little pa-
ﬁers and am delighted to find one on earth who
as the nerve to stand out for the truth. I wish
to view every thing in its true light. | think
you have embarked in a glorious cause, and |
wish to assist in putting the ball in motion and
keep it rolling.
Please find one dollar and twenty-five cents,
the subscription ﬁrlce for twenty-six numbers.
Yours in search of Light and vVisdom.
V. F. Hirn.

A Request.—Please show the paper to oth-
ers. There are thousands more who, like your-
self, would be delighted to see and subscribe for
the Chariot.

Louisville, Ky., Jan. 4, 1866.
Friend Hacker—The enclosed I clipped
from the New York Ledger, and it occurred to
me at the time | read it, that I had seldom, if
ever, 6een so much truth from so Ipo ular a
source; and, as a reader of your valuable pa-
per, 1 thought, perhaps, you too would read it
with interest.
Y ours for the Truth. J V.G.

Stones for Bread.

I sometimes wish that clergymen would stu-
d¥ human nature more, and their libraries less.
IT they would less often try to unravel some
double-twisted theological knot, which, if pulled
out straight, would never carry one drop of
balm to a suffering fellow-being, or teach him
how to bear bravely and patiently the trials,
under which soul and body are ready to faint.
If, looking into some yearning face before them
on a Sun a}y, they would preach onlglto its wist-
ful asking for spiritual help, in words easy to be
understood—in heart tones not to be mistaken
—how different would Sunday seem, to many
women, at least, whose heart-aches, and un-
shared burdens, none but their Maker knows.
“ Heavy laden!” Let our clergymen never for-
get that phrase in their abstruse examination
of text and context. Let them not forget that
as Lazarus watched for the falling crumbs from
Dives' table, so some poor harassed soul before
them may be sitting with expectant ear, for the
hopeful words that shall give courage to shoul-
der again the weary burthen. | sometimes won-
der, were I a clergyman, could I preach in this
way to noddm?( plumes, and flashing jewels,
and rustling silks? Would not my very soul
be paralyzed within me, as theirs seems to be?
And then | wish-that nobody could own a vel-
vet cushioned pew inschurch; that the doors of
all churches were open to every man and wo-
man, in whatsoever garb they might chance to
wear in passing, and not parcelled and divided
off for the reception of certain classes, and the
exclusion (for it amounts to that) of those who



most need spiritual help aud teaching. You tell
me that there are places provided for such peo-
ple. So there are cars for colored people to
ride in. My Christianity, if | have any, builds
up no such walls of separation. How often have
| seen a face loitering at a church threshold,
listening to the swelling notes of the organ, and
longing to go in, were it not for the wide social
gulf between itself and those who assembled—I
will not say worshipped—there. And | know
if that clergyman, Inside that church, spoke as
his Master spake when on earth, that he would
soon preach to empty walls. They want husks;
they pay handsomely for husks, and they get
them, | say in my vexation, as the door swings
on its hinges in some poor creature’s face, and
he wanders forth to struggle unaided as best he
may with a poor man’s temptations. Our Ro-
man Catholic brethren are wiser. Their creed
is not my creed, save this part of it “ That
the rich and the poor meet together, and the
Lord is the Maker of them all.” | often go
there to see it. 1 am glad when the poor serv-
ant drops on her knees in the aisle, and makes
the sign of the cross, that nobody bids her rise,
to make way for a silken robe that may be wait-
ing behind: her. 1 am glad the mother of many
little children may drop in for a brief moment,
before the altar, to recognize her spiritual needs,
and then pass out to the cares she may not lon-
ger lose sight of | do not believe as they do,
ut it gladdens my heart all the same that one
man is as good as his neighbor at least there—
before God. | breathe freer at the thought. |
can sit in a corner and watch them pass in and
out, and rejoice that every one, how humble
soever, feels that he or she is that church, just
as much as the richest foreigner from the ca-
thedrals of the old world, whom they may jos-
tle in passing out. Said one poor girl to me—
“ 1 don’t care what happens to me, or how hard
I work through the week, if I can get away to
my Sunday mass.” She was a woman, to be
sure, and women, high and low, have more spir-
ituality than men. They can’t do without their
church—sometimes, | am sorry to say, not even
with it; for, as the same servant solemnly and
truthfully remarked to me, “ Even then the
Devil is sometimes too strong for 'em1”
Fanny Fern.

