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INTRODUCTORY LETTER.

Tue following letter, from a highly esteemed friend, intro-
duces the editor and her labors more happily than anything
she could submit from her own pen. I would thank him for
the kind words he has written. To those other valued friends,
whose contributions have not only enhanced the intrinsic value
of this Memoir, but assisted me greatly in my delicate labor
of love—to him who first suggested it—and to all whose sym-
pathy and encouragement have relieved the loneliness and
strengthened the weakness of my heart during the last few
months, [ would return my liveliest gratitude. May that day
be far in the future, in which they shall need the sympathy
they have so generously given their bereaved sister.

C. A B,
New Yorx, August 20, 1852.

Mzs. CaroLive A. SouLk:

My Dear Friend,—I am much gratified to learn that you
intend publishing a Memoir and a Selection from the Writings
of your departed husband. The work belongs to you. But
while you have undertaken it in the right of relationship and
affection, I am sure also that, for the public interest, it could
not have been intrusted to better hands. Of all others, a faith-
ful and discriminating wife is best qualified, not only to collect
the details, but to exhibit that actual spirit of a life which is so
essentia] to a complete biography. Such a biography of Brother
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. !
Soule you are warranted in présenting to the world, and eq
cially to those with whom he was associated in faith and lah
Respected and beloved by them, lamenting the close ‘of !
career in its very noon-tide, they will gladly preserve the reat
of his personal history and the memorials by which he }
speaks to them. For myself, I need not tell you that I kn
him well, and that our toil in 8 common ministry was chee:
by the most friendly intercourse. I will not attempt any p
sonal analysis, yet ] would say, that, next to his sterling d
racter, his moral faithfulness, I honored Brother Soule for i
sound and cultivated mind, his sympathy with good learnii
especially in its relation to the office of the preacher, and 1
character which he imparted to our denominational pulpit
his own illustration. He brought a well-furnished and di§
plined intellect to aid a heart earnest in its Master’s cause.
know well the usefulness and ability which with him ha
dropped from our ranks, the manly nature, the steadfast frier
ship, which have passed into the larger sphere, and which up
earth abide now only in the deep places of memory. But th
will be cherished there; and the task which you have und
taken, attended by the sympathies of all who know you, w
freshen and confirm them. For yourself, this will prove to-
not only a work of duty, but of consolation. In selecting a
arranging his writings—the features and expressions of his ov
spirit—you will feel that you are still ministering to kim, wh
in living over the vanished years—in retracing with a swe
sadness the lineaments of his life and character, and setti
them forth in that vividness and proportion which can
wrought only by the inspiration of love—you will realize t
perpetuity of human affection, and how imperishable after .
are the richest results of our earthly communions.

To those greater Lights, the consolations which are in G
and in Christ, I need not direct your attention. You ha
already availed yourself of them. The illustration you ha
offered of the sublimity and beauty which-the Christian Fai
can pour upon the desolation of the widow and the orphan, b
cheered and strengthened us all.

Yours, fraternally, E. H. Craris:
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Tae story of life is instructive. Humanity is so myste-
riously, yet divinely linked, that “none of us liveth to him-
self.” Let the heart count never so few or so many pulsations,
let it be good or evil, happy or sad, it is yet a teacher, and
an earnest and impressive one. But while every life has its
lessons, all are not equally healthful and holy. That which
was scarred, worthless, repulsive, crimson with its orucified
hopes, loves and aspirations, is not as worthy of remembrance
as the one which was whole, zealous, bountiful, beautiful, true
to the divinity within it. The former is only a suggestion;
the latter, an inspiration. The demon may warn from hell, but
the angel will guide to heaven.

It is well to cherish the memory of & true life. Its teachings
are all significant of good. They come to the heart, like sun-
shine and dew to the flower, aiding, strengthening, developing,
perfecting. That life only is true, which.seeks ever to embody
virtue in more tangible and lovely forms, which directs its no-
ble energies in a proper path, which is vital with tender chari-
ties, strong hopes, earnest endeavors, divine aspirations. It is
the earthly striving to become the heavenly. It may doubt,
but it never despairs; it may struggle, but it always conquers;
it may fear, but it never falters ; it may sin, but it always re-
pents. It is ever loving, forgiving, trusting. It consecrates its
time to God, its labors to the good of man.

One who strove to live a true life has lately passed awey.
1*
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I purpose to write a faithful memorial of his life and labors. I
£hall endeavor to furnish one which will come to his children as
he would have come to their memory, had he not been taken from
them when their years were so few; one which shall come to his
friends as he was wont when living to come to their firesides ;
one which shall be a hope and a prayer to the young apostles
treading in his footsteps, and a joy and a blessing to all who
may choose to read. And if I sometimes write rather as the
widow than the biographer, I trust I shall be judged by the
heart, rather than the head.

Hexry Bmrpsain Sourk was born in the town of Dover,
Duchess County, N. Y., on the 7th day of July, 1815. He
was the son of Clement and Mary Soule, and the eldest of four
children. The “unmusical cognomen,” as he was wont to term
it, by which he was ushered into the great Christian family, was
conferred upon him by an intimate and eccentric friend of his
father, who testified, by his partiality for domestic scenes, and
his fondness for little children, that his single life was a matter
of necessity rather than choice. At the christening, the child
received a gift and a promise. The gift, three and a half yards
of calico, (a bachelor’s idea of an infant’s dress!) he wore out;
but though he faithfully adhered to the name, his purse was
never the heavier for it : whether from the circumstance that the
sponsor died ere he found the golden placer, or that finding it,
he was enabled to take to his heart those nearer and dearer
than the child of his friend, is not known. But he brightened
and blessed many an hour of his namesake’s childhood, and
some of the stories which he whispered into the ear of the little
one, were remembered and transcribed by the man.

As far as Henry knew, he did not boast a very distinguished
ancestry, though he never had the curiosity to trace his gene-
alogy very far back into the past. His father’s family, as the
orthography of the name implies, was of French descent, his
great grandfather emigrating from sunny France to escape
the vengeangeswhich his political opinions had excited against
him, On his mother’s side, he was of Irish extraction, the
second generation back having come from the Emerald Isle to
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this, then, new world, in search of their fortune; an enterprise
which somehow failed of the success they antlclpated'
Of his parents he writes thus :— -

“My father I remember as a tall, spare man, with a long,
thin face, wide mouth, large irregular teeth, light brown hair,
gray eyes, large but thin nose, narrow high forehead, loaded
with strong deep furrows. His voice was strong but musical,
and when he became engaged, was exceedingly rich and melo-
dious. He possessed an amiable disposition and strong affec-
tions, and when he smiled, his whole countenance was expressive
of great serenity and benignity. I cannot tell exactly how it
was, but whenever he got deeply interested on any subject of
a cheerful character, those coarse, irregular features were in-
vested with a charm that was perfectly irresistible ; they fast-
ened the attention of the beholder as with a spell—while a
resistless witchery dwelt in those

gray eios lit up
Wxth summer lightenings of a soul
So full of summer warmth.’

¢ There were great promptness and decision in his charac-
ter,—not that promptness which is marked with the folly of
haste, nor that vulgar kind of decision which sinks into mere
obstinacy or imperturbable mulishness,—but those higher quali-
ties which give a man readiness and energy. His advantages
of education were of the most limited character, being such as
scarcely to enable him to read and write when he entered upon
his majority. But he possessed a mind that was inquisitive
and loved information ; and as soon as he could command the
means necessary to procure books, he put himself to study,
devoting to it all the leisure he could find. He was by pro-
fession a farmer, which afforded him frequent opportunities for
communion with his books, especially after his marriage and
settlement in life. 8o much advantage did he derive from this
employment of his time, that he became a very competent
practical surveyor, which yielded -in’ the course of his life
no inconsiderable pecuniary emold : _storing of
his mind with an immense amount e e,

men who have supported their famifes a3
have been more extensive readers. His pecu
ways remained limited, rendering it 1mpractlcable, BEROt im-
possible, for him to gather a large library, though no mauwould
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have more gloried in such a possession. It was his custom,
after reading his books, with very rare exceptions in the case
of favorite authors, to dispose of them, and employ the pro-
ceeds in new purchases. He also carried on a pretty extensive
business in borrowing books—as much so as possible in a sec-
tion of the country where that article was not very abundant.

“In his family no man was ever more kind and happy than
he; while as a neighbor he was buit too obliging and generous
for the welfare of his own interests.

“My mother is a woman about the middle size, with an
active and energetic temperament, and great decision of cha-
racter, Over her thin and pale countenance is thrown a calm-
ness and thoughtfulness that, especially when she gently smiles,
invests her with a melancholy though -pleasing interest. Her
disposition accords with the indications expressed in her fea-
tures, being kind and forbearing to a degree, which is witnessed
in no other being but woman. Strong in her affections, the
objects of her attachments become, as it were, a part of her-
self; and no labor is too arduous, or endurance too great, for
the demonstration of her devotedness and the fulfillment of the
duties which her feelings suggest. She is always deeply inter-
ested in the sick and the suffering, and spends many of the
most instructive hours of her life in attendance upon the obe
and in communion with the other,

“ Her education was narrow and imperfect; but she pos-
sessed strong natural abilities, a quick and accurate perception,
and good sense, which have quahﬁed her to discharge the re-
sponsible duties of the wife, thermother, the neighbor, and the
friend, in a manner every way worthy of her sex. She belongs
to that class of women who never yield to anything but success.
The heart within her is always mightier than the circumstances
without her, however dark and trying those circumstances may
be.  In all the trials through which the family passed—and
they were not few or light—I do not remember to have ever
seen her discouraged. I have often seen her unusually earnest
and active, in times of extreme difficulty, in seasons of greatest
darkness ; but I never knew her to sit down, sad and despair-
ing, as though-giving up the struggle with adverse fortune. She
never distrusted the providence of God. She always lool;%-
for a profitable issue from every trial ; she would tell us
knew it would come, for God did only smite to heal 3’ and -her
countenance assured us that she fels all she said.” N

The wedded life of those parents was a perfect and beautlful
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consummation of youthful hopes and bridal anticipations. «I
never knew a happier couple,” said one to me, who knew them
well. “They seemed indeed always to be happy; seldom
more so, than when under their own roof, alone with their little
ones.” Not that they were unsocial, for in both the social feel-
ings were strong and well developed. The footfalls and voices
of friends were always pleasant and welcome sounds. But
such, though they might intensify their joys, were not essential -
to them. Each could fill to the brim with sweetness, the other’s
life-cup, and when the cup is full to the brim, who cares to have
it overflow ?

Their home, though always an humble one, never boasting
of luxuries, and at times furnished with barely the necessaries
of life, was always neat, well ordered, joyous and pleasant.
It was sanctified by faithful, constant, uncomplaining labor, by
devoted conjugal and parental love, by earnest strivings after
mental and moral culture, by reverence to God and all holy
things, by the voice of prayer and the hymn of praise. It was
a religious home in the best and highest sense of that term;
for though religion was not always the theme of conversation,
it was ever the principle of action. The parents never forgot,
as too many parents do, that they had once been young. They
did not try to make old men and women out of little boys and
girls; time would do that full fast enough. So long as their
children were good, that is, respectful and obedient to their
elders; kind, gentle, and affectionate toward each other ; vio-
lating no virtue ; forming no bad habit, they might laugh and
dance, shout and frolic, to their hearts’ content. “There is no
place like home,” was the sentiment they strove to impress
upon the thoughts and feelings of the little ones who blessed
their marriage, and they did so effectually, because they made
that home attractive. Ill-fashioned, lowly, rude as it was at
times, it was a holy spot to the child, a blessed memory to the
man. Often, when homeless, tossing about from pillar to post,
thoughts of the firesides, beside which he sat when a boy, would
come to his saddened and aching bosom, like angels from a
brighter world, making radiant the dark hour with blissful
reminiscenees and confident hopes. Who may estimate the
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influence of that early home? The recipient of its blessings.
never underrated them. They were a heavenly host, guarding
his heart from temptation, and leading it by sweet and resistless
voices into a sinless path.

Is it strange, that in the child of such parents and of such a
home, the nobler, higher, and more excellent qualities of the
soul should predominate ? Is it strange that where the parents
cherished towards each other such intense, devoted affection,
the child should come into the world with a large, loving heart ;
that love should be the essence of its spiritual life? But be
this as it may, theory or philosophy, certain it is, that the man
always blessed God that his parents were what they were.
“ What I might have been,” he would frequently say, “ had my
father been spared to me longer, I cannot tell ; but what I am,
I owe to my father that was and my mother that is!”

Of the place of his nativity, though he left it when quite
young, he ever retained some distinct recollections. The old
and ill-shapen house in which he dwelt, and the pleasaut and
high-walled garden in which he played, he described accu-
rately twenty-four years after he bade them farewell forever,
closing the description of the house with these affectionate
words :—

“] loved it when a boy, and I love it still. I have not seen
it these many years, yet I remember everything about it; it
stands before my mind like a picture, and I must change won-
derfully if I cannot see and deseribe it in heaven.”

His memory retained too, some vivid traces “of steep,
rugged, though not very elevated hills, of a small circular body
of water lying among them, of a charming little stream,

- whose leaping and singing waters meandered gently through
the valley, and of some men and women who have passed
away.” Ina word, the “Crescent Valley,” which he describes
so minutely in his “ Autobiography of a Clergyman,” was the
valley of his nativity, the embodiment of early memories;
and the ¢ Crescent Lake,” from whose Marble Rock the lovers
took their fatal leap, was a sheet of water, over whose placid
waves, the child with his father for an oarsman, sailed many an



THE CHILD, 15

hour. For six years and a half he dwelt in the house where he
was born ; after that, “Crescent Valley and Crescent Lake ”
were to his heart but beautiful memories.

THE CHILD.

Like every childhood, Henry’s was a prophecy ; but he was
more fortunate than many, in that though his parents did not
divine it, the culture they gave his young mind and heart was
such “that it might be fulfilled.” He is remembered as a
serious, thoughtful, diffident child, but not, as is sometimes the
case where these characteristics are noticed, gloomy, taciturn,
or unsocial. On the contrary, he was hopeful and cheerful,
oftener smiling than weeping ; but his mirth was musical, never
boisterous, and his laugh though gleeful, was never “too noisy.”
He was always longing to know the why and the wherefore of
everything; some question of greater or less importance always
puzzling his young mind. When alone with his mother, he
would frequently sit or lie by her side for an hour at a time,
without uttering a word. But upon her asking him if he were
sick or tired, he would reply, “ No, I was only thinking,” and
would then pour into her ear such a flood of questions, that she
would often wish sincerely she had let him “think on.” He
seldom opened his heart to strangers, but “when he did love, it
was intensely, and to his favorites he would freely communi-
cate his thoughts, hopes, desires and feelings. -

That amiability of disposition which so tenderly endeared
the man to his associates ¥as early observed in him. .« Henry
was always a good child,” remarks his mother in speaking of the
past; nod faultless, for he was a human child, but good, in a
mother’s significant sense. He was always obedient and re-
spectful in his demeanor to his parents, and kind, gentle and affec-
tionate towards all. If he could not make others happy, he
would never make them miserable. He was never cross, sulky,
or pouting. Not that he was silent, when things went wrong.
Whatever his feelings were in such cases, he would speak them
out, sometimes vehemently, sometimes gently, but always
speak them, instead of brooding over them in a corner.
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The only fault his mother remembers to regret in the el
and I have frequently heard him allude to it, was his quick
rather passionate temper. His parents, though they had net
consulted any treatises upon parental duties, though they
never studied mental or moral philosophy, were wisely
structed by the dictates of experience, judgment and affecti
as to the proper way of remedying this evil. They knew
felt that though natural qualities cannot be extirpated, they ¢
be tutored and directed ; that whereas if left to run riot, th
prove curses, properly governed, they may become blessin
‘While too young to be reasoned with, they kept exciting caw
out of the way when possible, but never suffered the passioj
fit to go unnoticed, kindly and tenderly showing him its fu
and wrong, and pointing out the better way. They neverl
tempted to  whip it out of him,” but taught him, by exam,
and -precept, “to govern his temper with nbso]nte sway
And they succeeded ; it was a long but patient task, the
ward a happy compensation for the toil. I°do not think:
man was ever angry. And I have been with him at times 1
under circumstances which would be faithful tests as to the
tent of self.government. I have seen the flush of honest in¢
nation mantle his brow, but it was never followed by the
blood of anger. The impetuosity, native to his childhood, §
perly, wisely, and timely directed, became firmness and ener
giving vigor and spirit to manhood.

He early manifested an intenseelove of the beautiful
sound and vision. And this taste was assiduously fostered
his parents ; not by taking him intdhe concert hall, or lead
him through the gallery of art, for to neither of these had #
ever access ; but by walking with him in the garden, the n
dow, and the forest, where the singing birds, the whispes
winds, and the chanting waves might minister to the one, :
the picturesque scenery of his loved valley to the other; -
by keeping his lowly home ever musical with affection’s voi
and attractive with cheerful neatness. In this way too,-
only were his yearnings gratified in a pure and healthful w
but he was at an early age made 8 communicant of naf

1d a lover of home. .
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And he was not only remarkable too for his love of the
beautiful of the outer, but also of the inner world. Goodness,
truth, holiness, virtue under any'name, had a resistless charm
for him. A good child was a most interesting study to him,
and he was always known to prefer stories which illustrated
some virtue, to any others which might be told him. To be
good, to do good and to “know something,” were the great ob-
jeets of his childish ambition,—his childish, I said, and truly,
but I might have said, of his whole life, for such indeed was the
fact. And in this case too, he was blessed in his parents.
They not only shielded him carefully from corrupting influences,
but they surrounded him with sanctifying ones. They not -
only plucked up the weed, but planted the flower. -

Briefly : in his ardent and unquenchable thirst for informa-
tion, in his love of the beautiful and true, in his retiring and
amiable disposition, in his warm and strong attachments, in his
impetuous and sensitive temperament, and in his active and
earnest strivings to be a good and happy boy, were hidden the
prophetic thoughts, that when fulfilled, made the man as and
what he was,

A NEW HOME.

In 1822, Henry’s father removed with the family to Central
New York, “fixing” upon a residence in the town of Cicero,
Onondaga County. They made this journey in January, taking
all their goods with them, by means of large lumber sleighs,
prepared for that kind of business. They were two long,
dreary, dismal weeks on the road. During part of the time
the weather was exceedingly cold, often stormy and blustering,
and they suffered extremely. It is doubtful if his father ever
* wholly recovered from the effects of his exposure to the cold
and storm during that journey. But its tedious miles were at
last all numbered; and they arrived at the house of his grand-
father, Jate at night, exhausted and tired of life. His grand-
father lived in the neighborhood of their destined abode, and
most welcome was the long expected and beloved son with his
family, to the hearth and hearts of his aged parents, though to
accommodate their own large family and the new comers, who
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numbered eight, including the three teamsters, there were but
two rooms, that on the ground and the attic. Beds were spread
on the floors, and they all mdhaged somehow to get into them,
and to sleep soundly and sweetly when there. The next morn-
ing, they breakfasted on “ bean-porridge and johnny cakes,”
and with as good a relish as ever a king ate his morning meal.
For beverage “ the old folks” drank green tea, and ‘“the young
folks” pure water from the spring. The dinner consisted of
salt pork, potatoes, and the cold remains of the same “johnny
cake.,” The fragments of these two meals, with the addition
of a cup of strong green tea, made up what passed under the
name of supper. And the meals of that first day were a fair
specimen of the general living in the town at that time. Wheat
biscuits were a luxury reserved for company, and molasses
ginger-bread the most extravagant cake that then graced the
tea-table, '

The country was new, wild, and almost uninhabited; *“and
there yet abounded a great deal of forest, as dense and solemn
as when Columbus first set his foot upon the shores of the
New World.,” The farms consisted of large tracts of wood-
land, with very small patches from which the timber had been
removed, though still covered with huge stumps, and in the
midst of which stood rude log huts, the dwelling-places of their
proprietors. The first impressions of the settlers were any-
thing but favorable. Everything about was so gloomy, rude,
almost savage, that with homesick hearts they looked wist-
fully back to the dear spot whence with high hopes they had
emigrated. Labor and privations such as they had never
known before stared them in the face. They felt as if they
‘were beyond the pale of civilization, and had wings been
granted them, would have soon again been settled in the old
house which they had so long called home. But it was not in
the nature of either parent to sink under difficulties. Much as
they felt, they spoke only cheerfully, each striving to lighten
the other’s heart of its burden, and to dispel the gloom which
rested there.

After remaining a few days with the grandparents, they took
lodgings with Andrew Johnson, who had married the eldest
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sister of Henry’s father, and recently removed into the town.
This uncle afterwards sustained a nearer relation to Henry, and
was ever one of his dearest and best friends. Indeed, had it
not been for his generous assistance, the poor student would
have fared harder and endured more than he did. He soon,
young as he was, became warmly and strongly attached to him
and his family, and the circumstances in which they were
placed only tended to make more ardent the kindly feeling
first called into being under their own roof. They were indeed
his principal friends for a number of years.

It was in the month of February that they became inmates
of this family. The snow was very deep, but the weather
mild and pleasant ; it was the season when the preparations
for the manufacture of maple-sugar usually commenced ; and
to these the attention of the two families was immediately
directed. This business they carried on in%*company, which
was found to be so advantageous to both, that they continued
it in the same way for several years. For a long time after
the settlement of the town, all the sugar and molasses used by
the inhabitants were of this heme manufacture. Each family
generally made, each season, from three to six hundred pounds,
at no other expense than three or four weeks’ labor of its male
members, at a time of the year when they ¢ould do very little
else to any profit. It was a wise improvement of time.

In the early part of April they removed into their own
house, which, with its situation, is thus accurately described in
¢ Ellen ? ;:— h

“On the eastern side of Vale’s Brook, and distant from it
nearly a quarter of a mile, therg stood—itr is now no more—a
rustic dwelling. The public road that makes its course east,
passed within a few yards of it, making the building face to
the north. It was Jarge and nearly square on the ground, and
was constructed of round logs, with the rough bark on, just as
they grew in the woods; these reached the whole length of
each side, and lay horizontally upon each other, being locked
together at the four corners by a sort of inverted dove-tailing.
The sides of the logs that faced. into the room, were slightly
hewn, to lessen a little the inequality of surface th.ey presented.
Between these rough logs were inserted coarse chinks of wood,
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over which, both on the inside and outside of the building,;
spread a thick coat of clay-mortar, to keep out the win
frost, and render the room comfortable. The house was
one short story in height ; at the eaves, large logs, of the s
kind as those already mennoned were placed transversely
serve as beams for the support of the garret floor, which.
sisted of loose boards, with rather ungracious openings betw
them, making a wild clatter whenever any one walked ag
them. Above was mounted a steep roof, covered with ®
shingles two yards or more in length. The same maty
also clothed the gables, through one of which a single paut
glass economically admitted the light of heaven into the;
cious attic. Below, two wide passages were cut for entrg
doors—one facing the highway, the other looking back ¥
the farm. There were also two windows, small and sqj
and not always supplied with glass—one close beside i
door.

