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THE MINISTRY OF ANGELS. 

BY REV. J. D. CASEWELL. 

[Are they not all ministering spirits, s~nt forth to minis- 
for them who shall be heirs of salvation 7}—Heb. i 14. 

- 

being's deep stream, 

' hat ,it's not a dream, 

at t, unseen and fair, 

Who move about in view 
Pilot our bark; With outsp 
To keep ugjiiom a} dvildbings, 

oe 

Aad, in hg garden e mind, 

‘Chey sow the cel heavenly kind, 
fr whence dogpring the flowers of love, 

Aid thoughts, that bear the mind above 
I'he strife, and storms, and wild commotion, 

Which meet us on life’s troublous ocean. 

‘I'hus they clothe in vernal bloom, 

Which smiles o’er winter's dying gloom, 

The secret passions of the mind, 

And breathe the gentle and the kind 

futo the feelings of the soul ; 

Aud give their beauty to the whole. 

$s we 

They also tune the unstrung lyre, 

And give 10 man devotions fire 

That he, in lofiy song, may raise, 
The raptrous notes of heart-felt praise ; 

And roll in stratus of soft acclaim 

Jehovah's awful, rev’rend Name : 

And, in his smiles of sweet repose, 

Which flow through Sharon's bleeeding rose, 

Robe the entrane’d and tranquil mind, 

Whose tLoughts, by matter unconfin’d, 

Do walk with Seraphs in their bliss 

And, far from all that’s low in this, 

Tread worlds beyond the blue serene, 

The dwelling of the Great Unseen 
Thus, in Religion’s ¢lose communion, 

With spirits bright we are in union, 
Who under Love's immortal reign, 

"I'o minister, in wisdom, deign, 

To those, who live, where snares are spread, 

“And forces evil would strike dead, 

The saints, who in the moral strife, 

« Marchupward, in the path of life. 

Ia the hour of my dissolving 

When the mind's essence is evolving 

it-land afar, 

th that changeless Star, 
. A'bat brighten’d Bethlehem’s peaceful plains, 
dive good-will through angels strains ; 

over around my dying place, 
And, mn your gentle, fond embrace, 
Ye ministers of Heavenly good, 
Conduct me o'er death’s swelling flood, 

" Where ye do live in glories bright, 
“That T may know the calm delight 
Link’dto Perfection; and pgeise Him 
Through endless life, who died for sin! 

SPIRITUAL TABLE TIPPING, 

BY E. ANDREWS, M.D, ANN ARBOR, MICH, 

We hold that every muscle in the body is 
subject tothe same influence, and that 

this is true, 
pagiving these 

e over the 
motor power 

do, by giving the emoti 

oye 

the other mental functions. 

|soldier struck a horseman with a battle-axe 
| with such violence, that the weapon at one 

reason why we da rot riotice it, is because the 
superior, power of ol me the effects of [If 

ol. tor for the devil, 
.|really, one over whose muscles 

n- {usurped the place of will. 

emergencies. We often see at a fire instan- 
ces where men, with a very slight voluntary 
effort, will pick wp and carry off a piece of 
furniture which they could net ‘lift in their 
cooler moments. ‘A striking instance of the 
tremenidéus enefgy of this superadded force 
occurred in one of the old Scottish wars. A 

blow clove dewn through the rider and his 

the. matter to the very bottom. I have been a 
writing medium, and can demonstrate by an 
analysis of my own mind while engaged in re- 
ceiving communications, that the spirits of the 
dead are not at all concerned in it. I do not 
take the ground that it is all imposture; in 
fact I know better. The will has nothing to 
do with actions performed, and yet they are all 
the work of the mind.” 
We are perfectly aware that most unexplain- 

and to summon each individual to giv 
count of his desires, his pursuits, his hope 

his life, —methinks the enquiry would soon 
prove to possess an absorbing interest. And 
as we watched the rapid step, the thoughtful 
brow, the calm, determined eye, and remem- 
bered whence came the first ** living soul,” 
which, when breathed into the human frame, 
gave man the image of his Maker, it would 

horse, killing both, and then broke a paving- 
stone beneuth. 
The common experiment of a few persons 

lifting another on the tips of their fore fing- 
ers is another instance. Standing around, 
they all take breath together, and at a given 
signal they blow under the person to be rais- 
ed, when he rises like a cork. So striking is 
the result, and so little is the consciousness 
of exertion, that the operators often imagine 
that the person is raised by the breath they 
blow under him, and not by their fingers. It 
is obvious, however, that the sole use of the 
breath is to be a signal, and by the Tormality 
of ‘the preparation, to cuneentrate their 
thoughts intently on the desired action. 

