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to my dear, dear mother. I havo been an 
inhabitant of the Spirit-spheres many 
long, long years. I have learned nearly 
all that I know in that great school of 
lifo beyond the mortal; lint I have not 
forgotten nor outgrown the love born 
within me for my darling mother. Although 
hut a tiny child when I passed away, yet 
my death fell like a blight upon her heart, 
from the effects of which she has never 
entirely recovered. Dear mother, you 
were young then, too young to bear the 
cruel sorrows of lifo; uow the silvery 
threads have appeared upon yonr brow, 
nud you are nearing tho Summer-Land ; 
but do not fear, we will cheer you and 
guide you homo.

I aui with you every Christmas day, not 
with tho fever-fire burning in my veins, 
but well and strong, bringing you rest and 
peace, I nm with you always on that 
other day in early Summer, which recalls 
the day of my mortal birth. I am often 
with you. Oh, could you feel the touch 
of my hand, as 1 place it upon your head, 
or hear the words of love I whisper to 
your Spirit, your heart would feel com
forted and blest. Your little Stcphie still 
brings you the love and blessings of an 
only sou, and though you have no child 
here to soothe your declining years, yet 
y o u  have one beyond who will guide and 
guard you through the valley, and be the 
first to welcome you on the other side.

Father sends you his deep, abiding 
love. He sometimes comes to bless you 
with bis presence, and to bless him who 
has been your guide and companion in 
these later years. Father is never idle, 
lie is not oue of that kind. He is inter
esting himself, uot only in examining 
into and applying himself to the use of 
Spirit-mechanism, but is busy ever iu 
helping others.

Grandfather and grandmother send 
their love to all. Uncle John, who 6eems 
to me more like a brother, sends his deep 
love to all, and especially to aunt Mary, 
conveying a message tender aud true 
to her.

With ever abiding love, I am your own 
son, Stephen T. Cornell, who passed 
away at Van Bureu, New York. I will 
come again, if possible.

G E O R G E  W . G A R D N E R .

Mr name, sir, is George W . Gardner. 
1 have been gone about three years aud a 
half. I nm first rate and doing well, only 
physically 1 feel a little sore aud uucoin- 
tortablc in coming.

1 want to 6cud my love to all the fam
ily. Every oue are very, very dear to 
me. Iu Spirit we realize it so much more.

I am one of a large family who would ho 
glad to hear from me, and to have me 
assure them I am often with them, always 
when all are gathered in the dear old home 
I love so well. And I feel that if they 
will convene together and sit for manifes
tations, that after a while we shall man
age to come ; for I am sure my youngest 
sister is a Medium. Our family is very 
harmonious, and all we uced is sitting for 
practice, like.

The 25th day of February I mean to be 
with them, if possible. I want all to be 
together, as I intend to hold a kind ot 
Spiritual levee. When one roaches 
his majority, he likes to celebrate it for 
himself in some way, as I hope to do for 
my dear, dear parents, brothers and sis
ters. I want to send remembrances to all 
I knew and loved, and to say that the 
passing out was not hard, after a ll; and 
just at the last I clasped hands with the 
angels.

Thank you, sir. The Spirit-lady says 
direct to sister Sophia L . Kenyon, Hayes 
P. 0 . ,  Clark Co., Wash. Territory.

F L O R A  B . C A R T M I L L .

[ T he chairman was obliged to rub the 
Medium's throat, before this Spirit could 
speak.]

Goon evening. I do so want to send a let
ter. I want to bring my lovo and my sister’s 
love to my brother and parents. The 
anniversary of our deaths is near, and 
they all feel sad at home, and we want to 
comfort them.

My name is Flora B. Cartmill. I am 
nineteen, now. Last Christmas was the 
saddest mother ever knew. We were at 
home, and we brought love and sympathy, 
as we often do. We impress them with 
thoughts of our beautiful home and the 
idea that we are happy. I want them all 
to be happy and cheerful, and to feel that 
their blossoms are blooming for them, 
more brightly, more sweetly in the Sum
mer-life.

We have found friends. We arc cared 
for, and arc in the angel's keeping. Oh, 
I wish I could express the love of our 
spirits for you all. Dear, darling mother, 
heaven bless you ! Eva and Mary join 
me in this message of love.