“ So low wasghe main story, as to forbid a man of ordq
height walking with his hat on; indeed, even without it
naked logs that hung -threateningly athwart the room, w
sometimes remind him, in not the gentlest manner, to be i
ble and stoop a little. 'The floor, like that above, was~
rough, having gone through no process of smoothing, save
effected by sand and usage. It was, however, secured .
nails. Nearly in the centre of it there was a diminutive °
door, which opened into a small, square, dark hole, five @
feet deep, that served as a very poor apology for a cellar.
there were two small apartments for sleeping purposes, 1
rated from the main room by a crazy partition, made by sq
coarse boards upright, and leaving openings between thej
such unpardonable extent, that the curious would find onlj
little trouble in gratifying an inquisitive eye. In these:
were no windows, and of course they were dark, sombre p)
except when llght,ed by a candle. They had this advan
however,—which was a consideration of no small momel
they were proof against all invasions of wild beasts from.
out—which, for many years, were a source of great terr
the mhabltants, particularly to the younger portion of the

. “ But the chimney and fire:place were the most curious.
of those log dwellings. They were almost uniformly it
end of the building, and rested for support against the log
A broad stone hearth, full as large as a modern bedroom, g
out its broken, uneven surface. From it, lifted up a &
stone wall some six feet high ; on this was commenced ony
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of the chimney, the opposite resting on the log beam, distant
five feet or more, the width of the funnel at the bottom being
at least ten feet; but it gradually diminished as it ascended,
until, at the top, which rose just above the ridge-pole, it was
not more than three feet by four. The chimney was constructed
of long, narrow flat sticks, like laths, laid up after the manner
that boys build houses of corn-cobs, and then plastered over the
inside with a liberal quantity of clay-mortar. So large and
short was the funnel, as to serve, in addition to its office of con--
ducting smoke, as a window to light the room, and, in the cool
season, as a powerful refrigerator. There were no jamb-stones
to the fire-place; but the fire was right out in the room; and
when you sat close before it, you could look up through the
chimney and see the stars. A huge pair of andirons, with the
forefeet melted off, and the bars resting on a coafe sandstone,
supported the wood for the fire; while a large wooden crane,
strong enough to sustain a hogshead of molasses at least, flung
its long arm across the fire-place as high as it could swing,
loaded with hooks and chains, and trammels of every size and
shape, and squeaking and screaming piteously every time it
was moved.

“To the attic you were conducted by a short, steep ladder.
This part of the building was separated by no partitions, and
was generally well filled with a great variety of articles, from
white beans and the pork-barrel to piles of bed-clothes and the
Sunday garments of the family.

“ This was th®house, and the furniture in every respect cor-
responded with it, being rude, simple, and just enough in quan-
tity to accommodate the necessities of the family. And this
was the style of building which, at that time, prevailed through-
out all that section of the country.

¢ The situation of this rustic abode was romantic, and not
altogether devoid of beauty. The ground was slightly undu-
lating : on the opposite side of the public road and facing the
house, a solemn, unbroken forest stretched as far as the eye
could reach; the same majestic wood bounded the vision on the
east, and stood boldly up against the cultivated portion of the
farm on the south. The trees in those forests were noble fel-
lows, lifting their heads to a lofty height, and, during the sum-
mer, clothed with a foliage so dense as to wrap the earth in
perpetual shadow. The constant rustling of their leaves, and
the moaning of the adjacent pines, mingled with the ceaseless
music of the winding, murmuring Maiden Brook, that sung it-
self fleetly on till it united its waters with those of Vale’s Brook.
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Then there were the clematis, the hop and creepers of various
kinds, running hither and thither over the sides. of that rude
buildmg, and even upon its roof, almost concealing it beneath
the green and ta.ngled leaves and the variform flowers. Alto-
gether, the scenery, in the midst of which stood that humble log
home, was imposing and full of interest, especm.lly to the na-
ture-loving and meditative heart.” “
They were soon settled and happy. His father bought a pair
of oxen and proceeded to the preparation of the ground that
was cleared for the seed, from which their bread was to be de-
rived for the ensuing winter. The whole was planted to po-
tatoes and corn, the seed being borrowed from his uncle Johnson
until the harwest should come in. But in order that the mother
should be employed, and the family kept in clothing, some flax
was borrowed, to be repaid the next year. A dozen sheep were
also procured, and then the spinning wheels were put in requisi-
tion; after that, followed the loom, which his father constructed
during rainy days. In alluding to this portion of his life, he
remarks :—

‘It seems to me now, that my mother was always spinning
or weaving, or making the coarse fabric of her loom into gar-
ments. Yet she never neglected her family in other respects.
She had no assistance except what little mysel§ and elder sister
could render, in filling spools for the shuttle and in the care of
the two younger members of the family. It is marvglous
what an amount of labor an indpstrious woman can accomplish!
‘We were all blessed with good health; everything seemed to
work favorably ; a piece of ground was cleared and sown to
wheat in the autumn; the crops put in in the spring yielded an
abundant harvest; and when the long winter set in, we were
provided with the means of passing through it with a very con-
siderable degree of comfort.”

His father, during this winter, earned a small sum in sur-
veying, the most of which was expended for books, which, a
few years afterward, were made the basis of a very respectable
public library.

“] remember,” he says, “that among those books was an
English edition of Robinson Crusoe, which he read to the family




GOING TO SCHOOL. 23

in the long winter evenings. I have never read it since, but I
have its principal scenes and characters as distinctly in mind as
though I had read it but yesterday. No book ever interested
me more deeply.”

In the spring, the sugar manufacturing was again attended to,
and an immense quantity produced. And in this manner passed
away the seasons until he was about eleven years old. The
farm was gradually cleared up, but they continued in the same
log house without in any way increasing its comforts.

GOING TO SCHOOL.

At this time a new event occurred in his history. A school,
under the charge of a lady, was started in a little log building
about twelve feet square, and he was one of its members. He
had never before attended a school of any description, though
he could read with considerable facility and had some know-
ledge of the principles of arithmetic. His parents had taught
him to read without giving him any knowledge of the alphabet,
and great was the astonishment the teacher manifested upon
discovering, after he had read several chapters in the New Tes-
tament, that he did not “know his A B C,” Of course he was
at onoe put back to take that initial step in the discipline of the
schools ; and it was altogether the most disagreeable one he
was ever obliged to learn. She taught him nothing of the
sounds of the letters, but only their names ; and the consequence
was, that what information she gave him only tended to perplex
and confuse his mind. There is certainly something wrong in
the ordinary mode of conducting the primary department of
our education, The first, is the most difficult step in its whole
course. It is grateful to record, however, that there is some
improvement being made in this respect ; and 1 hope it may be
carried on, until the process of education shall completely accord
with nature, thus rendering the acquisition of knowledge easy
and pleasant.

«That little school in the woods,” he writes, * was composed
of about a dozen scholars, all nearly of my own age. The
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teacher was a young girl of little information and no experience ;
she could read and write, and perhaps had some knowledge of
geography, but ‘in figures’ 1 proved more than a match for
her, and often puzzled her with questions which she would dis-
miss by saying, ‘they did not belong to that part of the arith-
metic.’ In one thing however, she was well skilled; she knew
how to use ‘the rod of correction;’ and daily made a practical
application of her knowledge, and generally on a scale of the
most liberal kind. I think she.was very much governed by
her ‘likes and dislikes’ in the administration of punishments in
the school ; for while most of the scholars were frequently and
severely whipped, myself and two or three others—who, 1 have
no reason to believe, were generally more innocent or unoffend-
ing than the majority of our mates-—escaped through the whole
term, without even a single visitation of her ladyship’s chastis-
ing rod. At the time, I of course found no fault with this
evident partiality on the part of my teacher ; but I have often
thought of it since, and I must eonfess that, on account of it,
she fills a hateful place in my memory to this day.”

EARLY SORROW.

Two years after Henry’s introduction to the public school,
when he was about thirteen years of age, his father sold his
farm and bought one-half of that on which his grandfather re-
sided. They moved into their new and more comfortable home
in the early part of the spring. His grandparents resided with
them. They anticipated enjoying a great deal of happiness in
their new dwelling place. But how little do we know of the
future—how ignorant are we of what a day may bring forth.
Everything went on as joyously as they expected until the
August following their removal, when his father was taken ill
with an affection of the throat, which though it occasioned him
but little suffering, proved fatal in a few days. His death was
unexpected to the very last, and found them in every way un-
prepared for it.

It was the close of a serene Sabbath-day. The curtains had
been raised, that the sick man might enjoy the glorious sunset.
A flood of golden light streamed through the window. Heaven
scemed to have flung back its gates and granted a vision
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of eternity. It was a beautiful time to die. The clouds so
richly hued, seemed like fit pillows for those angels to repose
on, who wait to bear the spirit up to God. Yet none dreamed
that death was near; that its cold, white fingers were even
then feeling the pulse of the beloved husband and father ; that
the heart which had throbbed for them so long, was almost
still ; that the voice eloquent ever with love’s tenderness would
soon be hushed. ’

A few of the immediate neighbors had called in to inquire
how he was doing. They sat about the room conversing with
him, till it grew into the dusk of evening. All was calm and
cheerful. He called for water and they brought it. As he
raised up in the bed to receive it, he threw back his arms and
said, “I am going.” They laid him back on the pillow. His
wife took him by the hand and asked him, ¢ Clement, are you
dying?” He looked her in the face—his lips moved—but he
only smiled; and in a moment was gone. The room in which
such lively -conversation was going on but a few minutes be-
fore, was silent; smiles exchanged for tears, words for sobs,
The change was awfully impressive, and upon the mind and
heart of the fatherless boy, looking for the first time upon death,
an impression was produced which time could never efface.
He alluded to it, but a few days before he left me, saying, “I
can see it, I can feel it to this hour !”

To the family this was a severe blow; but none of them ex-
cept the widow fully appreciated their loss at the time. But it
well nigh crushed her; her grief seemed inconsolable. And I
cannot forbear mentioning the incident which first gave peace
to her stricken soul. About six weeks after the burial, while
watching late at night by the bedside of her father-in-law, who
was “sick unto death,” she rested her head a few moments
upon his pillow. Closing her wearied eyes, she slept. Her
husband, just as he looked in life stood beside her and conversed
earnestly with ber for awhile ; then pressing her hand and turn-
ing to go, he whispered—and to this day she remembers the
tone and accent—* Mary, I can’t come to you, but you will
come to me!” She awoke with the words sounding in her ear,
and so distinctly, that she looked for the speaker, and could

2
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hardly realize that it was a vision of sleep. But a b
one it was, and a sacred memory it has ever been.
Henry’s father was connected with no sect. Accordi
the account which his mother gives of them, his reli
opinions must have been mainly Unitarian, and they gave
offense. The people about were either Baptists or Meth
bigoted and superstitious; and were very much alarm
the appearance of liberal opinions in religion. No obj
was ever urged against his character or life; it was only
jection of the doctrine of the Trinity, and his peculiar vie
the atonement, that excited the unfavorable notice of his
gious neighbors. How far their bigotry carried them in
opposition to what they regarded as heresy, was pais
shown by the Methodist clergyman refusing to perfor
usual services at the funeral, and being sustained in his bi
by his parish. The burial therefore took place withou
formal service, a circumstance which of course added my
the intensity of the widow’s grief. My heart is full o
ments on this incident, but I forbear to give them uttep
“ Pure religion, and undefiled before God and the Fath
this, To visit the fatherless and widows in their affliction§
to keep himself unspotted from the world.” 1
But this was not the most cruel form in which that!
bigotry was to manifest itself. Henry’s mother was a P{
terian, but as there were none of that persuasion in thaj
country, she divided her sympathies between the two denoj
tions of Baptists and Methodists, though she never uni
either of the churches last named. At this present writi
is a believer in the distinctive doctrines of Universalisn
has indeed been so for the last ten years or more. Sh
in these sentiments a consolation and support which n
before them had ever been able to afford her. They ha
armed her of fear and filled her with trust; God has nc
come her Father, and she has entered upon the rest

“dear children.” - A "i

“In the October following the death of my father, my g
father, Latin Soule, deceased, at the age of something
than sixty years. He was much Lroken down by t

Y
v
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cessive labors of his early life ; .but there was something vener-
able in his appearance and manner, that commanded respect;
his influence, however, derived most of its weight from the
goodness of his heart, and the exemplary character of his life.
He was an active member of the Methodist church. His fun-
eral was attended by the very clergyman who refused to per-
form the customary rites at the burial of my father. And it
was here that he took occasion to exhibit his bigotry and inhu-
manity jn the most unpardonable form, by instituting a de-
tailed comparison between the father and son, who had passed’
into the other world within a few weeks of each other, as to the
grounds of hope in their salvation. The bold and merciless
conclusion was, that, beyond doubt, the father was in heaven
among the redeemed ; but there was no hope for the son, since
he had died without the pale of the church; he was in hell, and
the parent and child would never meet. And the cruel, im-
pious man seemed to exult in his horrible conclusion; there
was something fiendish in his look and manner, as well as his
thoughts. The effects of his remarks were awful.

“Upon my mother they fell like the notes of despair, and it
was for some time doubtful how the struggle would issue.
Upon the mind of my grandmother, the effect was still more
severe, She was a member of the Methodist church, and con-
sequently a believer in the doctrines set forth by the speaker;
and she dwelt upon them in connection with the case of her
son, until she sunk under the increasing weight of sorrow which
they brought, associated with the tones and manner of the
preacher; and early in the following spring was carried to the
grave.”

Thus in the space of less than seven months, the father, mo-
ther, and eldest son passed from the mortal to the immortal
state and left a house filled with desolation and sorrow, and
opened the way for a long course of trial in the maintenance of
the remaining portion of the family.

Upon the mind and heart of Henry, young as he was, these
events produced a deep and permanent impression. Constitu-
tionally devotional and religious, he had early become ac-
quainted with those grand central truths around which all Chris-
tian worship revolves. But owing to the difference in the doc-
trinal views of his parents, he had known but little about sec-
tarian theology. Now, strange thoughts began to hover in his
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mental "horizon ; strange questions began to rise there. Bigo-
try, even as it introduced orthodox theology to the inquisitive
and thoughtful mind of the boy, introduced with it skepticism
as to its validity. Like an over-dose of poison, it was its own
antidote. He never for a moment believed the doctrine pro-
mulgated at his grandfather’s burial, though it was several
years ere the beautiful, holy and blessed faith of Universalism,
calmed the tronbled waters of his soul.

To these events likewise, are attributable partly, that tinge
of sadness, that reserve of manner, which was frequently ob-
served and commented on by his intimate friends. The love
which he had cherished for his father, had been so intense as to
border upon worship, and though too young to realize his loss
in all its bearings, he yet felt sensibly the loneliness of his
fatherless condition. A void seemed made in his affections
which earth could not replace. Every day for several weeks
after his father’s death, after laboring awhile at the toilsome
duties which had devolved upon him, he would enter the house,
exclaiming in sobbing tones, “mother, I cannot work alone !
And frequently would she, leaving her household work to the
little girls, go out, and by her assistance and company cheer
the sad heart, and strengthen the depressed energies of her
‘poor fatherless boy.” “I felt so much for him,” she remarks,
“that my poor heart often seemed breaking with suppressed
emotion. Fatherless, poor, in the midst of a new country,
spurned and laughed at by many of his wealthy relatives, be-
cause obliged to work, ah, C——, his was a hard, sad lot. Poor
boy !—how much he went through.”

His father had sympathized deeply with his active and in-
quiring mind, ever answering its questionings to the best of his
ability, and gladly, freely, giving to the son, the fruits of his
own study and experience. He had been the confidant too of
all the hopes and aspirations of the young enthusiast, never
clipping their white wings, but pointing them to brighter, holier
homes, and aiding their flight thither. When Henry lost his
father, he lost likewise his friend and instructor, and the loss
could not be supplied by any of his remaining relatives. In
the silence and secrecy of his own heart, he was obliged to,sup-
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press all that he had formerly delighted to reveal to him, and
thus necessity induced a habit of concealing his deepest emo-
tions and thoughts. I do not think, however, these peculiarities
of character would have been anything more than transient, but
for other causes, growing out of these domestic afflictions;
causes of so delicate a nature that I forbear to mention them.
It is enough to say that if now and then his friends thought he
was sad without a reason, or reserved when he should have been
communicative, there was sufficient apology for both in the
memories and necessities of the past. Those who knew his
sacred sorrows, wondered not that they should so deeply affect
his heart, but rather that he rose above them as he did.

FROM THIRTEEN TO SIXTEEN.

The private journal of my husband furnishes all the narrative
necessary for these three years,

« After the death of my father, my mother had the field of
her labor and care greatly extended: she must supervise the
affairs of the farm as well as manage those of the house. And
she must do it pretty much alone, for none of her children were
of an age sufficient to render her any considerable assistance.
But she shrunk not from the task, though she was quite con-
scious of the trial that, in consequence, awaited her. She often
talked with her children upon the subject of our loss and the
increased labors which it imposed upon herself, and thus en-
deavored to impress us with a more active sense of our duty.
And in my own case, certainly, her labors were not lost; a
weight of obligation to my mother, of which until that time I
had been unconscious, took possession of my breast, and I be-
lieve bas not since forsaken me. I have yet a vivid recollec-
tion of the emotions excited by her telling me, that I must now
take the place of my father ; that she should look to me for the
performance of those duties which belong to the head-man in
the family ; and she had no doubt but I would do everything in
the beést manner. The confidence which she reposed in me
operated like inspiration. I really felt as though I should try
to answer her high expectations. And beyond all question this
course of procedure on the part of my mother, exerted very ma-
terial influence upon my future efforts and character, and helped
to make a man of me before the years of manhood came. He
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who is made to believe he can do, as a general thing,
1t is a common mistake into which mankind fall, that thg
trust too much, show a want of active confidence in their
beings, and thus discourage, by the consequent coldness 1
characterizes their manner and intercourse. Upon the y
especially, does this faithlessness operate as a painful ev|
dampens and enervates the energies of their hearts, and
disqualifies them, to a corresponding extent, for thai fres|
vigorous application so indispensable to all distinguish
cess. Parents especially should beware of throwing disco
ments into the path through which their children must
their way up to the estate of manhood. They need hel
the help which good counsel and confidence can give them:
even then they will sometimes fail,

“The first year after the decease of my father, I do n
member as having been marked by.the occurrence of any:
of noticeable importance. During the winter I was ke
school, over which presided one Master B , & small
every sense of the word, from the stature of 'the body
dimensions of the soul.

“The ensuing summer I was employed on the farm
management of which was conducted by a man whose
has escaped my memory : I have not forgotten, however,
he made me labor too severely for my strength.

¢« At the time of my father’s death, the estate was sma
not in the best condition for the advantage of the family,
sisting mainly of a farm which was yet encumbered with
siderable debt. This circumstance rendered it necessa
practice the most rigid economy in the family. We:
scantily. But there was no murmuring : my mother ins
us with the feeling that it was best it should be so, for t
sent at least. Everythmg was sold which could possi
spared, and the money endorsed on the mortgage. B
means the debt was considerably diminished the first yeai
the affairs of the family came under the entire control
mother.

“ The winter I passed at the district school, which was 4
under charge of Master B The time spent at the s
was quite wasted : I learned little except mischief. B
passionate and often severe in his government ; but he wa
vacillating and undignified to command the respect and
the obedience of his scholars. They really despised hu%

improved every opportumty to practice tricks upon him
ever he detected them, he made them suffer cruelly for it,
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such instances he generally exhausted his strength in some se-
vere kind of corporeal punishment. But it was seldom he caught
the rogues. There occurs to my mind one transaction of the
kind here referred to, in which I was to be the sufferer. I had
some natural taste for drawing, and I practiced it some, in the
best way I could without instruction, until I could sketch ob-
jects, and especially persons, with a good degree of accuracy.
One day I employed my rude pencil in making a sketch of
Master B——, as he sat in a most ludicrous position, leaning
back in his chair, with his feet on the stove, and elevated some-
what above his head, his face drawn out of shape as he was
squinting about the room, the tobacco-juice flowing freely down
each corner of his mouth, his left hand scratching his head,
while his right one sported a large birchen whip. When it was
finished I passed it along for the inspection of my neighbors,
every one of whom it filled with an almost irrepressible desire
to laugh. At last it reached the hands of a girl—Miss C——,
who, upon looking at it, burst into a loud laugh. When the
cause of this impropriety was demanded, to save herself from
all consequences of having any connection with it, she at once
revealed the author. Master B—— commanded me out into
the middle of the room ; his eyes flashed with anger ; the blood
retreated from his face, and left it pale as a ghost ; he literally
trembled with his excitement ; and I expected a brutal beating,
He ordered me to extend my hand ; I did so, but felt the while
not a little roguishness stirring within me. He showed me the
drawing, and demanded, in harsh tones, if I were its author.
Upon my replying in the affirmative, he exclaimed, vocifer-
ously,—* You rascal ! I'll teach you to be in better business,’—
and swept back a large ferule as if to gather all the force pos-
sible preparatory to a blow, which, from these indications, looked
threatening enough. My hand was lying in his, I watched
the motion of his arm, and as the ferule came down, the tempta-
tion was so strong I drew my hand away, and the whole force
of the blow was lodged on his own hand. It was a tremendous
one: it would have nearly crushed my hand, being resisted as
it was by his on the under side; and it caused him so much
and severe pain, that he wrung his hands like a child in agony,
and deferred the chastisement until another day. But for some
reason which I have now forgotten, I was taken from the school,
and consequently never went to receive ‘old Master B ’s
beating,’—which, I have no doubt, occasioned him frequent and
deep regret. He was afterwards heard to say, that ‘he shf)ul(%
never again beat children as he had been in the habit of doing.
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I think he realized that chastisement was easier to give than to
receive.

“During this winter, my mother earned a considerable sum
of money by weaving, for the neighbors, woolen and linen
cloth. Our fire-wood was cut and drawn to the house by the
benevolent people of the town, who generously came together
on an appointed day, and cheerfully gave us their own labor,
and those that had teams, the labor of them also. It was a no-
ble pile of wood that those kindly people left in our yard, at
the close of that cold winter day. They had a widow’s grati-
tude, for often do I remember hearing my mother speak of that
day’s service, and repeat the names of those concerned in it. I
hope they had other reward than the widow’s gratitude. Indeed,
1 know they had ; for he that giveth to the poor lendeth to the
Lord, who will repay him a thousand fold.

“ During this winter, also, among the other causes of trial to
my mother, I distinctly remember that I was one. 1 was natu-
rally exceedingly bashful; I had but few companions, and they
were from the families living nearest to us. But there were
rude, ungainly boys in town, with some of whom T became ac-
quainted at school, and who took advantage of my confidence
to lead me astray. They were all older than myself, and were
much too wise for their age. They filled my mind with not##ns
far above my years. It is painful to reflect upon, even at this
distant time, but they succeeded in poisoning my mind with
cruel and wicked thoughts against my mother; and, by per-
suading me that I was at home more severely dealt by than
other boys, inspired me with an evil spirit of disobedience, that
for several months was the source of inexpressible anxiety and
sorrow to my meother. My heart sometimes bitterly reproved
me for'the course I pursued ; but when I met my evil com-
panions they would soon ¢laugh me out of it,” as a piece of
childish folly, of which men never were guilty. But one day I
. saw my mother, after she had been seriously conversing with
me about my waywardness and ingratitude, and pointing out to
me the painful consequences of such an improper course of life,
in a room alone and weeping like a child. I knew it was on my
account. She thought no one but God saw her. Igazed at her
a few minutes; but the scene was too much for my heart; my
eyes swam in tears; I turned and went away. But I was con-
verted ; I saw and felt that I had been shamefully abused by
my companions; and my mother appeared to me again the
angel she had been in my younger years. The history of those
boys who thus seduced me into the path of disobedience, has,
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in every case but one, been so sad, that I can see no reason why .
I'should not attribute my escape from ruin to the tears of a
mother, shed in the secret place.

