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ELSIE THE MANIAC;
OR, BRIGHT DAYS.
. BY EMMA H. COTE.
I suppose everybody has seen bright days, marked by some
peculiar beauty, stamped upon the memory by some joyous

" event, some thrilling incident, or blessed to us by some grave,

but significant lesson destined to impress itself upon the whole
life. Ihave had many such—they are my landmarks in the

o ——

of grass, that seemed but waiting the utterance of some magic

word to embody itself in human form, and speak. I asked
myself in vain for the explanation of the my:tery of this beau-
ty. Was it only some fuvorable mood of my own mind that
thus invested everything around me with a supernatural glory,
or had we indeed chanced upon a spot where benignant spirits
in mighty couclave discussed some question of human destiny ?
The air seemed full of listening ears, and halting often in order
to enjoy the stillness unbroken by even the slight sound of our
wheels on the level road, we sat speechless, or whispered only
in monosyllables, from the startling conviction that an invisible
concourse surrounded us. The road, winding between hills

" voyage of life, whose beacon-lights rhine out amid the storm

and darkness with an unfailing brightness. I date from thege
days in the inner life, and all the common events of everyday
life group themselves around them.

QOune of these bright days was that on which I became ac-
quainted with the widow W ,an aged woman who lives
on the banks of the Monongahela ; and I propose to relate an
incident in her life, which, to my fancy, well deserves to be re-
corded. I shall relate the circumstances of my visit to her
precisely ay they 'occurred, well assured that no rhetoric of
mine could enhance their interest.

The widow is still living, but there is little danger of her
being shocked at the sight of her name in print, for she takes
no newspapers, and even if she did, and were to read every
word here set down, I doubt whether it would ever enter into her
mind to imaéine that she was herself the heroine of the story.
She would probably be struck by the resemblance of the inci-
dents to those of her own life, but she would simply set it
down as a remarkable coincidence, nothing more, so unconscious
is she, hid away in that nook. How beautifully, how sublime-.
ly she has fulfilled that life of charity living in the heart of
Christ. . I had a friend residing in a dilapidated little village
on the banks of the beautiful Monongahela not far from the
great « Iron City,” and accepted one day, an invitation to vis-
it him, in company with a lady friend.

It was an autumn Indian summer air, and the motive for
the invitation at this particular time was the uncommon beauty
of the weather, and the almost miraculous coloring of the foli-
age on the hills bordering the lovely stream. Our friend the
presiding geniug of his village, a wit, and a genius, with nat-
ural endowments enough to have furnished respectably at least

. & dogen ordinary men, was also the most incorrigible of slovens

and do nothings, and the village was the very epitome of him-
gelf, and seemed to have grown out of him, and to dangle on
him as naturally as the long ragged grey moss on the wild
soraggy branches of the autumn pine.

His house and grounds which were once, and still are, beau-
tiful in neglect and premature decay, are situated on an emi-
nence which overlooks the town. Nature seems to have lav-
ished her choicest gifts on this favored spot—every line of al-
ternate hill and dale is of exquisite grace and delicacy, and
the river, darkened under the shadow of a projecting cliff, or
sparkling in the open sunlight, presents every variety of love-
liness. I fancied as I looked down upon the lazy little town,
that ite untidy community, with its gifted but hair-brained ge-
nius was bewitched and spell-bound by the spirit of beauty,
for it seemed to lay there basking in the sun, and dreaming
away its life, apparently as totally untouched by the spirit of
the age, and as innocently unconscious of power-presses and
steam-engines as was La Mancha of old and its Quixotic Don.

On the second day of our visit, having occasion, as he in-
formed us, to visit a widow, living about five miles distant, on
some business of hers (he being her legal adviser), proposed
"to us to accompany him, promising us a pleasant drive through
an interesting part of the country, and a hospitable reception
from his client. There were at first many serious apprehen-
sions with regard to our mode of conveyance, for the village
contained nothing so complicated in the way of machinery as
a double carriage ; but after a deal of discussion and any
amount of scampering of men and boys in all directions, two

" nondescripts in the way of buggies made their apppearance,

and we set out. Our gentleman escort drove my city friend
in one, while I, as the bravest of the ladies present, undertook
s second Rosinante accompanied by his wife.

The singular antics of this amiable animal might form the sub-
ject of a separate chapter, but as my space is limited, I do not
propose to immortalize him in this parrative. The afternoon
was glorious, but we make use of this word on every trivial
oocasion, and I am apprehensive now that it can convey no ade-
quateidea of the bewildering loveliness of the earth and sky on
this memorable day. o~

It was Autumn, as I have said, and though still early, the
hoary old magician, Frost, had been there before us—had waved.
his enchantedfand over hill and dale, and lo! the forest of
sober green had blossomed like a parterre. Owing, I presume, to
the peculiar favorable disposition of the various kinds of trees
on these hills, and partly, as our friend suggested, to the early
appearauce of the frost this season, the display was unusually
splendid ; certainly I had traveled a great deal through our
western forests, and I have seen nothing like this.

There was also on this day a radiance in the atmosphere, a life
and significance in every object, a spirit in every leaf and blade

rising on either side, presented at every turn some new
beauty, and the gorgeousness of the coloring no words could
describe ; every shade of red, from the delicate rose to the
deepest crimson ; all the yellows, from the palest straw color
to the darkest orange; then the green; some still fresh and
tender as in early spring; others of the richest olive; not
one of the brown tiats was wanting, and all distributed as by
the hand of an artist in the hour of inspiration.

It was indeed the hand of the Supreme Artist before whose
perfect work we stand in wonder, and which we vainly strive
to paint in words. Passing slowly on, we finally entered a
small beach grove, and emerging on the opposite side from the
road, found ourselves in front of a plain, long, farm-house.—
An orchard, and a few grain fields surrounded the house, and
a porch extending along one of its sides was full of flowers in
pots; but a small garden with a half-open gate at the side of
the house instantly attracted our attention, and the widow, who
made her appearance at the door as we paused bofore it, seeing
our eyes fixed in that direction, asked us to go iv and help our-
seives to flowers,—we did not hesitate to accept and profit by
her offer, for flowers are rare in the smoky city, and we learn
to appreciate them accordingly.

The little garden was delicious, full of little full flowers, and
fragrant shrubs and herbs, common enough in country gardens,
but which I had rarely seen since my childhood. I gathered
my hands full of lavender and gold drops, and went into the
house. The widow had retired to some private apartment, to
transact the business with the lawyer, and my friend and my-
self seated ourselves In the parlor or sitting-room. It was of
the very plainest; a rag carpet on the floor, and every other arti-
cle of furniture in keeping. There was a door ajar, apparently
opening into a bed-room. Sitting quietly, arranging our flowers,
and chatting in low tones, our attention was suddenly attracted
by some very strange sounds, issuing from the chamber with the
door ajar, We listened, and every moment more intensely, for
those strange, unearthly mutterings, we felt could only come
from the lips of an insane person. We were breathless with
a mixture of surprise and interest, and the kind of awe in-
spired in most persons by the spectacle of a human being in
this condition. e were entirely alone, and after listening a
few moments, I ventured to approach the door—pushed it a
little open and looked in. The room was scrupulously clean;
the bare floor well scrubbed ; two very common bedsteads, and
two chairs. This was all the furniture the room contained.—
One of the beds was occupied, but by what was only to be con-
jectured by the voice.