Thank you, sir. I haven’t been gone 
quite a year. Please direct to William F . 
Cartmill, Tulare City, Cal.

would not wish to have a message publish
ed for you, as it might interfere with 
your business; therefore I give nothing 
by which we may be known. I come, 
however, to advise you as one of your 
guides. Look about you and you will 
see that 1 am right. Do not make any 
important change as yet. Lighten your 
burdens, if you will. Wo wish you would, 
as it would he for your good, physically 
speaking. But do not throw up tho busi
ness ns yet. S -------e and L -------r’s busi
ness is to come up and increase. If you 
will follow your impressions, you will do 
all we wish. Remain where you are for 
the prescut. You will learn much and 
gain experience. When you do change, 
we will bring out and dcvelope powers 
you arc bolding in abeyance that will be 
of good. In all things, my son, seek the 
truth, and do that which will bless human
ity and your own soul. Those with me 
scud love as does your father, B .

MINNIE WALTERS.

I want to come. I want to come to 
auntie. I ’m eight years old. Auntie’s 
name is Lottie Andrews, and she’s way 
nrt*; but I guess she’ll get it, all the same. 
I want to send love, and say I ’ve found 
mamma, and I bring her a kiss and wish 
her Merry Christmas. That’s all. Good
bye. My name is Minnie Walters. I 
came from Vicksburg.

T O  L O U I S  F R O M  IIIS  F A T H E R .

You will excuse me, sir, if I do not 
give my name. It is for the inlcrest ot 
my son Louis that I withhold it; but I 
would like to say a word.

I overheard you say, my son, that you

M e s s a g e s  G iv e n  N o v . 17, 1878.

P l i ( E B E  J .  P O R T E R .

P l e a se , sir, to say that Phoebe J .  Por
ter, who passed a wav but a short time 

inco, comes to send her love to her dear 
friends in Michigan. I have found ail ray 
dear ones. All those we love and who 
we mourned so long, and sometimos 
almost hopelessly. The reunion was 
sweet and would have been perfect but 
lor the sadness of loved and loving oue9 
on earth.

Oa, L u cy ; oh, each and every one, 
cheer u p ; he happy. I have found all 
tho sorrow and pain of earth-’ife is moro 
than compensated for, moro than swallow
ed up iu bliss— in tile perfect joy of 
knowing all are safe and sure to moot 
again, never to part. I bring deep, eu- 
during lovo from mother, father, brothors, 
friends, and all to each one of you ; and 
also tho blessing and undying utiectinn of 
your sister, companion and friend, Piirabe.

E L M E R  F A L E S .

Can I corno? [Y es, indeed.] I want 
to write a letter. I’ve been gone inoro'n 
a year. I’m a littlo boy, but I’ve learnt 
lots since I’ve been in tho pretty Spirit-



DECKMKER 1, 187S VOICE OF ANGELS. 273

World with tlie )»i*:nit it'uI angola. They 
nrc nil so kind, and they help ina lots. 
They arc goinLT to do more. too. My 
unine’s Elmer. Elm er?] Yes, sir— 
Elmer Kales. My ma writes tor the 
paper. [Does she?] Fine. I love her 
lots. I come dose to mamma, and bring 
her the good Spirits to help her, ’cause 
she has trials and cares.

Dear, dear mamma, don’t you know 
I’ve learned ever so much more since I’ve 
been in the Spirit-W orld, and can talk 
better than I could if I was here? Don’t 
you know niyf teacher says that the e x 
periences, the sorrows and trials of your 
life have ripened your Mediumship and 
developed its powers, which have all been 
manifested within the last three years, 
and that you will go on in spite of oppo
sition, doing good to others and gaining 
good for yourself; and if you will but 
be faithful, the Spirits will open out ways 
and means by which you will still find 
support for those leaning upon you, as 
we have done in the past? That’s what 
my teacher says, mister, and she says 
that God and the angels will bless “West 
Ingle” for her efforts for right. L et her 
only he faithful, and all will be well.

I come with Tunie, ’cause I want to 
send so much love to mumma, and so do 
all the Spirits. I ’m not sick any, now, 
and I’m going to wait for ma, and help 
her all I can. Ma’s name is Sue. [W here 
does she live?] She used to he in Boston.

G I L B E R T  F .  P H I L L I P S .