“ An incident occurred, either this or the folowing winter,
but which I cannot now say, that well nigh blasted all the
hopes which my mother reposed in me. I went, as company,
with a young man, about two miles through the woods, to get
some liquor for his employer. When we went, there was a
good firm crust on the snow, which was deep, and the walking
was fine ; but before we were in readiness to return, the- weather
bad moderated very much, and the rain descended like a
shower, which soon dissolved the incrusted surface of the snow,
and thus destroyed our highway. The labor of getting home
was exhaustive in the extreme. We were completely saturated
with the rain before we had proceeded far. My companion
loved the intoxicating cup, and indulged his appetite pretty
freely whenever opportunity oceurred. On this occasion he
drank from the large stone jug in which the liquor was con-
tained, very frequently—at each time urging upon me the ne-
cessity of doing the same, if I would reach home without carry-
ing with me the elements of a fatal sickness. He pressed me
80 hard that I finally consented. He held up the jug; I drank,
strangled, and swallowed—how muchIdo notknow. My head
sodn grew dizzy ; I got home somehow ; 1 remember my mother’s
belping me intothe door; but the dose was too much, and for
several hours my life was despaired of. A few days afterward I
found some liquor in the house; my mother was absent; my
drunken fit had excited a burning thirst for something that would
intoxicate; and as soon as I discovered the bottle of brandy, I felt
unequal to the temptation, and drank of it freely. My mother
returned and found me drunk again. She now thought my fate
was sealed, my ruin inevitable. Her feelings may be imagined.
But she cured me of the folly, the sin. When I awoke the next
moming, she was sitting at my bedside, with a candle still °
burning, and reading from the Bible. Upon inquiry, I found
she had spent the long night in watching over me. She re-
proached me never a word. She said she found me sick, on her
return ; that I was not in my right mind, and she did not wish
to leave me alone till I should be better. " It was enough ; Isaid
nothing in reply, though I could scarcely control my feelings;
but I resolved to ‘drink no more.” I never expressed this
resolution to her; I ought to have done so, for it might have
saved her much pain; for I remember that she observed my

2“
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oonduct during several months, with the most anxious solici-
tude. But I drank no more, which in time gave her relief.”

FROM SIXTEEN TO NINETEEN,

At the age of sixteen, * the possession of considerable manual
dexterity, and the love of exercising it in working in wood, led
him to select carpentry as his trade for life.” But he obtained
release from his indentures the following autumn, and attended
the district school through the winter. The school, however,
was of but little profit to him.

The next summer he wrought at the carpenter’s trade, under
the direction of different men ; and as usual spent the winter
following with his'mother, and in attending school.

In the spring of 1833 he assisted in building a house for one
of his guardians, a near relative; and afterward labored for him
on his farm about seven months; but he was treated with
marked injustice. “ All he ever received for his eight months
hard labor was $20, a pair of poor coarse boots, and a chip
hat!”

During this summer, it was observed that Henry’s habitual
gravity and thoughtfulness greatly increased. He seemed to
carry a burden on his mind—to wear a secret in his heart.
Evening after evening he would repair to the rustic bridge that
spans Vale’s Brook, and, seating himself on the rude planks,
remain for hours, as if rapt in deep musings. The character of
his thoughts he revealed to no one at the time; but years after-
ward I stood beside him there, one starry night, and listened to
a long sad story of a poor boy, who, yearning to grow up an
intelligent, worthy man, who, thirsting after knowledge, who,
striving after excellence, sat on those same rough boards, whether
the moon shone brilliantly in the heavens or they were lighted
but by the storm-flash, and canvassed doubts and difficulties.
Many a lofty air-castle rose above the turbid waves that slug-
gishly rolled below, and many, too, sadly and suddenly found
a grave beneath them. Many a soul-struggle was endured on
that old bridge, and it was hallowed too by many a soul-victory.
“ Many a time have my tears mingled with that brook,” said
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he; “and many a prayer have I sent up to God from this
same spot—answered prayers they have been too ;—let me be
grateful !”

‘When in the course of the following winter he proposed to
get an education, the cause of all her poor boy’s anxiety of
mind, was understood at once by his mother, and from her he
never failed to receive that sympathy and encouragement which
he needed at that critical time. But when he laid his resolution
before his friends, strange as it may seem, they nearly all op-
posed it ;—some with great bitterness, while others endeavored
to discourage him wholly from the attempt, by telling him he
would never succeed—* he might just as well throw his money
into the fire and done with it.” But none were so violent in
their opposition as the relative, the guardian, who was indebted
to him for eight months bard Jabor. * He protested against the
plan as the most downright folly. ¢General Jackson,’ he said,
‘never went to college! and as for myself, I've went to Con-
gress tu winters, and hain’t never been inside a ’cademy yet.
So, I say, if you can’t make something without goin’ to school
tu or three years, you’d better throw your money into the fire
and stick to your work.”” Night after night did the poor boy
go to the house of his debtor; and since he could not get his
consent to go to school, endeavor to procure the hard earned
wages. But all he ever received, as I have said before, was
 $20, a chip hat, and a pair of poor coarse boots.” A most
gracious guardian truly!

Opposition had its usual effect. Instead of deterring and dis-
couraging him, he only became the more fixed and determined
in his purpose. How he was to climb the rugged road he saw
before him, he did not know, but to make the effort he was re-
solved. In this case, as in many others, his decision, while it
had the appearance of haste, was in reality the result of ma-
ture deliberation. At the time when he determined, positively
and solemnly, that cost what it would, an education he should
have, he was working at his trade. His fellow carpenter had
observed his increased thoughtfulness and gravity, and while
silently commenting on it, was suddenly astounded to see Henry
drop the plane he was shoving as though his hand was palsied,
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and walk off. At that moment, soul gained the victory
doubt and fear, and, strong in the might of its high pur
transformed the mechanic into the student. He never
again into that old shop, nor ever knew whether his plane
out or rusted. But the skill which he had acquired in its
he loved to exercise later in life whenever occasion require
or opportunity invited. He never regretted that he had
been a carpenter. :

Fortune is never all on one side. During this season,
mother had married Andrew Johnson ; the uncle thus beco
the step-father, and a noble, generous one he proved, too. Fn
the first, he had sympathized warmly with the desire of
nephew, and had used all his influence to obtain the consent
his guardians to the appropriation of Henry’s little dowry
the expense of his education. Failing utterly in this, he
solved to assist him himself so far as his straitened circumsta
and duty to his own family would permit. His resolution,
expressed as yet, was maturing in his mind, when an acciden
discovery revealed to him so much more native talent and
cultivation than he had ever dreamed the boy possessed,
he determined at once to make his sad heart happy with .
promise of “material aid.”

In a day of search amidst the rubbish of the old garret,
. carelessly knocked over a candle-box : to his surprise, a q
tity of manuscript, in every conceivable shape, rustled at
feet. But his surprise was greater still, when he ascertain*
as he did, at a glance, that they were original efforts in Hen
. hand-writing. Hurriedly but carefully he gathered up the tnl
sures ; and, after showing them to the mother and an old nelﬁ
bor, a partlcular and warm-hearted friend, who chanced to
sitting with her, he spent the day in reading them. “TI'll ﬁ'
you what, ’squire,” said the aged listener, “you’ll have to &
cate that boy. - I always knew he was cut out for somethi
more than a carpenter.” The ’squire thought so too; a
.though Henry’s sensitiveness was cut to the quick that eveniy
as he learned his jealously concealed literary efforts were “toy
talk,” his heart was lighter than it had been for many a moxu
for he was going to school

“

L
4
R



THE STUDENT AT MASTER PARKER'S. 87

Henry’s attachment to his uncle had ever been fervent, but
gratitude cast rich and fragrant incense on that altar of love,
and from that time his father by marriage was reverenced as a
father by blood. Nor did the excellent uncle ever regret that
he had proffered his assistance, or ever repine over the pecuniary
sacrifices it cost him. His nephew only once gave him sorrow,
and that was when so sadly and so suddenly he passed from
life to death.

THE STUDENT AT MASTER PARKER’S,

On the 20th day of April, 1834, Henry entered the select
school at Lodi, about a mile east of Syracuse. The school was
under the charge of Master Parker, a graduate of Cambridge
University, a good teacher, but a singular man. He was full
of projects, was getting rich every few-days, but cvery few
days, when he awoke from his dreams and brushed from before
his mind his South-sea visions, found him as poor as he with
his pride could well live. But in spité of all his wild scheming
and Utopian projects, he commanded not only the respect, but
the affection of his pupils.

From the ¢ Autobiography of a Clergyman,” I take the fol-
lowing extract in reference to this period.

“] was now among strangers; and when the hour for retir-
ing came, I was put into a large room, alone; and such a sad
and sleepless night as followed, can only be known by expe-
rience. Like the woman’s toothache, ‘it was worser felt than
told.” I repeated in my -mind every thing I knew—every
thing T had heard, seen, or felt, again and again. And as fres
quently looked for the approach of morning; but the morning,
it seemed to me, never would come. It did however, and then
1 was provokingly sleepy ; but there was no time for sleep
now, the wicked little bell kept ringing till all were at their
places for the morning services. The day, though a tedious
one, finally passed; and at night I found myself fairly enrolled
as a student. The work was begun which is never to end.

“ Late in the evening, as I was about to retire, Master
Parker took me by the hand and led me into a private room,
where was a young man sitting, who, [ had seen during the
day apparently engaged as assistant teacher. ‘Permit me to
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introduce to you, Mr. Francis Dunham—Mr. Soule. You
Mr. Dunham will occupy the sume room.’ .
. %¢ With pleasure, sir,’ replied Mr. Dunham.

“, of course, not knowing what to say, was mute.

“*This arrangement will be agreeable to you, will it
Mr. Soule ¥ inquired the Master, after a few moments,
much sternness.

%¢Q yes, sir; yes, sir, was my hasty answer, trembling
fear.

“¢When I speak with you,’ continued the Master, ¢I
expect prompt attention and replies. You are now at lih
to retire to your own room.’ We bade the old gentl
¢good night.” Mr. Dunham took a lamp from the table st|
ing in the hall, and I followed my new companion to our
apartment.

“ Mr. Dunham was a handsome young man, about tw
four or five years of age. In stature he was the middle?
straight and well-proportioned. His eyes were a deep
round, full, and clear. Black hair and eyebrows. His
only were defective—they were a little irregular, though
sound and white. For one so young he had enjoyed man
~ vantages, possessing a good education and various accom
ments. There was a winning kindliness in his voice and
tures when in conversation, that at once gained him admit
into one’s confidence. A week found us as intimate as th
we had been on terms of friendship for many years. W
was to him I cannot say, but his presence rendered me ha

“But he was troubled with one thing of which, at that t
I was entirely ignorant. So that first night we passed as
fellows, was a terrible night to me. Not having had my
rest, I soon fell asleep. The lamp was extinguished. F
the night I dreamed I heard a man dying. His agony |
awful ; I struggled to get beyond the reach of his groans ;|
I could not move without stumbling and falling. My situal
became.too painful to be endured, and I awoke, and to
horror found that the very sounds I had dreamed of heax
came from my bed-fellow. Some ghost-work there must
about it, and my life, toe, I thought, was in peril. So, pi{
dark as it was, 1 bounded out of the bed, and came down
the floor with a crash. Here I waited for no explanation, ng
see whether the noise I made produced any effect on that wi
noise that had so alarmed me; but I started for the door,
against the table, oversetting it, and breaking the lamp iny
thousand pieces, and severely marring my body in sev
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places. But this offered no impediment to my progress; I got
around or over the prostrate table—which, I cannot tell—and
out of the door, and, the next thing I knew, was lying, half
dead, at the foot of a long flight of stairs. * Who'’s there 2—
what’s the matter 2 came from all parts of that great house in
thunder tones. In a moment the old Master appeared with a
light, when, with the aid of two young men, I again made my
way back to my bed, badly bruised, and in great pain.

‘¢ How came all this, Mr. Soule ; you are a stranger among
us, and yet disturbing us in this manner? The old Master’s
look almost annihilated me, as he said this.

“ As well as I could, I gave him the history of the whole
affair. -
¢ ¢ Humph ! said the Master, ‘I think you had better study
English till you know what nightmare is, before you study Latin.’

“ Dunham burst into a loud laugh—‘I must laugh at your
being frightened out of bed, at midnight, by my nightmare,
though I exceedingly regret that you have received any injuries
in consequence of it. I forgot to tell you that I am very sub-
ject to it, and would thank you at any time, when you find I
have it, to awake me.”.

“¢I hope, Mr. Soule, you will not again disturb us at this
unwelcome hour, unless you see something larger than a night-
mare!” These words were grumbled out as the Master was
passing from our room into the hall, where, for a few minutes
I heard his voice, and then there followed a roar of laughter
from a multitude of human throats, so provoking that for a
long time I fairly forgot my pains. I slept no more that night.”

This Dunham was a gambler, and used repeated efforts to
entice his young friend into the unholy paths which he was
treading with reckless step. But he was saved from the snares
set for him, by the remembrance of his mother’s reiterated and
positive injunction, “never to gamble, either for amusement or
money.” A terrible end did that Francis Dunham meet,
dying in one of the lowest hells of New York City. He was
a brilliant star, shining for a moment in the horizon of Ife,
struck from its high station by the flash of sin, and lost in the
darkness of despair.

Henry remained at Master Parker’s until the following Oc-
tober. With the instruction he received at this school, he was
much benefited. Here he commenced the study of English
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grammar, never having before seen a treatise “on that sub
He also studied Natural Philosophy, Latin, and Geogra;
which latter he had looked into before, but in reality
nothing about it. As a student he probably labored the
severely at this time, of any in his life, and in his mental
thusiasm forgot, as is too frequently the case, that his phy
nature needed cultivation likewise. By taxing it, as he
with not only daily but midnight toil, never giving it a ch:
to recruit its weary and exhausted energies, he undoub:
laid the frame work for a train of physical evils, which ling
in his system until about two years previous to his de
He was afterward duly sensible of his error in this regard, §
always in counselling young students he gave as the first g
rule—* take care of your health.’ a‘
‘Writing, in the summer of ’51, to a young friend, who l
entered with enthusiasm upon a collegmte course, he remarki

“I hope among the first things you set yourself to do, y
be the careful reading of ¢ Andrew Combe’s Physiology appl
to health and mental education.’ It may save you from sd
physical and mental sins, for which repentance will come
late, when once they have been committed. And the prim

- thing with the student should ever be, the preservation of
mental and physical health. I talk the more earnestly to |
because I have had some sad and bitter experience in what I
striving, I trust effectually, to caution you against.”

And again, to another friend—

i
!
“Jadd a postseript, to suggest to your attention, if you hl
not already perused it, the excellent practical work of Drl)
Combe on Health and Mental Culture. .Every student shq
be familiar with it. If I had been blessed with such a
when I first set out on my educational career, I should h
pvobabl y kept my hea]th and accomphshed more in tbe way
study.”

Many and varied were the criticisms passed upon the yot
student, on his return home.

“ Well, what do you think of the boy’s 1mprovement ” q
his worthy uncle to the ¢ gracious guardian.’
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% He’s learnt how to be high-flown, that’s all I can see he’s
learnt,” was the reply.

“ Not at all,” resumed the other, with considerable warmth.
¢ He only uses better words, and heeds the rules of grammar.”
¢« Grammar !—what’s grammar good for? Ha'n’t [ been tu
Congress? 1 guess I have, tu tarms, and I never see a gram-
mar in all my life. So there’s no use in talkin’ about gram-
mar, when it won’t put a single penny in a man’s pocket. If
the young man had learnt how to make money, and save it, his
schoolin’ might be worth somethin’ to him. If his father was
livin’, he wouldn’t be throwin’ away his time, and his money
tu, in learnin’ that high-flown stuff, you call education, And
I’m sorry, for his sake, his father’s dead and gone; but we must
make the best on’t now.”

“It is impossible to make a guinea out of copper,” concluded
the uncle,—a finishing stroke to the conversation.

In the “ Autobiography,” Henry thus alludes to the criticism:
he suffered. :

¢ The next day my acquaintances and friends came in to see
me; but I was sadly disappointed in the pleasure I had all
along so confidently anticipated. They were all cold and dis-
tant. They all appeared to regard me as a matter for criticism,
and not as a friend—as one whom it made their hearts glad to
see. Accordingly, one accused me of being proud ; another
said a little larnin’ had puffed me up with high notions; this
one ran to the dictionary to hunt out the new words I used;
that one asked me what horse was in Latin. They unanimously
declared that I ¢ did not speak like common folks any more, and
that I wouldn’t never amount to anything in the world.’

“ Returning one evening from a singing school, held in the
old school-house, we came to a stand at a very wet and muddy
place in the road. As well as I knew how, I was waiting on
Miss Maria, one of my most intimate and youthful friends.
Having looked a moment at the obstruction in the road before
us, I very innocently turned to Maria and said, ¢ this is dubiqus
enough, truly ;” whereupon the company all burst into a loud
laugh. ¢ Who ever heard such a word as that before 2’ exclaimed
John,

¢ What did he call it? asked Andrew.

¢ Dubus,’ replied Oliver.

¢That beats all the words yet,” said Asa.

“It’s only one of his high-flown things; he’s been to school a
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little, and you can’t expect anything better of him !’ exelaimed
Lucinda.

¢ Dubus! dubus!! said Harriet—there an’t such a word in
the dictionary : Pll bet my life on’t.

% Then Hamlet very sagely remarked, ¢I guess there is such
a word, but it’s Latin.’

By golly I’ said Horatio, ¢ that’s it; but what business has
he to be talking Latin here?

¢ What an ugly language that Latin must be, to have such
abominably humbly words in it!" said Esther, in a remarkable
tone of voice.

¢ We'll just look when we get home and see if there is such
a word,” coutinued John.

‘I motion,’ said Andrew, ‘that Henry be called Mister
Dubus,” The motion was seconded by Oliver, and passed with-
out a dissenting voice.

“ Accordingly, I was addressed by all the young people as
Mister Dubus,”

THE SCHOOLMASTER.

So successful had Henry been in his labors as a student, that
he felt himself competent to teach a common school; and
shortly after his return home, he applied to the school commit-
tee for a situation. When this became known, great was the
astonishment manifested by most of his friends, and many were
the wonders and “ guesses” as to the success of his application.
The ordeal of examination took place in the sales-room of the
principal store of the town, where at least half a dozen wit-
nesses, interested no doubt in the fate of the boy in whose learn-
ing they had no confidence, were looking on very suspiciously,
until’some one got hold of some new idea, or some fancied
mistake—when, with the velocity of lightning, he shot out of
the room and across the street to the tavern—where a full re-
port was made and a hearty laugh enjoyed.” It was highly
creditable to the young aspirant for pedagogue honors, and a
certificate, duly honored, was presented to him, while the mar-
velous knowledge the boy had exhibited, was forthwith bruited
from one end of the town to the other.

The circumstances under which the young master commenced
his duties, were anything but favorable. The school was noto-
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rious for turning or *barring” out the schoolmaster. Indeed,
the committee told him that they would not insure his head,
but they would insure him $12 a month, if he succeeded in
maintaining his ground. Many of the pupils were his former
play and schoolmates, and by all he was known as a boy who
had grown up amongst them. But to surmount difficulties, to
overcome obstacles, was characteristic of him ; and these things
instead of intimidating him, only excited him to the more faith-
ful and vigorous exercise of his talents. He noted carefully the
signs of the times, but in so quiet a way as to lull suspicion,
and the surprise and mortification of the ringleader of the fac-
tion, upon finding the master not only nerved for the conflict,
but victorious teo, was so extreme as to completely revolution-
ize his manners. “You made a man of me,” said he, years
afterward, to his former teacher: “I had thought, to turn the
schoolmaster out, was to do the greatest deed I ought; but
when you showed me so resolutely, that there was one I could
not turn out, I concluded life must have greater deeds for me,
and endeavored to learn their Character. Yes, to your stout
ferule, I owe all that I am.” It was the first and last time cor-
poreal punishment was ever inflicted by the master, either there
or elsewhere. He commanded from that day not only the obe-
dience and respect, but the affection of his pupils; and what,
as all teachers are aware, is a yet more difficult point, succeeded
in satisfying the parents and friends. But while engaged as a
teacher, he made teaching his business: all other things were
subordinate. Though he longed never so much to read and
study, he would never permit himself to do so, until he had
first carefully and accurately prepared himself for the morrow’s
duties. To actualize his ideal of a teacher, was his constant
aim while engaged as such, and that ideal being perfection; his
whole soul wrought in the effort ; nor labor, nor time, nor care,
were spared to make it result in the highest possible success.
While engaged in this school, he underwent the ordeal of
“boarding round,” and some of the trying and ludicrous posi-
tions in which this placed him, he was intending to reveal in
his purposed works. I have frequently heard him say, that he
never came so near freezing to death as he did that winter. His
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lodging-room was ususlly the garret. And a garret, though a
pleasant place to sleep, when the summer air breathes through
the chinks, or the summer rain sings its lullaby on the roof,
wears quite another aspect when the winter wind howls about
it, or the winter storm drives snow and hail on the sleeper’s
head. If to these we add total darkness and scanty bedding,
the picture has but little comfort associated with it. Uncover-
ing his head one morning, for his warm breath was too precious
to be frost-bitten, he found his whole bed white with drifted
snow, a sheet which, though beautiful to the eye, was anything
but comfortable. One severe night, he was obliged to rise and
dress, so thin and comfortless were the coverings ; and finding
he was likely even then to perish, he rolled himself in the
clothing, and not having Goldsmith’s wit to get inéo the feather -
bed, he got under it, and thus succeeded in keeping his blood
above zero. But such were not the most trying things he en-
dured. . To have the fire “raked up,” and the ecandle put out,
while the half-studied lesson claimed his mind, and the unread
book lay beside him, were trials hard to endure. Hunger and
cold, let them torture the body as they would, were as nothing
to the wants of the active, enthusiastic soul. “ Fire and light
—O, I shall have ye yet!” he would frequently exclaim, as he
stumbled up the steep, ladder-like stairs, to his airy attic; “ye
are my masters now, but ye shall be my servants by-and-by.”
True, now and then, the “square-room” was at the service of
the master, and wood and candles till dawn if he wished them,
but it was now and then, and the and between them was a
crooked one. But the long and tedious winter passed at length,
and with his hard earned wages in his purse, he put aside the
badge of authority and became again the student.

THE STUDENT AT CLINTON.