All that was visible to the eye was a something coiled up
in the middle of the bed, entirely covered, so that it would
have been difficult to tell where the head lay. But now the
mutterings became more audible ; passages from Scripture, most-
ly sayings of Christ, generally incoherent, but occasionally
with perfect distinctness, as ¢ Come unto me, all ye that are
heavy laden,” and others of a similar character. There was
something inexpressibly touching and solemn in the express-
ions, so uttered, and we returned to our seats with countenan-
ces thoroughly sobered, and quite disinclined for further talk.

‘We had hardly seated ourselves when there was a little stir
in the chamber, the door opened, and there glided swifily
through the room, disappearing through another door, without
once looking towards us, a little, withered old woman ; her grey
hair was cut short, and her face had that anxious pre-occupied
look, so common to the insane. She was come and gone before
we had time for an exclamation. The widow soon after re-
turned, and I was immediately struck by the musical tones of
her voice, and the benignant and elevated expression of her
features. She was very plainly, but becomingly dressed, and
though a simple country woman, had unmistakably iz her per-
son and bearing, what the French call “Dair noble.” 1 little
thought at this moment what a life-long exercise of the purest
benevolence, what an untiring succession of self-sacrificing ben-
efactions, had stamped themselves upon that venerable counte-
pance—what an unextinguishable glow of charity in her heart
had shed its radiance over her features. She held some lively
talk with our gentleman friend, reminiscences of old friendship,
and anecdotes of early times. The old Bible was brought down
from the top of an antiquated great grand-mother looking cup-
board, to show exactly her own and children’s ages, and settle
some disputed dates. She was just a little past seventy.

And now the supper was announced, and we were shown into
the kitchen, where the table was spread. The room was large,

acd exquisitely clean, and the autumn day cool enough to make
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the fire in the large chimney even acceptable. The meal was
delicious—poultry delightfully cooked, cream and fragrant cof-
fee—in short, just what one would desire after a cool drive on
an autumn day. The supper over, the party all retired again
to the sitting room, excepting the widow and myself. She lin-
gered about the hearth, and I with her. I was thinking about
the apparition of the little grey woman, but not -venturing to
broach the subject, when again another door opened in a farther
corner of the room, and she appeared. This time she darted
in, glanced suspiciously around, cast, I thought, a threatening
look upon e, and began making the circuit of the table,
grumbling in a querulous tone, something to the effect that she
had eaten nothing in many years.

A maiden daughter of the widow, who had superintended
the supper arrangements, now came forward, and fillinga plate
abundantly seated the unfortunate at a little table apart,
where she quietly commenced eatiug, keeping up, however, the
Incessant mutterings, and casting, occasionally, furtive glances
at the widow and myself.

I said, turning to our hostess, * That unfortunate woman is
deranged, apparently.” )

« Yes, poor Elsic, she has been along time in that con-
dition.”

« A relative of yours ?” I inquired.

¢ Oh no, not at all.”

“ Ah, how long has she been with you ?”

«Well, she has been with us now nearly forty years.”

« Forty years!” repeated I, in unfeigned amazement, « but
not all the time insane !”

“Yes, she only came to me after shc was taken in this way.”

¢ But you say she is no relative of yours, how”—1I stopped
short, not knowing bow to proceed—there was perhaps some
secret.

The widow, seeing how much my curiosity was excited, said
quietly, “ I can tell you her story in a few words. Poor El-
sic came to this country from Ireland, when she Wwas quite
young. I remember,” said the widow abstractedly, as if re-
calling the long past, ¢ when she was as pretty a creature as
you could wish to see; blue eyes and bright curling hair, and
the most beautiful complexion ; she couldn’t have been more
than eighteen when I first knew h\er-—she soon after married a
countryman of hers, by the name of Wilson. I didn't know
much about him. They settled in a little village close by,
and seemed very happy for about three years, though they
said he was sometimes gloomy and discontented, and not al-
ways very kind to Elsie. Suddenly he left her to return to
Irelarrd on pretence of business, promising to return soon.
Time passed on, and he did not come. Elsie worked very hard
to support herself and her two little ones, but seemed very
anxious, and depressed in spirits. Finally, after an absence
of five years, he returned. Elsie seemed rejoiced to see him,
and brightened up, quite like herself again. He gave her
some plausible reason for his long stay. Elsie was too glad to
see him to inquire very particularly-—he had come at last, and
Elsie seemed so fond of him, and so thankful for his return,
that maiters were easily arranged. Only a few weeks had
passed when a man came to the door and inquired for her hus-
band. He was at his work ; the stranger took a seat, saying
he would wait until his return.

«I dido’t know he was married again,” said he, simply, “until
I inquired about him in the village yonder. I knew his first
wife well.”

< His first wife !’ echoed Elsie, with a blank look.

“ Yes, surely you knew he was married before; she died
about a year ago.” A

The truth burst upon her ; his long absence, his fits of gloom
and despondency previous to his departure! A few questions
and it all came out. He was a married man when she first
saw him—had deserted his first wife and in turn abandoned
ber! I think Elsie was never quite right after this first shock.
She lived with him a few months after, but there never was a
moment’s peace between them. She left him, and he soon af-
ter returned to Ireland again. She got some people in the
village to take in her children, who were old enongh to begin
to be useful about the house, and she wandered about, washing
out by the day generally, but getting gradually worse and
worse until she came to be what you see her now.”

% Well,” said I, for the widow seemed inclined to stop, and
she had not told me how she came to be there. She read my
thoughts and continued, ** Elsie bad worked for me a good deal
during her husband’s absence; knowing how much she nceded
work, I used to send for her to sew, or wash, or clean; in short,
to do whatever was to be done, and so being here so much she
got used to us, and so felt more at home here than anywhere
else, and when she grew worse she kept on coming and would
stay first, days, then weeks, until she seemed to forget to go
away. Poor creature! what could we do? However, my hus-
band became tired and dissatisfied about it, complained a great
deal, and so at last said he would not have her about any long-
er, so he sent for the poor-master, and they came and took her
away by force to the poor-house, ten miles distant—poor Elsie!
But she hadn’t been gone more than a week, or ten days, when
my husband and I were awakened one morning just at dawr of
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day by some strange sounds in the kitchen, and a low voice
talking, and a sort of scraping on the hearth; I got up softly,
opened the door just a little, peeped in, and there sat poor Elsie
on the hearth, trying to scrape the embers together to make a
fire—such a distressed looking object, so neglected, worn, be-
draggled, and travel-stained. She seemed to have grown thin
and old in & week. ¢ So you see,” concluded the widow, ¢ we
could not turn her away again, and she has been with us ever
since.”