I, TOO, would he pleased to send n few 
words of love to my' mother. Unlike the 
little Spirit w ho has just preceded me, I am 
no child, having attained and passed the 
period of my forty-fourth y ear; yet, sir, 
my mother is unxious for a word from 
me, and I am here to give it, with my 
love.

Yes, mother— for mother I shall ever 
call you, wherever and whenever I come—  
I am heke to bring y*ou tidings from be
yond, and to thank you for your stead
fastness and faithfulness to the Spirit- 
band that surrounds you, in spite of dis
belief and opposition. The dear girls are 
with me, and send love to their respect
ive mothers, also. Let your light shine, 
my mother, and by-and-hyc there will he 
more than one or two believers in our 
midst. Grandfather says he watchful and 
hopeful, Filic, for the day' of compensa
tion is soon to dawn, and wc want to find 
you on the tower, watching for the signs 
of the coming day.

The young ladies will send messages to 
their friends as soon as they' can, so they 
bid me say that Delta will ring hy-and-

bye wilh glad tidings from beyond the 
tomb.

Please, sir, he careful and have my 
message written down correctly. My 
name is Gilbert F . Phillips. It is to Mrs. 
P. Phillips, Elmer Hill P. O., Delta, X. Y .

ington who we are trying to develope, and 
if we succeed, she will startle the natives. 
Spiritualism is yet to reach your town. 
Never fear. God speed nnd bless you !

C O R A  S T A F P O U D .

How do you do?] I don’t know. I’m 
all burning up with the fever. (The Spirit 
seemed to he suffering a great deal with 
the head.) It was brain fever, and I feel 
it now. I came Irom San Francisco. I 
thought I’d try to send love to my mother, 
hut it’s bard to come. [You will feel bet
ter soon.] I am happy in the other world. 
It is beautiful and good. I want my folks 
to know it and believe. I want them to 
go where I can talk to them. I’ll come 
if they will. My name is Cora Stafford.
I am fifteen years old. Thank you.

H E N R Y  C. W R I G H T .

G ood evening, chairman. [Good even
ing, sir.] This is what I like to see— har
mony and peace the prevailing spirit. It’s 
beautiful. Where two or three are gath
ered together in His name surely the 
angels will be in their midst, and the 
Christ principle of love must descend 
upon them. I am happy to be one of y’ou, 
and to witness the Spirit here manifested to

MORNING
D at  is dawning. Slim and wide,

Through the mists that blind it,
Trem bles  up the j lp p lm g  tide,

W ith the sea behind It.

L ik e  a warrior-angel sped 
O q the mighty nilaelon,

L ig h t  and life abuo t him shed 
A  transcendent Ti^ion.

M ailed  In gold and Are he stands,
A n d ,  w ith  splendors shaken.

B id s  the sleeping seas and lands 
Q u icke n  and aw ak en .

D a y  i9 on ns. D ream s are  da m b ,
T h o u g h t  baa light for uelghbor.

R o o m !— the r iva l  gian ts  com e—
Lo, th e  Snn and Labor.

B'. E. Hmleg. in the C>rg kill Magazine.

PEARLS FROM 
“ WEST INGLES'

SPIRIT LIFE. 
DEPARTMENT.

T O  D R .  W M .  D A I X ,  O F  A D E X ,  M U R D O C K  C O ,  

C A L . ,  F R O M  H I S  B E L O Y F J )  S O X , H A R R Y  W 

D A 1 N .  W H O  P A S S E D  I N T O  S P I R I T  L I F E  W H E N  

A X  I N F A N T -

Mr blessed father, you will not he sur
prised to receive a message from your 
little boy, who left you grieving so long 
ago. I can come nearer to you thau al! 
the rest, for this reasou: I have lived in 
Spirit-Life ; have been developed and ed-

hc of use to mankind. I came not merely lucated here among the disembodied miud
to send my benediction of peace and good 
will out to mankind, to waft my blessing 
of love to the friends, hut to send a word 
to one in particular, if you so please.