In the spring of 1835, Henry became a member of the Clin-
ton Liberal Institute. The following brief description from
“the Autobiography,” will be recognised at a glance :—

“ Babilville was a pleasant little village, handsomely located
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in a broad and beautiful valley, and contained about twelve
hundred inhabitants. A charming brook, bearing a sweet In-
dian name, flowed with its cheerful music along one side of the
village : the banks being finely shaded, afforded an agreeable
and much frequented resort in the warm days of summer. The
school was kept in two buildings—a large stone building painted
a lead-color, and a small wooden building painted white. They
were separated from each other by some dozen or more dwell-
ing-houses. Back of the male department, the stone building,
there lifted up a beautiful round hill, with a level summit of
considerable extent, and bore the odd cognomen of the Knoph.
On the eastern side of the Knoph, there was an abrupt, ragged
glen, thickly shaded with elms, and almost inaccessible, except
from Suss Brook, where the gulf opened into the valley be-
low.”

Henry’s friends, with the exception of the * gracious guar-
dian,” offered no opposition when he laid before them his pro-
posal to spend the summer as a student. And if they had, it
would not have altered in the least his resolution, but rather
strengthened and confirmed it. But silence did not in this
case, give consent—it was the virtue of necessity, Of the
relative who uttered his negation, he writes thus:—

* As was to be expected, protested stoutly against
my spending any more time or money, in such a profitless way
as the study of-books. It seemed to him criminal, that I
should expend another dollar for education. ¢There is an ac-
count in the Scriptures, how a prodigal wasted his father’s sub-
stance, and afterwards had to live on corn-husks and barley
straw. Now, if you keep going on this way, I shall live to see
you going about begging your bread. My advice is, to stay
here and work on the farm, and lay up your money, and after
awhile I'll du what I can to send you tu Congress. I've done
my duty—so if you’re ruined, my skirts are clean from your
blood.’ I bade him adieu and departed, without a tear or
regret.”

So scanty were Henry’s pecuniary resources during the first
term he spent at Clinton, that he was compelled not only to
board himself, but to confine his living to crackers and milk.
But the spare diet to which his poverty compelled him to sub-
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ject his physical appetite, was amply, he thought, compensated
in the rich and nourishing food which his present situation
allowed him to present to his mental cravings. He entered
with ardor upon his labors as a student, prosecuting them with
the most commendable diligence, winning the admiration of
his fellows, and earning constant encomiums of praise from his
instructors. No task was too difficult for him to master, no
duty too arduous for him to perform. Idleness was a sin to
which he was a stranger; industry a virtue to which he was
wedded. He studied, not to gain honors, but to gain know-
ledge. The long day was not sufficient, but his mental appli-
cation was carried far into the hours of night, not unfrequently
studying until his head would fall upon his book, and sleep,
unwooed, seal his heavy eyelids. Many too were the nights in
which he did not retire at all, but spent the whole twenty-four
hours in laborious application. Success of course attended
him ; but this brought no rest, it was only a stimulant to fur-
ther exertions.

But though his mental acquisitions were very great during
this term, they did not yet keep pace with his spiritual growth.
A great and important change was wrought in his religious
feelings. I say change, but I would not be misunderstood.
He was never a believer in orthodox theology. Love was the
essence of his spiritual life, and such a nature of course could
have no sympathy with doetrines of which hatred and revenge
are the fundamental principles. But neither was he a Univer-
salist. Indeed the name, though he had occasionally heard it,
was not one of any definite import. He believed in God,
Christ, a future state ; and the Bible to him was emphatically
a holy book. But he had never been able to answer satisfac-
torily to himself, the questions to which those denunciations of
bigotry to which he had listened when but a boy of thirteen,
had given birth. He had ever since sat in the shadow of a
dark cloud, waiting and longing for sunrise to dispel its gloom
and flood the far heavens with light divine and peerless. Years
afterwards he wrote, * there is, however, but one sun in the
“broad firmament of religious faiths. Where the sun shines it
is day, bright, glad, cheerful ; so where this faith pours out its
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moral radiance, the night fleeth away, and sin, and all that
maketh afraid, and the sheen of heavenly beauty and peace
resteth sweetly on all.” This sun rose now in his spiritual
horizon ; cloud after cloud fled before it, till the blue heavens
were radiant with haloes, and musical with the glad anthems
of that angel trio, faith, hope, charity, which, sweet as the primal
music of the morning stars, reverberate now in the vast arches
of eternity. No weary watcher of earth’s midnight hours ever
hailed with such complete satisfaction, the rise of the solar sun,
as did Henry the first faint rays of the spiritual.

Ere the term closed, he had embraced the gospel in its full-
ness of hope and consolations; he had become a Universalist
in name, and I believe in spirit. The following extract from a
letter to Rev. 8. R. Smith, reveals the name of the preacher
who first gladdened his heart with tidings of a world’s salvation,

“Do not give it up yet, for I am certainly going to visit you,
if T live. If I attend the U. 8. Convention, I shall not be at
your house till the week before I go to N. Y.; and in that case
will spend the Sabbath with you, and enjoy the privilege, once
more, of listening to the voice of the first Universalist preacher
I ever heard. It is a fact, which, I guess, I never stated to you
—but ’tis even so—that you are the very man, who preached
the first Universalist sermon I ever heard—and that was in
May, 1835. And another fact: I have heard more sermons, a
greater number of sermons from you, than from any other man
of any denomination whatsoever. And still another fact: you
are the very man too, by whose influence I was led to enter
the profession of which { am so unworthy a member, and the
duties of which, I am at best but very imperfectly qualified to
discharge. O, that labor and toil could make me, as a preacher,
what I know you have desired I might be—but ‘’tis a hopeless
task to undertake to make guineas without gold.’

 Fort Plain, July 15th, 1841.”

In the autumn of this year, Henry returned home. He
spent the winter in teaching school on the *town lot,”—*the
same where he played pedagogue the winter preceding.”

In the spring of 1836, he returned to Clinton, and became a
boarder in the family of Rev. S. R. Smith. And the circum-
stance or providence which drew him at this impetuous and im-
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pulsive age into communion with this great and good man, was
undoubtedly one of the most happy and beneficial of his life.
A warm, confiding, permanent friendship was the result. ‘While
the elder brother lived, the younger loved and reverenced him,
and never did I see him so deeply moved as when he learned
that that venerated friend had passed away. No death ever
disciplined his heart as that. And precious and beaautiful to
him during the brief space that elapsed ere he joined his master
and father in the faith, were the memories of their social and
intellectual communings, and of their friendly correspondence.
“One has gone whom my heart could ill spare,” said he with
a white and quivering lip, “but thank God, [ shall go to him.
*Till now, I did not know how well I loved him. Strength,
Father above, to bear this trial as I ought!” :

An unfinished article, entitié& « Recollections of Rev. S. R.
Smith,” commences thus :—

“ Among those men whose acquaintance has been interesting
and profitable to me, Rev. Stephen R. Smith holds the most
prominent place. He left upon my mind a deep and peculiar
impression. My memory of him is more vivid and distinct
than of any other person I ever knew. Whenever I think of
him he comes up before me without that shadowy vagueness
which invests my recollections of other men like a nebulous
halo. He still seems living and actual, and 1 can hardly realize
that his voice is hushed and his body slumbers in the tomb.
A feeling still keeps about my heart that I shall look upon him
again and be moyed by the power of his eloquence.”

Some time ere this term closed, illness obliged Henry to re-
turn home. A mathematical problem of difficult solution was
proposed to him. It seemed to baffle all his efforts—to be be-
yond the grasp of his mind. But to solve it, he was resolved.
All the leisure he could command, he devoted to it for three
days and nights, not allowing himself during the time an hour’s
sleep. On the fourth night, long after midnight, as he sat with
his pencil in hand, his worn and exhausted physical nature re-
fused longer to work, and unconsciously his head fell upon the
table, and sleep gave rest to his heavy eyelids and his weary
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hand. But it gave none to his mind. As actively, as enthu-
siastically as before, it wrought, and what the student could not
accomplish awake, he did while asleep. The exclamation of
joy and gratitude which burst from his lips, as the long sought
answer was found, was so vehement that it awoke him, and ere
his dream in its vividness had passed from his memory, he had
traced it upon the slate and found in it the solution that had ex-
ercised so long and severely his patient labor. Such excessive,
unnatural mental action, as might naturally be expected, re-
sulted in brain-fever. By medical advice all study was inter-
dicted for a time after his recovery. He therefore entered the
store of an uncle, and performed some light duties as a clerk
until the following winter, when he again became the school-
master, instructing the public school at Clay Corners or Euclid,
where three years before he had been a scholar. “And I met
with no difficulties,” he remarks.

In March, 1837, he again returned to Clinton. At this time
he formed an acquaintance with Rev. W. H. Griswold, then a
student in the Institute, and a member of Mr. Smith’s family.
This singularly noble, talented, much enduring man — this
strong, unwavering, practical Christian—was soon to him a
bosom friend.

“In the darkest and most trying period of my life, he was
my companion, by day and by night, for many, many months.
Often have we -wept together. Our hearts were one, as were
our sorrows and our joys. With him I have passed some of
the most blessed hours that have fallen to my lot.”

In a note appended to the biography of this loved friend,
Henry thus alludes to the literary society of which both were
members :—

“The Philotimian, which its now scattered members must
ever remember with pleasure, for the many scenes enjoyed in
it of intellectual amusement and social cheer. It was in it, that
I made my first effort—and failure too—in debate: of course I
shall not soon forget it! Still some of the happiest hours of
my life were spent within its walls,”

3
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I have frequently heard him allude to that first effort. It was
& most signal failure, but it did not discourage him ; like all
other failures, it was the stimulant to increased zeal. The
young man who, in 1836, could only say, “Mr. President,”
and that with a trembling lip and scared heart, in 1841, pro-
nounced the annual oration at the Anniversary of the Institute.
But who may number the trials through which that diffident
student passed in that space of time? Many a page might I
fill with their story—but let them pass. Not so deeply would
they touch the heart as does the significant lesson which they
teach. - Trial was never the victor with him. It was the dis-
cipline that nerved his diffident and semsitive spirit for the
“weary march of life.” “It was to him a refiner’s fire—his
soul’s crucible.”

At the annual exhibition at the close of this term, he was
one of the speakers. The subject of his choice was character-
istic : *“ Happiness founded on Moral and Intellectual Improve-
ment.” The earliest letter which has been preserved, was
written the week previous to this Anniversary: it is to his
parents, and exhibits him in a mirthful mood.

% & & # «The public debate of our society is now got along
with. I did much better than I expected in opening it, for I
neither fainted nor lost myself, but knew where I was and what
I was about all the time | was on the floor. So you see I have
lived through it. The examination comes on next Tuesday and
Wednesday, but that is nothing. The Public Exhibition which
commences on Wednesday at one, P. M., is what ¢ tries men’s
souls.” I may wish myself out of it before I get through.” * * *
¢« The exhibition of the Female Department will take place on
Tuesday evening. They are ‘coming out loud.” They say they
are going to beat us ‘all hollow.” Be that as it may, it will be
a chance though, if some of the boys don’t get touched in their
hearts, just to give love a keener relish, when all those ¢ better
halves’ of men come out in complete costume and beauteous
faces and perform their matchless feats upon the stage—whew !
what times are just ahead! Do you think I may possibly be
among the number who will get wounded by the resistless darts
that will be hurled from the ramparts of Cupid? 1 guess you
will be mistaken once, for I have been drinking ice-water so
freely for a fortnight, that my affections are all frozen up solid.
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It is an excellent preventive! My health is good, and so are
my spirits, as you will infer from the above.”

“ 8. R. Smith preaches his farewell sermon one week from
next Sunday. Then look out for ‘a strong one,’—for sad
faces too, and weeping eyes, for deep and alfecting signs of
grief and heartfelt sorrow, for they lose their best friend when
S. R. Smith goes, and no man will be able very soon to com-
pletely fill his place.”

At the close of this term, instead of returning directly home,
Henry went considerably out of his way, to visit a relative,
who at the solicitation of his friends, had consented to loan
him sufficient means to bear his expenses another term. But
it was a treacherous promise. When the poor student arrived
at the place, the relative had changed his mind, assigning no
reason, but refusing utterly to lend him a cent. Thus was he
left ninety miles from home, with but twenty-five cents in his
purse. His self-respect, (call it pride, if you will,) prevented
him, under the circumstances, from revealing the scanty state
of his finances. He resolved to walk the distance. About
sunset the second day he reached the house of a relative, dis-
tant three miles from his mother’s. To his exhausted strength,
these three miles seemed nearly as formidable as had the
ninety, on the preceding dawn. He resolved to pass the
night there. The family were at supper, when he entered the
house. But, though he told them of his weary walk, and his
excessive fatigue, they neither invited him to eat or sleep there.
Foot-sore, lame, faint, sad, he with languid step paced the dis-
tance to his mother’s door, and completely exhausted, sank
upon the threshold, wondering to himself, whether in the eco-
nomy of creation, some human beings were not left heartless.
In a calmer moment, he judged his friends more correctly.
« They thought me a fool,” said he, ¢ and treated me according
to my folly.”

But the generous, selfsacrificing friend, who had stood by
him so long, did not desert him now, in his extremity. His
step-father aided him sufficiently to allow his spending another
term in Clinton, and early in October, he returned there. On
the eleventh of the same month, he writes thus to his parents:—
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# & & & & «] cglled upon Mr. Smith, (Rev. 8. R. 8.) Tues-
day morning. He talked with me about two hours, using his
greatest efforts to persuade me to come and stay with him
after the close of this term. He asked me many questions,
some of which puzzled me much, about the professions and oc-
cupations of mankind. After he had finished his interrogations,
I asked him what sphere in life he thought me best calculated
to fill, and whether I should attain to any degree of eminence
in any of the professions. He answered that he thought me
best calculated for a preacher, and that I would reach a higher
eminence as such than in any other profession, but that 1 would
distinguish myself in any I might follow in some degree. I
lJaughed at him, but he said it was true, and laughed heartily.
We then passed some jokes, in which I happened to get the
start of him a good deal, which pleased him highly, and he re-
plied, ¢ boys, like women, will sometimes catch a wise man,’
at which I left, bidding him good morning. ¢ Very well,’ said
he, ‘but I want you should come back and see if the night
will be as good.’—I now board at Mr. Smith’s mother’s.”

During this term he for the first time, prepared articles for
the press. His first effort was for the * Magazine and Advo-
cate,” over the signature of “Jota,” which signature he for
several years employed when he did not place his proper name
to his published articles. The last sentence of his first article
is so characteristic, or in common parlance, sounds so much
like him, that I cannot forbear quoting it. “If you would be
happy, you must be good humored—and if you can’t be good
humored, be as good humored as you can!”

The most important event of this term, was his choice of a
profession. Until now, he was strongly inclined to become a
student of law, and much of his reading had reference to that
end. But he finally changed that intention into a resolve to
enter the ministry. In the biography of his friend and brother
Griswold, he thus narratgs the circumstances that led him to
become a gospel minister.

“In November of the same year, (1837) so -great a change
had been wrought in my feelings,* that I began to think

* T cannot forbear mentioning here a scene which produced a deep impres-
sion on my feelings, and, I have no doubt, led my mind to the subject of the
ministry—singular as it may seem to the reader, that it should do so. Rev.
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seriously of preparing myself for the ministry. The denomi-
nation had no theological seminary; the want of which I then
and have ever since deeply felt; and I was at a loss what
course to adopt, to prepare myself for the duties and trials of
that responsible office. One day while walking on the banks
of the Oriskany, my thoughts busy with the new vocation
towards which I was looking with increasing interest, I met
Mr. Griswold, and revealed to him the state of my feelings in
regard to the ministry ; and proposed to him that he should
lay aside his farming project and turn his attention to the same
subject, which was then engrossing my own thoughts.

“1t was nearly sunset; we sat down on an old moss-grown
log, and weighed probabilities and canvassed difficulties; ex-
pressed our hopes and fears, and alternately resolved and
yielded to doubt, until long after the moon had been visibly
climbing the eastern heaven. We finally concluded, however,
to enter the ministry, and doing the best we could, leave the
result with Providence. The future was dark ; but we felt that
when it should approach us, it could not be without some light,
to guide and cheer us.

“1It was an interesting and imposing scene: two youths, in-
experieneed and without any one in the world to counsel them,
sitting beside a storied stream that murmured softly in the
night air, the solemn heavens bending in silence above them,
with no eye upon them but God’s, and no ear to hear them®but
His—resolve with anxious and half-doubting hearts, conscious
that they must depend on themselves alone whether the under-
taking be prosperous or adverse, to enter the ministry of an
unpopular and persecuted sect, and become the messengers of
Heaven’s truth. The impression which it made on the feelings
could never be forgotten. When we had mutually pledged
ourselves to the resolution, and implored the sanction and assist-
ance of Heaven, a long silence ensued—when I looked up, and,
in the pale moonlight, saw the tears trickling down my com-

8. R. Smith, was bidding me adieu as a member of his family, (as we did not
expect to meet again before his removal to Albany,) and, among other re-
marks, said to me:—* You are going to preach, brother? Indeed, I know
you are.” I replied that I had never thought of doing so, but was inclining
to the profession of the law. ¢ You’ll preack,” said he in a tone of the most
unwavering confidence ; * remember, that the next time I meet you, I shall
see you standing in the pulpit.”” The next time we met, (nearly three years
after, in Fort Plain,) be preached my ordaining sermon! When he entered
the house, 1 was sitting in the desk, so nearly was the prophecy literally ful-
filled | .
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panion’s face, Not a word was uttered—we looked at
other—rose—I took his arm, and, in silence, we left the s,

THE PREACHER IN OXFORD.

After spending a few weeks in private study, Henry,
April, 1838, went to Oxford. “Rev.J. T. Goodrich, a fel
student, was pastor of the Universalist Society there, and
Griswold was preparing for the ministry under Br. Goodri
direction. Br. Soule completed a trio, who became boar
under the hospitable roof of a most genial spirit, Br. Da
Brown—giving and receiving sympathy, and affection, f{
social inﬂuences, which were ever afterwards fondly rem
ber

Very soon after his removal there, he addressed the follo
letter to his parents. i
. ¢

“ As you may possibly look for a letter from me about §
time, and as my destiny is far different from what you expectj
and as I feel it my duty to inform you respecting any chang'
may make in the general plan and course of my life, I will sq
you a few lines. I found things in Clinton in a state far difh
entefrom what I had anticipated. * * * * T thought over g
situation and _prospects for the future, and having had a go
chance offered me, I, in the moment when conflicting intert
and inclination were in the heat of wrangle, resolved to follt
the natural bent of my mind,* which I must think you, in ch
ity to my situation and feelmgs, will not impute to selfish
sordid motives. You have been friends to me, and aided a:
assisted me when none others would ; and hence, I feel it 1
duty to tell you what my designs and purposes for the futn
are. | have come to Oxford for the purpose of studying thet
ogy, be it more or less, and 1 have no desire you should koq
it still, but tell all who trouble themselves to ask about me.
have had thisin view some time and have thought of it mud
so that it is not precipitate and rash,” % * * ¥,

* This expression had reference to a conversation which his step-father hj
with him a few days ere he left home, in which the former expressed to Hed
his conviction that he would one day be a preacher. ¢ Why do you thi
80 #’ ¢It is the natural bent of your mind”—an expression shadowing foi
in homely terms the prophetic thought of his childhood.—Zd.



THE PREACHER IN OXFORD, 55

Very soon after, early in the month of May, I think, Henry
preached his first sermon. “We much regret,” writes Rev.
A. B. Grosh, in a Biographical Sketch of his friend, “that
we have not the information to record the circumstances and
character of Br. Soule’s first efforts, as faithfully as he has given
those of Br. Griswold. We only know that many persons no-
ticed the strong resemblance of his early style and manner to
those of Br. 8. R. Smith—and a few, who did not know the
power and integrity of the young man, even suspected him of
“borrowing Br. Smith’s manuscripts !” His admiration of this
much revered man’s character, for intensity of thought and nerv-
ous power of expression, may account for some of this resemblance
of style and manner; but it was most noticed when Br. Soule,
forsaking the composure of a studied delivery, broke the reserve
that shadowed his feelings, and abandoned himself to a warm,
free, extemporaneous utterance. As his mind became more
matured, and his style more cultivated, the resemblance grew
less, and his character of thinking and feeling made for itself a
style more peculiarly his own.”

In July, Henry writes thus to his parents :

¢ A longer time has indeed elapsed since my last than I in-
tended should, when I then wrote; but thus it is, week after
week passes away and is gone, before we indulge even a pass-
ing reflection. Although nothing of much interest or import-
ance has taken place, yet that would hardly excuse a delay in
letting you know where and how I am. Even under existing
circumstances, I cannot but indulge the fond and animating
thought, that still an interest is felt in my welfare and future
well-being by you, from whose kind hands I have already re-
ceived so much, as to make me continually feel that I owe you
a debt of gratitude which my heart can never fully pay. But,
be assured, I am not insensible for past favors, kindness, and
succor, and I would to heaven that I were at this moment so
situated as to be able to remunerate you to the uttermost far-
thing, not only for actually received benefits, but also for
trouble, care, and anxiety had on my account. I do not know
but Uncle sometimes thinks that what he let me
have were as well thrown into the fire. But not so, for should
he never get it, yet J have been benefited by it ; which of itself
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were better than to destroy it. But he must not despai
surely he shall yet have it.
“] do not know but my friends in Clay have all forsaken
but I cannot yet believe it to be so. But if it be so, what
H. B. 8. do?%—why, bear it to be sure—he can do no better,
anything else would certainly be worse. And should such
be the case, (which heaven forbid) they may rest assu
shall not be entirely friendless, though alone I roam over ea#
fair face, and dwe]l in the land of strangers. But where
—what am I about ?2—alas! ’twere folly to chase such
phantasies which appear awhile and quickly pass away in.
sions! Sweet dreams are pleasant; and if such you have,
nothing that comes from my erring pen, indited by a wed
hand, ever disturb them or break the spell that binds yo
doubt not but you often think of Henry—but I beseech y
give yourself no uneasiness on my account. O !.]let me nol
the cause of pain or trouble. It is human nature, I kno
feel more or less anxiety for the weal of absent relatives. 1
this case is a peculiar one. I am where I am and what I
a sojourner—a pilgrim of earth—traveling with my fellows
common road to the tomb; and should I never more chang
see you face to face on earth, let it be no cause of grief or
row, of pain or anguish, to you: and should you learn
lie beneath the sod, spare your tears, and let all my faults l
follies and foibles lie with me in undisturbed repose fore
Yes, when my career on earth is run, ¢

¢ Then may this mortal body lie
Alone, in some secluded spot,—
Nor e’en bedewed by one kind tear,
But friendless, silent, and forgot !

o

¢ Perhaps you will like to know how I get along preacﬁ~
—well, I get along slowly : last. Sunday I gave two discouﬂ
in this village, for which I received eight dollars. There y
present the largest audience I ever saw there (except at i
Convention) : such is the fact—judge ye !” {

On the 6th of September, the Chenango Association, held
North Norwich, granted the young brothers, Griswold i
Soule, letters of fellowship. At this time he writes thus to
friends at home :—

“T still continue to reside in Oxford, preaching to destit
Societies in this section, whenever opportunity and preparat
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will allow. My health, as a general thing, since I left home,
has been good, though I have had two or three ill turns, all
short and tolerable, * * * | do not yet give myself any un-
easiness as to the issue of this affliction, [a tumor situated on
the jugular vein.—Eb.] and I want you should not. If it grow
worse, and is like to endanger my life, you shall know it forth-
with, and then you must not let it be the cause of any trouble
to you. As you regard me, I pray you to give yourselves no
uneasiness on my account. ‘Let not borrowed trouble your
bosom harass.’