« But,” said I, almost too much astonished for utterance,
“what a care, what a trouble for forty years!” P

“ Well, yes, she was sometimes very troublesome. She used
to get away from us into the fields, tear off her clothes and
lose them ; but she is quieter these few years past, only at
night sometimes she is very restless.”

During the whole of this narrative, Elsie sat at her table,
but as the widow spoke in low tones she could hardly have
heard more than perhaps now and then a'sentence. She was
besides talking to herself all the while, quoting passages of
Scripture which somctimes struck me as singularly apropos,
but uttered so apparently at random, and in such an incoher-
ent way, that it was impossible to suppose she had any design,
or was herself-at all aware of their profound significance.

At the moment when I said to the widow, * What a care!
what a trouble for forty years!” I glanced at her; she sud-
denly looked up and said slowly,—¢ Inasmnch as ye did it unto
the least of' these, ye did it unto me.”

' The effect of these words at this moment was electrical !—
They thrilled me to my finger-ends! Had an angel “spoken
through her lips ? or was this unfortunate being vaguely con: |

the object? I scrutinized her face—it was impossible to tell ;
there was but the unmistzkable expreéssion of hopeless insani-
ty stamped upon every feature. I stood before this woman, so
unconsciously good, so simply great, mute with emotion ! What
could I say ? Poor worldling that I was, could I presume to
utter ordinary praise of such a deed as this? Words seemed
impertinent ; but I thought as we left the house, what a meet-
ing awaits these two wowmen in Heaven! I fancied the angels
gathering round to witness it. As we wended our way home-
ward, the shadows of evening were falling around us; the
brilliant colors on the forest leaves looked dim; their glory
had departed with the sun; and I thought, how transitory is
all external beauty, and how short-lived the pleasure arising
therefrom ; but the light of a good deed shall still shine on
when the earth and all it contains shall have crumbled into
dust.
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HAPPINESS,
How%heap

Is genuine happiness, and yet how dearly
Do we all pay for its base counterfeit !
We fancy wants, which to supply, we dare
Danger and death, enduring the privation
Of all free nature offers in her bounty,
To attain that, which, in its full fruition,
Brings but satiety. The poorest man
May taste of nature in her element,
Pure, wholesome, never cloying ; while the richest,
From the same stores, does but elaborate
A pungent dish of well-concocted poison.

J. N. BARKER.

MAXKE WAY FOR THE PEOPLE.

You know, if yeu are sailing the Atlantic, and all at
once find yourself in a current and the sea aovered with
weeds, and drop your Fahrenheit over the side and find it
eight or ten degrees higher-than in the ocean generally, there
is no use flying in the face of facts and swearing there is no
such thing as a Gulf-Stream, when you are in it.

You can’t keep gas in a bladder, and you can’t keep knowl-
edge tight in a profession. Hydrogen will leak out, and air will
leak in through India-rubber ; and special knowledge will leak
out, and general knowledge will leak in, though a profession
were covered with twenty thicknesses of sheepskin diplomas.
By Jove, Sir, till common sense is well mixed up with medi-
cine, and common manhood with theology, and common honesty
with law, We the people, Sir, some of us with nut-crackers,
and some of us with trip-hammers, and some of us with pile-
drivers, and some of us coming with 2 whish! like air-stones
out of a lunar volcano, will crash down on the lumps of non-
gense in all of them till we have made powder of them like
Aaron’s calf. :

If to be a conservative is to let all the drains of thought choke
up and keep all the soul’s windows down,—to shut out the sun
from the east and the wind from the west,~—to let the rats run
free in the cellar, and the moths feed their fill in the chambers,
and the spiders weave their lace before the mirrors, till the
soul’s typhus is bred out of our neglect, and we begin to snore
in its coma or rave in its delirium,—I, Sir, am a bonnet-rouge,
a red-cap of the barricades, my friends, rather than a conser-
vative.—Dr, Holmes.
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He that is choice of his time, will be choice of his company
and choice of his actions.
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BAYARD TAYLOR ON THE CRIME OF CITIES.

In a letter to the New York T'ribune, Bayard Taylor gives
many interesting particulars respecting the Foundling Hospital
in St. Petersburg, Russia ; after which he proceeds to moralise
as follows : —

Let us not be so dazzled, however, by the splendid liberality
of this city, as to lose sight of the moral question which it ine
volves. No other nation has yet instituted such a system;
few other governments would dare do it at present. Whatefs
fect has it had on public morals? It has existed for nearly a
century, and whatever influence it may exercise, either for
good or-evil, must now be manifest. One fact is certain,—
that the number of children delivered into its keeping has
steadily increased from year to year; but this, as I have al-
ready shown, is no indication whatever. The growth of its re-
sources, the perfection of its arrangements, and the liberal ed«
ucation which it bestows, sufficiently explain this increase.
In the absence of reliable moral statistics, we are obliged,
simply, to draw a parallel between the condition of the Rus-
sians in this respect at present, and the accounts given of them
in the last century. Judging from these data, I do not hesi.
tate to declare that the effect of the system has not been detri-
mental to the general morality of the Russian people. Om
the contrary, they have improved with the improvement in
their condition, and the gradual advance of civilization.
‘When I compare the chronicles of Richard Chancellor and of
Sir John Chardin, two and a half centuries ago, with what I see-
now, I can scarcely realize that they are the same people.

“But,” cries a Pharisee, ¢ this hospital affords an easy and
secret relief to the sinner. By saving her from public shame,
it encourages her in private vice! It removes the righteous
penalty placed upon incontinence, and thereby gradually de-
moralizes society !” I do not deny that the relief here afford
ed may increase the number of individuals who need it, but 1
assert, in all earnestness, that the moral tone of * Society”
would not be lowered thereby, seeing that, where one licentious
act may be encouraged, one awful crime is certainly prevented.
In Russia, infanticides and abortions are almost unknown.
In America, you need but look at what is discovered. God
only knows how many additional cases of the crime most ab-
borrent to human nature are perpetrated in secret. And yet,
if some benevolent millionaire should propose to build sach a
foundling hospital in New York, pulpit and press would riddle
him with the red-hot shot of holy indignation. Oh, no! Let
the subject alone—your fingers, of course, are white, and were
not meant to handle pitch. No matter what crimesare eating
their way into the moral heart of society, so long as all is fair
on the outside. Let the unwedded mother, finding no pity or
relief for her, and no place in the world for her unlawful off-
spring, murder it before it is born ! This is better than to
stretch out a helping hand to her, and so prevent the crime.
Ten to one, the act is never found out; appearsnces are pre-
served, and our sanctified prudery is unruffled.