I am Henry C. Wright, aud I hope we 
shall all he able to see right as far as it is 
possible for finite beings to do. [W e are 
glad to meet you. What is the present 
prospect?] Good. Not only go$d, hut 
encouraging. The opposition manifested 
towards the cause, appears to the Spirit- 
World hut like the morning mist that 
seeks to veil the splendor of the sun. It 
is impossible to do so, and wc know that 
all these obstacles will he obliged to fiee 
before the glorious and triumphant advance 
of truth. Now, if my brothers will exer
cise the principles of toleration, charity 
and love, which our philosophy tench, and 
will, by striving to throw a little of their 
light upon the darkened path of those who 
oppose them, return good for evil, instead 
of turning round and pelting mud again, 
we will have such a demonstration of 
Spirit-love aud power as will shake the 
dry hones of old Crcedalism until they 
rattle again.

Now, I want to say to friend Brockway, 
that wo have not forgotten our promise. 
Wo arc looking about to see who we can 
find. There is a Medium over at Wash-

of the past, when men diJ live and were 
governed by the Grand Power, who is Un
real source of all power, the source of all 
life, love and beauty.

My dear father, I am talking now to 
you, aud not to another. I recognize all 
that mother can say, even if I could he 
placed at this moment a little babe upon 
her knees. She loved me aud mourned 
for me, and when I was hidden from her 
sight, she thought I was gone to the 
“house of many mansions,” where Christm
holds the lambs of his fiock in love aud 
sweet security.

Oh, the blessed nurses of the Summer- 
Land ! How tenderly they bring the 
cbildreu to their own parents, and hold 
them where they draw nourishment from 
the mother-soul. Infant Spirits require 
nourishment of a material nature, and 
they are left on the mother s bosom daily 
for the necessary food.

Blessed are you, my father. Amongst 
all the physicians of the earth you are 
blessed. Mothers rise up and bless you 
for the power you have imparted to them, 
and for the rejief given them when the 
pangs of birth are upon them. And there 
are many who will rejoice when you come 
here, that they can help you Spiritually 
for aid given them physically. Yrou have
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been a blessing to many, and in turn you 
will ho Mossed. The fow years loft you 
<>n tho earth will hold you until ono is 
horn who will grow and devolope as a 
healer; and this embodied Spirit will he 
able to work out all tho theories and 
thoughts which have been iu your mind 
>o long, and which yon have tried so long 
to put in operation, and you will bo look- 
< d upon as a man who did what ho could

hor still. All will he right when you got 
through with life on tho earth. Think of 
me, not as a hright-oyod, holplose baby, 
hut as a Spirit who has attained fully till 
manly principles and proportions. I am 
liko dames in most of my features. My 
eyes and hnir are different from his. I 
am freo from earthly cares, while ho hears 
the scars of hard-fonght battlos. You 
will rejoice whon your Spiritual eyes he-

fdr humanity in his day and generation. 
1 know there are many trials through which 
men must pass, but I went from the earth 
before I knew what they were, or tastec 
tho struggles of life. 1 might have been 
old and wearied now. I am young anc 
strong to do tho work appointed for tho 
ministering angels of the Spirit-World.

You havo been controlled by me ofton 
when called to heal tho sick nnd afflicted, 
and others have aided me in imparting 
the knowledge which has ever made you 
Miccessful. Grandfather and grandmother, 
and many of your early' friends, are 
around you constantly, yet they' are not 
your only guides. A band of spirits 
were appointed at your birth to attend 
you through life, und they have been 
faithful to you. Your name muy not be 
known among the rich und great ones of 
the earth, but you are known and honor
ed here in Spirit-Life, as one who has 
been true to his fellow-men. You have 
done more for your brothers in the flesh 
than the world can ever know. Here all 
records of good deeds are kept, and no 
good deeds are forgotten or lost.

Dear father, the humble oues on earth 
nro the great ones here, where men aro 
judged by the iuner consciousness, and 
tho souls of all are like printed nooks. I 
find my soul is now growing daily in 
spiritual developement. The nearer I 
coine to you, the more the desire grows 
to be of greater service to mortals. 1 
desire to bring our brother James and 
sister Lota and all the dear friends to 
whom your soul still clings, near to you. 
As you reach the inner gate where mor
tality is divided from the immortal, you 
will find your vision clear nnd your intui
tions correct in regard to the new life 
aud the home we are preparing for you 
here.