‘In October, his correspondence with Rev. 8. R. Smith com-
oences.

% Bro. Smrre,—Although a long time has elapsed since we
last saw each other, and a long ‘apology’ is due on my part;
yet, even under the existing circumstances, I will not trouble
you with such ‘apology.” Apologies are well in their proper
place; but if a man be guilty, 'tis better and more manly to
confess it and reform than to attempt to palliate it by a studied
apologetic letter. The truth is, I have often felt it my duty to
indite something to you; but then there is that ¢ effeminate del-
icacy,” that too often unmans me of the necessary resolution,
and consequently deters me from discharging my duty. I must
—I will away with it—and will no longer be prevented from
acting, by the foolish fear that, in every respect, I shall not act
precisely right, or as I might afterwards wish I had. * * * %

“ With regard to myself nothing very important has taken
place, since you last saw me, except that I have been converted
from a school-boy to an Universalist Preacher—for better or
for worse—time alone can determine. As yet | feel not the
least regret that 1 have entered upon the stage of this great
theatre. I feel the many and weighty respousibilities that rest
upon him who undertakes the discharge of the duties of the
ministerial life; and I am also sensibly aware of the manifold
and trying difficulties throngh which, under the present state of
things, especially in the religious world, I shall in all probability
have to pass ; but I feel Nor to retire from the field or bolt from
the course because a mightier warrior or more fleet courser is
there—or because a few unforeseen difficulties obstruct my path.
1 love the cause too dearly not to contribute my little mite.
My fellow and kindred race is bound to me by ties too strong,
their happiness is too much identified with my own, or, rather
mine with theirs, for me to be an idle spectator, to look upon

3*

[
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the mighty ocean of misery, in which almost the entire human
family are vainly struggling for ‘their being’s end and aim,’
with a brute, unconscious gaze, and unfeeling heart. So long,
therefore, as my mind and feelings remain what they now are,
you may expect what little I can do, skall be done.”

In January, 1839, he writes again :—

“ Bro. SmrtH,—A longer time has elapsed since I last wrote
than [ intended should, before you heard from me again. But
thus goeth the world: time is on the wing and our moments
quickly pass away. Indeed, ere we are aware, weeks, nay,
months, ﬁave stolen by, have gone into the mighty ocean of the
past. And often, when I reflect upon the transient nature of
human life, how swiftly 7 am moving on to the venerable age
which your years now number, do I feel the importance of
giving more earnest heed to the injunction of the good Apostle,
¢ Be sober—be vigilant.” And thus I mean to be.” * * * #

“And now a word for myself. Last Sunday I had an ap-
pointment at East Greene. (My appointment was of four
weeks standing.) Afterwards the Baptist preacher made one
at the same place and at the same hours, declaring at the same
time (as I am credibly informed) that ‘if that boy’ (meaning
myself) ¢came there again, he would crush him to atoms, and
kill Universalism on the spot.” Well, I went down, and on ar-
riving at the house, found it so crowded that it was almost im-
gossible to reach the desk. Our friends proposed a discussion,

ut ¢ the thing was Jaid under the table.” I then proposed to
the Baptist preacher that he should preach first, as he was more
than twice as old as I was. But he would not do it. I sup-
pose he wanted the last fire so as to be sure of victory. To be
honest about this matter, I wanted the privilege of speaking
last myself, for, not expecting any such effort, I was not pre-
pared for it. I took about eight or ten minutes to think over
the matter, and then selected the following passage for my text :
1st John 4 : 14, I spoke an hour and twenty minutes. I had
most profound attention. The Baptist preacher then followed,
taking for his text the last clause of Jer.43:2. He spoke two
and a quarter hours—never but once alluded to my discourse— .
never attempted to refute a single conclusion—his whole aim
and argument was to show that I was a false prophet—that
God Almighty had not sent the little stripling there,’—making
use of language too gross to be repeated. He was mad,—called
me everything he could think of—abused me most scandalously
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—even the devil himself could not have treated a man worse.
‘When I was speaking I quoted Heb. 2 : 14, 15, and John 1st,
8 : 8. In reply to the same, he said I had proved that Christ
kad killed the devil. My answer was, ‘if I said so, I will recall
it, for the gentleman’s conduct has clearly shown that the devil
is alive yet, but I did not say so,’ and again quoted the scrip-
tures. After he sat down, I rose, said a few words concerning
his text, exposed some of his falsehoods, contrasted his conduct
with that of Christ, pointed out some of his home-made scrip-
ture, and defied him to find it in the Bible, gave out my next
appointment, and sat down, (of course). He then warned the
people against me, said the devil helped me, or I could not
make use of such smooth and fascinating language, that I was
wise in the wisdom of the world, and if they heard me, would
certainly convert them to my damnable heresy, and lead them
down to ruin. I held meeting two miles below in the evening,
and a goodly number of his people were present. What the
result will be, I cannot tell—we will wait a little—*tempus
omnia revelat.” * * %

# « Well, Br. Smith what think you? this day we have a
wedding—but ’tis not I who am to enter on the blest arena of
connubial felicity—no—not such good news as that yet. The
Fates have decreed that I shall ¢ paddle my canoe alone,’ a
‘little spell’ longer at least. I sometimes look through the
narrow vista of the future, and anticipate—but alas! the un-
certainty of the future revives the recollection that I may never
reach that eventful day—that I may never emerge from the
isolated, cold, and gloomy regions of single blessedness into
the noon-day splendors and ‘living felicity’ (and the multi-
plied cares too) of the married state, ‘ and my anticipated joys
—where are they ¥ ”

The following extract from a letter to one of his sisters, fur-
nishes some useful and praetical suggestions to those persons
who view letter writing as the most difficult and irksome of
duties :

“You say, you can’t think of anything to write!! Butis
this s0o? Maria, can’t you.tell me whether your health is good
or bad, and if you are sick, can’t you tell me what ails you?
Can’t you tell me how mother’s health is, and how she enjoys
herself 7—how and where all the rest of the family are, and
what prospects they have for the future? Can’t you tell me
how much butter and cheese you. have made—how many cows
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you milk—how much grain M— has sowed, and a thou
other things? Yes, you can do all this, some time when y
would do nothing else. And these are just the things I wo
wish to hear about. I don’t want you to sit down and w
as though you were preparing a piece for the paper—n
nothing of this. Sit down and write the first thing that com
into your mind, if it be nothing more than a rain-storm
thunder-shower—write just as though I was there,and you w
telling me the story—and you need not think any more or
harder in writing to me, than you do in talking to me.
“There is another reason why I want you should accust
yourself to, or get in the habit of writing, or if I may say
make yourself familiar with writing letters, and it is this—t
in after life when it may be necessary, you will be prep
and ready-to write on any subject that may require it at y
hand. This consideration to me is of very great importan
How many are there who are now in the bloom of life,
have begun to travel the declivity of age, who would gi
almost any sum if they could only write letters with ease ai
readiness. But Maria, if these same persons had spent a sm
portion of the time they have passed in idleness, doing ab:
lutely nothing, in simply practicing in letter writing, by telli
some friend what they were doing, or had done, in their kitch
affairs, or on the farm, or what had, or was taking place amo
their associates, playmates, or neighbors, or of any of the lit
simple occurrences of life,—if they had done this, they wo
now be able to write down their thoughts with as much eas
and readiness as they could tell the same with their tongue.” :

To the same sister, at another time, he writes :— 1

“Your kind letter is received, and believe me when I tel
you, it gave me much pleasure. There is a spirit which breathe
through a sister’s letter that comes throughno other. She eve
speaks with a frankness and affection, which fail not to awaket
admiration and sympathy in the bosom of a brother. It is,
rich boon to peruse the sweet effusions of tender thought, am
witness the easy manifestation of deep and abiding interest i
one’s welfare, as they come from the pen of one bound to us
the ties of kindred, brought up around the same fireside, und
the care of the same tender and good mother, and—I like
have said, under the eye of the same kind anq jndulgent fathg
—but alas! Maria, we have none. He left ug jp our childhoot
to the care of mother alone, and well, well hqg it ‘been for ug

t
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that we have been blested with one so good. What that she
could, has she not done for us? I answer, nothing, nothing.
O, how deeply ought we to love and venerate her while she
may live to bless us, and how sacred hold her memory when
she shall have left this scene of trouble, pain and wo! May
God bless and support her, be her great comforter through life,
and her stay and staff in the hour of death. But where am I?
I bave wandered from what 1 was going to write when I took
up the pen, but I could not help it, for 1 have thought much
about mother of late, and as soon as I begin to talk or think
of home, she is present to me, and ere I am aware, I am talking
or thinking of her, the being who brought me up. Sometimes
my feelings get so excited that I resolve, for the moment, to
drop all, and fly again to her kind embrace, but—but—I will
tell you more, Maria, at some future time.

“] have done more reading since my return [from a brief
visit home—Ed.] than 1 ever did before in the same length of
time. At present I study about ten hours a day, beside keep-
ing the books of the office, preaching not a little, and doing
many other things. Since I saw you, I have preached much
more than I intended. I have rode some over these craggy
hills, but not as much as I did last season. I rode about forty
miles one day, and attended a funeral. Such jaunts are too
hard, however, for my constitution, and if 1 were to continue
them, would soon wear me out.

“ My voice, my friends tell me is improving very much—a
circumstance much in my favor, and for which I feel very
thankful.

“] have only time and room to add, be industrious and pru-
dent, and you will prosper; be virtuous and good, and you will
be happy.”

To his younger sister, at the close of along letter, he writes—

“You say, ‘I must want to see home by this time.” Yes,
sister, and so I do—it would give me great pleasure to see you
all seated around the fireside in social converse, and myself in
the midst. But you know we cannot always have what we
wish, and just when we wish it—were it so, I would come and
bring this letter to-night. Tell mother she shall see me in
due time, and may the God of heaven bless and keep her till
that time arrives.

“I add a postscript to inquire what your notions and pros-
pects of marriage are. As for me, I have as yet thought, and
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of course care nothing, about it—and 1 den’t know but I shall
sail across life’s ocean in the much despised ship of old bachelor-
hood. However, 1 would not pledge myself that will be the
case; for, like all the rest, I may get the fitful fever,’ and for-
saking the old barge, embark on board the new ship matrimony.
But of this no one knoweth, no, not even myself. My opinicn
of matrimony is simply this—if any one can better their condi-
tion by getting married—I mean their condition on the whole—
the best thing they can do is to marry !

“1 must crowd in, at this time, one word of advice: spend
your leisure hours in reading ; it will not only store your mind
with useful information, but will cultivate a taste which will
very much aid you in after life.”

The last letter which he penned in Oxford was addressed to
his parents :

“ A few letters have found their way to me since I left, and
from pens, too, that never wrote me before. Glad, heartily
glad was I for them. They have been read and re-read. The
reason why I prized them thus highly is because theycome
from home—a place most dear-to my loving heart. They
breathe a kindness of feeling, and are fraught with something
which letters from no other place are, and which awaken in.the
mind a countless host of fond recollections. It almost causes
one to forget himself, and to mingle again in the joys of the so-
cial circle around the fireside, in the company of those we love
most, and in whose society the hours most rapidly and happily
pass away. Nor is this all, for it gives us a kind of satisfying
pleasure to know that our friends are sufficiently interested in
our welfare to trouble themselves occasionally to write us, and
to do it in the spirit of ardent and devoted affection.

“] have adopted a plan of systematic exercise which I think
will result in great benefit to me. - I walk one mile as fast as [
can, every morning before breakfast ; another before dinner, and
another before tea. And whenever I get tired of sitting, instead
of walking about my room where the air is confined, I put on
my hat, go out into the open air, and take a tramp up some of
the hills. And I assure you I always come back refreshed. I
have also adopted a simple diet and regular hours for retiring
and rising. Order is said to be Heaven’s first law, and I have
resolved to know if it be equally so with respect to the human
as the planetary bodies. Time, which faithfully tries all things,

. will accurately give the result.”

\
L]




IN FORT PLAIN, 63

On the last Thursday and Friday in September, 1839, a Con-
ference was advertised to be held at Ford’s Bush, on the
promise to our few friends there, that the Lutheran Church
would be opened for their accommodation. But when the day
came near, the church was refused! Br. Conrad Snell, the
father of Rev. Nelson Snell, immediately had seats arranged in
his darn, the most convenient place to be had, and tendered its
use for the meeting. But alas! when the day came, a cold
rain-storm came with it, and Br. J. D. Hicks was the only
preacher present! Discouraged, chilled, feeling almost for-
saken, what was their joy to see a young man who was greeted
by Br. Hicks as a preacher, enter the meeting in the afternoon.
It was Br. Soule. He was put on the preacher’s stand, and
speaking extemporaneously, abandoned himself to the feelings
of the circumstances by which he was surrounded, and carried
all captive by his eloquence. Br. Belding arrived on the second
day, and such was the gratification of that gloomily commenced
Conference, that before it closed, resolves were formed and
plans projected, which resulted in the erection of a neat, com-
fortable Universalist Church at that place, which was dedicated
Oct. 14th, 1840.—Fztract from a Biographical Sketch, by Rev.
A. B. Grosh.

IN FORT PLAIN.

On the fifth Sunday in September, 1839, Henry had an en-
gagement at Fort Plain. An invitation to settle with them
followed, and was immediately accepted. * These, his first pas-
toral labors,” writes Br. Grosh, ¢ were highly appreciated by the
friends generally, and were productive of much benefit in soft-
ening the stern features of bigotry, checking the fanaticism of
revival operations, and building up the congregation in social
and fraternal feelings.”

On the first Wednesday and Thursday in March, 1840, a Confer-
ence of the Otsego Association was held in Fort Plain, at which
time the young brother received ordination, Rev. S. R. Smith
preaching the sermon.

On the day on which he arrived at Fort Plain, he writes to
a sister— : »
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“It seemed almost like going from home to leavel
Brown’s. I did not think I should feel so deeply om ps
from them ; but I found, when I came to leave, I was st
attached to them. It is ever thus, We know not the
of our friends till away from them. It is a trite but
saying, ‘Blessings brighten as they take their flight.’
have left those dear ones, good as they are. For the king
they have shown me, I shall ever feel grateful. May God!
them, and abundantly too.” !

- Under date Dec. 25th, 1839, he writes to a clerical frier

“ QOur affhirs in this place are beginning to wear a little}
favorable aspect. The friends are becoming more united
our congregations are evidently increasing. New energy 4
to have been infused into the society by the idea of by
regular preaching once again. And I hope the flame whid
been kindled will continue to burn on until this moral s
phere shall become fully purified. However, before th
be done, there is a vast deal of labor to be performed, bof
preacher and people. Ufliversalism is designed to make p
better : and zrue Universalism will do so. It is only necq
for it to accomplish its object, to imbue its believers w
spirit. And when I look at the moral condition of the Y
1 deeply feel the want of more zeal. That zeal which o
the soul with untiring energy, waking into activity all it
mant but ennobling powers. We want a true, enlight
Christian zeal. And this wants to be inspired in the breai
all the people. At any rate, this is necessary to the i
redemption of this region.

“ We celebrated the Nativity of our Savior last eve
had a great and good time. The house was decorate
illuminated, and was literally full at the hour of six.
alone. 1 invited the officiating clergyman at the other §
in this village to unite with us; but he had or made b
from home, and of course was absent. The affair has son
got out, and is operating as nearly as I can learn not a lif
his discredit. I took for a text, St, Luke 2: 10, 11. I
an hour—the house as still as death. -

“ At present I preach two sermons every Sabbath
village, one every other Wednesday evening at Southvi
Dutch Town, and occasionally at Fry’s Bush, besides ja
nearly every week several miles to attend funerals, at
sermon is always expected,—a little too much this for
of my experience.” !
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Under date Feb. 4th, 1840, to his parents:

“For some weeks past I have had a great deal of mental,
and I may add, bodily exertion. I preached in Cooperstown
two weeks since ; on my return I attended the protracted meet-
ing now in operation in this place, and in the space of fourteen
days heard fourteen sermons and preached seven, and traveled
sixty miles. Universalism they say must be crushed, or this
place is lost forever. I have reviewed some part of their ser-
mons, and on these occasions our house has been filled to over-
flowing. Instead of injuring us, their meetings are a benefit to
us. Their scurrility and abuse recoil on their own heads.”

Nov. 9th, 1840. “My time is now all devoted to this
place ; I do not preach out of town at all. I found the labor
was too much, and to lessen it the Society have raised my
salary.

“] am again the only preacher in the village. The new
Presbyterian preacher gave his farewell discourse last evening.
He is the second that has tried his skill and power in under-
taking to break me down and drive me out of the place, that has
had the pleasure of being himself broken down and driven out.
They both threatened my destruction, and prayed God to help
them effect it, and how successful they have been! The Uni-
versalist Society, instead of being brokefi down, has increased
in numbers so as to be able to raise one hundred dollars more
for a salary than it could last fall!” .

Dec. 14th. “We have just completed the organization of
a church in this village, and you cannot imagine how it makes
the opposers stare. It has wrested from their hands one of the
strongest weapons they had, and they know not what to say.
I anticipate speaking to one of the largest congregations that
ever assembled in this place, on the first Sabbath in next
month, as the Eucharist will then be administered for the first
time by Universalists in this region of country. There is
already a good deal of curiosity existing, and it will increase
until the day arrives. One is asking ‘ What will they do?
another is saying, ¢ Who ever heard of such a thing? And so
it goes—it is spreading like wild-fire. Our answer to all their
questions is in the language of Peter, ¢ Come and see.’

“] remain yet the only preacher in the place, and conse-
quently am left in peace. No one of late disturbs or molests
me in the least. I have got as high as the frog that was left
alone in the pond. But how long I shall remain there is an-
other question. One thing however is quite certain, I have
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become quite popular in the marrying line; for I have married
every couple that have been married in this village during
the last fifteen months, besides a good many out of the vil-
lage. 1 have not only been called upon to marry Univer-
salists and Nothingarians, but even Presbyterians and Metho-
dists. Who knows but that the next step will be that they
will call upon me to preach for them, or rather % them !

“That busybody, Mr. Report, has got into circulation the
story that I am going to be married New Year’s or thereabouts ;
and about half the people believe it. This is a strange world,
and I trow they will get mistaken this time. Why, bless my
stars, | haven’t dreamed of going into that business yet. But
the most laughable of all is, that they know I am going to be
married, but they can’t tell whom I am going to have. This is
something like our opposition friends finding out °the secrez
will’—and I may add that they know just as much about the
one as the other.”

July 8th, 1841. “You will indulge me a few words about
our celebration of ¢the fourth.” Notice had been given that I
would give a national discourse on Sunday morning on this sub-
ject, ¢ The Blessings of American Freedom.” At an early hour
the house was full—the people came from all the country ‘round
about” My discourse was written at length, and it took me
just one hour to deliver it. During the whole of that time the
entire audience gave the most profound attention. For my
performance I have received very high compliments—whether
they are merited or not is another question, and one which I,
of course, shall leave to the public to deocide.

] have received an invitation to give the annual address at
the exhibition of the Clinton Liberal Institute, some time in the
course of hext month. I have accepted the invitation, which as
you can well judge, imposes on me a new and arduous task. 1
am afraid that I shall not be able to meet the public expecta-
tion on that occasion., It is an important one, I am willing to
grant, yet I think the public generally expect too much from
the one who gives the address. I will do as well as I can, and
if I succeed in meeting the general expectation, 1 shall certainly
think I have gained one victory in my life. This address will
occupy in its preparation all the time I get between this and
the time of its delivery—and even then I shall not have as
much as I ought. The truth is, that my reputation as an orator,
for a time at least, very much depends on that effort ; and it
behooves me, as I regard my own interests and popularity, to
do the best I am able. And be assured I shall do so—so that
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if I fail, it will be an ¢ honest failure.” 1 hop?, however, at least,
tolerable success. _

“] wish I had wings, I would see you ere another sun. Iam
lonely—I have been so for several days, and 1 know of no better
medicine for that disease than to go visiting. 1 am almost
resolved sometimes to take that pleasant medicine, even if I
don’t get but half a dose ; and then again I am of a different
mind. I am determined not to’come home until I can make a
good old-fashioned visit—stay a fortnight. That’s the time it
used to take them to *visit out’ in the good old days of our
fathers; and I am for reviving ancient customs. But to be
candid—when I come home I want to have matters so arranged
that I can stay just as long as I have a mind to. As soon as 1
can bring that about you will see me; and I shall stay too
until you will be glad to see me gone again. But I must
stop writing about home, or I shall get homesick in good
earnest.

“ Next week I expect a wedding. Ah! these weddings—I
wish they would come a ‘little thicker and faster too’—they
are grand good business, quick got along with. You did not
know that I am married, 1 suppose? Well, ‘I ain’t any way ;’
and ‘I ain’t like to be, no how, so there.” I am waiting for the
sign to come right. But everybody knows 1 am going to be
married. I wish people would allow ministers to do as other
men do—choose a wife when, as, and where they have a mind.
If I speak to a young lady now-a-days, ¢ it means something;’
if I call upon one, ¢ he is engaged ;’ if I walk with one, ‘he is
to be married very soon.” 1 am annoyed beyond measure at .
times with this talk about being married. 1 wish sometimes
my society was composed only of married people—that there
were not a girl in it—I might hope for peace then. Get mar-
ried !—it will do well enough for boys to do that, and so I would
advise my friend to get him a wife, and so get out of that
very peculiar state of feeling he has been in so long; that most
singular state, when one loses his eyesight and runs about nights
thinking all the time it is broad daylight. Yes, I repeat it, get-
ting married will do well enough for boys, and now and then a
man ; and if I ever do so, you may think truly that ¢ a change
has come over the spirit of my dream; whether waking or
sleeping, it matters not,

“ Did I ever tell you of a certain wedding, I once attended ?
Its history runs on this wise: On one stormy Thursday last
winter, as I was going to the Post Office, I was accosted by a
young man, or old boy, (I don’t know which, but shall leave you
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to judge,) with the inquiry, ‘I say, mister, can’t ye tell me,
sir, where Dominie Soule lives? ‘I suppose I am the man
{%u are seeking.’ The young man’s countenance changed.

e expression of intense anxiety passed away, and was suc-
ceeded by one of ludicrous bashfulness. ¢ Well, then, you're
Dominie Soule, be ye? Well, I want to see you a few
minutes, if you've no objections.” ¢None at all, sir. Be so
kind as to walk into my study with me, where we can attend
to your business by the side of a comfortable fire.’

“Once in the study, he asked again, ¢ you’re Dominie Soule,
the minister, be ye? ‘I am.’ ‘Be we all alone? looking
sheepishly at the balf open bed-room door. ¢ We are,’ said I,
as I closed it. I knew well what he wanted, but I was wicked
enough to enjoy his embarrassment. After hitching and shuf
fling, and hemming awhile, he spoke out, ¢well, I come for to
get you to go and marry somebody to-night.’—¢ Indeed, and
how far is it?—*‘0, it's only just seven miles up here, you
know.’—I wanted he should go and get some one else; it
stormed furiously, and I did not feel like buffeting a cold north-
easter that night. But he said ‘no; the old folks want you,
and the gal wants you, and so do I wants you, and the old folks
wouldn’t like it if we didn’t have you, you know.” ¢ Well, if
you must have me, I wish you would postpone it till better
weather ; 1 will then come up and marry you.—*O dear, that
won’t do, no how, for we’ve postponed it once, and we wouldn’t
postpone it agin for nothin’.” I then said to him, ¢sir, Il
tell you what I will do—if you will comeé down here, I will
marry you for nothing,’—*¢ No, that wouldn’t do neither ; cause
the old folks wants for to see us git married; and you must
come any way; you shan’t lose nothin’.’