It is a great mistake to suppose that the moral tone of so-
ciety can only be preserved by makiog desperate outcasts of
all who sin. So long as we preserve a genuine domestic life—
so long as we have virtuous homes, liberal education and reli-
gious influences—we need not fear that a Christian charity like
that which I have described will touch our purity. It will
only cleanse us from the stain of the blackest of crimes. The
number of illegitimate births would be increased by the di-
minution in the number of abortions. Who will dare to say
that the reverse is preferable? We boast, and with some jus-
tice, of the superior morality of our population, as compared
with that of the nations of Europe ; but we should know that
in none of the latter is infanticide (both before and after birth)
go common as with us. We should remember that a morality
which is uncharitable, cruel and Pharisaic, inevitably breeds a
a secret immorality. The Spartan holiness of the New Eng-
Jand pilgrims was followed by a shocking prevalence of unnat-
ural vice, which diminished in proportion as their iron disci-
pline was relaxed. .

At any rate, we can never err by helping those who “are in
trouble, even though that trouble have come through vice, I
have never heard that the Magdalen Societies have increased
the number of prostitutes, and I do not believe that a found-
ling hospital would encourage seduction or adultery. To
change one word in the immortal lines of Burns :—

_ ¢« What’s done, we partly may compute,
But know not what’s prevented.”

Rerieron.—Prof. Huntington, of Harvard College, makes
the following ingenious analysis of religion : .

« Rirst, it is an idea ; and, as an idea, held by the under
standing, its need is to be cleared ; its nurture is instruction ;
its expression is doctrine. Perfect this, and you rid the church
of intellectual error.
faith held in the feelings, its need is to be purified. Its nur-
ture is spiritual communion, its expression is worship. Per.
fect this, and you rid the churgh of superstition on the one
hand, and unbelief on the other. Thirdly, religion is s life,
bred in the practical force of the will; its need is freedom
its nature is action ; its expression is righteousness. Perfoot
this, and you xid the church of its indolence and mammonism.”

Secondly, religion is a faith,andas a
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TRANCE-SPEAKING.

Our incidental expression of opinion on the subject of trance-
speakiog a few weeks since, has sadly distarbed the equanim-
ity of two or three good friends,—we hope not more. One
zealous brother ¢ comes down” on us in three pages of fools-
cap, brist.liné all over with astonishment marks, and spiced
with such complimentary passages as the following :

¢ In your last AGE, you seem to come out in a ¢ new garb.’ You
now begin to denounce the cause that you have been advocating so
boldly and fearlessly for several years. In few words, you pitch in
generally upon ¢ Trance Speakers,” as being of a low gift and of no ac-
count. T think you are doing the cause a great injury, and if you in-
tend advocating the ‘communion of spirits’ with their earthly friends,
you would do well to take a better way of so doing. We are trying to
bring out a trance-speaker, and have been for the last two years, a
lady of our place, and she is now about ready to come before the pub-
lio, and in comes your denunciation of such speakers being of any ben-

 efit—nothing more, nothing less.””

Tn addition to this our quondam weakly cotemporary in the
Green Mountain State suffered itself to be wrought into a
state of dangerous excitement by our alarming heresy ; which
excitement, melancholy to relate, it was unable to survive.
Listen to its expiring protest :

¢ You have struck at one of the strongest and most reliable phases
of -Spirituslism. Trance speaking in an unconscious state, is the most
exsalted, the most reliable, the most convincing as to its origin of any
manifestation connected with the human organism.”’

¢Iam fully satisfied you are on the wrong track in this respect, and
will receive from the spirit-land an inferior class of instructions if any.
How much advice do you expect to receive from the spirit world of an
exalted character to be disregarded and judged of by inferior minds
here. How much advice would you urge upon a lad of inferior capac-
ity to be treated with neglect or disrespect. Not much; nor would ex-
salted spirits urge wise and valuable lessons of instruction wupon such
egotistic minds as sct themselves on the highest eminence of human in-
tellect.

¢ Your patrons in this State have, as a general thing, been converts
of trance-speaking, and you, I think, pay those laborers a poor compli-

" ment.”? -

Besides these, even our philosophic friend Miltenberger,
whose letter we print entire elsewhere, is ¢ considerably exer-
cised” on the same matter.

Now "all this distress is quite needless. Had our good
friends clearly perceivet%ur meaning—vwhich, we must con-
clude, was left somewhat obscure—they would have been
saved this anxiety and consternation. At all events, we
have adopted no new opinions on the subject; we have
donned no “ new garb.” Our heresy, if such it be, is one we

bave entertained from the first, and that, too, in common
with all intelligent Spiritualists we have ever conversed with
on the point. )

We did not say that the trance was in itself a  low” condi-
tion—nor that trance-speaking was of ¢ po benefit"—nor did
we *sneerat” it, Our language was that it is ¢ compara-
tively a lower condition.” Lower than what? Not necessa-
rily lower than the subject’s ordinary waking condition, but,
as the context plainly shows, lower than that of conscious,
wide-awake INSPIRATION. )

We do not question that the trance (we réfer to the state of
external unconsciousness, generally so denominated) may be
and usually is a more exalted, because more spiritual, condi-
tion than the subject’s ordinary conscious life, :But it does
‘ot follow there is not a still higher state which he or
she may attain, If persons imagine it to be the highest,
and rest satisfied with it, they will be likely to go no farther.

In the unconscions trance, a person may be susceptible to
-spirit-influence, or controlled by spirit-power, and thus be used
to furnish evidence of spirit-existence and presence, and to give
utterance to spiritual truths, to the great joy and profit of those
around. But in a more advanced and spiritualized condition,
one can do all this and more, and yet be fully awake and con-
scious. Then both internal and external senses are opened to-
gether, so that one-.can enjoy mental illumination and inspira-

tional influx—and at times can see, feel, and converse with

gpiritnal beings—preserving all the while the full exercise of
the external faculties. This state is as much superior to the
former as manhood is toinfancy. This seems to us 8o nearly
gelf-evident that we will not stop to argue it.

Our friend Miltenberger uses the term trance-speaking as
synonymous with Tnspiration. We regard it as partially so,
but not fully. It is merely one form of inspirational mani-
festation. In all cases ,that we have observed, unconscious:
ness pertains to the earlier stages of spiritual growth, Ag the
person advances in spiritualization, or « developement,”
he -or -she grows out of this; and the condition of con-
goions mental illumination, or inspiration, (often accompanied
The
same friend regards trance-speaking as coming from disembod-
ied spirits who are wiser and purer than we. It may, and it
may not. Each must judge for himself of its wisdom and purity.

