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As a child T was peculiar, even in looks, for
I was peculiarly beautiful,

At the aze when children are usually at
play with dolls and buby toys, I had eschewed
infantile sports altogether. My only amuse-
ment was roaming the open fields and dense
woods upon my father’s estate, and reading.
Books were my constant companions. Not
children’s story books. I had no taste for
them—although T passionately admired the
German fairy tales, and often sat alone in the
dark woods and sang snatches of song, in
which I invoked the spivits of the wood and
air to come about me. I always returned
from these exeursions moody and cross, from
my want of succes-.

I'read the lives of great men, exulting in
their suceess and weeping over their failures.

My father’s library was filled with the
choicest collection of books, seleet enough to
suit the most fustidious taste. I was allowed
free access'to it, my mother never dreaming
that I sought the room for any other purpose
than to examine the fine engravings in the
illustrated works, Indeed, she was glad to
know that I wus at rest any where, for I was
the most intractable being in existence,—
mother often telling me that I should “ never
be anything in the world,” and comparing me
with my younger sister, who was gentle and
winning and whom every body loved.

When visitors were present, if sent for to
go into the room, I would stand and stare at
them for a moment; my large blue eyes ex-
panded, and then run unceremoniously away
to my silent companions in the library, no
matter how many exhortations to good be-
haviour I had previously reccived from the
governess and my mother. R

The guests would say, “what a bheautiful
child,” and ¢ how bashful she is 1 My mother,
in her mortification,not knowing what to reply.

My sister was o “perfect little lady,” al-
ways behaving with the nicest sense of pro-
priety, while I was a continual source of vex-
ation to all who came in contact with me.—
At last my mother gave up in despair, saying,
“ it is futile to try, I can never make any thing
out of her. The more strenuous my exer-
tions, the more perverse she becomes.”

Subsequent {o this, I was scldom molested,
but allowed to roam at will, after spending
the prescribed nunber of hours each day in the
school-room, where, I may as well say, I was
a problem to my governess, which she essayed
in vain tosolve. I vexed her past her patience
with my obstinacy ; frightened her with my
oracular sayings and predictions of coming
events, the verifications of which caused her
to look wpon me with superstitious dread, I
comprehended my lessons almost intuitively, T
mean the result,the rules I never could commit.

I would tell her that such and such things
were s0, but when questioned as to the why
and wherefore, I would sink into impenctrable
silence. No threat subdued mne,no coaxing broke
the spell, T was inexorable. The most severe
punishment failed to extort a sound from me.

Thus I continued my intransitive life until
I was fifteen ; my stern, proud father seldom
noticing me ; my mother alternately trying to
« make something out of me”—then yielding
the contest. Teachers were employed, no
expense was spared, but all to no purpgse. I
could not be made to comprehend the rules
of even the simplest thinzgs.  With one bound’
I reached the top of the ladder, and the inter-
mediate steps were in oblivion. .

I bad & voice unsurpassed in sweetness and
power, and I made the old halls ring with the
most unearthly melodies, knowing not—caring
not, whence they came.  Often, at midnight,
have I aroused the inmates of the house, with
the softest and sweetest strains of music,
waking the most beautiful harmonies that
ever floated from the old organ, then hastened
back to my room before it was discovered.—
I had been visited with sg much wrath for
irregular habits that I began to conceal my
movements. While I did not refrain from
rousing the tempest, I fled from its results.

At this time reports began to reach the
ears of my mother, relative to her singular
child, who was never seen in company, even
at her own house, but was observed at all
hours of the day and evening in the fields and
woods ; reports that I was excluded from
visitors by my relations, and tales of ill treat-

ment were circulated and whispered to the

servants, who communicated them to the fam-
ily. This roused my mother’s ire, and I over-
heard her telling my father that © sucha
state of things must not be allowed to exist,
She had labored until patience was exhausted,
to no avail,” and now she solicited his assis-
tance in trying to bring me within the pale
of family discipline. I began to tremble, for
when my father’s determination was aroused,
his wrath was fearful upon cevery object that
impeded his progress.

The next morning a servant came to my
roum saying, ¢ Miss Evelyn’s presence is re-
quired in the library” T was at no loss to
divine from whom the summons camne, and
immediately bent my steps towards the room.
As 1 did so T commencet singing aloud, one of
those strange, sad airs, which once heard can
never be forgotten. It was not premeditated,
it was as if some unseen power held control
of my organs of speech, and gave utterance
to these wailing strains without effort, alinpst
without cognizance of my own. My father
met me at the door, pale, aghast, like one
stricken with sudden terror, but it did not
move me, I observed, without being aflected
by his emotion.

“ Tvelyn,” said he, © where did you learn
that picce of music ?* Ilis face worked con-
vulsively, and he leaned upon a chair for sup-
port.

I did not answer him, but going closely to
Lis side T laid my hand upon his arm and
laughed a low, sweet laugh that filled the
room with ripples of music. My father did
not speak, but clasped me ecarnestly in his
arms, while his tears fell over him like rain,
It was the first time I had scen a spirit or
tenderness manifested by one who had always

worn such a look and appearance of haughty |
. . «} .
‘coldness that his own family shrank with awe

from his presence.  Ile held me in his arms,
and conversed with me tenderly of my desul-
tory course of life, and begged me, for his
sake, to abjure my wild rambling and make
myself amenable to the laws of socicty.

It was the first time the ice about my heart
had been penetrated, my father’s warm tears
scemed to thaw the congealed mass, and I
promised him that I would commence, under
his instruction, a different course of life.—
From this time I date my first change. My
aversion to people began slowly to  disappear,
I learnt to love my father enthusiastically,
then my sister aiid mother, who was indefati-
gable in her efforts to win me from what she
termed my “ misanthropy.” But here com-
menced a new trial for my friends. I could
not be divested of that unyiclding haughti-
ness of demeanor that characterized my in-
tercourse with society. With my family I
was communicative to a degree, with my fath-
cr, unqualifiedly so; but the moment Ileft the
limits of the family circle, a chilling reserve
would steal over me, until I walked apart,
like some cold, proud star, unrivalled in brilli-
ancy and beauty, but fearing contamination
from surrounding orbs. My mother was
proud of her child, almost worshipping her sin-
gular beauty ; yet she seldom approached me
without shrinking, as with some undefined
fear. When I lifted my large blue eyes to her
face when in conversation with her, she would
lay her hand playfully over them, or turn
away from my gaze as if she feared I should
read the seerets of her soul.

Teachers of the finest ability were employed
at exorbitant rates to give me instructions in
music, but it was a fruitless expenditure, al-
though I strove with all my power to compre-
hend them. Whenever I seated myself at the
instrument to practice, I would immediately
fall into forgetfulness, and sing and play wild
mountain airs, or low, sweet melodies, trem-
bling with patlios, until my teachers would
turn away to hide their tears, and exclaim,
« wondcrﬁﬂ—strunge creature 1" o

“ She improvises,” said one, “she is in-
spired,” said another ; but I moved on iy
cold course like a mountain glacier,unconscious
of the origin of my singular abilitics, almost
unconscious of their possession.

I was continually shocking polite people by
my want of fashionable accomplishments, and
by what was termed my “ utter disregard of
propricty.” It was unpardonable, ‘ this con-

vérsing upon subjects never before thought of

by a woman 1!

My neglect of all forms of religious cere-
mony made me the object of much animad-
version, but my wealth and high position
shiclded me from open insults, although my
heretical notions were bruited about quietly
from one to another. I could not worship
God in the glare of fashionable folly ; the still
small voice did not reach me there—I was
frozen in its midst.

It was my sister’s birth-day,and in the even-
ing there was to be a grand celebration in hon-
or of her betrothal. My father camo to me
in the morning and importuned me to lay aside,
for once, my usual simple style of dress, and
attire myself in a manner becoming the house
and the oceasion, The rooms and grounds
wero decorated witl'the most princely pro-
fusion and beauty, my father would have his
child in keeping with the scene—-his peerless,
beautiful danghter must be unsurpassed in the
throng of beauty that would erowd his halls
that night. I could not resist the pleadings of
my haughty father, who never manifested ten-
derness for any being but his erratic daughter.