Remarks—Fanny Fern always says some-
thing sensible when she writes, and for that ve-
ry reason is not so popular as some of her rela-
tives, though doing a hundred times as much
good. What she here says of ministers and
churches will apply to nearly all of them; but
then it will only open the eyes of earnest truth-
seekers. The clergy and the churches will not
receive it. Ministers like rumsellers will stick
to their trade as long as they can have custom-
ers, and they will have customers until people
are hungry enough to ask for bread instead of
amusing themselves with stones as children do
with marbles.

Lacona, lowa, Christmas Day,

Friend Hacker .—To-day has been warm
and pleasant. We have just dined on turkey
and wish you had been here to partake with us
and give us a sermon; but you must give us
one in the Chariot.

You wiil find a Christmas gift of $2 enclosed.
Please send me your picture as a New Years'
gift. 1 will make a proposition to the readers
of the Chariot, to send you ten cents to pay
postage on letters to the poor. Come, Broth-
ers and Sisters, send in your dimes. In giving
to the poor, you lend to the Lord, so the minis-
ters sag. Yours with respect. S W

Remarks.—This is encouraging after a long,
hard run, made harder by the lack of means,
and such friends will receive my sincere thanks
tor their kind wishes and the gifts that enable
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.good work of humanity.

me to keep the paper going, for had it not been
for such gifts it must have stopped long ago.
If many who are alone in their belief in the
truth and pining for company, would spend a
trifle for extra copies to circulate among the
candid inquirers after truth, they might soon
have the company of others of like belief—Let
them try it.

. Spring Hill, 111., Dec. 22, 1865.
Friend Hacker—Please send the Chariot
to my address. Inclosed is $1.25. The Char-
iot is a little thing but it carries big thunder.
Yours,

Parkersburg, West Va,, Oct. 1, 1865.
Bro. Hacker:—The July Number of your
“ Chariot” has found its way out among these
“ everlasting hills,” and it pleases me so well
that I want a “ few more of the same sort.”
Please send for the enclosed fifty cents, one
of your odd volumes of the “Pleasure Boat,”
and balance in late Nos. of “ Chariot.”
Yours for Progress. N.

Sent as ordered.

Nero Rochelle, 12th mo., 23d, 1865.
Esteemed Friend —As we are not certain
when our subscription to the *“Chariot” ex-
pires,—in order to be on the safe side, we send
enclosed two dollars for the ensuing year. The
overplus, if any there be, thee can make use of
as thee may choose.
Very cordially and truly thy friends.
I.C. &M. W. C.

Hibernia, Dec. 24, 1865.
Friend Hacker—I should like to know
whether you are running the “ Boat” now. If
you are, | should like to have it, as | came
across one of your papers printed in 1859, and
think | should like to read them. If you will
let me know I will send Kou the money for a

year. | will ehclose in this a stamp.
E. Lawrence.

Woodstock Valley, Dec, 1865.

Friend Hacker—I am with you in the
I pity all'persons in
mental slavery, whose minds must be as barren
as the wide waste of the desert. What an idea
is that which damns to all eternity all who can-
not adopt the peculiar views of the religious
sects who believe in total depravity, and be-
come righteous by borrowing salvation from an
innocent ]Person.

What if some State Legislature should pass
an act that all thieves, liars and other criminals
of every class should have a full pardon on con-
dition of belief on some good, innocent man
who would offer himself to suffer the highest
penalty due to their crimes? It would be a
parallel to their wonderful theology. But how
much better itis to be kind, tender hearted,
for_(lglw_ng each other in love {and overcoming
evil with good. I must close, as | cannot give
you any new light on this matter. If you ever
come into this part of the world let me know
it, so | can see you, or come and stop with me
and 1 will have an opportunity made for you to
speak. Yours truly. . B.

Remarks—Yes, it is a singular idea that
men may be thieves, liars, robbers or assassins
all their lives—live with their souls steeped in
sin all their days, and then by a little sniffling
and the prayers of a priest, be entitled a full
discharge from their sins, shifting their burdens
of guilt upon the innocent who lived without
guile. Such a doctrine gives people license to
sin; but they will find their mistake in theend,
for they must either here in time or in eternity
review every known wrong they have commit-
ted here in life, weep over it with godly sorrow,
and confess and forsake 1% and make reparation

as far as in their power, before they can be hap-
py. Were this great truth generally preached
or known, instead of the above error, some at
least would be careful about wronging their fel-
low men. But so long as the people are taught
by those whom they regard as the highest au-
thority, that they may cheat, and rob and grind
the face of the poor and pamper their lusts,
and then step into heaven, leaving all their sins
to be atoned for by some one else—so long | say
as they are thus erroneously taught, we may
expect to see crime and iniquity abound.