Our Vermont brothier thinks it egotistic and impious for us
to use our own judgment on what is spoken in the trance. In
our view, it is a crime against ourselves and an insult to Deity
who has endowed us with discriminating and truth-determin-
ing powers of our own, to neglect to use these and abjectly
pubmit to the dictation of any other being in tbe universe.
This brother also thinks we pay a poor compliment to the
trance-speakers of Vermont. The most prominent of these,—
Mr: Simmons, Miss Sprague, Mrs. Townsend, and we may add
Mra. Huntley {now departed)—have each and all expressed to
us sentiments coinciding with our own. The first-meutioned has
ropeatadly lamented to us that he had not been able to outgrow
the nnconscions condition, and the three latter have rejoiced
with us that they had done so. Mr. Simmons wrote one of the
most i)‘z“mgant criticisms on trance-speakers, including himself,
that we hayo ever published. We have no fear of complaint
from that quarter; nor, indeed, from any of the truly growing
speakers’of this class in the country. '}

The trance-condition, like every other human capability, has

"its uses, also its abuses and dangers. Of, some of the lattet

we may speak in & futare article,

EDI;['ORIA.L CORRESPONDENCE.
. GrarXDp Rapips, Mich., Dec. 25, 1858.

Dizar Reapers:—My last letter, though written at Battle
Creek in this State, was confined to matters at Sandusky, O.,
where the spirits are now entertained in some of the most re-
spectable families, without being required «to have * their cre-
dentials” under seal of Br. Walker’s church. Perhaps there
is no place in tkis State where liberal feeling and the increas-
ing light of the New Time exert a stronger influence than at
Battle Creek, where it is estimated that the spiritual and pro-
gressive classes embrace at least one-third of the entire popu-
lation. That they represent a fair proportion of the wealth,
intelligence and moral influence of the place, no one pretends
to deny. And yet even there the blind hydra of Sectarian
Intolerance lifts a smitten and wounded head, and discovers
the fangs from which it has ejected so much poison into the
hearts of men and the great body of society.

The occasion of our late visit furnished an opportunity for
instructive observations in this direction. The citizens gener-
ally had formed themselves into a Literary Association with a
view of sustaining a course of popular lectures, having given
mutual pledges—expressed or implied—that no sectarian prej-
udices or proclivities should be permitted to direct, divide, re-
strain or otherwise influence public patronage to the neglect or
injury of any party. The external aspects of the arrange-
ment were all fair, and the evidences of fraternal feeling were
remarkably promising. The first lecture of the course was
delivered by Dr. Lord. It elicited unfavorable editorial com-
ments in the columns of the Journal (a highly respectable lo-
cal paper), and in the judgment of many it exhibited an un-
due aversion to progressive ideas. The Spiritualists all turned
out and formed pot less than one-third of the entire assembly.
Though the lecture was not in all respects suited to their
tastes, yet their patronage was generous and cordial. Some
who reside at a distance attended the lecture, regardless of all
considerations of personal conveunience, and rather against

_their inclinatiens, in order to carry out, in a generous way,
the compromise between the living spirit of Progress and the
dead body of Conservatism., But how this manly integrity
and liberality was met and reciprocated, remains to be put on
record in this connection. ‘

In pursuance of an arrangeinent prompted by good motives
and productive of good results—but involving a compromise
rather than either compliments or compensation—the under-
signed was invited to succeed Dr: Lord in the course before the
Literary Association. The subject—Tke Positive and the
Negative Man ; or the Relations of the Human Mind to the
Body and to the External World—was wholly disconnected
from the recognized facts and doctrines of Spiritualism. . But
no sooner was it announced that your humble servant was to
be heard in the Lyceum Course, than Sectarian Bigotry and
Popular Conservatism were aroused from their dark and dusty
lairs, and began to growl their disapprobation. The whole ar-
rangement was at once presumed to be a device of the Spirit-
ualists to ensnare pious people, and to indoctrinate the young
with their subtle and specious principles and forms of infidel-
ity. One lecture—not yet delivered—was put through the
cool hydropathic treatment; and ¢ the Lord’s People” with
one accord resolved to entertain the lecturer with the ample
provision which is usually furnished to unwelcome guests,
namely, ‘¢ the cold shoulder.” It was a season of trial all
round, involving a sacrifice in more ways than one. However,
it is worthy of observation that\ tke bills were saved. The
weather being rather stormy, the committee probably thought
it inexpedient to post them out of doors where they might be
damaged by the rain. But it must not be inferrad that this
species of economy diminished tke cold-water applications to
the lecture. Those were frequent enough to be agreeable, and,
withal, sufficiently copious. The members of the committee,
with one honorable exception, were quite too irresolute and
timid to do anything to secure an audience, and so the thing
was mainly left to manage itself. It is written, ¢ As a man
thinketh, so s %e;” and many of the professedly religious
people of Battle Creek may possibly have discovered the re-
flection of their own minds and hearts. They were very nat-
urally’ alarmed at the sight, and fancied they saw spectral
shapes with frightful horns and cloven hoofs. Of course they
prudently resolved to stay away, and then, with great unapim-
ity, they acted on their resolution.

On the night set apart for the lecture the progressive classes
were out in their strength, together with such other persons as
had an honest purpose in the intarchange of mutual pledges to
pursue a just and impartial' course,; but beside the committee—
who, yielding to an unpleasant necessity, attended as a matter
of ceremony—there were probably not more than twelve per |

The reader must not construe anything we have written to
the disparagement of the friends of Spiritualism at Battle
Creek. The sun, in all his journey, does not shine on a no-
bler band of earnest and truth-loving men and women ; and
this would seem to render the conduct of the opposition the
more aggravated and jnexcusable. At the same time, our
friends in that place are so affluent in all the generous impul-
ses of human nature—so rich in love and light, and so vigo-
rous in the imperishable strength of conscious rectitude and a
manly independence—that they can scarcely afford to feel of-
fended. DMuch less should they relax their efforts to enlighten
and redeem those craven souls who shrink from the light,
while they tremble under the responsibilities of manhood, and
even payse to take counsel before they venture to speak or to
hear the truth. :

Having written what the occasion seemed to demand, Battle
Creek will hereafter and forever—in the mind of the writer—
be associated with pleasant memories of such as are pure in
heart, exalted in spirit and brave in active life. I have
learned to cherish al! things that are most agreeable, while the
unpleasant experiences of this world are speedily forgotten. I
will entertain the former as a 'perpetual guést; at the same
time the latter shall be dismissed as unwelcome visitors. The
word of kindness is to me the echo of an angel's voice, while
the generous deed is a revelation of the Divine in the human.
The simple flowers that friendly hands have scattered along
the pilgrim’s path, are beautiful representatives of hopes and
joys that live and bloom in the gardens of the soul. The
evergreens suggest the imperishable realities of the great Here-
after ; and the pansies that blossom beneath the snows of De-
cember, are fragrant and living symbols of tender thoughts
that spring up in the wanderer’s bosom, when from afir he
dreams of kindred and home.