I entered my room at the robing hour and
arranged my jewels for brow, neck and arms
—jewels for the fleecy foldsof the rare laces I
had selected to wear. Alone I attired myself,
and then descended to my father, who seemed
delighted, calling me again and again, * his
beautiful—his darling child I But I had for-
gotten a bracelet my father had presented me,
to wear upon the occasion, and I returned to
my room to procure it. I had hardly ecrossed
the threshold before the desire seized me to
substitute lilies, which I could sce from my
window, waving upon the pond, for my dia-
monds. I summoned o servant and bade him
procure them, I wove them into a chaplet,
and crowned my brown cuorls with it. 1
looped them in my sleeves, and let them fall
over my bare arms. I fastened them, full
blown and snowy white, upon my bosom,
twined them with green eypress spray amongst
the rvich laces that festooned my skirt, I made
my bouquet of fragrant, beautiful lilies, and
theysfell from the jeweled girdle aliout my
waist.

Tt was a gay, proud throng that filled our
rooms, and strolled through the illuminated
grounds that eve ; for my sister’s. affianced
was the noblest of their number.,

Many camo to pay their respects to my
lordly futher ; many to hear his singular child
sing. They were all solicitous to hear me
play, and for the first time 1 did not think of
refusing. I executed an anthem ; the rich
toned old organ pealed forth its grandest
notes. ILvery sound was hushed. My audi-
ence stood with almost suspended breath ;
every sense scemed  concentrated in that of
hearing.  The anthem died away inalmost in-
audible melody, trembling upon the air; then
I turned upon the music stool and commenced
singing a wild, plaintive air, words and music
were entirely new to me, and the concluding
lines of each verse were :

“ Vengennce is mine § I will follow thee
Where'er thou roamest o’er land or sen.”

As I concluded the last verse, my father
entered the room ; he came towards me,
paused, looked at me for o moment, then fell
fainting at my feet. Ile was taken up insen-
sible and carried from tlic room. I followed
the servants as they bore him through the
hall and up the grand stair-case to his room,
and commenced manipulating his limbs to re-
store animation. I, alone, was calm amongst
the frightened group of friends and domestics
who were walking the floor, wringing their
hands, or standing by in inactive silence.

Whenmy father opened hisoyes I was leaning
over him, bathing his forehead ; he closed them
again with a quick convulsive movement of
his whole body, and as he relapsed into insen-
sihility, he exclaimed, “ For God’s sake take
off those lilies " ’

I left himn to the care of the family physi-
cian, and retired to my room, revolving in my
mind every circumstance that could possibly
cause my father’s illness, unused as he was to
such attacks. Ilow could my fantastic attire
be connected with it 2 and whence the strange
music which I knew I had never seen or heard

| until T gave utterance toit ? For the first

time I looked inquiringly upon myself, I could
not comprehend my nature, and began, heart-
ily, to wish myself «like other people,” as
my poor mother had a thousand- times before.
I looked forth from the mystery within to the
mysterious world without.  The beautiful
proud day slept in its emerald cradle, and
the June zephyrs sang over it a lullaby ; the
golden scented hearts and white leaves of the
superb lilics were folded in their green night
garments, ind waved and.nodded upon the
water as if to kiss the bosom which bore them
into deeper sleep. The green leaves rustled
upon the giant trees, and scemed whispering
tales of mystic menning. The fountains
played in their marble basins, casting great
white pearls upon the green spray, whero they
hung glittering and tremulous.  Over the
bosom. of the earth the moon cast a translucid
veil of gilver light ; it rose and’ fell with her

great heart throbs in undulating gleams upon
the pond; it drooped from the trees and
dabbled in the fountains, the light breeze
tangled it with a thousand shadows. '

¢ 0 !'incomprehensible ! T sighed, where is
the unseen agent that gways this mass of life ?
Nature, from her illimitable numbers of harp
strings, breathes forth her joys and sorrows in
music, in great wailing sobs of anguish, in low,
sweet notes of gladness, or in thunder tones
of anger ! 1T, too, am but a harp, and know
ot whence the invisible powers that wail at
will upon the strings, or waken them to melo-
dious utterances.”

Then, again, I pondered upon the strange
events of the last few hours, when, suddenty,
I seemed to be walking in the garden, I heard
voices, one of which I recognized as my fa-
ther’s ; he was speaking in suppressed tones, as
if fearful of being overheard, but his words
were cold and haughty, evincing great anger.

I walked on, until I beheld my father stand-
ing in close proximity toa lady, who was
weeping bitterly, but as she removed her
Jiandkerchief from her face, what was my as-
tonishment upon beholding her resemblance
to myself, as I was a few hours before, with
the cypress and lilies twined about me !—
There was the same curious wreathing of the
spray and flowers in the folds of her white
robe, giving her an appearance of the most
unearthly loveliness. As her beautiful but
colorless face was upturned, I beheld the same
expression that I saw in my mirror, after com-
pleting my toilet with the fateful lilics.

“Why,” I heard my father say, in his
haughticst tones, ¢ why did you come here to
curse me with your hateful presence 77

I saw the look of anguish upon her white

“fuce as she answered @

T came, hoping that the joy of being again
a fnthe;', would soften your heart and bid you
restore my child—the last tie that binds me
to earth. You have tuken every thing from
me, but grant me this one boon, and I will
never enter your presence again,  Oh, let your
own happiness plead with you—plead for the
restoration of my child I”

“ ITow did you know that I was again a
father 7 he yuestioned. ¢ You are the terror
of my life with your witcheraft ! I believe
you are in league with the powers of dark-
ness, or yon would not have known of the
event, and haven't I told you again and again,
that your child is not living 2

“ Yes,” she replied, with flashing eyes,

“« You have told me so0, and each time uttered

an untruth ! The same power that tells me
of the birth of another daughter to you, in-
forms that your child and mine is living yet
upon the carth "«

“1 will tell you,” he answered angrily,
“ that our child—yours and mine—doces live;
but I will take good care that she shall never
know you as her mother. I will not have her
learn your infamous trade of necromancy.—
Begone,” he exclaimed, ¢ Begofic from my
presence forever ; this is the last time I shall
stop to bandy words with you ; if you visit
my grounds again, I will give you up to the
public authorities as a sorceress.”

Then I saw a look of stern, proud deflance
upon her face as she turned to leave him, sing-
ing in the wildest strains:

“ Vengeance is mine; I will follow theo
Where'er thou roamest o'er land or sea.”

Then the scene changed. I stood upon the
margin of the pond, and saw my haughty
father standing over the lifeless form of that
beautiful being, whom I then recognized
as my mother 5 cold, calm, but pale as
marble ke stood, regarding heras she lay, just
as they had drawn her from the water, upon the
sand, with the dripping lilies yet nestling upon
lier fair, white bosom, and in her tangled hair.

When the servants had gone for assist-
ance; my father sat down beside her, lifted
her in his arms and kissed the cold white
face again and again ; then he severed one of
the long; brown curls from her fair head, took
the ring from her finger, and the gold cord to
which a locket was attached from her neck,
and concealing them upon lis person, he laid
her again upon the sand.

At this moment a summons to appear before
my father, recalled me to my normal condition,
and I hastened into his presence. He raised
himself upon the bed, and questioned me
sternly relative to the song. 'I answered him
that I never heard it before,—I knew nothing
of its origin. He covered his face with his
hands-and groaned aloud. ¢ Never !" said he,
“ Never let me see you with lilies upon your
person again !

I went to my room wondering whether all’

that I had seen was not a dream, so vivid that
it seemed like life, or whother they were, at

one time, actual occurrences. I felt sure I
was not asleep ; that I had not lost my indi-
vidual consciqusness for & moment, for I held
in my hand a bottle of perfumery, from
which T had bathed my father’s head, and I
remembered, distinctly, setting it in its place
upon my toilet-table and tying down thestop-
per to prevent evaporation, while a portion of
the vision was being presented to my view.—
But circumstances soon occurred which re-
moved all my doubts and established me {firm-
ly in my belicf thgt it was not a dream, or
the work of disordered imagination, but all
actual occurrences, by what agency presented
I did not pretend to solve.

I was sitting in thelibrary one morning, a
fow days subsequent to these events, looking
over some papers from which my father had
requested me to select one, when my hand
came accidentally in contact with a spring, and
the cover to a concealed apartment in the box
which contained the papers, sprang open.