* Oh, father, try to make home pleasant 
;md harmouious, that we cuu come and 
► tsy with you. Do not mind what others 
*ay to you or of you. Keep your own 
heart pure and do your duty faithfully, 
:md all will be well. Mother’s soul goes 
back to the past nnd its cherished memo
ries. Life has been dark to her, and the 
bhadows of disappointment hover over

hold tho friends who compose your family 
and guides — loving and sympathetic 
friends, who glory in all your noble 
achievements.

Do not allow yonr mind to become 
dark in regard to the theories of modern 
reformers. Go according to tho impres
sions given you from the Deity, and you 
cannot be led into wroug paths. As tho 
yours go by, each one bringing you nearer 
tho Spiritual, let your soul rest upon the 
divine promises to the faithful. With 
implicit confidence, labor to understand, 
first, the principles which have their foun
dations deep in the soul. Cherish all 
homo affections and endeavor to draw 
those who oppose you nearer the fountain 
of thought and love. I know you will 
conquer ull obstacles, and fulfill the end 
for which you were created. Our other 
friends do not remember me. Your heart 
and mother’s alone remember, and never 
can forget.

1 am your own son, and had I lived 1 
should have been like you. You have 
never found what your soul needed in the 
ife you have lived; you have never 

reached the high aspirations of your spirit. 
Come up higher, dear father. I will meet 
you aud lead you into rest. All the 
'riendS here in Spirit-Life will write you 
messages of love. And your guide, the 
doctor, will help you write your book, 
which will be written and printed the 
coming year. Keep cheerful and happy, 
and you will be comforted by all who 
ove me, uud chief among them ull is 

your affectionate son, Hurry William Duin.

CHARLIE BALDWIN TO HIS BROTHER.

I am Charlie Baldwin, and I have a 
brother who keeps a book-store in Wash
ington. My mother is here in Spirit-life. 
My father is an aged man, nearly ninety, 
and soon to pass uway from the earth, aod 
)e free from all his troubles. His life has 
been long and useful. He has his own 
ideas of the gospel; and 1 know, as he 
will soon know, that his idoas are well 
enough, but not all true. 1 passed away 
when I was small—a little boy; uud have 
grown to mauhood iu Spirit-life.

It is queer people think children remain 
children forever. I know it would be

bettor fur tho mind uud Htuiuio of man, it 
they could got thoir growth in Spirit-lifo. 
I hey go through tho world Imlf-grown; 
their own foolishness keeps thorn stunted; 
or uh sumo say, they ure dwarfed in every
thing but evil. They all inunagc to get 
their full growth iu that. I want you to 
give this short message to my brother, 
Sumuel Baldwin, and you will greatly 
oblige Charlie Baldwin.

My dear brothor Samuel, in tho struggle 
of life, you have forgotten your brother, 
who died so long ago. I have not for
gotten you, though ; and huve beon often 
with you of Into, when I see you strug
gling hard to stem the tide of difficulties 
which seem to block business and all things 
your soul is striving for.

You have been driftiug, my brother- 
drifting with the tide. You must put 
your hunds to the wheel, and demand your 
rights from all men. Do all you can for 
the cause; but you are not called to do 
more than is right. When the fall comes, 
you will change, and prosperity will be 
yours.

Our brother, who died at Richmond, is 
with me. Mother i« also here, and there 
are many of your denr friends here; and 
all are trying to do you good.

I cannot talk much today, but I will 
come again, and I will help you.

Affectionately,
C h a r l ie  B a ld w in .

THROUGH S. A ASHLEV, FELTON, CAL.

TUNIK.
D ea r  P a pa ,— Away off here, near the 

placid waters of the Pacific, in a snug lit
tle retreat, surrounded by beautiful hills, 
where Jack Frost for tho first time this 
season has turned the leaves to a beautiful 
hue, and left the grand tall evergreens in 
all their beauty, to remind those of earth 
of the “beautiful evergreen shore,” where 
their loved ones are waiting to waft them 
good news of cheer— in this silent and 
beautiful retreat, dear pnpa, I come to 
you, hopiug, trusting und feeling as 
though I should have you here in per
son some time.

Oh, it would do you so much good to 
come here, aud get rest in this silent re
treat, where, the angels could meet you 
face to face, in Nature’s own domains.