I came to this place by the way of Detroit (to avoid a long
stage ride over a rough road)—a journey of some 275 miles,
arriving on Thursday evening, 23d instant, and am quartered
at the National Hotel. The city of Grand Rapids—situated
on both sides of Grand River—is sprawled out like a loosely
organized child, whose growth has been rapid, mainly for the
reason that there is no other accessible town of any great im-
portance within a distance of fifty miles in any direction. The
place is left to draw its support from the broad bosom of the
Grand River Valley, which will, doubtless, at some future time,
be to Michigan what the Connecticut Valley is to that State.
At present, however, it is comparatively a wild, uncultivated
region. The city, which contains some ten thousand inhabi-
tants, will be a large and populous place if it is ever finished.
Bat it is still, most empbatically, a ¢ city of magnificent ¢is-
tances,” and the national capitol must resign that title. It is
a fact that pot long since a family lived here, in 2/e city, whose
residence was out of sight of their nearest neighbors. More-
over, the wild animals from the adjacent forests still venture
occasionally within the corporation limits, and within a period
of not more than two or three years, deer and bears have
claimed the freedom of the city, and bave been shot down in
the streets. To be sure we hear that there are **wolves and
bears” in New York, and that they constantly prey on the
more innocent creatures that venture near the Wall-street jun-
gles. But it is not so surprising that such beasts inhabit the
great wilderness of Manhattan, where they are under muni-
cipal protection. In this city there does not appear to be any
law to insure their safety and they have no special license to

promenade with the ladies, or to haunt the avenues along which

the genius of Civilization is beginning to rear the monuments
of Art, the halls of Science, and the temples of Religion.

I expect to leave this place for Elkhart, Ind., on Thursday
morning, 30th instant, and shall have a long stage-ride of
some seventy miles across the country, to the St. Joseph.
With the salutations of the season, Yours cordially, = s.s.B.

_ *¢Hoist by His Own Petard.”
It is singular what an attitude opponents of Spiritualism ex-

hibit in playing the executioner upon themselves, and even fur-

nishing the rope with which to do it. Tor a fresh illustration,

look on this picture :—

‘“ NEWSPAPER VERACITY AND INTELLIGENCE.—It is with a sort of
ghame that we are so often compelled to acknowledge the untrustworth-~
iness of our newspapers. * * * Instead of being, as they ought to
be, vehicles as well of correct information as of sound principles, ﬁ:ey
are, too commonly, through carelessness, ignorance, or from some mo-
tive of gelf-interest, neither safe as counsellors, por instructive as sourc-
es of knowledge.”’— [ Boston Couricr, Jan. bth, 1st page.

Then or this :(— '

¢ But there never yet was & case of pretended clairvoyance, which,
when brought to a real test, did not prove a contemptible failure.’’—

sons from all the churches. I must not omit to record the |tSame paper, same date, 2d page.

fact that the Baptist clergyman was one of that Jimited num-
ber. Those who were present readily discovered that the lec-
turer had no disposition to seize the opportunity to drag in of-
fensive ideas or sentiments that might be distasteful to his
hearers. Such small devices were left to be practised by those
in whose minds they are so readily conceived, and whose
hearts may possibly furnish homogeneous elements and the re-
quired conditions. '

How far the friends of liberal principles are required to ex-
pose themselves to such insolence and injustice, by continuing
to co-operate, in similar enterprises, with those who have so
often treated them with manifest indignity,—betraying their
highest interests, and pouring contempt on their most divine
ideas and sacred memories,~—may be a delicate and important
question which every one may appropriately consider and ap-
swer for himself. If, in all similar cases, we are only to be
used to our own injury, and for the advancement of what we
conceive to be error, it will be far better to g0 our own way,
though we may be obliged to go alone and at our own cost.
Hitherto we have had the thankless task of serving those who
have had azes to grind, until this species of subordination and
servitude is becoming distasteful, oppressive and degrading.
Union of feeling and concert of action are purchased at too
dear a rate when reason, conscience and manhood are demand-
ed as the price. Henceforth we shall be happy to lecture be-
fore Literary and Scientific Associations—on subjects which
are strictly compatible with their professed objects—wheneper
we can do so on suck terms and conditions as gre usually
made with other lecturers. But where Literature, Scienc;a
and Philosophy consent to creep like reptiles in the dust, and
their professed friends are willing to wear sectarian shackles,
and to pay the most servile homage to the gods of titled igno-
rance, ancient superstition, and popular prejudice,—in all such
places we shall expect our claims to be overlooked or dishon-
ored. Indeed, while our muscles are in working order, we
shall be very-slow to solicit the favors of such men and insti-
tutions as defile the livery of learning, and commit sacrilege in
the temples of Art and Science, by leading them away from their
own beautiful altars to the great masquerade of pious shams!

This last sweeping statement lets us into the Feltonian opin-
ion (hitherto carefully withheld) respecting the pretended clair-
voyance of Peter, James and Jehn, who are said to have seen
spirits when on the mount with Jesus; also that of Stephen,
Paul, Daniel, Ezekiel, Isaiah, Elisha, ete. For if these are
expected from the category of ¢ contemptible failures,” must
it not be only because they were never brought to a real (i. e.,
Harvard Committee) test ? :

“CoxsisTENCY.”—A correspondent over this signature, makes
an amueing and telling article by placing in juxtzposition the
sayings of Dr. Randolph on otk sides of several topics, dur-
ing his late lectures in Boston. It strongly reminds one of the
history of an ancient medium who was sent for to curse the
people of God, but the ¢ spirit of God came upon him ” and
compelled him to dless them instead! As our readers have
been already well informed of the Dr.’s numerous and extraor-
dinary somersets, and as he seems to have desisted from the
work of exposing Spiritualism, we think best to give our space
to other matters which press upon our hands. '

Orrpopoxy AvarmEp,—The Puritan Recorder, speaking of
Henry Ward Beecher’s liberal tendencies, and consequent
popularity, says :—

*“ His utterances so bold and defiant of all restraint arising from the
existing love of truth in the church, are, as it were, an alarm-bell ap-
pointed by Providence to be rung out to awake us from our dream of
security—to awake us to the reality that our churches abound in minds
approximating to Universslism—the alarm-bell fo awake at least the
slumbering walchmen, that the gospel trumpet in their hands may
speak again and give a certain sound.’’

CBEDU@IY of THE REeLieious Press.—Zion’s Herald start-
les its readers with the following ¢ astounding” announcement
respecting the late miserable performances of Mr. Bly iu this
city :

te A Mr. M. V. Bly, a notoriously successful Spiritualist, has been
exposing the tricks of the operators to Boston audiences of late, re-
vealing ‘nataral magic’ and jugglery.almost equal to any related of
the Hindoo jugglers. His « revelations’ are astounding.’

WHAT DOES IT MEAN? .