My heart throbbed wildly, and a shiver ran .
through every nerve asmy eyes rested upon
the tress and the ornaments, that in my vis-
jon I had scen my father take from my moth-
cr's lifeless form, as she lay in her still beauty
upon the beach.

I burst into tears. It was fearful to be thus
convinced of a loyed father’s inhumanity !—
I tried to evadeit. I tried, even, with the
evidence inmy own hands, to believe it all
the workings of sick fancy ; but it came home
to my heart with crushing, forco as I opened’
the locket, which contained pictures of my
father and mother, as she was whenmy father
first saw her. The most angelic innocence and
beauty spolke in every lineament of her spirit-
ual face.

There was the ring he had taken from her
finger—her bridal ring. Alas! what sorrow *
that ill-fated bridal had brought upon her
pure young spirit. The angel of light had
wedded with the mere worldling—the man of
dross, the act bringing its own retribution.

Still tangled in the long, brown curl, was a
withered stem of one of the water lilies she
had twined in her hair upon the night of her
death. I shuddered with horror as I thought
of that scene. Could my mother have been
a suicide 7 Could my father have been inten-
tionally accessory to her death? T questioned
of myself vainly. What an unfithomable
mystery it all appeared to me ! )

I slipped the diamond ring upon my finger,
resolving never to part with it. I knew my
father would not ask me about it if he missed
it, as that would involve an explanation..

I 1aid the long, heavy tress back upon the
velvet cushions and re-opened the locket for a
last look upon that angelic face, preparatory
to placing it in the box. For n moment I
gazed ; then, suddenly, I'was transported to
forcign lands. - I walked along by a silvery
stream until I came to a white cottage, half
hidden by the trees and flowering vines.—
Through the half opened door came low
sounds as of happy voices holding sweet inter-
course. I stepped within the little bird’s nest
of 2 room and surveyed the inmates. My fa-
ther sat holding in his arms the fair creature
whom 1 knew to bo my mother. 1e was call-
ing her, for the first time, his wife. Hor
glossy curls were crowned with lilies, and my
father kissed them, calling her ¢ the queen of
lilies,” He folded his arms tenderly about
her with many an earnest caress, and an
angel might have coveted the look of innocent
joy that shone in her beautiful eyes as she laid
her fair young head in_trusting confidenca
upon his bosom. 1Ilis face did not wear the
stern look go habitual to it since, but ever
and anon, s wave of troubled feeling would
flow over it, making it dark as night; hostile
elements seemed to be warring within him,
and, involuntarily, he clasped the gentle lady
closer in his arms, she sang to him, and her
voice seemed but an echo of my own, so soft,
s0 sweet, so peculiar. '

Thus I followed them through a length of
time that seemed years to me, until my proud
father grew weary of his Jow-born, uneduecs-
ted wife, whose only accomplishments were
her sinless soul and her &weet gift of song.—
He grew weary of his little heaven of beauty,
and longed for his stately halls and his na-
tive land ; he could not introduco his peasant
wife-to his haughty relatives, as if she, who’
drank purity at the fount of God, was not su-~
perior to Ais boasted nobility. of birth !

He grew moody and irritable, and my sweet
mother, in her innocence, tried to win him
“back to good nature by her sunny smiles and
artless caresses, which, alas, drove him farther
and farther from her. -

.1 saw him leave his cottage home and his
wifa, with the tears raining over her, white

Taix
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face, for what ho told her was & visit to his

early home. He left with the most sacrod

promises of speedy royurn, and she, in her
loving confldence believed him, and with ber

“own hands prepared him for the journey from

which, in his heart, he never meant to return

to her.

In his own land the betrothed of his infancy
was waiting and wondering at his long delay,

* and his lordly relatives wefesimportunate in
their demands for his speedy return ; he could
not brook their haughty scorn, if he informed
them that he had degraded their long, proud
line of ancestry, by what they would term a
“ mesalliance ;” so he crushed every fecling of
reproach, left purity and peace behind and
journeyed towards unrest and wretchedness.

After months of anxious waiting, I saw my
pale, sad mother, with her young babe clasped
close to her bosom, wander forth in search of
tho delinquent. She found him calling anoth-
er woman by the sacred name which she knew
belonged alone to her, and soon again to be a
father.

She was not poor, for my fnther, as if to
indemnify her for the wrong he meant to do
her, had left her gold, and the sale of her
beautiful cottage home had proved quitea
fortune. She secluded hegself, living only
where sho could see him pass on his daily
drives.

It was long before he discovered her, and
then it was only to call down bitter maledic-
tions upon her innocent head ; because he Lad
injured her he could not forgive her,

My father’s entrance into the library dis-
pelled the vision, and hastily slipping the
locket back into its “hiding place, I tried to
resumo my scarch after the missing papers.—
But I was overdone by the heart-sickening
revelations, and pleading indisposition as an
excuge, I withdrew to the privacy of my room.
My father’s presence was becoming loath-
somo to me, I had not learnt the divine lesson

of forgiveness, and I hated him for the wrong
he had done my gentle mother. HHow my
gtep-mother, as I will procced to call er, came
to consider me ler child, was still a mystery,
but one that was soon to be solved. She was
quite unwell and sent for mo one morning to
take a book and read aloud to her. I com-
menced reading a poem in which I wag intense-
ly interested, and I became possessed of
doublo consciousness ; for, while I read aloud
from the book, I read, with equal fucility, scenes
from her past life, as I alrendy lad in my
father’s and my own mother’s.

T snw her in failing health and ordered to a’
warmer climate ; with many tears she left
her young babe to the care of a nurse ; that
child died, and I saw myself, not many months
her senior, stolen from my broken-hearted
mother and substituted for the dead ; my
father deliberately planning the outrage. My
unsuspicious step-mother never dreamed of
the deception practiced upon her, and when
she returned, after several years of absence,
sho reared me as her own child.

- Hitherto my visions had had some connec-
tion with my own history, as that of my
friends, but I soon learnt that my singular
powers were not limited to the confines of
homo.
ple to scan their past lives ; and I often tested
the nccuracy of the revelations by inadvertent
allusions to scones which they thought known
“only to themselves and God ; their nervous

starting and sudden pallor was suflicient cor-

roboration. "

It was a fearful power—this reading peo-
ple’s sccrets, and I thank God that I never
made it an instrument  of evil. _

I began to mingle with the world with a
purpose now ; I learned to stand by great
men and sco scene after scene in their past
“lives—scenes of which the world never dream-
ed—of which they hardly dared whisper to
themselves lest they should become known.—
T saw many a proud face blanch at some fun-
cied allusion to their sceret. Conscience was
1ts own Nemesis ! '

T had only to be in proximlty to peo- }-

My woman's nature was beginning to asscrt
its supremacy ; I yearned for love, to love and
be loved, irrespective of the ties of consan-
guinity. In these new anddelightful emotions
my heart-reading powers became dormant,
and it was decided in family conclave, that no
mention of my singularities should be made
in the presence of my lover ;- my parents were
determined upon consummating their plans,

I looked forward to the arrival of my be-
trothed with the greatest pleasure. I had
spent hours with him in my clear-secing state,
and failed to discover aught of wrong. 1

loved him enthusiastically, and took the most:

active delight in hastening the preparations
for my bridal, I lived in the epjoyment of the
most delightful anticipations ! For the first
time I looked with pride upon-my personal
loveliness, I could bring my loved one not
only wealth but beauty unsurpassed.

« My. lover came, acquaintance only strength-
ened my attachment for him, I flattered my-
sclf that he was the purest and noblest being
in existence ; I had read dark traits inall
other characters, in him I'saw nothing but
purity, and with no chilling foreboding I gave
myself up to the joy of loving. In thosefew
weeks I became almost another heing, my
earnest affection for him brought me into uni-
son with all the world ; my heart expanded
under love’s harmonizing power into a reali-
zation of the beauty of life, and I wondered
ot my former asceticism.

My parents were delighted and we were for
once o happy family, my mother manifesting
her joy in the kindest caresses and attentions,
my father in lavishing gold upon every thing
that could give eclatat the occasion which was
approximating.

We were to be married in the evening ; it
wanted but an hour to the time appointed for
the ceremony ; the last finishing touches had
been given to my magnificent toilet. At my
own request my bridesmaids had retired to
another apartment ; T was alone with my
overflowing measure of happiness; my mother
had just left me, bheddmvr tears of joy, tell-
ing me she would send Edgar up to takea

A last look upon his beautiful betrothed ere

she became his peerless Dride.”