Truth never dies—We often receive let-
ters like the following, from persons who have
just fallen in with an old copy of the Boat, or
who read a single copy from five to twenty
years ago, and whose minds have just traveled
up to what they read then, but thought but lit-
tle of at the time.

A friend remarked to me the other day, that
where files of the Boat were preserved they
were read now more than when first published,
because when published they Were in advance
of the people who are now traveling up neater
to them and are beginning to understand
them. He also remarked that the Chariot is In
advance of the age, and will be much better
Understood and appreciated twenty or fifty
years hence than now, and therefore ought to
be bound and preserved for the future genera-
tion. But here is the letter referred to.

Fairfield, lowa, Dec. 16, 1865.

Friend Hacker :—Your name and welfare
is called to mind this morning by the perusal
ofan old Pleasure Boat which happened to turn
up. Feeling myself in debt to you for your
plain way of telling the truth, which is usu-
ally so carefully kept hid, 1 want to tell you
so. And | wish to inquire if you have given
over laboring for ““ Truth against error?” 1
feel that you have not. At any rate the plain
sensible words you have written in times gone
by, are still working, and I trust will continue
to work, and renew minds to the perception of
beauty and to warm hearts into life. While
1 am warmed with these the inquiry arises in
my mind whether you have the means of per-
sonal comfort in your old age—or whether you
are left without a place to lay your head after
so boldly and earnestly fighting for humanity
and truth? In either case it would be a great
pleasure to receive a line from your hand
and to contribute to yoOr comfort, if any con-
tribution is needed in your declining years.
For to allow you to want for any comfort in
your days of helplessness, should you have
such, would certainly be a reproach to all you
have helped. Hoping that if this reaches you
I may at least receive a short line from you, 1
remain

Your friend. W. L.

Dartmouth, 12th mo., 1865.

Friend Hacker:—As we have been taught
to receive as truth, doctrine that is founded on
some passage er portion of the Scriptures, Bi-
ble or Word of God, as some call it. 1 would
like to have your opinion through the u Char-
iot,” of the passage found in Luke» commenc-
ing with the nineteenth veTse of the sixteenth
chapter, and continuing to the end of the

chapter. Is this a parable, or is it a narra-»
tion of what did actually take place? If a
parable, what was it intended to teach? Ifit

was reality, are we not to believe In the doc*



trine of a hell where wicked persons are tor-
mented, and a place of rest where the good go
after death ?
Yours, in search of Truth.
H. 8. G.

Reply.—I do net pretend to understand all
that is written in the Bible. When | read a
passage which, if reduced to practice, will
make men wiser or better and consequently
happier, | receive it aB true and try to practice’
it. When | read that which, if practiced,
will make people worse, more selfish and wick-
ed, unloving and unhappy, | reject it as erro-
neous, fpr it is a positive fact that there are
many errors in the Bible—many things abso-
lutely pernicious. When | read a passage that
I cannot understand, or am not certain of its
meaning, | wait for further light instead of
trying to study a meaning for it which may
be erroneous. The passage referred to above
is one of this class. | am not sure what its
meaning is, yet am willing to give my simple
thoughts on the subject, without pretending
that they are correct, and let them go for just
what they are worth.

It appears that those to whom it was spok-
en had a very common tradition or belief that
there was a place of happiness for the right-
eous and a place of torment for the wicked af-
ter death, and that Jesus made use of this tra-
dition or belief, to illustrate to his hearers the
condition of the Jews and the Gentiles here on
earth. The Jews he compared to the rich man.
They claimed Jo be the chosen people of God
to whom all hiB promises were made, and in
that sense were like the rich man living in lux-
ury, while the Gentiles to whom no promise
was given, were compared to the poor man at
the rich man’s gate, and were ready to receive
the least crumb or promise from God that
might fall-from the Jews’ table.

The times were to change—the Jews were
rejecting Christ and he was about to turn from
them, and offer the gospel to the Gentiles, and
then the Jews were to be like the rich man in
torment, and the Gentiles like the poor man
in Abraham’s bosom. They were to receive
all the blessings promised to Abraham and his
seed which the Jews were rejecting. There

are numerous passages showing that when the
Jews rejected Christ, the blessings promised
them were to be given to the Gentiles, and it
appears to me this was what Christ was ex-
ditionDS t0 tbem’  the USG °f a P°Pular tra-

Jfarion, Grant Co., Ind., Nov. 27 1865

Dbar Brother Itis with pleasure that |
seat myselfto inform you of the arrival of the
Chariot in due time. " | glean from its truth-
ful pages moi'e sound logic and matter of facts
than aﬂl theéelf-rit%hteous apers | ever read
“Would to God” there were a few more ultra
reformers in this fallen nation than there are.
Then there would be no more wars, no more
chastfeements, no more splits in the popular
churches, but one great reform church in each
township would do the thing up abdut right.
Ntfw, Bro. Hacker, | have said as much as pos-
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sible in as few words as possible, on this sub-
ject; 1 could say two or three times as much
but have not the time nor space.