Good papa, cheer up, aud we will help 
you. Your work is hard, but it is fraught 
with many loving blessings. All over tho 
land the prayers of blessing are on your 
head, and the beautiful mansions with ev- 
crgrecu bowers, fields of beautiful tinted 
verdure, are all being prepared for you in 
our Spirit-Home.



DHCKMHKK 1, 1878 VOICE OF ANGELS. ‘275

Not u hotiHo but HOiiie blessing for you 
is wafted to Spirit-Life, and it is planted 
in a flesh tree or Mower. Oh, wlmt a 
beautiful home is waiting for you, when 
your earth-work it* done !

Mr. Pardee joins me in all I have said 
to you, und we liuvc joys for you that you 
think not of.

Cheer up, loving papa, knowing we are 
over near you, to love and caress.

L o v in g  T u n i e .

street. Well, she told me to come here Sir, the atmosphere all about you con- 
this morning. She told me she had tried tains disembodied Spirits who cannot get 
it,.and it had benefited her. rTho Spirit I free from their physical passions. No iiv- 
of this woman had communicated pre*l telligence of a bright kind can return to 

iously] She advised me to try it, and | you but what has literally to force its way
through this mass of unprogressed Spirits, 

1 was a 1 in order to reach you ; and during the
it would benefit me, too.

My name wus John Jackson.

THROUGH ALFRED JAMES, PlIIL’A,

[While entranced, written down on delivered  
bv J- m. h .1

AMOS COMI.Y.

How dost thee do, friend? I am glad 
to sec thee occupying thy time so well. 
Theo must live and learn. Thee must 
know that I do not come here to preach 
uny particular religion. Thee must know 
that I believe in the life in Spirit-state as 
well as in the life in mortal state. I be
lieve it is the duty of all not to trespass 
od the rights of their neighbors.

I do not know what to say about the 
life beyond, because I do not find it dif- 
ferent from the life here. We shake 
bands, and call each other friends ; and 
wc live our culm, quiet lives, the same as 
we used to do here. I will say before I 
go that my name is Amos Comly, of Suin- 
merton, Buck County, Penn.

To tell you why I am here would be 
difficult, for really I do not know myself. 
It was simply a wish to demonstrate to 
thee that I live. It is about eight years 
since I passed away. The happiness that 
i enjoy is sufficient for me at present. 
They tell me a man must be di99ati9fied 
before be can rise. I was well known at 
Summerton. I think they will recognize 
this communication as coming from me.

As to a desire for some higher Spirit- 
condition than that which I am now in, 
thee sees this : that I was satisfied with a 
moderate amount of enjoyment when 
here; and thee must see by what I have 
said that I find I have adjusted myself to 
just what suits me.

I think I was distantly related to John 
Comly, the grammarian.

JOHN JACKSON.

We l l , these Quakers are a queer kinc 
of people, aud I am a dreamy kind of a 
fellow, so I follow in his wake, (meauing 
the Spirit Amos Comly.) The way I 
came here is strange to you. There was a 
womon murdered in this town by her hus
band, and there has uever been anything 
done with this man, somehow; aud I 
guess you remember the circumstance 
Her name wnsOskins. She lived in South

wanderer on the fucc of thin earth in time they are speaking to you through 
almost every clime, and in every nation.| another individuality, if it was not for the 
I had just sufficient money to follow this Indian Spirit-guide of the Medium, our 
propensity out; hut all the really valua- conversation would be a mere jumble of 
blc information I obtained did not amount words.
to much. My travels were merely to! Sir, look upward; the way is growing
gratify the physical senses, to sport away clearer. Persist in your work; let noth- 
thc time by change, with a dreamy, list-ling ^urn you ou  ̂ r°yaI road of
less languor, and I find this same thing 1 truth. And lift up your heads, for the re
publics me in the life beyond. One of yourjHcmption of mankind is nigh. Give me 
poets says:

I im lmp«)le«) by slept 
Unceasing to pnoue 

Bone fleeting gnoil. which 
Mocks me with the view.

your hand.
I was known as Washington Irving.

MILLI80N IIE5RV.