I arose and surveyed my faultless form in
the mirror ; T looked at the splendid diamonds
that sparkled on neck, brow and arms; I
looked upon my face, to which the joy that
was thrilling my heart had lent a new and
glorious beanty, instinctively I thought of my

‘mother’s suffering and wretched death ; could

I ever be happy with that dread secret sleep-
ing at my heart 7 My lover’s entrance inter-
rupted my questioning, and all elso was for-
gotten in the ever new joy of meeting him.

“ Evelyn,” he exclaimed, “ My beautiful
Evelyn.” Ile came towards me and stooped
to caress me, but with a ery of poignant grief
I sprang from his embrace !¥1 read khis
thoughts ! In that moment I saw Lis soul in
all its drear deformity, and his fair physical
forn, upon which I had-looked with so much
pride, became as worthless dross which shrined
no gold.

He wag selling himself ; wronging three hu-
man souls for gold l—only gold! For ashe
came to my side uttering the language of love,
Isaw another’s image upon his heart. Ile
stooped to caress me, and thought of her and
sighed, ¢ If she was but possessed of a fortune
I would be within her bower to-night 1

By folly and extravagance he had sadly im-
paired his own large fortune, and,even with
the incumbrance of myself, my wealth must
sustain his station. I fled from the room, al-
most hating myself for my fatal powers; up
the broad stairs, through the long halls I hast-
ened, pursued by my phnntom of happiness,
which, though wearing joy’s beautiful guise,
seemed a demon, ready to crush me and rend
me limb from limb, with its cruel hands. 1T
did not pause my rapid flight until I reached
a small, unoccupled room at the top of the
Louse. I concealed inysclf behind some boxes,

New rovelations constantly awnited me. f( “and for a time oblivion relieved me from suf-

seldomn came in contact with any person with-
out some scene which was symbolical of them
boing presented to my vision ; somgtimes they
were pure and beautiful, but oftencr dark and
avil.

In a short time proximity to people was not
necessary in order to read their histories. 1
had only to hold their writing, or anything
that belonged to them in my hand, and tho
vision would be just as complete.

. Much of my reservo had worn off in my in-
tercourse with the world. My parents bhad be-
gun to hope that my singularitics had forever
disappeared, and, for the first tlme, informed
me that I was betrothed in early infancy, and-
that I must prepare to meet my future hus-
band. The subject was broached cautiously,
and very tenderly to me; my parents dread-
ing o return of my old obstinacy, and not with-
qut reason, considering the ‘nature of the re-
lations they were about.to make. My father
placed in my hands & letter from the gentle-
man in question, in whieh he begged that the
o i:uptinls should be solemnized as soon as pos-
sible after his return from abroad. I took
.he letter with me to my room, no sooner had
1 commenced its perusal than I was conscious
of the presence of ‘the author, who seemed to
stand before me ; with me to see him was to
love him, he looked so unlike all other. men,
80 hoble, beautiful and manly.

fering.
saw lights gleaming in every direction through
the grounds, and the family hurrying to and
fro in the greatest confusion as they continued
their unavailing search after me. I remained

,in my hiding place until the lights had disap-

peared in the direction of the pond, then de-
scended to my room and threw myself in all
my bridal finery upon the couch. It was the
last I remembey for many wecks.

Phe first light of reason that dawned upon
me, brought with it a knowledge of the con-
tinuance of my strange power. My step-
mother was in the room loo]\mg out upon the
lawn ; even across the broad stately room,
with ller face hidden from view, I divined her
thoughts—the dreadful fear lest she should
lose her child by death.

My strange flight, upon what was to have
been my nuptial night, was attributed to a
violent attack of disease upon my brain, and
my long continued illness gave credence to the
stntcment of my friends,

By degrees the details of that eventful even-
ing returned to my mind, but they excited no
pain, all suffering seemed to have been wash-
ed away by the healing darkness through
which T had passed. I remembered every par-
ticular relating to my intercourse with my
lover ; but I had no longer tho least affection
for him ; my beautiful ideal was still un-

When I recovered my consciousness I’

crushed, but it was yot unclothed by the ma-
terial, I felt the greatest indifference to every
one around me but my gentlo step-motler.—
Her tender care of my mother’s child had en-
deared her to me.

When I recovered I called my futher to my
room and told him that I could never fulfill
‘my engagement to Edgar ; then I gave him
my reasons, I showed him my mother’s ring

upon my finger and told him all that I have
narrated. ¢ Alas !" he exclaimed in bitter-
ness, “ The curse of the mother is visited up-
on the child " They were secrets which he
‘intended should die with him, but he acknow-
ledged the truth of all the revelations I had
made, and informed me how my mother came
by her death. Isaw that his statements were
true. She had crossed the little pond rowing
her own boat, she twined the lilies about her
as she gathered them in crossing, frightened
and sorrowful, she missed her way when re-
turningland capsized her tiny boat in the deep
water, and when her body was recovered, life
was extinct.

My father never essayed to move me from
my purpose with even the gentlest dissuasion,
but left my room muttering, “ If she were
like other human beings, I would compel obe-
dience, but with that demon which possesses
her T have not the power to-cope.” e made
his own explanations to Edgar, accompanied
by a letter from me, in which T besought him
never to contemplate the wrong toward anoth-
er woman that had been so nearly carried out
in my case, but to marry his heart’s choice.

From this time, thought-reading beeame
habitual to me. Isaw my father’s days and
nights made wretched 'by remorse, in his heart
he acknowledged himself to be a murderer ;
my mother’s wrongs were bitterly avenged.—
I saw my unsatisfied step-mother yearning for
the love of a husband’s heart, which she had
too sadly learnt she never possessed ; I saw
my sister, with the same cold pride and love
of station that had characterized our father,
give herself inmarriage to the hanghty Baron,
leaving her heart in the keeping of her groom.
I read bitterness and strife, and petty deceit
in hearts beneath smiling faces, envy. and
maliciousness in family circles. I saw wives
with breaking hearts, smiling upon unloved
husbands, and men whom the world called
chaste and noble, infidel to "their marriage
vows ; I saw graves of buried hopes and dis-
appointed ambition ; over some the rank grass
grew, fed by the (lccny heneath 5 over others
the pall laid lightly, as if some new grief was
buried beneath, and trembling hands had cs-
sayed, in vain, to cast away the black man-
tle.

I saw some narrow sclfishness in every soul
—I became a misanthrope. I hated to sce
people’s fuults and follies staring me in the face
wherever I went. It way awful to witness
the workings of animal passion upon the soul !
Ishrank from these. exhibitions as I would
from the tortures of the Inquisition,

I hated men for their concealed villanies,
I'loathed them for ignobly yielding to private
vices ; I had not learnt to love people for the
divine principle within them, however sin-
shadowed it mightbe ; Thad yet to learn that
sweet waters could flow from even the hardest
rock.

Life became irksome to me ; T confined my-
self wholly to my room and the library ;1
roamed in thought with the dead past—its
heroes and noble men—and sighed that the
age of true greatness lad vanished in its dim
archives, Alas ! in looking for perfection I
saw not the dew-Jaden violets “that lifted up
their meck heads in fragrance and beauty at
my very feet. I loathed the presence of the
very servants who waited: upon me, and in
their turn- they looked with contempt upon
the beautiful woman who shut herself in from
all the world, and withered for want of the
refreshing dews of sympathy and love.

Thus several years passed away in almost
lopeless solitude, until accident broke the
desolate monotony.  One of the work people,
engaged upon my father’s estate, fell from a
building in process of erection, and was
brought almost lifeless into the house, They
suid he was dying, and curiosity led me to
read the thoughts of a dying wan. I wanted
to add a new revelation to my already dark
hoard.