Yours for Reform, esley Small.

The above is a specimen of some hundreds of
letters received within the last year. Wish
there were enough such to sustain the paper.

WOMAN'’S SALOON.

[For the Chariot,]
The Weaker Vessels.

BY MARY I. P. CUMMINGS.

Sometime sinee | read an editorial in a Bos-
ton paper which moved me to replyowing to
its tone of disparagement of women. For the
matter of that, though, one can hardly read one
page of a paper, whether literary or a newspa-

per, without coming across one or more of these
mean thrusts upon woman. But to the article
in question. In referring to the many well-
conducted hospitals for lunatics and people in-
sane, the editor makes mention of one man con-
fined in the McLeod Asylum who was driven
there hopelessly insane from three years' gab-
ble from his wife concerning a bonnet. Sim-
ple cause!—profound effect! testifying to the
vaunted strength of the male intellect. There
followed, of course, after the above quotation,
a masterly explosion upon the weakness of wo-
man's mind. Vain sophistry! He furnished
weapons for the destruction of his own argu-
ment. Were women’s minds really no stronger
than men’s, there would need to be seven story
hospitals atx every corner for women driven
hopelessly insane by their husbands, whose
windy, political blasts, extreme self-conceit, bad
rum and tobacco are as much worse than inno-
cent gabble about a bonnet as can well be im-
agined.

Woman is eternally called the ““weaker ves-
sel.” Wherefore ? Let her be weak and fee-
ble as she maK, yet in the pangs and cares of
mother-hood, she shows herself a giant. As for
her mind, with what heroic and God-like pa-
tience she bears cruelty and neglect, suffering
untimely death, at last, through her martyr-
like patience to the duties and cares imposed
upon herself. There are women in this town

oing halffed and half starved, the victims of

runken beasts, and above all, remaining true
to their woman-hood through all coldness, neg-
lect and abuse, never once thinking to leave
their children. There is strength of mind for
you, which, opposed to the eloquence of ora-
tors, the talents of statesmen, the genius of
sculptors or the stirring intellects of so-called
divines, sinks their power into nothingness.

Gabble concerning a bonnet |'!  Sometimes
I think it would be as well for them, if women
were the weak things which they are called,
they are so fettered and bound by circumstan-
ces and customs and the weak prejudices of the
great, maligning world. Give woman every ad-
vantage possible, and she yet labors undg/r SO

reat disadvantages that she naturallil] doubts
the justice that has appointed to her the great
and torturing suffering that follows upon the
replenishing of the human race. What is her
recompense for this? | ask the question in
bitterness of spirit, feeling for all woman kind.
If she asRires to be anything beyond a house-
drudge, she has everything to combat; for, mind
it where you will, the children of the rich and
arrogant have their unborn brains so penetrat-
ed by sloth and indolent luxury, that when
born into existence, under circumstances to fos-
ter, beautify and improve their intellects, they
are naturally led to care nothlnﬁ for anything-
beyond fashion and folly. 1t follows, then, for
us-, who would be mothers to a better race of
beings, to improve ourselves under all difficult
ties, that we may console ourselves under the
trials, pains and anguish of our unappreciated

lives, that there shall sound for us sornewhere a
“ Well done good and faithful servant.”

Remarks.—The Rev. Dr. Paul of Tarsus,
who, with all his good qualities, sayings and
doings, Was in some respects more like an or-
thodox priest of the modern school than a
gospel minister, declared it was a shame for a
woman to speak in a church—that he suffered
not a woman to speak in church, &c., and
from that time to the present women have been
classed by men with minors and idiots—have
been shut out of nearly every lucrative occu-
pation and employment, and told that her
proper sphere was to preside over pots, kettles,

wash tubs, cradles and babies. When weary
of these she fled to the church, hoping to sat-
isfy her hungry soul with the bread and wa-
ters of life, and finding only the husks and
chaff of theology there, she turned her .nind
to dresB, to amuse it and drown the cravings
for higher food that she had sought in vain.