I am  very weak. Sir, I do not like to 
That expresses my condition in Spirit-1 mtrU(je much upon your time; but mine 

Life more clearly than I could otherwise! wag a 8a(j life. A drunkeu husband—a 
give it to you. But before I ask a 9 ue8'jdrunken father wore me out, and I went 
tion of you, I will say that I wander in a L Q ^ ie ĝ -ave before I was thirty years old. 
uirele, and it is becoming monotonous. I §jr  ̂ ^ a t  awfui time is over, and I rise 
Sir, can you tell rae how I can break I gUperior to my former condition, for I 
through this circle? My home was in feel that I did my duty. There are many 
Harlem, N. Y . [The writer gave j friends who help me in this life. They 
the counsel he sought.] I thank you for are <rraduallv restoring me back to healtli
your advice, and will follow it.

WASHINGTON IRVING.

G ood morning, sir. Head this com
munication Sunuyside on the Hudson, 
State of New York.

I am a Spirit, aud I am glad that 1 know 
i t ; for many do not and cannot under
stand it. I was not long in finding this 
out. I felt it almost instantaneously. A 
wise man has his lamp well filled with the 
oil of reason, and when he bridges the 
chasm of death, the light of reason will 
not keep him long in ignorance of being 
a Spirit. Elevation of character has en
abled me to learn more of the life beyond 
than many who have heeu here an im
mense period of time. Oh, man, mortal 
man I you never can or will understand 
the infinite possibilities of that Divine es
sence within you. Keep this physical 
temple pure. Do not despise it, for it is 
the medium of the Spirit.

I meet with distinguished people from 
time to time, and find none who regret 
haviug travelled the road of knowledge. 
It h&9 given them v&9t superiority; but 
many are tied down by their physical 
sense, and have not advanced on that 
account. Their ideas run in one groove, 
and this stops progression. If we could 
start without any prejudices whatever, no 
finite mind could comprehend, or dare to 
guess at what u*ould be the result.

and streugth. I do not know much about 
this life, hut it seems to me like a bright 
sun bursting through a dark cloud.

My two children passed to Spirit-Lito 
before me. 1 have seen them, hut 1 am 
so weak I canuot talk much to them. 1 
wish to ask you one question before I tell 
you the rest. There is a man who I used 
to hear preach. They all said he was a 
good mau. I want to know how it is that 
I can, from where I am, look down upon 
him beneath me, and see him associating 
with those I would blush to he seen with. 
How is this? [She was told that this 
man could not have been so good as he 
was supposed to have been.] Then he 
must have been a hypocrite. He was 
represented to be very pure and good. 
Hi9 name is James Martin. He was a 
Presbyterian.

My name was Millie Henry. I lived 
in Wheeling, We9t Virginia. I was brought 
here today by one Mr. Fleetwood, who 
has been here before.

[The Mr. Fleetwood referred to was 
the Rev. J .  Fleetwood, who was the 
author of a Life of Christ, and a clergy
man in the Baptist connection. He has 
himself communicated through Mr. James 
in a most impressive and instructive man
ner. If it is desired, the communication 
will be seut for publication in the V o ic e  
o f  A n g e l s .—J . M. K .]



27<i VOICE OF ANGELS.

'The Medium was then controlled l>v Lite. It is only how fur you luve intlu-
his lndiaii-Guide, u\\ ild Cat," who said, 
in broken English, “There is a man Iumc 
who calls himself the Rev. Thomas White, 
lie is a minister, hut he no call himself 
that. He say he was vicar and not min
ister. He preached at Dudley, Here
fordshire, Eugland, he say. He say lie 
want to tell you just what him experience 
he from the time of death in Spirit-Life." 
Here the control changed, and the follow
ing communication was given:]

Goon morning. 1 am very thankful 
tlint 1 have been introduced, for to intro
duce one’s self is awkward business.

Of all religious beliefs, the Episcopali
ans have the most shadowy, the most in
distinct idea of Spirit, it has been my for
tune to meet, either as Spirits or mortals. 
They expect to go with all their earthly 
dross surrounding their Spirits, to the 
highest life, with one tremendous leap 
across the bridge of death. In preaching 
in this wav today, I sav to vou right here

diced evil results that tells against you. 
What you have done of good is your cap
ital. What you have done of evil you 
must expiate. I found my judgment on 
awakening to consciousness. It was a 
mere suspense. It was something like a 
sleep, and I found that by the buoyancy 
of my Spirit it gravitated exactly ' to 
the spot where it belonged. Truth i6 
mighty and must prevail over all theoret
ical barriers.