Here, then, we have the power for produc- 
ing the spiritual manifestations, viz., muscu- 
lar power without volition, and without dis- 
tinct consciousness. [t now remains to show 

how involuntary power can ptoduce intelli- 
gent actions, which is quickly done. 

forcad is its tendency to execute whatever mo- 
tions the mind dwells upon, even contrary to 
the will. Who has not felt the irresistible 
disposition to move his head, when sitting for 
a daguerreotype, simply frem fixing it so 
strongly in mind that that motion must not 
be made. Soin the above cases of excite- 
ment, the superadded force comes in to exe- 
cute the movements upon which the mind is 
intent; hence it coincidés with volition. The 
case is she same in a thousand instances in 

"|life where a vivid conception of an action 
causes an unconscious imitation of it. {tis 
seen also in skilled musicians, in whom the 
mere desire to have a certain note prompts 
the requisite motion of the fingers without any 
consciousness of volition, and ‘it is remarka- 
ble that this involuntary style of action gives 
a more delicate and perfect execution than 
acts of mere will. 

Now the spiritualists have the merit of hav- 
ing demonstrated that this involuntary power 
may be séparated, from the voluntary, and 
made to act aloe; and also that the thought 
or wish of any otion is "a ifficient as willin 
the mation. is is the whole mystery of in- 
volantary writing and tipping. Any sensitive 
erson maytry the expefiment for himself. 
Hake a pencil ifthe Nand, ‘and withodt any 

~ [support for the arm, hold the point lightly on 
a sheet of paper until the handtbegins to twitch 
land tremble with nervousness and fatigue—a 
little whparpitions awe wr Wap then look-, 

irig earnestly at the pepcil, picture in your 
be vividiy'the tonngte Tod wish ‘to : TAR 

f you xe of nervous temperament, you will 
now feel an involuntary impulde of the hand 
in the equisite directions, and by perseve. 
rance and repetition, you may in alittle time 
become a writing medium, a telegraph opera- 

as Beecher would sjy, but 
fancy has 

i i 

re 

We have proved this by actual experiment, 
and have been ourselves to write inval-| 
uptary commu ns, -tipping is still | 

Since writing the shoe, Wests the jour- 

Tbe most striking law of this involuntary| 

Z| mournf 

able stories are every day told; but be wary 
of two things—first, of phenomena not rigid- 
ly tested, and secondly, of second-hand state- 
ments. We have in our investigations detec- 
ted eye-witnesses of the highest integrity, in 
egregious false statements in consequence of 
their excitement. 

In conclusion, we give it as our own im- 
préssion, that the claim of * spirituality” for 
the ‘‘ manifestations” is an unmitigated hum- 
bug, and we are willing to test it with any 
econ medium that dare try it. We will ask 

venty plain and fair questions, and we defy 
any medium in or out of Michigan to answer 
them all correctly, either by writing, rapping 
or tipping; and we will set a suitable table in 
the middle of our room, and after we have ta- 
ken the proper measures to prevent the appli- 
cation of muscular action and mechanical 
force, we defy all the spirits out of Pandemo- 
nium to move it a single foot. 

WHITHER, AND WHY? 

A MEDITATION FOR THE END of (853. 

A vessel was once discovered, far out at 
sea, with her sails filled by the wind, and ap- 

be with intense anxiety that we awaited a re- 
ply to the question, Whither, and why 2 

But look $man as God has bid us look ; 
as at a being Who must be immortal, and 
whose life here is given him as a precious 
boon, by the right use of which he may live 
for ever; and then, if his whole soul be wrap- 
ped up in some pursuit that has reference to 
this world alone ; if the darling object be one 
from which the grave will for ever separate 
him ; if the dread image of the unknown fu- 
ture be systematically banished from his 
thoughts, with all the hopes, the fears, the as- 
pirations, the misgivings, which it might kin- 
dle; and if a spirit which might even here 
hold communion with a reconciled God, a 
risen Saviour, a divine Comforter, is bound 
down to the earth; then the man is a traitor 
to all his noble endowments, and the sacred 