And now comes the rant of editors and oth-
er shallow pates, who cannot trace effect to
cause in the simplest affairs of life, about wo-
men’s pride and extravagance in dress! The
editor who spent his last evening and a dollar
at the theatre or some other demoralizing
place, after swallowing his morning glass
which cost him a shilling, lighted a shilling
cigar, perches himself in bis editorial chair,
and while the smoke circles through and
around his soft brains, pens an article on the
extravagance of women and their gabble about
bonnets.

How much better it would be for such men
to regard women as their sisters and their
equals, labor to purify and fit themselves to
treat them as sistersj open to them-all the
avenues .of learning, trade, &c., and aim to
elevate them and thus give them something
better than dress to occupy their time and tal-
ents." We contend that men are to blame
about their extravagant habits of dress and
have no good reason to complain until women
are made-their equals in all things that they
are capable or can render themselves capable
of performing.

I have known many women who were made
insane, and many others who were consigned
to early graves by having unwelcome children
forced upon them by worse than brutal men
full of tobacco smoke and bad whiskey, but ho
editor mentions this, notwithstanding it is a
thousand times more criminal than gabble
about a bonnet«

We hope sister Cummings and others like
her, will be faithful in the discharge of their
duty, being ever assured that, though Sheered
at now as strong-minded women, they will
eventually be regarded as the liberators and
elevators of their sex, and honored as such
when the names of those who now sneer at
them are forgotten.

CHILDREN’S ROOM.

Ridgfield, Dec. 29, 1865.

Dear .Mr. Hacker:—I received your letter
and picture for which 1 thank you very much.
I did not expect you would write me such a
long private letter, and it was an agreeable
surprise. | dont’t think 1 shall put your pic-
ture in the garret, but give'lt a conspicuous
place in my Album. | read- Ada’s and Mat-
tie's letters, and am glad they are going to
ride in the Chariot every time. | will try and
get a neat beside them. That is if Mr. Hack-



er don’t get tired of so many little folks. We
play sixty up to our Bchool just as Ada does.
But we have the most fun in winter sliding on
the ice and down hill on our sleds. | wonder
if Ada and Hattie like to slide on the ice. |
am going to learn how to skate. 1 don’t see
why girls shouldn’t run and play out doois,
and et good, wholesome exercise as well as
boys8.
+ In the morning I have to help Ma do up the
work, and in the afternoon I can play. Inthe
long winter’s evenings we knit and sew. We
have.not had much snow this winter, and
I am afraid we won't have any sleigh rides.

Old Santa Claus has just been making his
rounds, and filling little folks' stockings. |
used to think he was some strange old man
that rode around after children were asleep
and filled their stockings with candy and toys,
but now 1 know it is Pa and Ma.

But I am writing too much, so I will close
by wishing you a happy “ New Year.”

Pa and Ma join with me in sending good
wishes. Your friend, Winnie Simmons.

Rensselaervzlie, Sunday, Dec. 16,1865.

Friend Hacker:—1 thought | would write
after other girls had written, and now | guess
they have. | go to school now every day and
like to go. We are carried to school, my sis-
terJSmma goes with me. We have a very good
school and lots of fun, and all trying to learn
as fast as we can. We have fine weather, rath-
er cold, no snow yet.

1 am very much pleased with the letters that
I read in the Chariot, from the girls. 1 wish
I could write-as interesting as they do, and if
I try hard to improve perhaps | shall some
time. 1 expect Christmas along, and shall
have merry times. | hope all the girls in the
Chariot will have a merry Chrircmas and a
happy new year too. Santa Claus will have
a large heart and a bountiful store for little
folks this year. 1 expect to spend Christmas
with my Grand Parents. My Grand Pa is in
his 83ra year—is as spry and active as a lad.
My Grand Ma 78. They are well and strong
for people of their age. They have 33 grand-
children and have lively times when we all get
there ; we make the house ring. Now I'll close
by wishing you a merry Christmas and a hap-
py New Year. Mattie Winans.

Unity, Me., Dec.j2, 1865.

Dear Uncle :—As you have once and unex-
pectedly put me on board the Chariot and |
did not fall off, I think I will try it the sec-
ond time, for I want to go and talk to some of
my relatives. First 1 want to go and see my
Brother Joda. Come, Joda, | want you to
take passage in the Chariot with your little
sisters, and then you won’t join the horrid ar-
my that makes so many little ones orphans,
and made Mother and me cry so about every
tikne .wegot a letter. And Nonny, 1 wan't
you to come and teach the boys and girlB not
to kill the pretty little birds and squirrels, for
Mother said you never Killed a bird in your
life. And cousin Jeff, 1 wantyou to tell those
how they can get an education and grow up to
be great and good men and women, whose
mothers die when they are little boys and girls.
PerhapB you will get a little scolding, for our
uncle Hacker does not like lawyers, but I will
be there to make a plea for you, so come ; you
have been an Editor and know how to write
for the paper.