No observing person can have failed to notice the unusual
prevalence of social disorders, and of crimes committed in
the most intimate relationships of life. These, as will be
seen by some instances lately mentioned in our columns, are
by no means confined, as some would have it believed, to Spir-
itualists, nor even to the avowed advocates of a sensualistic
philosophy. Practical ¢ Free-Love,” so-called, is probably
quite as common among professed Christians as among any
other class of the community. Certain it is that restiveness
and discontent in the existing marriage relation is a wide-
spread characteristic of modern society.

Nor is this state of things confined to this country alone.
The newspapers state that the courts of England are literally
thronged with applications for divorce, under a new and slight-
ly more tolerant law than has heretofore existed.

Thoughtful minds are beginning to inquire, What means all
this commotion? There are those who are ready to attribute
it entirely to a sudden irruption of Satan and his emissaries
into our world. No doubt the devils of lust, selfishness and
love of domination have much to do with this state of things.
But is there not something deeper and diviner behind all
these? We opine there is.

The truth is, unquestionably, that the existing marriage in-
stitution, or at least, prevalent marriage customs, are fearfully
corrupt and false to man’s higher nature. This bighest and
boliest of human relations has been prostituted to the basest
and most unworthy ends. It has been degraded into a mere
matter of bargain, convenience, or sensual pleasure—both
church and state have lent their sanction to the performance.
But the universal Heart of Humanity is uttering its protest
against such prostitution. The Head of society—governments
and legislators—will be made ere long to heed this protest, and
to recognize the fact thata union must have its scat deep in
the affectional nature, and be sanctioned by the highest and
holiest ¢nternal monitions, to be genuine marriage. :

Where a ¢rue marriage exists, alienation, desertion and
crime are impossible. These painful results of false marriagey
wili continue and abound more and more, till the lesson they
are designed to teach is learned,—and learned effectually for
ages to come. Society is now passing, or at least approach-
ing a transitional period of the greatest moment. ©OId insti-
tutions are being questioned and shaken to their foundations
—those only whose base is in efernal truth will remain. Mar-
riage and the domestic. relatipns, which lie at the basis of so-
ciety, must necessarily first Teel theshock ; and they must be
purified and remodelled before society can be re-construct-
ed. .

These remarks, let it be uunderstood, offer no apology for
domestic infidelity, sensuality or crime.
must and will come, there is still a woe to them by whom they
come. But our purpose is to show that thoughtfu! and candid
men—real reformers—will not waste their time and breath in
mere depunciation of these legitimate fruits of human frailty

and false customs. They will look for the causes, and set
themselves manfully to their removal, by the construction of
better institutions.

ATHEISM—WHAT IS IT? -
Horepairg, Milford, Jan. 2d.

Mz, Ep1tor :—While we expect to transplant into the Spiritualistic
field many of the crimes and follies of Orthodoxy, is it too much to ask
that in its high places we meet with comparative purity in this mat-
ter ?

You set out in a generally unexceptional prospectus in your leading
article, in the progress of which we come to a tramp upon **Atheism,”’
by placing it in the vile company of ¢¢sensuulism and every evil
work.”” Why is this done? Universalists preserve a certain religious
position or character by denouncing ¢¢infidelity.”’ Republican's de-
nounce * haters of the Union’’ for political position and reputation. So
Edmund Burke to pay for his maiden speech in Parliament in favor of
the American Colonies, thought to acquire reputation for loyalty by
running road upon the French Revolution. Lord Erskine, to atone
for his defense of the publication of Paine’s ¢ Rights of Man,”® made
silly haste to take sides against the subsequent publication of the
¢ Age of Reason.”

In these illustrations are betrayed the concessions made by a grow-
ing, hopeful man, or institution. To gain the last of majoritics they
look around for some Jew, Dutch, Irish or Atheistic pelt-stock, upon
which to pour out contempt or odium; sothat the most heterodox may
denounce something unbelieving. Hum! ¢ we own a dog.””

Now I object to this from those as usually liberal as are the conductors
of the ¢ AGs.”” Remember those who have borne the name of Atheist,
Robert Hare and Owen, of the first magnitude, around whom revolve
many who are libelled in the same connection. I quote from your paper.
You will find the meaning of Atheism aund sensuality very well ex-
pressed in Webster’s Unabridged Dictionary; but nothing connects the
two but the most arbitrary dogma. Yours in earnest,

Ina STEWARD.

1st. Neither Dr. Hare nor Robert

Owen was an Atheist, in any sense of the term, Both were
Theists, as their works before us abundantly show. 2d. We
do not denounce Atheism for the purpose of acquiring reputa-
tion, or securing anybody’s favor ; but we reject it because we
-thiuk it a great error and utterly opposed to true Spiritualism.
3d. It indicates extreme sensitiveness to complain of our use
of the term, in the connection in which it was employed ; since
we were enumerating some things which have been charged
upon Spiritualism, in our opinion erroneously. Can our cor-
respondent deny that Atheism has been so charged ?

Our friend is all wrong.

Again, when we como to define what real Atheism is, we
think our friend will have little disposition to object to this
classification. In our view, all believers in miracles, (that is,
in suspensfon or violation of law)—in vindictive punishments,
humaan or divine,—in an arbitrary ¢ scheme of salvation,” de-
vised as an after-thought—in the popular notions of vicarious
atonement, forgiveness of sin and Divine favoriteism—as well
as all who ignore the distinction between right and wrong and
throw off all sense of moral responsibility—are real and prac-
tical -Atheists, however devoutly they may profess to believe in
God. According to this definition (which we believe is the
true one, whatever Webster may say,) most persons of intelli-
gence and probity, who call themselves or are called Atheists,
really believe in more of God than most Christians do. That
is, they believe generally in the immutability, eternal justice,
impartiality, wisdom and benevolence, which are essential at-
tributes of Deity, though theoretically they may be unconvinced
of His personality and fatherhood. On the other hand, the
Christian wolrd in general, while it theoretically acknowledges
God, really denies Him in so far as it makes him changeable,
partial, irrascible, and arbitrary, repudiates present inspiration,
and usurps His prerogative by undertaking to punisk wrong
doing.

We submit to our correspondent whether this practical
Atheism is not fit to be put on a par with sensualism and
every evil work. ’ ,

A writer in the Boston Investigator attempts to make capi-

tal against us out of this same expression. The above isa

sufficient answer.

Though offenses

B. ¥. Hatch and Judge Edmonds.

B. F. Hatch, M. D., addresses a long letter through the
New York Tribune to Judge Edmonds, who was one of the
arbitrators in the differences between himself and Cora. He
attempts to be very satirical upon the Judge's decision, and
makes it appear that he had purchased a piece of real estate
for Cora with the profits of her lectures and his manage-
ment, and expended $1400 doilars in clothes and jewelry for
her during the two years which he * most happily spest with
Cora.” He alleges that the reason why she desired to sepa-
rate from him was his refosal to purchase a house for her
mother. :

Judge Edmonds replies through the Tribxme and farnishes
that paper with a copy of the letter he wrote to Mr. Hateh,
in which was a statemernt of a vice admitted by him. The
Tribune bas the following in regard to that letter :—

“ We bave examined the complete copy of the letter to Dr. Hatch,
Judge Edmonds sent us with the above communication; and we agree
with him that the charges against Dr. H. which are contained in the
portions omitted by that individual, are not only too groes for publica

tion, but that, if they are true, they form an ample reason for the sep-
aration of the parties.”?