“The poor fellow begged so hard 1 concluded to go; and
accordingly hired a horse and cutter, and about five o’clock
started on my novel wedding mission. I found the traveling
exceedingly bad all the way, and particularly so after I left the
main road. At length I reached the log-house in which the fair
bride lived. Hitching my horse, I went to the door and
knocked, when a stern old voice bade me ‘come in.’ Entering
the house, I was invited to sit down with all my overclothes
on. I asked the old man if they were going to have a wedding
there that evening. He said they were. I then looked around
to see, if I could, where the parties were coming from. There
was but one door to the house, and that let out into the world.
Very soon, however, I heard a clattering up stairs, and to my
astonishment, the bridegroom and bride came down the ladder
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—he backed down, leading her by both hands. They were
seated. ‘If you are ready for the ceremony, you will please
rise.” They stared at each other, at the old folks, at me, but
sat still, 'lzwice I repeated it, and twice was met by the same
vacant stare. ‘If you want to get married, stand up,’ said L
That they understood, and I proceeded to make the twain one.
When | came to this part of the ceremony, the matter run
thus,—‘ do you take this woman,” &ec.—* Most sartinly, sir.’—
‘Do you promise to love her above all others,’ &c.%— Why,’
said he, ¢ I’ve done so, this good while! 1 almost forgot the
solemnity of the occasion, in my efforts to suppress laughter.
‘When I came to the bride with this question, ‘do you take this
man,’” &e.— He’s took me, hain’t he, for to be his wife; he’s
my husband then, without my takin’ him.’—* Do you promise
to love him above all others,’” &c.—*I'll love him jist as long
as he loves me, and that’s long enough.’ I smiled, but suc-
ceeded in governing myself so as to conclude the ceremony,
which throughout was of the same wnigue chiaracter. When it
was over, the bridegroom passed around a bowl of good old
black-strap ; and then gave me a cigar. Just as I was leaving,
he gave me some change, which I put in a separate pocket, to
know just how much I had. When I got home, I paid ten
shillings for my horse and cutter, and on counting my change,
found that he had given me the sum of six and sixpence. But
as he had said, I didn’t ¢ lose nothin’ ’—the other three and six-
pence I had in fun.

“July 15th.—Our affairs in this village are progressing
slowly, but I believe surely. Universalism appears, at present,
as though it had concluded to settle here for life. Its devo-
tional spirit begins to exhibit itself; indeed it has already
effected an almost total change in the taste and feelings of my
regular congregation. When I came here, they would scarcely
listen to a sermon that did not breathe the spirit of war;
whilst now just such sermons as they then loved to hear, they
have no relish for now. In their feelings they are certainly
very much refined. I never saw an audience more easily moved
to tears. Well,—in a word, I do believe we are improving
altogether as a religious society. God help us to become a
good people.

* % % % % & A man ought to be silent on religious subjects,
till that time arrives when the canduct of his life will corrobo-
rate the teachings of his lips—no, but till he can both speak the
truth and Z4ve it. It makes me sad, that in these difficult times
a professor of teligion should give occasion for reports of evil.
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We have enough to contend with, let our lives and hearts be
never so pure and holy. God give us all strength to live our
faith |”

IN TROY.

In November, 1841, Henry removed to Troy. Soon after
his arrival he writes to a clerical friend :

“] hail you from another part of the world. I have turned
Trojan in earnest, and trust to be one, ‘good and true.’ I left
Fort Plain with regret. At the time I gave my valedictory I
felt like a child, and I guess I acted like one—and before I was
half through I wished, from the bottom of my heart, that I had
never thought of leaving. Such scenes are emough to kill a
man, and Heaven save me from another.

“ Br. Smith is preparing a course of lectures on the social and
religious duties of life. \;g\’hal: an everlasting thinker that man
is! He has done more real hard thinking than a whole genera-
tion of ordinary ministers; and can it be that such a man, after
having just learned to think well, will in a few days cease to
think at all! Nay; thought is but cradled on earth; it has
eternity for a lifetime !

“] wish I had some of the friends of ‘long ago’ with me for
awhile—for I am lonely, notwithstatding I am in the midst of
so great a multitude. Solitude in the country, there is none—
for nature with her ten thousand voices speaks to us: but in a
city—Oh ! I am sad to think of it—it is stern In its reality.”

In January, 1842, I saw for the first time the subject of this
memoir. We met at the house of Rev. 8. R. Smith, I cannot
say that any very deep impressions were made, as I took the
offered hand of the stranger, who was ere long to occupy so
large and holy a place in my heart. We exchanged the greet-
ings of the New Year, and parted. Had we met the next day,
I doubt if we had recognized each other; for the parlor was
crowded, and each was to the other but the half-seen acquaint-
ance of a moment.

In February, a Conference of the Hudson River Association
was held in Albany. I was not present at the first meeting, on
Tuesday evening. My curiosity was not a little excited the
next morning, by my mother’s’ enthusiastic - eulogies of the
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young preacher, and his excellent discourse. “Come now, and
let us reason together,” ¢was his text,’ said she, ‘and he did
reason !’ I asked his name? “It was Br. Soule.” And when
Isaw him at church that day, I recognized the countenance 1
had half seen before. But it was not until late in March that 1
had the pleasure of becoming acquainted with * Br. Soule.”

1 then passed an afternoon and evening in his company at
Br. Smith’s. We met as strangers, we parted friends, It does
not always take months or years to perfect friendship. Such
mental and spiritual revelations may be made in a few hours,
nay, in a sentence, a glance, a tone, that they who never met
before may long to meet again. That day marked an era in
my heart. I saw him but two or three times after that, ere I
left home in the middle of April, to become the youthful prin-
cipal of the Female Department of Clinton Liberal Institute.
But I heard much of him. He was enthusiastie in the Temper-
ance cause, and his lectures, both in Albany and Troy, called
forth large audiences, while the high moral tone that character-
ized them made them deservedly popular. There was mirth in
them at times, never levity ; sometimes, indeed, they sparkled
with humor, yet its flashes were ever pure as bursts of sunlight.
But they were most remarkable for a depth and earnestness of
feeling—he spoke indeed from his heart—a heart to whom the
weal of the race was dear as his own. As a preacher, too, he
was much admired in both cities, and in both had as warm
friends as a man could wish ; while his integrity of purpose and
undeviating rectitude of principle won esteem from those who
would not attend his ministrations. -

In June, of this year, one of the great hopes of his life set for-
ever. His only brother, a youth of rare native talent and some
considerable cultivation, too, after suffering intensely for three
years, passed away. It was a heavy blow. There had ever
been in the future a beautiful vision of a home, in which that
brother was to be one of the dearest inmates. They were to
occupy the same study, read the same books, follow the same -
profession—the elder waiting on the younger, as a father on a
son, till the star of his destiny should be bright in a cloudless
heaven.
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Early in May, Henry visited the sufferer, and remained with
him till his symptoms seemed more favorable-—till there was
hope the issue would be life. Illusory it was. On the 7th of
June he writes thus to his mother and sisters :

* % % «Mr F saw me in the stage for Troy, and very
kindly came and spoke to me, and gave me the sad intelligence
that my brother is no more! I had heard nothing of it before,
and the agitation of my feelings—which poor human nature ever
strives to conceal—I must confess, made me quite unsocial with
him, notwithstanding his kindness. And I now know not what
to say, nor how to say it. I wish I could have been with him in
that last hour—and I almost feel reproached that I did not stay
longer, even difficult as my circumstances were. But I did not,
and let it pass.

«1 feel an anxiety, which no language can express, to know
what were his feelings and conversation in the closing scene of
life. Our friend tells me that his death was calm and easy, and
his mind composed till the last moment. I feel no common
gratitude to God that he was permitted to enjoy so much with
which to close the eventful drama of life. .

“ And yet I feel that it is hard for one so young, in the most
promising period of human life, to break up all his attachments
here, and quit their presence forever. And yet I ought not so
to feel—for He under whose government it is permitted can do
nothing wrong. I will not grieve, but sorrow I must feel. In
spite of all I can do, the recollections which cluster around our
childhood and hearth-side rise up before me in all the freshness
of yesterday, and produce emotions as unutterable as they are
touching. But I cannot write you now; my thoughts are tran-
sient and dissociated. I must wait till time and reflection bave
composed me.

“] am tempted to come home to you. And let me say to
you, mother and sisters, that though he has left us and will not
come to us again, we shall go to him. I trust he has met ere
this our departed father. This thought is a consoling one.

“ How strange is life, and how precarious! but thanks be to
God, a better and perpetual life lies beyond! And to that life
we are swiftly winging our flight. Griffin has but just gone be-
fore us—a few more days, at most, and we must all follow ;—
and I feel that

¢ I would not live alway—I ask not to stay
Where storm after storm rises dark o’er the way:
The few lucid moments that dawn on us here
Are followed by gloom and beclouded with fear.’




IN TROY. 78

May God in his infinite mercy be with and bless you all ; and
when I am more composed I will write again.”

Writing to a clerical friend soon after, he says:—

“And thanks be to God, that though he will not return to
me, I-shall go to him. .Fdesigned to visit you this week, but
I shall be obliged to defer it a few days. I am not fit to visit
in my present state of feelings. - I want to be alone, for I -am
sad. I have no early friénd here to sympathize with me, and
1 must turn to commune.in silence with my own heart. These
things are trying, Bro.. With all the blessed hopes of Univer-
salism to console us, still they are trying; they press heavily
upon the heart. But it is well : our duty is in resignation.”

July 15—“1 design visiting you, at home, sometime this
fall. I find that my health, both physical and intellectual, will
require me to spend a week or two, at least twice a year, in the

.free, health-giving atmosphere of the country, where I can throw
off all restraint and cate and anxiety, and abandoning artificial
life, can invigorate my spirits and energies amid the fresh-
ness and reviving influences of ‘old nature’s’ beauty and sim- -
plicity.

“It has for some time past been very sickly in the city. . I
have attended two or three funerals a week, and no one can tell
what an effect these things have upon the feelings ; being with
the sick, the dying, or the dead, every day, works an incredible
revolution in the.tenderer feelings of our nature. [ have to be
a sharer in all the grades of society, from the_ most distressing
poverty to the luxury of wealth. It is a great school—it
abounds with the most instructive lessons ; for no one can pass
from the sick bed of the rich man down through all the grada-
tions of rank and prosperity to the unnoticed pallet of straw,
on which one of stern poverty’s children is struggling with his
last enemy, without witnessing the exhibition of facts that will
leave impressions as ineffaceable as the hand-writing of wisdom
on the conformation of the globe.

¢ There is one thing which I have noticed as generally true,
and that is, that attachments are deeper and stronger in the
lower, poorer classes than in the higher. Love and friendship
seem to burn with a steadier, purer, holier flame, on the altars
of poverty and toil, than amid the glitter and ceremony of
wealth and fashion; they are more ardent because more sin-
cere ; less deceptive and unstable because rore dependent, sim-
ple, and truthful. Friendship in fashionable life is a sickly

4 .
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plant, which, with a touch, is crushed to death; but in simple,
toiling, common life, it is a great and sturdy oak which stands
in its noble grandeur, unhurt, amid the furious winds and the
scathing vengeance of the battling elements. But [ am mo-
ralizing, and will return.

“ Things at })resent with us are quite encouraging, and if no-
thing happen, I hope soon to see the opening of a better era in
the history of Universalism in Troy. Our Conference Meetings
have increased ever since we started them. These meetings
and our church organization have done more for the interests of
the Society since I have been here than my preaching. Their
direct tendency is to unite the Society in the tenderest affection
and give religion an interest which pulpit sermons alone never
will effect.” .

Aug. 24th.—*1 have just returned from Clinton, whence I
was called by an invitation to take charge of Clinton Liberal In-
stitute, and make preparations to enter on the duties as Prin-
cipal of the Institute on the 19th of September next. This
will be a new thing for you—and indeed it is to me—for [ never
dreamed of being elected Principal of that Institution until I
received notice to that effect. Several considerations have in-
duced me to accept it. How wisely I have acted in this matter,
the future must determine. One advantage I shall have, a vastly
better opportunity for both general and critical study; and I
mean to make myself a better and more extensive scholar, so
that there shall be one at least bearing my name, who is worth,
of the appellation. If [his gracious guardian.—Enﬁ
wants any boys educated, I am now prepared to teach them,
even in political constitutions and political economy! * * *
I am poor enough, but I'would rather have my head than his
farm.”

IN CLINTON.

In September, 1842, Henry resigned his pastorship in Troy,
and removed to Clinton.

“The Clinton Liberal Institute, without endowment, and
poorly supplied with means, was a heavy and embarrassing
charge to its various Principals and officers, 4nd passed through
many changes in the hope of improving the condition of either
the school or its retiring teachers. Bro. Soule was invited to
become its Principal, in 1842, and accepted the office with much
distrust of his own ability, but solely with the hope of effecting
some changes in its financial affairs, by which its condition
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might be permanently improved for some more competent suc-
cessor. Indeed, it is believed, [I know it was so.—Ep.] that
the potent persuasion of Bro. S. R. Smith was the strongest
inducement to its acceptance.”

During his stay in Clinton an uninterrupted correspondence
was held with Br. Smith, and taken altogether, it is the most
interesting and profitable of any of his that I have been privi.
leged to peruse. It has made me sad ; for what is more touch-
ing than to see noble energies, unceasing toil, enthusiastic zeal,
wasted in hopeless, unappreciated efforts, meeting with repulse
where it should have sympathy, contumely instead of rever-
ence. I regret that I cannot insert the letters at length, but I
could not without prejudice. They are necessarily so inter-
woven with allusions to and comments on various individuals
and opinions, that with a few and comparatively unimportant
extracts, I must lay them aside. Precious relics though of the
most blissful season of my girlhood. Mutual pursuits at Clin-
ton necessarily drew us together—mutual "trials begat sympa-
thy, and who does not know that sympathy is the dawn of
love. Ere the first term of our engagement closed, our hearts
were one, how fondly, how truly, it matters not-—we were satis-
fied. “I have only two hands, a head and a heart to offer you
—but these hands and this head will labor for you while I have
life, and this heart will love you while it pulsates here, and
forget you not when called to Heaven!” If wedded life were
ever the embodiment of betrothal pledges, surely it was our
own. Though the present be never so sad, the future never so
dark, there was never a past more beautiful, never a past more
happy ;—no dead has it to bury—amaranth for its memories!
Forget this brief love passage; I do not say forgive. If you
have a heart, you will ; if you have none, it would be vain to
ask.
During the first term, in-addition to his arduous labors as
Principal, Henry regularly supplied the desk in Clinton, and to
good acceptance, if one might judge by the large audiences
which braved the freezing sensations that were at that time un-
avoidable attendants upon that sanctuary.
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“Such a cold place as that church—I wonder every Sabbd
to meet so many there ; no one can attend with any sensati
worthy the name of comfort, and [ am sure I cannot speak
any degree of interest; we go to the church; we go thro
the ceremonies and return home, I feeling that I have perfo!
my task, they that they have discharged a kind of Sabbath
duty. Not very much profit, such meetings, I fear.”

Sept. 30th. *1 find it no easy matter to bring myself to
the duties which I find imposed on me, and I am afraid t|
my healthis not going to hold out. I already find that
wear upon me. | must hope, however, that when I get a li
more habituated to my duties, they will use me less harshly.

Oct.'16tk. “Of what I am doing I have but little to
It is a hard matter ¢ to get things round right’—it is not a w
which can be done in a moment, if indeed I shall, single-han
as I find I must work, be able to accomplish it at all. I
hard work to enforce a discipline here now—he who unde
it should be an Argus almost, and faithful, with ninety-
eyes awake all the time; and even then it were a miracle,
some things did not escape his vigilance. So far, howev
believe things have gone tolerably straight, but not withd
grumbling.”

. % * * «Thereis another trying fact. Everybody,n
speaks of the infidelity that flourishes within the walls of §
Institute; and it grieves me deeply that there is too just
for such remarks. I am utterly astonished at the state of thi
here in this respect; and while they exist, no agencies un
heaven can ever cause it to prosper. Indeed, I believe we
date its decline back to the very time when infidelity first b
to speak out its sentiments within its walls. I do not rem
ber having heard it openly avowed and advocated here
the summer of 1836 ; afterwards it was too frequently a
of conversation, which brought into notice the great works
infidel writers, the reading of which had the effect to
either skeptical or infidel, young men who had never b
doubted the truth of Christianity, or knew indeed that
books as had been the means of their unhappy conversion
in existence. From that time too, the Institute has been on
decline until the present hour—Christianity has become
and less popular, and gradually lost her influence, while sk
cism and infidelity have increased in their popularity—and w
is eating my heart out is, that it is not at all disguised—i
more barefaced and impudent than the zea] of fanaticism.
is too much for me—I cannot bear it—ijt jg murdering mes

~.
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cannot live where heartless infidelity, absolute brutism, lifts up
its head and is proud. I do not know what to do with or
about it. ] have preached indirectly on the subject—I have
spoken decidedly on it, and I am vain enough to believe that it
fears me a little; at amy rate, it is no longer even mentioned
in my presence. But here I 'stand—my influence is all I can
use, and that is not adequate.

“When I came here I thought I should be able at least to
keep my own, but [ am not; I am growing thin; these things
are wearing upon my physical man, and 1 cannot help it—I
struggle against it as hard as I know how, but still it keeps the
mastery, and I am beginning to fear on account of my health,
I'have not half the physical energy I had when you last saw
me. I cannot bear the thought of wearing out in a few months,
though I do not know but I shall.” .

Nov. 5th.—*Until something be done ‘which. the present
managers of the Institute seem afraid to undertike, I %mve
hardly any hopes of’ the resurrection of this long cherished ob-
ject of our affections. Well as I love the Institute, and ear-
nestly as I may devote my abilities to its interests, single-
handed and alone, I can never accomplish much towards placing
it where you would love to see it. No. Br. 8. for this I con-
fess my inability. It is as much as I can do to manage affairs
in the building, and even this is a harder labor than I ever per-
formed before in my life.

Nov. 16¢th.—*1 do not feel that I ought to sacrifice too much
for the Institute—so much, at any rate, as will ruin me during
after life. I love the Institute, and I would it might be raised
and fixed in the front of heaven, to shine with increasing bright-
ness and glory forever. But prayers and promises will never
place it there. ‘

“ How [ am to live is problematical, my receipts do not be-
gin to cover the expenses. I am willing to labor, and to labor
severely, and to endure pain, but I do not feel that it is my
duty to pay for the privilege of laboring and suffering, espe-
cially while all around me is a thankless world, rolling in
luxury, and laughing at my folly.

Dec. 6th.—*1 caunot believe that I am childish always; I
know I am sometimes, but always is more than I am willing
to confess; but I shall feel like a new being to get in Albany.
again; to be at liberty to go when, where and talk what, I
please—to meet again with men and women who seem.glad
to see a fellow though he be poor. It will do me good to go
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to Troy again, and see those dear Trojan friends, for though I
had not known them long, I was strongly attached to them.

“ I know you have more faith than I in the ultimate pros-

rity of the Institute. I had faith—I had too much—I regret
E:ing obliged by the force of circumstances to confess so sad a
truth. O, I am heart-sick with eating anxiety, oppressive care
and felt responsibility. Were it not that when earthly duties
are all done, our future is in heaven, how could we poor mor-
tals be sustained—but tkere ¢ the weary are at rest.””

At the close of the term we returned to Albany, I to remain
in my childhood’s home, and Heury to return to his discour-
aging labors after a happy week of vacation. And it was a
happy week indeed. He visited his former parishioners in
Troy, his warm friends in our own city and—sad thought, en-
joyed for the last time the hospitalities of his venerated and
beloved Br. Smith. On his return to Clinton, he engaged to
supply the desk of the Universalist Church in Utica, until the
1st of April. Although he probably wrote more letters during
the ensuing three months than at any other period, there are
only two or three from which I dare make extracts. That a -
somewhat extensive correspondence was held between our-
selves, will be inferred and correctly, but by mutual consent
all “love letters” were destroyed a fortnight after the wedding.
And had they been retained, I doubt if many would have found
a place in these pages. Sacred with the deepest, holiest emo-
tions of the heart, it was better they should be the victims of
pure flame, than of idle curiosity or cold criticism.

From'a letter breathing a sad spirit in every page, I ex-
tract & few lines. It was addressed to a sister.

“ That you have written me again is a consideration of no
small moment to your brother’s feelings. I sometimes almost
feel that I do not care how soon my earthly pilgrimage comes
to a close; I am away from home, and I have been away from
home almost entirely during the past nine long years; among
strangers, who feel but little, or no interest in my welfare, only
so long, and so far, as I am of some service to them; battling
constantly by hard labor with the fortunes and misfortunes of
life, with no mother, or sister, or companion present to know
my situation and sympathize with my feelings—oh! little do
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they know, who have a good home, the trying fortunes of a
heart like mine. The coldness of the unfeeling world around
me, the perpetual conflict of passion and prejudice, the infinite
perplexities of modern artificial social life,—to all of which I
must add the-incessant toil, night and day, amidst books or
- with the pen, to keep up with the age.—Oh! Maria, I cquld
sometimes weep, if weeping would but find my heart relief.
But alas! tears avail us nothing; they can at best only soothe
the spirit, not relieve it.

“] have but few friends left who are linked very closely to
my heart—but I will not complain—in a few years I may not
need them any longer on earth. My comfortlies in the beauti-
ful thought, that when I sink in death, it will be only that my
disencumbered spirit may catch the seraph pinions of the blest
spirit-land, and mount the regions of light, where amid the
realms of fadeless glory, I may meet a departed brother, and
press with filial love the hand of a father; and in due time
meet the rest of a scattered family, to live and love where
parting shall be known no more. Oh! if Heaven were not in
the future, who would wish to live. God be thanked for the
blessings He hath given, and the promises He hath made of a
final and happy home, ’

¢ Where bright angels’ wings are folded o’er the peaceful brow and breast,
‘Where the wicked cease from troubling, and the weary are at rest.”

Feb*4th.—*That I felt, and felt deeply, when I wrote you,
I am free to confess, but that feeling was caused by other things
than your letter. This vexing world around me, and with which
I have so much to do, is the chief cause of all the melancholy
feelings that visit my breast. There are some other causes to
be sure ; but the perplexities that arise from.my contact with
the hard-hearted and unfeeling world,-are the principal source
whence flow the streams that touch with sadness the pathway
of my career.” ‘

April 6th.—*1 do not believe my connection here has had a-
very good influence on my temper. Bro. Smith, to tell you
the truth, ‘I am not that which I have been,’ as Byron would
say. It seems hardly possible to myself that I am the same
man that I was no longer ago even than last summer; and I
really believe I have suffered more mentally during the last
seven or eight months than I ever did before in all my life.
But I have a fair prospect now of soon getting better natured !”
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IN UTICA.