Sir, I hope you will place this commu
nication of mine where it will reach the 
minds of thoughtful men and women, and 
l think it will be the means by which they 
will understand better how to cultivate 
their Spirit-natures, and to appreciate the 
joys eternal. Amen.
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commission.
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B A N N E R  O F  L I G H T ,
TIIK OLDEST JOUItNAL IN THE WOULD DEVOTED TO TUB

§  P  I I t  I T  U A L  P I I I L  O S O P H Y .
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A T  N O  0 M O N T G O M E R Y "  P L A C E ,  B O STO N , MASS.

C O L B Y  &  R I C H I

labor, and to respect it, the more openly it is 
mansions,"— meaning condi- , . . . , . A,c 1 proclaimed by the studious man to be the cause

M T. Suklhamer, having reason to believe 
that money sent to her address by mail has been 
lost, desires her patrons, and those intending to 

that the result is frightful. Man has in -1 6eml t0 her for medical treatment, to please re- 
vented so many theories that they have 1111 ** by money order on South Boston Post
left out one great book; and tliat book p ® ce* ______ _______
the Bonk of Nature. Between the lids ........ . r , , , ., . , .  kBrilliaxcv .—I do not know anything which
of that hook, it }ou stud} it well, ) 0U more fascinates youth than what, for the want
w ill tind an infallible guide, one that does | of a better word, we call brilliancy. Gradually,
not err, aud that does not publish a theory however, this peculiar kind of estimation
today and reject it tomorrw. changes very much. I t  is no longer those who

The next question, whether it is light or I are brilliant, those who affect to do the most
whether it is dark where 1 am, 1 w ill a" d tl,e t* 81 nork wit'' tl,e least apparent
answer. There is one statement that is Pains and trouble, whom we are most inclined
true,and that is “ In our Father's house there l t0 admire We e” ntual|y come to admire 
are many
tions. I have so much to say today, and l I L  f , , . , . fJ J * of success, if  lie has any success to boast of.—
do not like to tax you ; but the principal $ ir ^ r/^ ur j { eips
tbiug I wished to say, was to state a start- ^  . , , , _ t.. °  . . . '  . . , Death.—L ife is the road to death. Theling question which was asked me the r , . , ... .. ,°  1 Indians say : Death does not kill, it makes us
other day by a Spirit in Spirit-L ife. I ltm9ible. I t  is the sorrow of 6Urvivor3 t0 see
must confess that it staggered me. lie  ,l0 more those whom they loved ; but the first 
showed me in the distance millions o f I friend we lose gives a clearer vision to the soul. 
Spirits in the lowest possible state, and Every step towards death opens a little wider 
he said to me, “ Is God or man responsibi the gates of eternity.
lor this?" This question was one that 1 ' Uton the unsteady flower that rocks in the
would not, I told him, by any means at- breeze the bee makes her perch, and gathers 
tempt to answer; for 1 believed, and 1 her honey ; thus man enjoys the fleeting things 
iutcuded to bold to it that God never of earthly life while all things rock under his
created a human Spirit, but what there feet“ “ '4,i*rAarA‘
was a way to a higher light provided foi I f°rfuna ê man *8 I)orn Poor or
that Spirit. Who urn I that I should uc worl<6 6rad,J ’|y UP t0 'reaUh and con
cuseGod? \ \  hat docs this fauite, called L  , . . . . ,,, . . . . .  . . . . .  finds they were not worth bo much trouble.Spirit, know ol the head ot all intelligence ? _ . ,,.. ,. . . Hr Faults are pliable in infancy; changeableNow, sir, to finish this commuuicatiou. . . . . . . .  . . .. .in childhood ; more resolute in vouth; (irmly

dll>’ iu 0clobcr lb ilt L  Tbos rooted in manhood; and inflexible in old age.
W bite, le lt this earthly tencmeut for the ^1 1 . rLANKTs govern not the soul nor guide thr>
lile hcyoild. Mall) sai t at I  was ft destinies of man, but trifles lighter than straws
good man. Some thought I had not per ar0 jevera j„  t |ie building up of character.
tunned my duty . But it is not the opin-l Every spirit builds itself a house, and beyond
ions of men that either clears your path) house a world; and beyond its world a
or clouds it oil your cntraucc into Sp irit-1 heaveu.
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