And uncle Roby and Sewell, put Ellie and
Hattie oh board with me for then we can meet
often, and learn to be good girls. How I wish
they could see uncle H. with his long, white
heard and silvery hair. And then there is
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Judge Nash, how | wish he would put those| All instrumental music is nothing but wind—

little children on board that he has bo Kkindly
and generously adopted.

You said, Dear Uncle, if | were there | could
be of great service to you to fold papers. Now
if 1 was a little orphan, or had not'good pa-
rents, how quick 1 would hasten to Portland.
I would fold your papers, get your slippers,
run to the office for you, and make myself so
useful that- you would think you could not
keep house without me. Which of all the lit-
tle girls that write to you will you let come
and live with you, and pick up your fallen
cane when you have done all the good you can,
to all the little girls you can? Perhaps you
will let us all come by turns when you are a
very old gentleman. Oh, how | wish my spir-
it Brother and Sister would give us a piece of
poetry through the Chariot, and then all us
little girls would repeat it at seven o’clock on
Christmas eve. Would not that be a nice
meeting ? Abbie Ellie Hussey.

Remarks.—Your letter is rather long, but
as you have been waiting a month, we give it
all. Some people are always behind hand,
and your tardiness should be a lesson to you
in all time—teaching you to do everything in
season. If you were going to California and
had to wait in New York a whole month, just
for being one hour too late, you would be very
sorry. Learn always to b on hand in season.
1 have traveled a hundred miles to a meeting
and got there before those who came only one
mile. Which ofthe girls would I have to pick
up my cane? | do not expect any one to do
such favors when 1 am old, but if I should
choose, 1 shall want the best one, so now look
out, each of you, and try to be good.

Here comes a little six year old with a let-
ter, looking as though the words were copied
from her primmer.

*“ Dear Fiiend Hacker:—I love you.

Nonnie.”

Well, Lavan, that is short and sweet, for |
know it is the truth ; you do love me, if you
did not the silent tears would not trickle down
your cheeks so when 1 give you the parting
kiss.

Hillsdale, Mich., Nov. 29, 18Q5.
Mr. Hacker :—As | was reading your pa-
per | saw your reply to a little girl's letter,
and your request to have others write.
I am going to school this winter, and am
taking music lessons. | can play a number of

pieces. If I learn well I intend to be ;a music
teacher. 1 do not like to practice as much as
1 ought. Will you please give me some of

your advice and your opinion of music gener-
ally. Delly Noble.

Reply.—My advice and opinion of music
would not be taken by one in ten thousand.
I believe in music but it should be the music
of a happy soul. Cultivate your voice for sing-
ing as carefully as you would for speaking,
reading, &c., and then live so pure a life that
your soul will pour forth its joy and gladness
in sweet'songs. This is all the real music hu-
man beings can make. It comes from the soul
and"goes to the souls ¢fathers and does good.

there is no soul in it. It onlystirs the animal

' passions—bears the same relation to real mu-
sic as formal preaching does to the real live
gospel. One is the power of man, the. other
the power of God or Love. There, can you
receive that?

PROGRESSIVE HALL.

Call The Roll.

Who is ready for the onset—
Who with helmet, sword and shield,
Will go forth to conquer Error,
Qil life’s battle-field?
Who will strike at Superstition,
In his goblin-haunted cell,
And unloose the myriad victuns
Fettered by his spell ?
Call the roll.

Who will strive, on God relying,
With unwavering faith and hope,
To pull down the gory scaffold,
And the gallows rope?
Who will break the yoke of bondage,
And unbar the prison door,
Saying to the trembling sinner,
Go and sin no more ?
Call the roll.

Who, forgetting self, will listen
To sweet charity’s appeal—

Who will labor for the lowly
With untiring zeal ?

Casting bread upon the waters,
Not for human praise,
Trusting heaven again to find it,

After many days?
Call the roll.

Who will put what God has given,
Wisely to the noblest use;
Who will clothe the homeless orphan,
Fill the widow's cruise,
And like him of old Samaria,
Help the stranger in his need,
Reckless of his name and nation,
Reckless of his creed?
Call the roll.