Failing to receive the assistance he had expected in the affairs
of the Institute, Henry, in the spring of 1843, resigned his
office as Principal and removed to Utica, where he assumed the
pastoral charge of the Society in that city.

“The change was but one of evils. The Society, loaded
down with the hopeless fragments of a large debt, discouraged
by repeated, fruitless efforts, and sore disappointments, was not
to be extricated ; and Bro. Soule was relieved from being pre-
sent at its death, a year or two later, by an invitation to be-
come assistant-pastor to Father Ballou at Boston. His labors
at Utica were affected, undoubtedly, by the discouraging cir-
cumstances that had preceded his removal and attended his
stady there ; but his sermons were generally of a superior order,
and among those who became acquainted 'with him, he was
highly valued as an intelligent and interesting companion.”

‘We were married at Albany, August 28th. We proceeded
at once to Cooperstown, and passed a few (of course blissful)
days at the residence of a clerical brother. . Our amusements
were certainly quite becoming a ministerial bridegroom and
his companion : none could have been more innocent,—sailing
upon the placid bosom of Otsego Lake, and rambling on. the
beautiful banks of the Susquehanna. The first Sabbath was
spent at Fort Plain; but I was always vain enough to believe
that the large apdience to which he ministered, came together
quite as much to see his bride as they did for the pleasure of
hearing once more their former pastor! Very soon after the
second service, we prepared to return to Cooperstown, antici-
pating a most romantic ride, as it was a charming summer’s
night, and there was promise of a glorious moon. Alas! for
the romance. Life, with its stern realities, soon stared us in
the face. We had proceeded but a few miles, ere my husband
was taken ill. He urged on his horse to fleeter speed, hoping
to reach his friend’s house, ere medical advice would be neces-
sary. But he soon sank from the seat, the pallor of death upon
his countenance, and its faintness on his heart. There was no
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. dwelling in sight. ‘I was utterly unused to driving, and had
never traveled the road till the previous week. But could I sit
there and do nothing? Ah, no! the timid bride was trans-
formed in a moment to an energetic woman. I seized the reins
and the lash, and away we went, where, I cared not, did we but
reach a house. My terrified calls for help, at the first that came
in sight, soon brought the inmates, a woman of singularly re-
pulsive aspect, and a lad of twelve years, to the door. To-
gether we bore the unconscious man to a bed, and, after repeated
efforts, restored him to animation. But what a place for an in-
valid, thought I, as I contemplated the room. It was a bed-
room, barely long enough for the bed, and having about two
feet of unoccupied space in front. The walls were hung with
cast-off garments, which, to all appearance, had been strangers
to soap and water for many a day. Fortunately there was a
window at the head of the bed, and, after many unsuccessful
efforts, I opened it and allowed, I should think for the first time,
the pure breath of heaven to enter that stived room.

I then inquired for medicine : they had none—not the sim-
plest drug. My heart sank ; and in spite of all I could do, the
tears flowed down my face, and I sobbed aloud. “I've got
p]enty of sperit; wouldn’t that be as g0od,” said the woman,
seeing my evident distress. I eager ly seized the idea—yes, and
the “sperit” too. Thesick man was soon swathed in hot flan-
nels wet with the same, and with novice hand a glass prepared
for him. A novel compound it was: hot water, coarse brown
sugar, a liberal quantity of ‘“spetit,” and in Ileu of nutmeg,
black pepper—that by the way, a suggestion of the woman, who
recommended it highly. “I cannot drink it,”. said he, after
tasting; “it is too vile.” “You must,” was the young wife’s
rejoinder ; “you’ll die if you don’t.” I shall'die if I do,”
and he pushed it away. But my matronly authority was not
to be disputed, and he drank it, and soon fell asleep. How
anxiously I watched him! It was my first effort.in pharmacy.
I had little hope of a cure. “He'd a died if he hadn’t-had it,”
said the hostess, as I expressed my fears that I had killed him
with the draught. It was poor consolation; but it. had to an- *
swer. What a long night tht:;*! such sad ahd lonely hours I -
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never knew before. Never was dawn so welcome, and, oh! my
joy. My husband was almost well—able at least to ride.
“ Have some breakfast,” said the woman, as we hastily pre-
pared to depart. Breakfast! if your bedroom is such, what
must your pantry be? We declined, and called for our bill.
“J g’pose it’s worth twenty-five cents for keeping the horse, and
as for yourselves, why, I reckon, sixpence a-piece will do.”
“But your trouble,” said my husband; “and your ‘sperit,’”
said I; “I used a great deal of it.” “I don’t care a cent for
the sperit, for I’ve got plenty more; and as for the trouble, it’s
our duty to help our fellow beings when they’re in sickness and
distress.” Nor could we prevail upon the woman to aeccept
anything save her customary dues. She taught me a lesson I
have never forgotten,—judge not by the appearance. She was
a very hag in looks, and if in the depth of the night-time she
had stolen to my side and attempted strangulation, I should not
have been surprised. But in reality she was a kind, warm-
hearted woman, governed by duty. All powerful, all saving,
as was the compound we had jointly prepared, I could never
prevail upon my husband to repeat the dose : *sperit and black
pepper ” were ever as odious to his taste and memory as his
sixpenny lodgings had been to his fainting, deathlike form.
During the time we remained in Utica we formed part of the
happy household of. Rev. A. B. Grosh@nd no memories were
ever more happy and beautiful than those we ever cherished of
that brief period. In the autumn, my husband made a journey.
East, to visit and sympathize with his afflicted friend, Rev. W.
H. Griswold, who during the previous summer had been the
guest of the excellent brother with whom we boarded, which
Henry says, ¢ afforded my friend and myself an opportunity
of enjoying each other’s company at all hours of both day and
night—and with me time was never spent more happily. And
the time—four weeks—seemed so short! When friends are -
together, time has swift pinions, moments are truly golden.”
But that friend, so loved, so almost reverenced, was to be spared
but a little longer. Early in the following spring he passed
away. Henry was not with him when he died, but he stood
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beside his grave a day or two after it bad closed over his
remains. In an old note-book I find an allusion to that hour.

- “Sad yet blessed spot it was to me, that new-made grave.
Sad, for in it slumbered dead dust that had long enshrined a
loved and loving heart ; blessed, for that long-enduring, long-
suffering one was pangless now. My tears fell thick and fast
upon the cold brown mould, not for him,—ah, no! but for my
own lonely, smitten soul. And yet.I would not have called
him back—nay, though every fibre of my heart quivered with
agony intense and sorrowing, still I bowed my head in grateful
‘prayer, that Griswold was in Heaven. In Heaven! Yes, his
pale face is radiant now, and tearless forever, His oft sad heart
is joyous now, and will be so forever. Sleep then, dead dust—
thou art not Griswold ;—and Griswold, stay thou, my sainted
friend, where God has called thee, Soon shall 7 sink in death,
and then I'll join thee. Blest hour! thou wilt atone for this.”

In January, Henry writes to Br. Smith:

“] hold a relation to the Magazine and Advocate which I
never thought of doing, and from which I would beg humbly
to be excused. They tell me here I shall make a popular
editor. But it is a station which requires a great deal of labor,
a great deal of care, and will give frequently a great deal of
perplexity. The labor I can perform, the care I can use, but
the perplexity I do not like. Andif I am to be an editor, I want
to make that my business, and my whole business, so as to
make the paper as good as labor and my talent could enable
me possibly to do. But as it is, I feel timorous about coming
out before the public in that capacity. I have to prepare and
preach three sermons every week, and give a temperance lec-
ture as often as once a week, besides pastoral duties here, and
ministerial services to all the country in the vicinity. It is too
bad for a man so employed to appear as the editor of a paper.

“] have a class studying Latin with me now, among which
is my wife. Don’t you think there will be music when we both
get 50 as to read o]d musty Latin books? I am digging away
at the German too. If I live I shall probably be able to read
it by-and-by, but I fear I shall never be able to pronounce it, it
has too many gutturals for my Yankee palate. And, by the
way, do you not think I had better go to Germany and get my
name up? Do you not think a great noise about my having
been to Germany would give me more influence than years of
hard study ¥’
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During the latter part of the winter Henry spent four
baths in Boston, supplying the desk of Father Ballou. W
in that city he found one of the kindest and happiest of ho
in the mansion of S. Packard, towards whom and his ami
and intelligent lady he soon cherished an affection second o
to filial. God bless them for their kindness to the stranger.

IN BOSTON.

In the spring of 1844 we removed to Boston, my husb:
having accepted an invitation to become assistant pastor to 3
venerable and now sainted Father Ballou. Soon after his
tlement, he writes thus to Br. Smith :

“ We have got widely separated, my friend. What a chany
a few years have wrought. I, the bashful boy, that as a po
student sat at your table in Clinton in 1837, have removed i
Boston and become a sort of colleague with Hosea Ballou!
dreamed of no such thing a year ago—1I can hardly realize ng
that I am really here. But here I am, and I confess it looks?
me not a little miraculous. After all, how much of Providen
we see in life—how evident that there is

'

¢ A divinity that shapes our ends
Rough hew them nsP::e will?

“ You will want to hear a word of our Father in Israel.
continues in good health for a man seventy-three years old ;
preaches yet as strong as most men at forty. Nothing
death will ever bring rest to his labors :—most men at his
- would sit down, and in dreamy idleness or mere social
verse, wait their call. Not so with him—his God-given missi
will not be finished till his lips are sealed forever,—he
preach as long as he can stand, and as long as he does pr
his ministry will be reverenced ;—preach as long as he
stand, yes, and longer; when his aged frame, pangless a
cold, sleeps in the grave ; when that voice, eloquent so lo
with ¢ good tidings of great joy,’” shall be hushed on earth, t|
will Father Ballou preach as he never did before,—~his life, wi
its sainted virtues, its noble toil, its Christian zeal, will be |
sermon, how thrilling, how divine, they’ll know who read il
May it be long ere it is written. God bless him in his
days, and sanctify his example to the young servant who stan
beside him.” ' o
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The intense love of study which had ever characterized my
husband, seemed now toincrease in fervor. He devoted himself
to it with an enthusiasm which hardly knew bounds ; but his zeal,
though it could not fail to awaken admiration, yet saddened his
friends ; for they felt that life must be a sacrifice to such unre-
mitted toil. And, joined to this love of study, was an earnest
desire to improve his ability as a public speaker. He entered
with animation upon a system of physical training for that effect,
and pursued it with unwearied assiduity. Unfortunately, it
was a most injudicious one for him, and in connection with his
severe mental toil, finally broke down his health, and for several
years life was a burden—so shattered was his nervous system,
and so intense its sufferings.

‘Writing to a friend, in February, he says:

¢« Except Sunday nights, I have not been to bed until after
midnight, since I have lived in Boston. The early part of the
day I devote to elocution; the rest, until nine o’clock in the
evening, to the society,lectures and meetings—and in the night
1 read and write. .

“ My nerves are much steadier than they have been for some
time, and my side, though far from being “ whole,” is, I think,
improving. Last summer, I experienced such severe pain in it,
that my physician advised me to give up writing altogether, or
at least not to write at & desk or table. And I did pretty much
give up writing sermons—simply making out a couple of briefs
every week. And it is a fact, that I can preach better sermons
without notes than with them ; but it is more labor to prepare
them. But I did not see how I could get along without doing
a good deal in the way of writing; and yet I became satisfied,
unless some change took place, I should be obliged to give it
up altogether. And thus I was ina *“ quandary.” It would not
do, I felt confident, for me to undertake to preach much without.
writing my sermons. I must write to keep my vocabulary
good, to prevent falling into the use of choice words and ste-
reotyped phrases—which is a convenience to- the speaker that is
never very pleasing or acceptable to the hearers. And so there
I was, feeling that I ought to do, and feeling that I could not do,
and striving to be patient. At length 1 adopted the plan of
wriging-on a port-folio, in my lap, which seems to operate fa-

- vorably, and fsha]l‘kéep at it, though it is hard work to write
at arm’s length, and I sometimes make a horrible scrawl of it.
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But, somehow, medicine never is very pleasant! And y
would laugh sometimes to see the figure I make, with my gr:
port-folio piled in my lap, inkstand at my side, feet bolstered
on a chair, and arm poked out as though I was afraid to tou
the paper, lest it poison me. Yet, in this way, I have writt
over three hundred folio-post pages in a month.

" To his sister, he writes the same month: |

* “ What a change is taking place in my old town—so man
are dying and moving away. Then the children are all growi
up to be men and women, and are getting married and raisi
families. So the world goes. It really makes me feel like
old man, to think of the changes that have taken place in t
town of Clay, since I was a little boy playing ball at the
ners;’ yes, and since I was a young man, shoving the pl
And I have some grey hairs, though not thirty years old y
It will be eleven years in April since I left home for school
Lodi. What a world of things have I done in that time !
still I am no nearer the end of my wishes than I was the day|
started, so far as education is concerned, and probably new:
shall be satisfied while I live, in this respect. e more a mj
reads and studies, the more he sees there is that he does mn
know. But the grave will at last close this scene of study.
~ “On the first of January, I commenced publishing the
ography of my old schoolmate and friend, Rev. W. H. Griswol
It is hastily written, but I could not devote more time to it. |
wrote it out as a sketch, and meant to re-write, or rather
write the sketch out, but I could not find time. It will 1
issued in book form, probably, by-and-by.

“] am also writing a sort of novel, which is now in
course of publication in the Repository. It is called the Autol
ography of a Clergyman. The character is a created one, b
the incidents mostly historical. My wife is quite out of
ceit with the nom de plume 1 have assumed. She declares
barbarous—what think you of it—Schooleraft Jones!" Yq
must not think I am turning novel writer, for the story I
writing is intended to have a moral effect ; it is to be a sati
upon some of the things and doings of our times, told in an a
sing way. Some of life’s sorrows will find a place in it, too—f§
no story would be true to life, if it did not sometimes touch
heart with the sad chant of faded joys and blasted hopes.
one here, as yet, knows the authorship, which gives me a fii
opportunity to hear unbiased criticisms. )
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% Read as much as you can. You will never regret ft. And
practice writing too. Remember it is by practice that I write
as easy as now. I did not learn to do it in a week or a month,
but have been at it these dozen years. Any body can learn to
write if they will only practice long enough ; but it cannot be
done well without great labor. Yet, after you get accustomed
to it, it is just as easy to write as to talk; and you can do one
almost as fast as the other.”

" To his parents, he writes soon after:

“ Well, it is strange what changes will take place in this
world! It seems ‘to me but a little time since I was playing
about Clay Corners, and now I am a preacher in Boston. Nor
have I forgotten all the trials and feelings of my young days;
they are fresh in my memory ; and it will be late ere I can
forget the unkindness of some of my friends who should have
been my guardians and counsellors. I have forgiven them long
ago; but I know not how it is, my memory is more faithful
to my sad than to my glad hours,

“ And you would like to hear Father Ballou preach. Ido
not wonder, and wish you might. He is one of the strongest
minded men 1 ever knew, and in my opinion one of the greatest
men of the age. He has done a great intellectual work in his
day, and he has not yet finished it—finished it!—as though a
man could finish his intellectual work on earth. Nay, aged as
he is, Father Ballou’s great work is but commenced. He is a
good man too, I wish there were more like him. His example
is a peerless one. God bless him and spare him long to us.
We need him. I love him, and I love to hear him preach.

“] have been giving a course of lectures on the Philosophy
of Christianity. 1am not one of those who work miracles, but
I trust my efforts hereare not entirely worthless.”

To Br. Smith he writes in the course of the winter : _

¢ T trust what I have done and am doing will be for the per-
manent interests of the Society. And when they can get a man
who will serve them better, I am willing to retire. But this
much is true; if I have done anything here, I have done it and
nobody else, Not a particle of noise has been made about me
or for me. 1 have not been puffed into popularity and a loca-
tion. And yet I believel have won the love of my congrega-
tion. At any rate, I have received a great amount of favors,
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—substantial things from them. * * * * * *# Tll not be
slave of any man though he were a king, but I'll do-my du
and do it to the best of my ability, come what may. Dut
God-sent, all duty, whether involving high or low considel
tions. It is the soul’s noblest employment. May I be trueto
“I have just finished Palfrey’s Lectures on the Jewish Sc;
tures—he goes against the authenticity of many portions |
them—in fact he leaves but little that is worthy of oyr fait
be does too much. I cannot go so far; the Old Testament
to me a peculiar value, and with very few exceptions of mi
importance, I must still receive the whole of it. I have
gone through Norton’s Genuineness of the Gospels, in the
volume of which he takes occasion to question the authenti
and verity of the Old Testament. His argument for the Ni
Testament is a good one, but that for the Old is not satisf
tory. I have also read Parker’s Discourse, and Parker’s ]
Wette, both skeptical after the German fashion. Indeed, th
is a good deal of that kind of theology coming from the p:
here and getting hold of the public mind too. What it ¥
lead to is a problem. But the Bible has been talked a
before. . ,
“ Very much has been said and written, but as it appears;
me not very efficiently yet, among us, upon the subject of i
proving the culture and discipline of our ministry. It ap
to me to be of such importance as to be worthy.of m
earnest attention than it is at present receiving. Little, co
paratively is now said about it, and no effort isput forth
bring into existence the means of accomplishing so desirable.
object. And I confess, Br. Smith, that I am sorely pained;
the apparent indifference which exists among us on this subj
The difficulties with which I have had, and am sill obliged
struggle, resulting from an imperfect education, and still mg
imperfect mental discipline, fill me with®anxiety for the wel
of the denomination. And quite as much as anything t
specimens of preachers which are sometimes thrown into
way, and which are fellowshiped by the denomination. T
humiliating! Then again the withering contempt which sol
unlettered ministers pour out against the schools. ~With thy
the term Doctor of Divinity is more hateful than devil. Icg
not for the title of D.D.; but I do care for the learningi
which it is designatory. And it is a fact, which doubtless
have often noticed, learning is almost always decried in
English. It is not the learned, but the unlearned that d
learning.
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“Since the age of miracles is past, a long and careful pre-
paration, it would seem, would force itself upon the mind of
every one who should think of taking upon himself the office
of the Christian minister. And yet how many assume the re-
sponsibilities of a preacher of the Gospel, with very little
thought, and with a course of preparatory studies which can be
gone through in the space of a few weeks. As though the
mind needed no familiarity with the subjects of which it is to
treat, nor cultivation and discipline in order to present them
with elegance of diction and logical power. From conversations
which I have sometimes heard on this subject, I have been im-
pressed with the conviction, that, with some persons, the only
qualification that is deemed requisite to be a preacher, is to
talk about the Bible and against all other sects; whether or
not, the candidate can do that without insulting in almost every
_ sentence the grammar of his owm language. These things, Br.

S., make me sad. We ought to be ready to supply faithfully
and well, the high stations which will ere long be vacated by
our Fathers in the Faith—but shall we? I would I could im-
press upon all my youthful brethren, the necessity which hasso
deeply impressed itself upon my own heart, of a more careful,
more thorough preparation for that glorious work, whose true
mission is to enlighten the mind and lead it to Christ and the
Infinite Father. ) :

“ We want a periodical work of high character. But of one
thing I am certain, talk as much as we will, coax and scold as
we may, we shall never succeed in maintaining such a work,
until we have the influence of a good Institution breathing
throughout the whole denomination—an Institution which will
send out a thoroughly educated ministry, who shall cultivate
from their pulpits a more refined and classical taste in the con-
gregations to whom they minister. An uneducated man may
teach the main truths of the gospel, it is true; but it is not
equally true that he will ‘and can cultivate that taste in his
hearers which will take pleasure in reading the productions of
the most disciplined and classical minds.” '

The summer of 1844 was passed by my husband in the man-
sion of his friend 8. Packard, myself visiting friends in Albany.
In the autumn of that year we entered our home—+#home, yes,
he who for ten years had been a sojourner in the homes of
others, then had one he could call his own. And if ever a home
was prized it was that one ;—in spite of all the cares, perplex-
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ities and rivalries with which, during all his stay in Boston, he
had to contend, he had only to exclaim, “ Good-bye, proud
world! I'm going home,” and all exasperating influences were
forgotten. With the companion of his love, and the little dove
whom God had sent to thrill his heart with its delicious cooings,
he found a compensation for all out-door toil—a joy blissful as
it was pure.

BR. SOULE IN BOSTON.

My acquaintance with Br. Soule commenced with his settle-
ment in Boston. I had heard much of him for several years
before ; and all that I had heard gave me a high opinion of his
Christian charpcter, his talents, and his attainments. I had also
met him at one or two conventions, but under circumstances
which gave no opportunity for conversation. His appearance,
however, impressed me most favorably, and I felt assured that
he was a true man and a good minister. I was therefore highly
gratified when I heard that he had been invited to settle so near
me ; and I gave him a most cheerful welcome to his new field
of labor.

The people have but little idea of the solicitude which min-
isters feel, when a brother who is a stranger to them settles in
their immediate vicinity. All who preach the gospel ought to
have its spirit; and we have great reason to bless God that so
large a proportion of our ministers have been true to their
office. Ministers, however, like other men, have their foibles
and peculiarities ; and often very good ministers are far from
being agreeable co-laborers. They may be unsocial, selfish,

_ dictatorial, headstrong, or have some other fault, which will
make them repulsive. Peter was a more eminent apostle than
John, yet it is said the Master loved John. In one sense he
loved Peter as well as he loved John ; but in another sense he
did not. For John he had a strong personal attachment; he
admired his amiable disposition, his gentle manners, and his
devoted affection; and he loved to have him lean upon his
bosom. When ministers have this frue personal regard for
each other, it strengthens equally their ties of office; and is a
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sure guarantee that if they are agreed in doctrine and purpose,
they -will work cheerfully and faithfully together,

. "Br. Soule, in a pre-eminent degree, was a man to be thus
persgnally loved. Those acquainted with him, not only honored
him for his talents and attainments, for his unswerving devo-
tion to the duties of his sacred office, and for his firm adherence
to the Gospel of Christ, but they had a strong regard for him
as-& man, they loved him for his urbanity, his meekness, his -
kindness, and his social qualities. He was not disposed to
stand aloof from his brethren, he did not by his deportment
indicate that he preferred to walk chiefly alone, and labor chiefly
alone. Neither had he any of that selfishness which makes a
minister direct all his efforts to his own parish, not caring, if he
succeeds, who sufférs in consequence thereof. While he looked
well to his own, and was true to his own, he remembered that
‘he held a fraternal relation to other ministers, and that he was
under sacred obligations not to encroach upon their rights, or
increase the weight of their burdens; and he also remembered,
that he belonged to a denomination of Christians, whose pros-
perity he was bound to seek, whose interests it was his duty
to serve. He was as free from dictation as from selfishness.
He had nothing lowly in his manners, and never addressed his
brethren in a haughty tone. He was in all respects a kind,
affable, and pleasant co-laborer.