Is tae IntEREST DYINg OUr?—On the occasion of Miss
Hardinge's last lecture in St. Louis, no less than four hundred
persons had their ticket-money returned, for the reason that
they could not find a sténding place in the house.

@orrespomdence,

A Word from the West.

[The following is one of seversl communications which have beem
sometime awaiting room in our columns. ]

" Hirispare, Mich., Dec., 1858

Epitors Age:—If space will admit, allow a few lines to be inserted
in your goed paper, relative to the wants of the people, as I have ok
served. My time since Nov. 17, has been spent in Michigan, as fol-
fows: On the Northern route from Detroit to Grand Rapids, I visited
Lyons, Ionia and Lowell, all thriving towns and alive to the work of
humanity. Speakers seldom pass that way, yet they are needed,
would be welcomed, and reasonably recompensed. H. De Garmo at
Lyons, S. B. Brown at Ionia, and D=. D. Cowles at Lowell, will ye~
spond promptly to such applications as may be made. Tbey, ke all
others, want the true and competent, and no others.

The friends at Battle Creek welcomed me to a course of lectures,
which were well attended. This place i8 known by all. J. M. Peebles
gives them the Light of the New Gospel semi-monthly; to which is
added the warmth of his generous soul and the strength of his unwa-
verg manhood. Aside from this, occasional apeaking is had from
those who may call upon them having the wherewith to edify.

Albion invites those who are supplied, to speak in that place. The
friends have purchased a house formerly occupied by the Presbyteri
ans, thereby keeping the channel constantly open, that the people
may see and hear. Address Reuben Green.

Adrian is a favored point. Good speakers can spend a Sunday there
to good advantage, as well to themselves as to the many warm-hearted
friends. Address L. Martin.

Next is Hillsdale; here the friends are few, but the thoughts are
many and penetrating. My first visit to this place was in September
last. Few lectures had been given up to that time, but they had beem
such as one might expect from Warren Chase and G.B. Stebbins. They
fell like good seed upon good ground, and roused the lifecurrents of
reform. I gave three lectures to large audiences, and at the close had
an encounter with Prof. Dunn, (spiritual adviser of the college in that
place). The excitement was great, and David and Goliath were the
principal characters before the minds of the people. It was necesmary
for me to leave to attend to other appoiniments, and the Prof and &
Methodist parson poured their venom upon Spiritualism and Infidefity
generally, each making it a subject for the following Sunday. They
were foolish enough to suppose they were undoing what had been doms.
I made a proposition for them running in this wise:—The Professsr
should choose a subject either philosophic or theologic in its nature;
study it for three months in all its bearings, when I would retarn asd
on ten minutes’ notice meet him before the public and there discuss the
topic with him. The three months have expired; I have rcturned, de-
livered two lectures to audiences larger and superior in intellect to the
first—which speaks in unmistable tones that Spiritualism is not dead,
but liveth and flourisheth. DBut the Professor, the Goliath of Hillsdale,
I know not where he is. All I can say is, I have called, but there ia
noresponse. In this condition the friends of Hillsdale wish to be re-
membered. R. L. Andrews will attend cheerfully to those whose
capacities warrant success, and a good audience will attentively Es-

ten.

Ten copies of the AGE are taken here and distribute much, very
much food and light. °*Tis heartily welcomed anc sagerly perused, and
pronounced the best.

To-night I lectura at Janesville, five miles distant, a thriving re.
formatory place. I go by invitation of I. B. Taylor, a man who loves
to do as he would be done by. Wishing all well, I speak for the Wesk
when I say, ¢« We go for reform.>? F.L. WapsworTH.

Trance-Speaking—The Raps, etc.

Mr. Epitor:—We of the West are considerably exercised jast now
with wonder at what has got into you eastern people. To commenos
with yourself, you say that you are ‘satiated with marvel.seeking and
sentimental communications, and even with simply besutiful dis-
courses from favorite {rance and other gpeakers.”’ .

It is pardonable in the skeptic to sneer at ¢ trance speaking’’ (as
we technically term it), but is unpardonable in one wWho understands it
and the laws that govern it. When we use the word trasce, we
mesan INSPIRATION; but as that word has been -badly used in the oldem
time, it is always considered as coming.from God, we are compelled to
use some other word to denote our claim, which is, that our trance
speakersare inspired by the spirils of men and women wiser and
purer than ourselves. Surely, we can never tire of that, or we must
give up progress and forever stand still; for I think it can be showm
that all great men in any age that have ever stepped forward in advance
of the world have been thus inspired, whether they knew it or nol. And
to know it is to increase, multiply and improve it Instead of getting
tired of it, we shall want it more and more every day; and better and
better it will come, as fast as we arc capable of receiving it.

Look at the trance-speakers of ten years ago, and compare them
with those of to-dsy. Is Mrs. Hatch and Emma Hardinge no advance
upon the earlier crude and scattered fragments that we then thankfully
received, because we believed in progress, and knew that it would
surely come ? It has come, and it will keep coming forevermore.

To skip over to New York; there we find the Conference turned into
the manufacture of gas from Coles. That learned gentleman has bat
to step a few squares to see Mrs. Brown, and there his ears will hear
rap, rap, raps that have confounded wiser headsthan his, and ever will;
and _ which neither he nor Mr. Paine, Von Vleck, nor anybody else
can imitate by any mechanical contrivance whatecer, to say nothing
of the intelligence communicated by them.

Why, I have had myself a table pulled from meina position that
gave me the advantage of leverage, so that I calculaled the force used
against me was equivalent to eight hundred pounds; and that while
merely tips of the fingers of the medium were on the top of the tahle
and would assist me in my efforts, rather than the spirits. Talk about
such facts being explained by & hole in the carpet! Snr.ely the mamn
that says so must have had s hole in his head not creditable to his
brains. .

It is all gas—pure gas, from poor Coles—for I venture the sssertion
that nine out of every ten Spirituaists in this country have been made
8o by the physical phenomena accompanying the menial. That wes
and is the lever of the whole movement. That makes us eall it
modern Spiritualism. For ages had epirits tried it; only here and ther
a few knocks were heard, and men and women trembled and fled; but

never were they successful till David Foxin the cellar of that old house
in Hydesville asked the spirit to spell its name by the alphabet with
the raps, AXD THE SPIRIT DID IT. Then was modern Spiritualiom
born, never to die agsin.
God bless the raps, for they have conquered death!
8r. Louis, Mo. A. MILTSXBERGER.