I saw before me a soul, so sustained, so
tranquil, so pure and elevated that I felt un-
worthy to stand in his presence.- e believed
himself to be-dying, and occupied his last mo-
ments in giving ditections for the care of his
aged mother, whom he hiad labored to support,
and in urging them to break the news of lis
death cautiously to her, that ghe need not be
overwhelmed by the sad tidings.  Thoughtful
and unselfish, he had spent his life for the good
of others, and the same Christ-like unsclfish-
ness characterized every emotion in what he
believed to be his dying hour,

In the presence of so much simple greatness
I shrank from myself ; my faults became ap-
parent to me, I read my own soul as I had the
souls of others.
tome ? Nothing but records of sclfishness !
I1ad I, in one instance, lightened the burdens
of the poor and oppressed ?' No ! no ! Thad
lived in proud unconsciousness of their woes.

I contrasted my life with his. I had lived
surrounded by the grandeur of the past, the
goodness and greatness of the present, and

What did the tablet present |

how meagre were my attainments, compared
by thestandard of the htimble laborer before
me. Ihad unlimited wealth at my control ;
he had labored all his life for a pittance, nnd
yet found time to cultivite Christian virtues
and graces, to which I was a stranger. 1 felt,
with shame for myself, his infinite superiority
to me, I felt how far I was from the spiritual
kingdom Christ came to establish ; I felt my
unworthiness to be even a door-keeper for this
apostle of the Savior.

An irresistible influence attracted me to his
bedside day after.day. Ashe was convalescing
I became & constant witness of his purity of
thought and feeling,

Again T loved ; this time I loved a true
man ; my highest ideal was realized. e
asked me to become his wife, there was no
cringing supplication as from an inferior to one
holding supercminence. ¢ Nature,” he said,
“ had made him my equal,” he might have
added, my superior, for how did his nobility of
soul shame my boasted pride of birth.

This time I did not shrink from the kiss of
my betrothed, but my soul went out in asong
of praise to God, and I felt that the bells of
the eternal city rang out chimes of peace,

Iow to break the tidings to my father be-
came my next consideration ; this would be
attacking his pride of birth—his love of sta-
tion, and they formed his most impregnable
fortress, he had immolated my mother and his
own life-long happiness upon that altar,

We went together to him, and when the old
tempest of wrath began to gather upon his
face, T turned, involuntarily, and sang again,
that wild, pathctlc strain, © VLI]&L'\HLC is
mine !” \nd he laid his txemblmg hands upon
our heads and blessed us with pallid lips,

We were married, and from that hour, as if
their mission was accomplished, all my singu-
lar powers left me, except my gift of song.

I am happy at last. My noble husband and
I are are striving to elevate ourselves and our
race. We live not alone in the refluence of
the past, but the refulgence of the future
showers its glad beams uponus.  Life is beau-
tiful to me, death has no terrors, for I have
commenced already my immortal life ; for, a%
we upxoot the taresand sow the gOOd scul

e beco\no umnmtu]

W e, my husb.md and I, have commenced in
earnest, here upon earth, our eternity of pro-
gression. : '

[From the Independent:]

A COURT LADY.
BY MRS. ELIZABETH BARRETT BROWNING,

[The following beautiful poem, fresh from the pen
of one of the most gifted: women of tho age,'will be
welcomed and nppleu.ltul by oyr readers, not only
us giving n touching picture of Italy after the war,
but as delicately conveying the author’s palitical
views in reference to that proposed arrangement in
the Italian States which is now the chief question of
European politics,. It is proper to mention that Mrs.
Browning is n Napoleonist, and looks with enthu.
sinsm for the frecdom of Itu]y through the aid of
France.]

: L .
Her hair was tawny with gold, her eyes with purple
were dark,

Her checeks pale opal burnt with a red and fcstlerss‘

spark. : Vi

1I.
Never was Indy of Milan nQp},e{iu name and inrace;
Never was Indy of Italy fairer to sce in the fuce.
1.
Never -wns lady on earth moro. true &8 woman and
wife,
Larger in Jlulgn\cnt and ipstinet, prouder in manners
and life.
) i “iv,
She stood in tho-carly morning, and said to her maid-
ens, * Bring
That silken robe made rcndy to wear at the court of
the king..
. v.
*Bring mo the clasps of diamonds, lucid, clear of
the mote, '
Clnsp me the large at the \\mat and clasp me the
*small at the throat, S
VI
u Dmmmuh to fasten tho hair, and diamondssto. fust-
cn thQ sleeves,
Laces to drop from tlmr rays, like apm\ der of snow
. from the eaves.”
viL -
Gorgeous she entered the 5unl|ght \\]uch guthered
lier up in a flame;
While, straight in her open curringe, she to the hos-
plml came.
VIIIL
In she went nt the door, and gazing from end to end,
““ Many and low are the pallets, but eaeh is the place
of a friend,” -
IX. ,
Up she passed through the wards, and stood at'a
young man's bed:
Bloody the band on his bro“ and livid the droop of
]us head.
“ Art thou a Lombard, my brother? Huppy art
thou,” she cried,
And snu]ul like Italy on him: he drcumed in her
face and died.
XL
l’ulc with his passing soul, sho wcnt on still to a
sccond: .
Ile was a grave, hard mun, “hosc years by dun"eons
were reckoned. .
XII.
Wounds in his body were sore, wounds in his llfe
were sorer,
‘ Art thou a Romagnole?”  Her oyes drove light-
mngs before her. . '
XIII.
* Austrian and priest had joined to double and tnght-
en the cord

Able to bind thee, O strong one |—free by the stroke’

of a sword,

|} climate, and difference of social habits

xiv.
“Now be grave for the rest of us, uslog the life over-
cnst
To ripen our wine of tho present (too new)in glooms
of the past.”
XV,
Down she stepped to a pallet wherelay n faco like a
girl's,
Young, and pnthetlc with dying,—a deep black hole
in the curls.
XVI. .
% Art thou from Tuscany, brother? and seest thou,
drenming in pain,
Thy mother stand in the pinzza, searching the list of
the slain? "
XVIL
Kind ns o mother herself. she touched his checks
with her hands;
* Blessed is she who has borne thee, although she
should weep as she stunds.”

XVIIL
On she passed to & Frenchman, his arm carried off
by a ball:
Kneeling,—" O more than my brother! liow shall I
thank thee for all?
XIX.
“Ench of the heroes around us has fought for his
land and line,
But thou hast fought forustmny_r, in hate of o wrong
not thine. §
XX.
“Happy are all free peoples, too strong to be djs-
possessed ;
But blessed are those among nations. who dare to bo
strong for the rest!”
XXIL
Lver sho passed on her way, and eame to a couch
where pined
One with a face from Venetia, white with a hope out

of mind. 4
XXIi,
Long she stood and gazed, and twice she tried at the
name, -

But two great erystal tears were all that fultered hd

came.
XXIIL.
Ouly a tear for Venice? — slio turied as in passion
and Joss, ' -
And stooped to his forehead and kissed it, as if sho
were kissing the cross,
XXIV.
Faint with that strain of heuvt she moved on then to
nnother,
Stern and strong in his death.
fer, my brother?”
XXV,
Holding his hands in hers: — “ Out of the Piedmont,
lion
(,ometh the sweetness of ﬁculom' sweetness tolive
‘or to die on,”

“ And dost thou suf-

XXVI.

Holding his cold, [rough. hands—* Well, O well have -

yo dong.
In noble, noble Pledmont who w ould not be noblo
ulonc? "
XXVIL
Back he fcll while she spoke,
with u spring—
“That was 0 Piedmontese! and this is the Caurt of
the King.”

She ruse to her feet

[I' mm’tho Home Journnl. ]
AMERICAN LADIES.
Thef'r’bcgmmng too early and leaving off
too soen.

That our ladies beyin sooncr, and haw oﬂ
soonery than the ladies of Burope, may be a
uunpcns.ttmy Americanism ; but, is it to be
approved altogether? A w md or twp, upon
both ends of this social dilemma will .{t least
give our readers an instructive topic to dis-
cuss, :

In England, and htlll oftener in lmnce a
woman of “fifty - and upwards ” is often a
leader of society, and a most admired object
of attentions from all classes of gentlemen.—
The charming “Memoir  literature of the
most polife nation in the world owes half its
fascinations to the portraitures of such wom-
en.  Why should the like of them be almost
unknown in our American cities 2 T'he more
obvious reasons—difference of - edues '

tlemen—will occur to you; but, let me call

attention to a point or two upon which the
habitual feeling or impr ession of our faip

ly and most mistakenly to this abridgment of

their natural * term of office.”