Who, that finds a child of sorrow,
Heir to penury and woe,
Will not tarry to inquire
What has made him so,
Ere he freely shares a pittance
From his meagre, hard earned store,’
Or bestows a cup of water,
If he can no more?
Call the roll.

Who, when slander’s tongue is busy
With an absent neighbor’s name,
Will excuse his faults and failings,
And defend his fame?
Who will view poor human nature
Only on the brightest side,
Leaving God to judge the evil
Charity would hide ?
Call the roll.

WAR OFFICE.

The Battle-Field.

Oh not alone in the tented field
Arp, armies pitched and battles faught ;
The use of sword and well-worn shield
Is not to every hero taught:
In all of life are soldiers found;
In warfare deep? and no discharge,
The din of battle, pibroch’s sound,
As leading on they vigorous charge.

The fight for daily bread may-be
More noble in the'sight of God



Than any mark of victory

By Christian or by Pagan trod.
Noble or abject, great or small,

Is npt the one oO’erruling test:
Thé motive is the rule of all;

Honor to God the great behest.

The battle-field is everywhere,
The foes at all times in our way ;
Temptation, pleasure, want or care
The conflict wage from day to day ;
And he who in the gallant fight
Maintains his purpose firm and strong,
Who keeps his armor pure and bright,
Shall win the laurel-leaf ere long.

Courage, faint heart, whose narrow life,
Fettered and dwarfed by things of sense,
Whose soul would spurn the daily strife,
And pines for wings to bear it hence;
Full well 1 know thy weary way,
The earth-stained %arments, spirit spent,
The piteous prayer that day by day
Goes up to the Omnipotent.

I too have suffered and have fought,
I too have dregged the cup of life:

I know how dear the victory bought,
How fierce and deadly is the strife :
Yet pray and trust; His gi_rac_e is nigh;
And when this fevered life is past,

The one who scrupled not to die,
Will claim and own us at the last.

Each struggle that hath cost thee dear,
Though all unseen to mortal eye,
Each sacrifice that claimed a tear—
God notes down all ; they’re marked on high.
Then cheerful let us battle on,
Though storms shall rise and foes assail ;
How sweet the rest, the victory won,
While rings through heaven the great “ All
Hail. Babbaba Jahns.

THE HALL OF REST.

[From Steuben Farmer’s Advocate.)
The Beautiful City.

The beautiful city! the land of rest—
We see it off in dreams;

That spirit voice will be; L.
And I know those eyes from the star-lit skies

Look out and watch for me.

Remarks.—The above piece of poetry which
I find floating about in the newspapers with-
out the name of an author is very beautiful,
and | am thinking how happy, this world
will be when, instead of singing about such a
city in the distant future, all people shall have
entered into it here. We are under no necesn

sfty of waiting for our bodies to die before our
spirits can enter such acity, we may enter and
enjoy it here in time. John, the Revelator,
speaks of it. lie says, “ | saw the New Je-
rusalem coming down from heaven adorned as
a bride for her husband”—a city ready for the
souls of faithful men and women to enter into
then—a spiritual state for all who do right—
a state of happiness that all may enjoy if they
will.  He, or some one else, again says of this
city, “ It needeth not the light of moon, stars
and candles,” or something like that, * for the
Lord God and the Lamb are the light thereof.”
It is the Millennium state, and many have, in

. different ages entered into this state or city,

and enjoyed it while here in the body, and |
know of not less than two or three now on
earth whose souls daily dwell in this glorious
city, and enjoy all the happiness it is possible
for them to, until they see others in the 6ame
happy state, and it is a joy to the soul tn be-
lieve that at a future time, all the family of
man will be wise enough to lay aside selfishness
and sin and enter into this same city and enjoy
it here instead of writing and singing about
entering it in the future,

CONDUCTOR’S OFFICE.

27" Gebmaine,” our good Sister who has
written several excellent articles for the Char-
iot, has been very sick with lung fever, for some
weeks past. | saw her several times on my late

And there comes no night o'er the glorious light journey, and though very feeble, I never met

Of its lovely bowers and streams.

There are radiant forms, and they walk in white
On that fair celestial shore;

And a SEIendor lies in their cloudless eyes,
And they learn to weep no more!

The beautiful city! how far it lies
Beyond the chilling tide!

And the.air is sweet where the ransomed meet
And the sons of peace abide;

There Are jasper walls; there are gates of pearl;
There are streets of shining gold;

And they watch the gleam of the crystal stream
Where the flowers of love unfold.

The beautiful city! how softly fall
Its melodies of love,
Where the seraphs sing and the glad harps ring
Through the still, sweet air above;
And the silvery sound of the falling dew,
And the voice of the rippling streams
Flow Ilght along with a whispering song,
Heard only in angels’ dreams .