is drifting about on the great ocean of life, 
without a purpose that deserves the name. 
And drifting warrser ? 
There are carrents mighty in operation, 

though silent and unperceived, which carry 
vessels far from their track, and cast the un- 
suspecting seamen on the fatal rock. And 
even so the stream of time bears these busy parently in good trim, but pursumg such a 

changing, fitful course, that it seemed as if 
her captain’s sole object were to mimic the 
sports of the flying-fish that were playing 
round her. 
A boat's crew pushed off to investigate the 

mystery ; and on reaching the strange vessel, 
they found that there was not a human being 
in charge of her; no one to trim the sails, no 
one to guide the helm. The varying breeze 
drove the deserted ship hither and thither, and 
the rudder shifted with the wash of every 
passing wave. : 

Let me change the scene to the thronged 
thoroughfares of one-of our great towns. 
Wopat a bewildering contrast between the 
ocean and the city! What a change from the 
solitary ocean-path to the stream of humanity 
pouring along the streets! from the plashing 
of the wave at the vessel's bows, the sea-gull’s 

ery, and the sighing of the wind 
through the ship's rigging, te the mighty roar 
of this vast tide of life! 
# A @ontrast, indeed; and yet my thought 
ful readers will have vered a striking 
analogy. Wibat is life, but a boundless ocean 
stretching backwards and onwards bevond 
the flight of human thought! ‘T'hat ocean 
rarrows, indeed, between the dark and frown- 
ing portals of death, but only to spread again, 

* Without a mark, without a bound.” 

And what are all these thyriads of our fellows 
men, but so many vessels on that broad bo- 
som, bound on many different errands, freight. 
ed with many different. burdens, but all with 
more or dess of living power; all gifted with 
more or less of intellect, all bearing a rich 
treasure, compared” with which the *“ Moun- 
tain of Light” is as a worthless stone,—that 
treasure an immgrtal spirig! 

la the solitude of the high. seas, a strange 
sail igat once an object of interest and specu- 
lation. Whatisshe? Whence, and whither 

ged pathways of the 

Jdetter{tiny of the imperishable spirit which lives in 
Res city, we thread our way amongst our fellow 

ye: . Xet, were it possible to arrest the tide of 

men with little thought or, care as to the des- 

deep gnif wherein the world shall one day 
appear. 

him onwards, and rejoices at the lessening 
distance that separates him from the haven 
where he would be. 
But the worldling—of the earth, earthy— 

whither is he drifting? 
Whither? To the land where all things 

are forgotten; to the unbroken gloom of the 
grave; to the deep shadows of death; to the 
extinction of all his hopes, all his ambition, all 
his enjoyments ! * 

Whither?! To the hour when all that he 
now holds dear and valuable will be torn from 
him by a ruthless spoiler; when ‘his wealth 
must pass to other hands, his reputation cease 
to gladden him, his knowledge of earthly trea- 
sures fail to fill his soul; te the hour when 
the voices of loved ones will fall fainter and 
fainter on his dying ears; when the hand of 
friendship will slip from hispalgied grasp, and 
he that lived in a throug of admirers, will die 
alone ! Sha 

Whither? To the awful judgment seat of 
One whom he might bave had for an almighty 
Saviour, but whom he has made an angry 
Judge! 

Whither? To the dread tribunal, where’ 
he must give an account of rich endowments 
misused, of precigus opportunities neglected, 
and noble powers iden od ; and be femind- 
ed, nay, aceuse himself, in unspeakable ago- 
ny, that the voice of Divine mercy spake anto 
him, but he would not hear! - 

Whither 7 Who can picture the nex fear- 
ful step? Who can tell what itis.to “* dwell 
with everlasting burnings 1” 

Reader, another year has gone. One after 
another the months. of 1863 have rolled over 
thee, And now that theu art come. once 
more to this annual resting place, this mile- 
stone in the great, journey. of life, ask thy- 
self solemnly the, question, *‘ Whither am 
oing I", Haw rapidly time passes away! 
ow many, who were, with .us when the year 

began are now no more amongst us! And 
the time will come when. we shall be looked 

ation pouring along seme great highway for inthe .old circles; but found not; when 

ean ag- , 9] 

his fears,—in short, of the great purpose of *" 

purpose for which they were bestowed, and” 

triflers on its silent, but rapid course, to that | 

The christian feels the strong tide bearing 
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