The complexion and hair are thought too much
of.  An American lady, to re-assure herself as
to what she has that will he agreeable to so-
cxet), consults her mirror!  While dressing,
in the inorning, sle anxiously studies the re-

flection of ler face, and of ‘the wmere face, of

course, without “expression, and without the
aik nn(l movement of conversation.  Unless it
retains its juv enescence, or unless she ean pro-
duce what will pass for a good complexion and
youthful hair, she dc~p.ms of being still at-
tractive (,llOU"ll for « mixed company.”  Fear-

unwilling to show ler incipient \\nnl\lcs or
gray ll'lllb to any but relatives or family

friends, she sighs over the doom pronounced

by her dressing-glass, gives up the world, and
retires to a seclusion of saddened m.lctmty or
discontented performance of the mere

duties
of home and relationship.

And this, at the

very period of her life when she might be-

most aglceablc—\\hm Ler mind s ripest, her
manners most refined, her tact most  disci-
plined, her sy mpntlnea truest and most wom-
anly, her perception and appreciation and
power of communication at their fullest capa-
bility of giving pleasure !

Now, we venture to gay that a “middle-
aged ]ndy " would think nineteen-tieenticths of
the value of mere youthfulness of fuce, if she
could look at herself through the eyes of the
“mixed society » for w hich, thus mistakenly,
she thinks herself too old. ler sisterliood of
“lady friends ? would e likclier to look lov-

ition and
of gen-.

coun-
tl) wonmen lS CII()IlCOllS—lL‘.l(llll”’ 1111(.(11]\(3}011{5-

/

-Ill"' to be remarked upon as ¢ growing old,” or .




“one!
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ingly upon llcr, in the first plnce, fur the very

change which she luments—rivalry and envy,
like the shadows of the trees, disappearing at
the day’s fiest dip helow the horizon, and not
heedful of the greater glory of the sunsct,—
But, to the eyes of gentlemen !—we could
write a long discourse upon the greater at-
traction she may now have, if she pleases, to
all the gentlenien of her acquaintance—except
(There is Lere and there a lady, of
course, who dresses, goes into society, and
levels all her artillery of charms, as if every
gentleman in the world were that one lover—
but this more general kommeily is not for
her.)

A middle-aged woman can still dress beau-
tifully, and all men admire that. Nineteen-
twentieths of ler presence, as an object for
tho eye, is unaflected by her age, therefore.
The remaining twentieth—the face—is the
small portion of her person which the dress-
maker is compelled to leave unembellished,
(Nature having ordained that her own heart

shall do the dressing of this, with smiles and.

good humor), and, as to the attraction of this
remaining twentieth, for- men’s eyes, let us
make a single remark,

A face which is sympathetically genial will
leave complexion and hair unthought of by
tho male beholder ! This is true (we solemn-
ly declare, from our sex’s point of view !) even
where there are incipient wrinkles and gray
hair. The features of any woman may be
more charming to a man than beauty could

_ make them, if they but express what is possi-

ble and casy—sympathetic inquiry for bis
present thought or feeling, appreciation of his
worth, discriminating and sincere  pleasure in
talking with him then and there. And this
charm, which every middle-aged woman of
sense may have, and which positively makes
beauty of skin and hair quite unnecessary,
may last as long as she has sense and intellect
unimpaired.  Why, then, should our Ameri-
can women, in the very ripeness of their mind
and womanlond, retire from the society they
could so continue to please ?

But the strangest of things, (passingly to
allude to what took us most by surprise when
we went abroad, as asocial difference between
Europe and vur country,) is the insensibility
of American ladies to the especial franchise of
superior middic-nged or elderly women—confi-
dential fricndships with the eminent men of the
¢ime.  That so admirable a privilege should be
unclaimed and unsought for! The statesmen
of England and France, the authors, the art-
ists, and the distinguished of all professions,
have women of this character for their friends.
It is an intimaey, too, that is more honored
than one of passion, cultivated with more re-
finement, and cherished with more enduring-
ness and devotion. To these disinterested
hearts the great and the gifted confide their
secrets, unburden their cares and ambitions,
tell their trimmplhs, confess their disappoint-
ments, difficulties, and fears.  What sover-
cignty af a helle is comparable to such a wom-
an’s cirele of friendships?  What exercise of
female power, what bestowal of beauty’s smile
and fascination, is equal to the sharing of these
higher destinies, serving and helping them us
none but a fuithful woman-friend can do, and
being thus heloved and cherished by the im-
mortals who mingle with us here! Is it not
happiness,—of the man and angel, (united in
any one gifted or cminent man,)to be the
friend of the angel 7

Let us glance for a moment, however, at
the compensatory opposite extreme of our

very fast country—precocions girlhood.  Miss-

" _es from twelve to sixteen, in the maijority of

our fashionable familics, as is well understood,
occupy the position of “ young ladies grown.”
A glance around, in the reader’s circle of ae-
quaintance, will readily give instanees of what
we refer to.

Stepping in at Giusrep’s when in town,

" the other day, and looking at his many nevel-

tics of engraving and note paper, we observed
a pack of sniall visiting cards with a young la-
dy’s name and address—the card hardly
lavger than your thumb nail—ordered, he
said, for a young lady of ten or twelve years
of age, and to be left, like larger ones, on her
friends and acquaintances! Begging one of
them as a specimen of city novelty to take
back with me to the country, we produced it
to our wondering little rustics in the evening,

opening, at the same time, a parcel of letters

“which lad arrived in our day’s absence from

home, and, among them, one from a “young
lady ” of fourteen.  As the topics suggested
by this and by the visiting card were some-
what akin, it will not be inapt, perhaps, torub
them to'mthcr for illustratioy. By suppress-
ing the name of our juvenescent correspond-

.ent and the place she dates from, we can in-

structively publish her letter without expos-
ure of her seeret.  She writes in quite a mod-
el school-girl hand, spelling and punctuation

" quite correct, and the letter is lltelally s

follows :

, January, 17, 1860.

:—I am aware that in writing
you this note I am doing a very bold thing for
a school-girl of fourteen, but at the same time
am sure that if any one will pardon such an
act of Loldness it is you. The boldest and
most presumptuous part is yet to bo shown,
as T will do by stating the object I have in
writing you this. It is nothing less than to

—

5,

ask of you the very great favor to write for
me & composition, to be read by me in school.
On ordinary oceasions I write them myself,
but this is for an extra occasion, and should 1
have the best composition offered, I will re-
ceive as a prize a beautiful copy of Longfel-
low’s Poems, and a copy of Sir Walter Scott’s
Poetical Works, Iam very desirous to get
this prize if possible, and should you be so
very good as to write a composition for me 1
am sure I will getit. I will be very grate-
ful to you, and will be happy if you will name
some way in which I can attest my gratifica-
tion,

If you will allow me to do so, I will make
and embroider for you a pair of nice slippers
and a cravat, and will send them to you by
express. Iam to go next June with uncle
—— and aunt —— to , and during the
tour we shall be about a week at the St.
Nicholas Hotel in your city, where I would
be delighted to sece you, and would you do
me &0 much honor as to call on me there, I
would drop you a note on our arrival.

Should you be so kind as to write the com-
position for me, Iwould like it to be on the sub-
ject of Painting, Music, Flowers or Love, or
some kindred subject.  (My last subject was
Poetry.) To pravent any one in the world
from knowing anything about it, T would like
it mailed to the fictitious name of ,
5o that T can get it without the knowledge of
any other pérson.  Will you accept the slip-
pers and cravat and a kiss when we meet ?

Trusting you will pardon the great liber ty I
lhave taken, I am very Respectfully yours,

Now, that is a smart letter from a child of
fourteen—but what parent will fail to see
that it is a smartness which has outrun all
proper foundation of character, and that,
while her accomplishments have heen culti-
vated, her sense of propriety and love of
truth have been sadly neglected! Able to
“ map out ? such a plausible programme for
present advantage and future acquaintanee,
and to put it on papey ; yet evidently wholly
unconscious of any dishonesty in the proposed
cheat of her schoolmates, or any impropriety
in asking a perfect stranger to take a part in
it! Let usask, therefore—is not this lack of
pereeption—mental and moral—a natural re-
sult of the encouraging of precocivus develop-
ment?  And should it not rather be an car-
nest endeavor, in female education, to keep
back the childs readiness for the world, till,
with maturer age, the mind and heart of her
true womanhood have asserted their control
over lier impulses and conduct ?