The beautiful_city! they never die
In its mansions far away;

And they Rart no, more on the sun-bright shore
Where the feet of angels stray; )
And they wear the*ogl and the dew of Sprmg

And the bloom of Summer’s glow,
And they roam fair vales and tell sweet tales
With the loved of long ago |

The beautiful city! Not long ago
A soul grew strong and flew
From its weary strife with the woes of life,
And the pearly gates went.through |
Ana the sweetest voice tn the music there
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with a happier person. Many like her writings
and inquire for her, and those who know her
best love her the most. May she be restored
to do good, for her labors are needed. She
sometimes feels that pure spirits are with her,
and during her sickness has often desired to be
liberated from her body that she might ever be
with them.

27" Owing to my absence from home, the
Chariot is behind its usual time this trip, and
many letters that came in my absence remain
unanswered. Will do the best I can with all—
but see so much to be done that if I had a hun-
dred bodies could set them all to work in one
hour. The field is large and the laborers few ;
never saw the people so earnest to hear the
truth before. If they will practice what they
receive we shall have help. In some places peo-
ple, and even children, and boys that come to
play, sit for an hour and a half listening with
the most «profound attention to truths which
most of them never heard before, because the
truth has been buried so deep in theological
rubbish that few ever heard it. Sometimes the
people seem to be unwilling to separate when
the meeting closes, and linger as. though they
wanted more. Boys often come to me to shake
hands at the close of the meeting. Sometimes
I bigoted Bectarians flee from the meeting, prov-

*

ing that they trust in something thateither leads
them into the wrong place or e|se has not pow*
er to protect thejn after they get there,

In Waterville, while posting and circulating
notices for a meeting, 1 handed one to a well-
dressed man sitting with a woman in asleigh
talking with another man. As soon as he saw
my name, without reading all, he tore the no-
tice into very small pieces and scattered it to
the winds, then looked up to his friend withan
expression of countenance which showed that
he was as well pleased with the act as some of
old were with burning a martyr. He really
looked as though he had put Truth on the
ground and set his foot on its neck and his
creed and bigotry were safe. Said | to him,—
““you did not like my notice, did you?” No.
“Then you might at least have been manly
enough to have returned it or dropped it whole
for some one else to pick up. The dog thatde-
lights in gnawing a tainted bone might permit
the ox to eat the sweet herbs.”

Yes, the people are asking for truth, the old
sectarian meeting houses are decaying, the best
people are weary of the bark-mill round of per-
formances an$ wantsomething that will enligh-
ten the understanding and warm the heart, but
laborers are few.

My thanks are due to those who have
sent the names of new subscribers, but more
are still wanted to make the Chariot move easy,
and thousands would subscribe if they were to
see a number—Kkeep itcirculating, at leastshow
a copy to neighbors and friends.

No paper in the nation has labored under so
many disadvantages as.this and the Boat. We
have no political nor religious leaders in its fa-
vor to recommend it; but on the other hand it
is opposed by them all—no sect nor party to
befriend it—no agents begging funds for It as
for missionary operations, no advertising in-
come, and a majority who take it wish to pre-
serve it for binding, and dare not show it to
others fearing they will have to loan it and
have it worn out or lost. Better show it and
tell them to subscribe.

27=>\We stated at the commencement of the
war that if the slaves were liberated by vio-
lence in opposition to the will of their masters,
it would be to them the severest curse the whites
could inflict on them; and this has been m
constant testimony in public and in private all
through the war while threatened with impris-
onment. Facts now prove the truth ofthe tes-
timony. Thousands and thousands have died
of starvation, large numbers have been won-
tonly shot like wild beasts, and now as the con-
fiscated plantations are being restored to their
former owners, the freedmen are turned out to
perish. Twenty thousand in one district, fifty
thousand in another and seventy thousand in
another, are turned out of house and home, and
must perish the present winter unless fed by
government or by charity.

2" -Meetings.—Sometimes an invitation
opens the way to hold meetings among stran-
gers; and when any feel impressed to send me
such invitations I wish them to do so, no mat-
ter from what part of the country. 1 may yet
travel through many of the, States and in the
Lower Provinces, if a way is opened for me.

A Home Wanted.—What good family will
adopt as their own, a smart boy 19 months old?

Ml eeting.—The Editorwill hold a meet-
ing in Wabben’s Hall, Saccabappa, Sat-
urday Evening, Feb. 3, at 7 o'clock.