T'o sum up, once more, the moral of the lit-
tle sermon:—Should not our fair country-
women take it into consideration whether
they do not begin to be agrecable a little too
carly and leave off a great deal too soon ?

N.P.W.

IstERPRETATION oF DrEavms,—To dream of
a small stone around your neck, is a sign of
what youmay expect if you get .an extravi-
gant wife. To sec apples in a dream, hetokens
a wedding, because where you find apples you
may expeet to find pears.  To dream that you
are lame, is a token that you will get into a
liobble.  When a young lady: dreams of a cof-
fin, it betokens that she should instantly dis-
continue the use of tight stays, and always go
warmly and thickly shod in wet weather., To
dream of fire, is a sign that, if you are wise,
you will see that the lig ehts in your house are
out before you go to bed. To dream that
your nose is red at the tip, is an intimaiion
that ) on had better leave off brandy and wa-
tor. Mo dream of walking barefooted, de-
notes a journey that you will make bootless,
To dream of eggs, is o sign that you will dis-
cover a mare’s nest. - When a fashionable la-
dy dreams of a filbert, it is a ‘sign that her
thoughts arc running upon the colonel. If you
dream of clothes, it is a warning 1idt to go to
law, for, by the rule of contraries, you will be
sure of non-suit. To dream that you are cat-
ing, is certain to come true at breakfast.  To
dream of a barber, denotes losses—hairs may
be expected to be cut off.  To dream of hay-
ing a great number of scrvants is madness.—
It is very lucky to dream you pay for a thing
twice over, since afterward you will probably

take care to have all your bills receipted.

Not A 3Ap Ipea.—Last summor I took my
four-ycar old to see his aunt in Washington
county, New York. There for the first time,
le had a near view ofa cow. Ile would stand
and look on while his uncle milked (the men
do the milking there,) and ask all manner of
In this way he learned that the
ranches on the cow’s head were
called horns.  City boys only knew of one
Kind of horns—i. ¢., litlle city boys. A few
days aftér obtaining this information, hearing
a strange kind of bawling noise in the yard, he
ran out to ascertain its source. In a few min-
utes he returned, wonder and delight depicted
on his countenance, exclniming, “Mamma,
mamma ! oh! gh! do come outhere! The cow’s
bowing her horn !"

questions.
long, crooked hr

Apsexnce o Minp.—The first Lord Lyttle-
ton was very absent in cpmpany', and when
he fell into the river by the upsetting of a
boat at Hagley, it is said of him that ¢ he had
sunk twice before he recollected that he could

swim.”

Tl

Gorrespondenre.

[Written for the 8piritual Eclectic,]
SPIRITUALISM REVIEWED.
BY A MEDIUM.

Abgut ten years have elapsed since Spiritu-
alism was rediscovered ; and what have we
learned 3. That spirits do communicate—noth~
ing else under the sun.  All other things aro
contradicted by some spirit or other; and all
other things are intended to be contradicted,
or they would not be. Why then are contra-
dictory communications necessary 7 Because
either the spirits do 20t Lnow, or God knows:
that it is not well to have uniformity, or cer-
tainty of opinion,

s there then no truth spoken of by spirits,
that may be relied on? They speak of pro-
gression; but do not say how it is to be car-
ried on, after the recognized means of it is
abolished ; that is, evil. Though it may be
deemed that evil is a means of progression,
yet this writer does not sce how good can be
distinguished from nonentity, unless there are
things not good, to show what it is, by con-
trast. Now, it is generally said by mediums—
whatever the spirits may say to the contrary—
that man is ecstatically happy, after throwing
off the body. I do not mean immediately,
but after a little time has elapsed to get rid of
the loves of the body, which are represented
by them as the things that keep us from re-
alizing the loves of the spirit.  What these
loves are, and what they mean by them, these
people (10 not deign to say; but I, being one
of them, may be allowed to explain. It is the
old Calvinistic doctrine of total depravity,
warmed over in hell, to suit the exigencies of
modern spiritualisny,

These people—not one in a thousand of
them—do not dream of originality. 'Their
anxious thought is, to accommodate spiritual-
ism and the spirits to their preconceived opin-
jons ; and by a wise provision of nature, they
are accommodated with such spirits as they
court. If a spirit were to come to them and
tell them flesh and sense are good, they would

say it was evil, and bid it depart in the name
of their god, or, imaginary ascetic deity. Now
these persons are not more ascetic than others.
Privately perhaps, they dre more sensual than
some others who receive all pleasant things
from God as good. But they are under a hyp-
ocritical restraint, in the presence of a God
that they imagine to be ascetic ; and therefore
frowning on the pleasures, the instruments of
which, or, the senses, he himself made! Now,
all cant about the baseness of the senses is
dishonoring to the God that made us; and
therefore, if it is moral, it is not religious.—
But it is not moral. Morality consists in
thinking that every body is good, and that all
the parts and functions of their bodies and
minds are good. This is the doctrine of char-
ity, carried out beyond’ mere cant—which
scems to be substitute for the reality, when-
ever that reality becomes to be disliked.

T was going to criticise modern spiritualism.
Well then, my principal o'bjcction to it is, that
it endorses the most odious features of Chris-
tianity, without givingus any information that
can he relied on, about another world. No
one will believe, or ought to believe, if he is
sensible, that we here in the pre-ent juncture
—that is, about the year A. D. 1800, arc in-
deed very miscrable, in a very miserable world,
but that at some future time this evil will be
all changed, and all will be in a happy world,
with nothing but happy circumstances around
us, evil not only being removed, but, forgotten.
For the memory of evil is itself an evil.—
Therefore we must forget it.  Therefore we
must lose the benefit of it.  Then, the past
evil and suffering would be unmeaning,  What
was the use of it? A mistake of God? An
cexperiment, to see poor creatures wretehed ?
A necessary part of the process of the world ?
Then it will be still necessary.  For if it is
necessary now, that necessity must have a re-
lation to the future; for all will admit that
as to the mere present it might be dispensed
with.,  Then it reachés into the future state,
after death ; either as evil, or the memory of
it, which also is evil, or the consequence of it,
which also is evil; or hecause it is necessary
for contrast. All these are reasons enough
why there should be evil in a future state,
though we cannot sce why it should not be-
come small by degrees and beautifully less.

Now I accuse modern spiritualism—not.the
“raps,” not the spirits, but the mediums who
are determined to attract such spirits as will
confirm them in their cherished belief—I ac-
cuse them of attanpting, with the best inten-
tions in the world, to perpetuate an ascetic
system of religion in the world, and to make
the earth positively odious, in comparison with
their imagined “spheres” or New Jerusnl\ems;
to which they are going to translate us ina
few years (a rope or & drug would hasten the
consummation) without any desert of our own;
the desert, if any, being the other way. Now
this is not true, and if modern spiritualism
teaches it, it will do no more and no less than
ancient spiritualism did, through Paul, Maho-
me't and others—propagate errors.

The progress of the world from age to age,
and the average progress of the individual in
the course of a life-time, is the true measure
of human improvement. This, we know of.—
The other is only conjecture. For all admit
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by this timo, thnt npmt fan(‘lungn aro contra-
dictory, anrl not to be retied on. It seems that
those things only are to be revealed, that can-
not otherwise be known, nnd that all other
things are to be gathered, by patient research,
from the history of the race. . And, it is just
that wo should judge the future by the past.
If it were ‘not so, history would never have
been invented.

What does history show? That man, though,
progressive, is progressing very slowly; and
that at times there is an actual retrogression
for instance, in the dark ages; and that the
next dark age will not be so dark as the last,
because civilization is now opening up with
more vigor than it did even in the early ages
of Greece and Rome, and that consequently
the next dark age, will be proportionately less
dark. Well, all these things are of the ecarth,
carthy. Sois man. So he will continue to
be. We must come down sooner or later;
from castle-building to common sense, and see
that the carth is the proper home of the hu-
man race, and that our progress is with that
race, to its destiny, however high.  Then we
will be able to see our work—to make it a fit
home for such aspiring beings, who are ready
to storm the very skies, but still sink back to
carth, where God made them, and keeps their
bodies. We certainly are content to progress
with the race. What better are some of us
than others? If we are not content, we ought
to be taught a lesson of humanity, and leave
the “spheres” and the Now Jerusalems, to
those high-flyers whose self-esteem is so inor-
dinate, that they demand continually what
God has not vouchsafed them, and are still
disappointed.  For are we not all still inhab-
tants of the carth ?

[Written for tl: S[:ritlml Eclectic.)
A ritrrLe maid, alone in a bower,
Was merrily at her play;
*T'was lovely Juno and many & flower
Was blooming bright and gay.

No lightsome bird with cheerful song,
Fromn eare was o’er moro free,

As through the bower sho tripped along,
And danced in her childish gleo.

The bower, with all its beauties rare,
No fairer flower had scen,

Than she the fuirest of the fair,
Among them all the queen.

A chango came o'er the sceno at lust,
The flowers that sweetly grew,

Had withered *neath the chilling blast,
And faded from the view.

And she, thc fuirest, found a home,
By angels “ealled nw ay,
_ Where blighting storms can never como
" 'T'o fade tho flowers away.,

Cape Elizabeth. D. D. MARINER.

[Written for the Spiritual Eclectic.]
A MOTHER’S MISSION.

See the young mother: a lisping child, her
first-horn, knceels before her; his pearly hands
are clasped upon her knee, his eyes upraised,
revealing a brow of pure, untarnished inno-
cence; his lips are parted, and his childish
voice murmurs—* Qur Father.”

Angels fold their wings in hushed admira-
tion, as they linger around that scenc of Home
and Love, and the mother’s heart glows as she
imbibes the loly inspiration from these heav-
ly visitants; and laying her hand caressingly
upon the soft curls that cluster around the
upturned brow of her darling boy, she in-
vokes the blessing of Godand his holy angels
to rest upon his future life-path.

Is not that a beautiful scenc?  And is not
that mother fulfilling her true position in life,
for which God and Heaven designed 2

Sec her again; years have passed away since
her first-born lisped his childish prayers be-
side her knee. -

The frost of age is wreathing ler withered
brow, her steps are fecble and childike, but
around her are clustering nlmppy circle of her
own rearing—of wives, mothers, ministers, and
statesmen,  She feels as she lays nside her
commissions, that her mission on carth is end-
ed and quictly sinks to rest, in the sustaining
arms of her family and her God.  “Give her
of the fruit of her hands, and let her own
works praise her in the gates.”

Such may be the chant of angel voices, that
grcet her ears as she nears the golden gates of
“the New Jerusalem.  How all the good works
performed upon earth are emblazoned like
sparkling gems upon the dindem which encir-
cles her spirit brow.

Does her heaven-assigned mission end here?
Is her work done? Areher labors and duties
No—the work commenced
upon carth will be continued in Heaven. She
has laid aside the mortal, and put on the im-
mortal.  She has exchanged wenkness for
strength, and been promoted to o higher and
loftier degree in her Master’s service.  She no
longer feels the inability of age; her spirit
bounds with'all the freshness of youthful vig-
or, and lher form, light and etherial, floats
gracefully along over streets of pearl and ght-
tering gold.

ITer soul expands with cestatic delight, as
it imbibes glory upon glory of that, spir-
it world. Forms of ctherial beauty are
bowing before a throne of dazzling sapphire,
and mingling theirdnotcs of praise with myri-
ad angel voices, to God and the Lamb, who sit
thercon. She joins in the songs which blend
harmoniously with the golden harp and rick-
toned lyre. - Sho partakes of the rich fruit, as

shie rests beneath the broad shadow of the tree
of Life, and quafls from the clear crystal
streams which flow noisclessly along, through
bowera of ambrosial beauty and fragrance.—
She hears the rustling of angel wings as they
near the pearly gates with their carth-fraught
buvdens; bearing to lLer also, it may be, a
messenger from her earthly band. A dear
one is sick or dying; or sorrow in a darker
form, may be shrouding some loved one’s
heart or home,

Ias she no work to perform there? Ier
white wings flutter over scene after scene, of
enchanting beauty, till she scales the glitter-
ing walls of the New Jorusalem; then, softly
and quietly she descends to earth, till she hov-
ers around the dwelling of the sorrowing dear
one. | ‘ -

Has sickness laid his withering hand upon
the ample brow of her noble boy? there as a
ministering angel she floats around his pillow
with her low, soft whisperings of health, of
hope, of happiness, of heaven; till the rest-
lessness of pain and fever is calmed into swect
soothing, and refreshing repose ; and he dreams
of his childhood’s home, and feels again the
soft caressing hand of his mother upon his
throbbing temples.  He listens again to her
soft, southing and encouraging tones, as erst,
when she told him tales of the far-off spirit
land. And then a deeper slumber cools and
calms his fevered brain; her white wings are
folded around him, imbued with a healmg
balm, or soothing restorative.

IIe awakes, and feels the refreshing inflp-
ence of his angel mother, His pulses grow
calimer and firmer; health again glows upon
his manly cheek; and that angel mother soars
again to her spirit home, or hovers around the
dwelling of another, darkened by sorrow and
aftliction. ‘

May be, a daughter young in years is kneel-
ing in hopeless grief, beside the couch of an
only child, Xow sweet it looks, as it lies
there in the still repose of death; its soft,
white lids drooping over the marble cheek; its
waxen fingers clasped lovingly over a pulseless
breast ; its innocent prattling all hushed, by
the cold iey fingers of death; and its delicate
form shrouded in the habiliments of the tomb.

How thepent up fountains of that motlher’s
licart gush forth in unrepressed and uncon-
trollable grief, as she kneels there, with her
cold white hand pressing convulsively its
pulseless brow.  Grief and despair are throw-
ing around her a dark impenetrablo cloud.—
She sees her child torn away from her yearn-
ing heart and shielding bosom, and the dark
and silent tomD yawning to receive it.

Neighbors and friends gather around her,
with tears of sympathy and words of condo-
lende ; but she refuses to be comforted., Then,
that angel mother folds her wings nround her
stricken child, and in a still small voice, she
breathes sweet words of consolation into her
troubled ear.

A soft, soothing influence scems to calm the
crushing agony of her bleeding heart; for
soothingly, that angel visitant whispers— It
is well with the child.” Hope gleams through
the dim distance, as with an eye of faith, the
bereaved one penetrates the dark clouds of
despair; and far beyond, she sees an ethereal
form. dazzlingly beautiful, bearing within her
snowy pinions the infant babe.

Again she looks, and softly within the gold-
en gates, free from the sins and sorrows of the
world, her babe is sweetly reposing in the bo-
som of her angel mother. And she is com-
forted , for she feels of & truth, it is well with
the child. She lingers no longer by the vacant
couch in hopeless despair; but firm in the
strength of Abraham’s God, she arises to per-
forin her woman’s mission, in the broad ficld,
which God and life present her. ‘

HieLBouRNE.

[Written for the Spiritual Eclectlc.] -
ATTFAIRS IN CHARLESTOWN.

‘We have a fine, harmonious, and growing
Society in Charlestown of Bible Spiritualists.
The venerable Father Pierpont lectured here
o number of Sabbaths, to large, interested
houses. Mr. Currier of Lawrence Mrs. Clough,
and last Sabbath Mrs. Clapp, both of this city.
The last named lady promises well; it was
her first appearance. The Committee who
look after.the interests of the society are men
of the right stamp.

I know of no place so rich in mcdmmxstxc
powers of such fine materials, as here. They
who are thus favored should realize that their
powers are a frust, & light, not to be hid, but
belonging to society. Thus far no atheistic or
pantheistic speakers have disturbed our quiet
by his “no evil” doctrine ; but kindness, char-
ity, and brotherly love everywhere abounds. )

Wo have not had an indifferent lecturer
thus far; while all believing that we are re-
sponsible, are free, have evils to shun, and graces
to obtain, we are progressing. Miss Sarah
Magoon lectured last Sabbath, C.R.

Be not Discouracep.—If any one becomes
discouraged, he 'may rest assured that his
moral strength is either small or his views ex-
tremely limited. If any one becomes disgust-
ed, embittered, because of opposition and fail-
ure, he may well doubt the purity of his mo-
tives and the goodness of his heart.

Somebody says that the best way to keep
food upon o weak stomach is to bolt it down.


