I did not often enjoy the opportunity of hearing him preach.
Ministers seldom have the privilege of listening to each other.
There are many brethren with whom I have been on intimate
terms for & great number of years, that I have never heard
preach. I did, however, on a few occasions, hear Br. Soule at
my evening vestry .meeting. I was highly pleased with the
sermons which he delivered. They had simplicity, directness,
and unity ; they were plain and forcible, and presented great
truths in'a manner well calculated to convince the understand-
ing and to enlist the affections of the heart. He was not satis-
fied to preach a systematic, well-arranged, sound sermon ; he
felt that his duty was not done unless he had presented some
great doctrine or precept of the Bible in such a manner as to
give it control over his people. He wrote in a chaste, elegant
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style, and prepared his sermons with much care. - He deliv
them in an earnest and affectionate manner, and always sec '
the sympathy of his hearers. ;

The most marked feature of his ministry in Boston wa
the part taken in defense of supernaturalism against Gernj
rationalism. He justly regarded the latter as deficient in so'!
of the principal elements of Christianity.

In faith as well as in life, he was a true Christian. Hega
countenance to error in any form, but was bold in wa
against it. He did not, like some, shrink from his duty,
content himself with preaching poetry and science, and
moral points as all his hearers were ready to endorse. Ag
all sin did he lift up his voice, and against a]l error, whethg
sought refuge in theology, in philosophy, in custom, in gov
ment, in fashion, or in cliques. - He was fearless, he was maj
he was faithful,—a true follower of a true Master,—a n
soldier of the great Captain of salvation. By this unflin
devotion to the truth, he gave ample proof of his sound ju
ment,—his fitness for his work,—and the integrity of his hey
The last few years have been years of peculiar trial to our nf
istry. We have been subjected to a great variety of evil®
fluences. Many, who in former years were our strongest i
posers, have abandoned some of their principal doctrines, s
have said to us—Let us meet on a middle ground. Oth
who have ever sympathized with us in most of our opini
feeling the need of new strength, and dreading -our gro
power, have sought in various ways to induce us to yield |
distinctive points. Others have come to us in the garb of
losophers, and have talked about the absolute and intuition
naturalism, till some have thought that Jesus had no supe
tural w1sdom or power—that he wrought no mlracles—tha.t
rose not from the dead—and that man needs no one to c
from heaven, to teach him truth or duty. Amidst all these
posing influences our brother stood unshaken, having too m:q
honesty to be bribed by flattery or offers of honor, and
much discretion and judgment to be deceived by a sha
philosophy. Jesus as the Son of God—Jesus as a divi
commissioned teacher—Jesus as the Savior of the world—y
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the great burden of his preaching. He kept the faith—he wore
it in his heart as a rich jewel.

There is one other point upon which I feel it my duty to
speak. Br. Soule was-fond of social meetings. He not only
established a weekly conferenceheetmg in his own church, but
was regular in his attendance at the conference meetings of the
First Church and the Fifth Church, and thus he performed a
great service for the cause of religion. It adds much to the
strength of our Zion to have its ministers march shoulder to
shoulder and toil wish united hearts. The people, seeing their
interest in religion, and their harmonious efforts for its promo-
tion, are awakened to a new zeal, and drawn together by closer
ties. Br. Soule felt this, and most cheerfully did his part,
to give interest and life to the conference meeting. He was
always ready to speak, and always spoke with great warmth,
He had a good gift at extemporaneous speaking, and expressed
himself with Temarkable elegance and correctness. He often
delighted me ‘with his fine periods, and exhibited a taste and a
quickness of thought, which rendered him one of the most at-
tractive and pleasant speakers that I was accustomed to hear.
He had a good memory, an active imagination, and a fruitful
mind : he spoke like one who loved the gospel, and was deeply
anxious to have all men follow its guidance.

On' a visit to Boston, madé somewhat over a year previous
to his death, he attended my social meeting, and made a speech
of rare power. His theme was the Lord’s Supper; and thae
principal topics on which he dwelt, were the duty of making a
public profession of religion, the sacred nature of mementos,
and the fitness of the Lord’s Supper to keep the Savior’s me-
mory alive in the hearts of his followers. -His thoughts were
grand and inspiring, his reasoning clear and logical, his incidents
appropriate and touching, his language free and eloquent, and as
a whole, the speech was one of the most perfect and powerful
that I ever heard. It seemed as though he was inspired; for,
well as he was accustomed tg speak, he was never so extremely
happy before. I wish it could have been written; and in some
sense it was written, and deeply too, on the healts of all who
were present. At the close of the meeting the friends gathered
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about him, and, with a tearful eye, expressed the pleasure d
rived from seeing and hearing him once more. Never will th
speech be forgotten : often, very often, is it mentioned wi
feelings of grateful joy.

Br. Soule had many warm friends in Boston, and amo
them were persons of wealth, character, and influence, and thei
hearts were filled with sorrow when he decided to leave.
question whether any minister ever succeeded in so short a ti
in making better friends. It was with great reluctance, the
fore; that they consented to his removal ; and a proposition w.
made to have him open a meeting in the western part of tl
city—but he preferred to accept the invitation extended to hi
from Gloucester. All his ministering brethren regretted whe
he decided to remove, for pleasant had been their walk wi
him : they had found in him a true friend, a faithful minister
. and an exemplary Christian. His memory is gratefully che
ished by the excellent society with which he here labored ; f
when the news came of his death, the most friendly and co
mendatory resolutions were passed, and a very generous dong
tion was promptly made for the benefit of his family. .

O. A. SKINKNER. n
4

Boston, July, 1852.
: IN GLOUCESTER.

In June, 1845, we removed to Gloucester, my husband be
coming Pasfor of the first Society which John Murray estalj
lished. It was in a most excellent condition, being perfectl
united, and composed of some of the truest, most devoted U
versalists the sun ever shone on. Father Jones, the suocessq
of John Murray, who had ministered there for oyer forty yea
was then living, though too feeble totake any part in the P.
torship. In a letter to his venerable friend, Father Hough,
husband thus alludes to him: . ;

“Father Jones, venerable man, has gone to hisrest. Tho
I was so well prepared for the event, the intelligence of
death came sadly to my heart. ITelt that I bad tears to sh
for a good man had died. I yetremember the last time he w
at church—how he strove to hear—how he smiled when he su
ceeded—and how nigh he came to falling when he attempted
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descend the steps. But he has gone to that glorious temple in
the skies, where age and infirmity bloom in youth again, and
the voice of gladness and praise never falters. And ,:Ee reflec-
tion, my venerable friend, must be a joy to you, that you will
soon be with him in that imperishable home of beauty and love,
to go no more out forever. It is a blessed thought, to which I
love often to recur, that in a little season, at the longest, I shall
be with my friends—where I can enjoy their friendship without
any more interruption. Can we be too-grateful for the revealed
assurances that we shall thus live forever.”

The year spent in Gloucester would have been a very happy
one, had not my husband’s deeply injured health been the source
of constant and harassing anxiety.

“ While I was there, I passed hardly a day free from pain in
the head. I did not complain much, but it quite unfitted me
for writing and preaching. It more than spoiled me for social
life, and sometimes drove me to the verge of insanity. Had
my health been otherwise, I should probably have spent my
days in Gloucester. Perhaps my migfortune was your gain.”

Among the memories of his social life, ill qualified as he was
at the time to sustain his part, none were more prominent or
more fondly cherished than those whose reality was experienced
there. Writing to Father Hough, from Granby, he says:

% Could I persuade you, my venerable friend, how frequently
you are the subject of conversation between my wife and my-
self, and with what delight we live over, again and again, the
few months we had the bappiness to spend in your society, I
am sure I should add much to the pleasant satisfaction with
which you must review your past and excellent life, since these
happy and interesting memories are the direct fruit of your ur-
banity and moral excellence. 1 have often felt moved to write
iou, that, before you should be translated to your glorious

ome, you might have some assurance of the deep and lasting
interest and affection which your Christian kindness awakened
in us. Gloucester, though it was our home but a little time,
can never be forgotten. Happy memories are angel guests
which the soul loves to cherish.”

Notwithstanding the poverty of his health, still the year spent
in Gloucester was fruitful of much mental cultivation and pro-
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gress. Though a season of outward repose, it was one of severe
labor. The mortal and immortal of his nature were in perpetual
conflict ; his depressed physical energies exacted rest, while his
irrepressible longings for spiritual growth drove him to unceas-
ing toil.

During the summer he wrote “ Ellen, or Forgive and For
get;” recording in it some of the incidents and associations of
his early life. This was to have been the first of a series of
works for the young, in each of which some great Christian vir-
tue was to be exemplified. But the poor health and strength
which were his, from that time until a ycar or two previous to
decease, forbade other writing than that indispensable fo his
profession. . During the winter, he passed his few leisure hours
in acquiring a knowledge of phonography, ¢opying the entire
New Testament in that hand.

During the time he was in Gloucester, he wrote but few let-
ters, excéPt those of a purely personal character. In one to
Br. Smith he alludes thus go Clinton.

«] learn that Br. Sawyer will probably take charge of the

Institute. Good—glorious! And that the State Convention

@ have taken it under their care. Good! I hope and pray, and

will labor that it may all work well. And also that Theology

is to be taught. I have heard nothing that has so rejoiced my

heart since [ bave been a Universalist. And when [ get back
into New York State, I shall feel prouder of it than ever.”

IN HARTFORD.

In June, 1846, we removed to Hartford, The bracing air of
his sea-side home, which my husband had hoped would have re-
cruited his deeply injured health, proved during the winter and
spring to be anything but beneficial, and a change was indispen-
sably necessary. How sad we were to leave Massachusetts!
There, had been the first home of our wedded life, and there we
left friends bound to us by ties almost as sacred as those of
kindred. Those parting scenes between Pastor and people;
how trying they were. Our comfort lay in the happy thought
that those we lefl would not be desolate, and in the beautiful
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hope that the strangers in another State would find as warm
and loving friends as those from whom we parted.

During the entire time of his connection with the Society in
Hartford, my husband suffered from poor health and an unuttera-
ble prostration of the nervous system, rendering him most of
the time totally unfit for the duties either of the preacher or the
pastor.

I cannot forbear to say; because it will explain why I have
sometimes done so little, that during the period of about six
years my sufferings were past description. 1 have often
preached when obliged to hold on to the desk with both hands,
to prevent myself falling, my nerves were so beyond my con-
trol. Often the sound of my voice, when elevated above a low
key, would send the acutest imaginable pains flashing through
my brain, until I became nearly blind, and my head seemed on
the point of flying into a million of fragments. For many
weeks together I have been compelled to spend a large portion
of every day in lying down and keeping as quiet as possible.
For more than five years I never enjoyed an hour’s entire free-
dom from pain in my head. I wrote my sermons, and then
preached them, in the midst of perpetual torment. How I ac-
complished what I did seems wonderful to me now, as I look
back upon it ; nor is it less a matter of wonder to me how I
preached as acceptably as I did.”

Physicians of nearly every practice tried their skill upon the
afflicted man, but in vain ; like the woman in the gospels, he
“ grew nothing better but only worse.” In the spring of 1850,
his miseries had so multiplied that he determined as a duty he
owed to himself] to give up preaching entirely. But the urgent
solicitations of many of his clerical brethren to make still
another trial, at length induced him to relinquish his purpose.
He changed all his habits of living,  cast all the doctors over-
board,” adopted the water cure, and soon began to mend.
The most prominent and in my own opinion, the most benefi-
cial change which he made, was the substitution of sleep for
study during the night hours. Human nature or human nerves
at least, cannot with impunity be taxed nineteen out of the
twenty-four hours, especially in that most laborious of all,
mental toil. Though I could not but reverence the pure ambi-

5
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tion which stimulated such unceasing efforts in spiritual disci-
pline, yet I often strove to dissuade him from such; urged a
partial abandonment of study. “My years are but few,” he
would answer, “let me be diligent while they pass. Life
should be synonymous with labor.”

Although a number of letters, written from Hartford, have
been transmitted to me, all of them highly interesting to
myself, as giving a bird’s eye view of our life in that pleasant
city, I have been compelled to lay them aside, so interwoven
are they with personal details, In their stead I present a few
extracts from his Journal.

March 14th, 1847.—“1 have this evening closed a course of
thirteen lectures on the Distinctive Doctrines of the Univer-
salist Church. They cost me much labor, but the interest they
have excited has more than repaid me. It is pleasant to see
the fruits of one’s toil, though I cannot always hope to. Never-
theless, I will go forth and sow while the day lasts.

Feb. 21st, 1848.—* Busy, busy, dusy. 1 have hardly had
time to sleep this winter. But I have resolved on doing so
much study every day let what will come—and if I cannot do
it at one time, then I will do it at another—it must at any rate
be done. Last year I preached in my own pulpit every Sun-
day but four. here is there another pastor that did as
much ? .

March 11th.—* This close application wears upon me. After
all there is no pursuit if industriously followed that is not la-
borious and fatiguing. Many people suppose that a clergyman
lives the easiest of all men; but if they had to perform his
labors one year, they would change their mind. There is
nothing that wears the body faster than the constant employ-
ment of the mind. I know nothing that is more severe than
making sermons year after year.

Oct. 15th.—* Fifteen afternoons have my wife and myself
spent in calling upon our parishioners; and yet we have not
got round. Poor C. is worn out. And yet every one wonders
we do not call oftener! Every one thinks they ought to be
visited at least once a month, and a few as often asonce a week.
I wonder when I should get time to read, or write sermons,
were I to yield to the reiterated calls for more visiting. It is
my duty to know my people, to be a faithful pastor, and I
mean to do both, butit is not my duty to let mere social visit-
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ing interfere with necessary study. I will not gratify my
people through the week and mortify them on the Sabbath.

Dec. 31— To-morrow I must begin the reading of the Bible
in course, as while I continue in the ministry of its doctrines I
must read it through carefully and critically at least once a year.

Jan. Tth, 1849.—*1 preached this morning from Luke xxi.
19. The main purpose of the discourse was, to explain and
enforce the practical Christian philosophy. I said we were apt
to give difficulties and troubles too much dominion over us; we
let our thoughts be our masters, and come at last to think
nobody suffers as much as we do: our business is not so ra-
pidly prospering as we would like to have it; friends prove
false, &c. &c. But this is all bad; such a course will never
allow us to enjoy life; to do that we must rise so far above the
influence of our circumstances as not to lose self-possession.
The doctrine and example of Jesus teach us to make the best
of every thing, &c. &c.

“ In the afternoon I preached from Luke xxii. 19. Subject,
- the uses of the communion. Both sermons were extem
raneous, but I was the more happy and successful in the delivery
of the latter, which seemed to produce a deep effect upon the
audience. The administration of the Lord’s supper followed,
which was a deeply interesting time. These seasons of com-
runion are the most happy of my life; nothing penetrates
more deeply towards the centre of my moral being, or carries
me so far out of myself and into the blessed realities of true
spirituaal life.

Jan. 14th.—“1 think my people are becoming more and
more interested in the services of the sanctuary; I hope the
interest will prove to be the result of culture, and therefore
permanent. In the morning I preached on the Divine Sove-
reignty, and endeavored to show its consonance with Univer-
salism. In the afternoon I made some reflections on the
alleged declensions in religion, the general and increasing
apathy in things spiritual as declared by the orthodox, and
especially in reference to their connexion with liberal Chris-
tianity, skepticism, infidelity, &c. In some of my remarks I
was, undoubtedly, severe; but the subject and circumstances-
demanded it. At any rate, there was nothing personal in the
severity, which I avoided only by exercising over my feelings
the most arbitrary restraint. It was a difficult thing at the
time, but I am glad now that I did so.

“]n the evening we had a Conference Meeting. My remarks
were principally on, How we should read the New Testament.
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I hope they will profit those who heard them, by inducing
them to a more careful and constant study of the New Testa-
meat.

] believe I must go to work soon to compose a code of laws
for the direction of my life. I find some habits which I have,
are not to be broken up without the most energetic procedure
against them. They are of too long standing to be conquered
with a wish; and conquered they must be, as they are not only
useless, but do me at times painful disservice. Help me, O
Lord, my Heavenly Father, to break off from every evil habit,
to forsake everything about me that is wrong, and to live
according to the requirements of Thy holy law. 1 would be
pure in heart; I would have my life regulated by the wisest
economy ; that I may live to the benefit of the world as well
as to my own peace. Help me, Holy Father !

Jan’y 28.—* This has been to me a laborious and exhausting
day. -During the past week I have suffered from a strange gen-
eral debility. My head has been the seat of the most excru-
ciating pain, and my whole physical system been depressed.
But what has been most disagreeable has been the sense of
weariness and irresolution with which I have been oppressed.
As a matter of consequence, I repaired to the church to-day
with but little of that physical and mental energy which is
requisite to the success of extemporaneous efforts. In the morn-
ing 1 undertook to preach from the passage in 1 Tim. 6 : 6, ‘ But
godliness with contentment is great gain.” My general purpose
was to show that these two conditions, harmoniously blended,
represent the great work of Christianity in man. In the after-
noon I spoke from these words—‘And his ways past finding
out.” I was much more happy in the delivery of this sermon
than the one in the morning; and I think also that it did a good
work for the minds of some of the hearers, as it seemed satis-
factorily to remove some difficulties with which they have been
for some time laboring. This evening 1 have spent in a familiar
or Conference lecture, on the proposition that we are to learn
Christ through his history. These familiar lectures appear to be
. very favorably received; and they promise to be the means of
much good in awakening attention to the proper study of the
Gospel. There seems to be a growing interest not only among
my own people, but also in the community, in religion, as we
understand it. May it increase, and may the truth as it is in
Jesus be glorified in this city.”

Feb. 7.—“1 find my present habits of study defective. I
read too much merely as reading, and 1 receive but a general
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and vague impression of the books I peruse. Reading in this
manner, my time and labor is not very productive. Another
evil that flows from this cursory method of reading is, that the
disposition to close application is weakened ; and I find it diffi-
cult to study a book so as to master it—so as to make it all as
matter of my own mind. There are indeed other evils, but I
need not state them to satisfy myself of the necessity of refor-
mation. This habit of negligent reading must be broken up,
at whatever expense. I propose to myself as a means of fucili-
tating this work of mental reformation, to write out a pretty
full analysis of the books which I read the present year. I
know full well how laborious this will be; but I think the pro-
fitable results that will flow from it will most abundantly com-
pensate it. All this, of course, if my miserable health will
permit. Poor health, I have found to my sorrow, to be a very
poor qualification forea preacher.”

April 17.—* How weak we are! Every day shows me more
and more that I can of myself do really nothing. Many of
my best plans have failed—perhaps solely, because they have
not been faithfully followed; others, because they have not
been pursued at all. 1 am here to-night in the midst of sorrow
over my delinquency ; for not Half the labor I meant to have
performed, since the first of January, is done ; and what aggra-
vates my sorrow, it is by much the better half, that which
would operate the greater consequences both to myself and the
world, that is left undone. I make this record to help me in
the work of amendment. Surely I cannot see it, without being
moved to more constant and vigorous exertions in future. To
the work of amendment then.

One thing which I feel I ought to do, I find will be attended
with some difficulty. The course of lectures which I am now
preaching I ought to discontinue at this point. I am convinced
that the true moral welfare of the Society demands a far higher
tone of preaching than characterizes these lectures. They are
too exclusively controversial, and they consequently deal too
exclusively with the head, and have by far too little to do with
the heart, and 1 suspect with the life. A very close connection
ought to subsist between pastor and people. The pastor should
know all the wants and weaknesses, as well as the virtues of
those to whom he ministers in sacred things, in order that he
make his communications practical and effective. Preaching is
generally more than half utterly lost, because it finds no appli-
cation, or at least not the right kind of application, in the mind
and feelings of the hearer. ~Another fact likewise characterizes
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most sermops,—they are too abstract and speculative—thi
talk in a Janguage not familiar enough to those that hear, to
readily understood in the rapid manner in which the senten
are commonly uttered. Now preaching should be plain,
the language pure and elegant, but simple. Sentences oug
never to be obscured by the use of unusual and technical wor:
Such words should be chosen as will best convey the speake
thoughts to the hearer’s mind and feelings. Such preachi
will in the long run be the most acceptable and profitable.
“I am resolved, God helping me, to break myself into
more worthy professional habit. I will no longer be so in
lent in writing. I will think more deeply, 1 will write mol
frequently. My style shall be cultivated. It shall be my ai
to preach the truth with the best of my ability. [ want
make the people feel its power more—to kindle in them
flames of its blessed life. I would win them to Christ, and w
them to the Church. To do this, I know a higher state of rel
_gion must first exist in myself. My own heart must glow wif
its divine warmth. Its energies must operate with new ma
festations in my own breast. On the altar of my own soul
purer flame of devotion must be kindled. The love of truf
must be manifest in every sermon. The people must see, m
feel that 1 speak from a deep and earnest experience—that.
speak whatl know. O may this blessed condition soon be mi
that I may do the work of an evangelist, so that God’s moi
ample favor may attend upon my labors.
¢ Sunday Evening.—For some reason which I cannot explai
my feelings have labored under considerable depression to-da;
Physically, also, 1 have been heavy and inert. 1t was
intention to preach a sermon on John 1: 14 ; but I felt too d
and not well enough prepared to undertake an extemporaneo
sermon. But what 1 had not courage to do in the morning,
had the folly to do in the afternoon,—and the result was i
keeping with my folly. It was not an entire failure, it is tru
but it failed infinitely from meeting my own expectations on
subject of so much promise. - The experience of to-day
deepens my conviction, that extemporaneous preaching is
the most profitable 1o either speaker or hearer. The speaker:-
not always sure of expressing his best ideas on his subject,
of expressing those to which he succeeds in giving utterance
their best and most forcible manner. An extemporane
preacher is apt to be loose and incoherent. He may say soa

terse things; he may talk almost as if inspired during a f
paragraphs; but these excellencies are not sufficiently valual
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to redeem the discourse from the influence of the faults with
which they will be attended. I have found as another evil
which usually attends upon extemporaneous preaching, and
which operates very unfavorable influences upon the place of
public worship, that the speaker extends his sermons to too
great length. He cannot well help this, since he cannot say
always what he wants to say, and in order to keep talking says
much that he had not provided beforehand. The extempora-
neous preacher is responsible every Sunday for many things
which he did not think of before the moment of their utterance.
Among these are many good things, it is true; but there are
many things also which he cannot think of without sorrow.
This must be so when a man is obliged to make two sermons
each week. If he could take his own time to prepare himself,
as he must certainly desire to do, for each appearance before the
public, he might be able to do just what he wished. At any
rate, ] have preached enough extemporaneously to perfectly
satisfy me that it is in every respect better for me to write my
discourses, even though they be hurriedly and loosely written.
‘When I am thus prepared I know what 1 am going to say ; and
labor under no restraint from the fear that 1 may fall into awk-
ward and painful mistakes, or that I shall fail to present my
subject in the form that I desire to do. It is my determination,
therefore, to write hereafter every sermon which I shall venture
to deliver. And I am furthermore resolved to make them
short, and to keep them at least within the period of half an
hour. And my prayer is, that I may not, except in the most
extraordinary cases, be influenced to depart from these resolu-
tions. I know their observance will be better for myself and
my people.”

May 6.—“1 had prepared a sermon on Religion at Home, to
preach this morning ; but the congregation, on account of the
inclement state of the weather, was so small that I concluded
to defer it to the afternoon service. I know of nothing so in-
expressibly disheartening to a clergyman as the thin attendance
which ever greets him on stormy Sabbaths. I confess that it is
the most discouraging fact which can be connected with my la-
bors, that the people will attend upon them only upon pleasant
days. Perhaps I have not sufficient charity for irregular attend-
ance at church. Too many persons go to the house of worship
only occasionally, when the weather is just right and the fit
takes them ; others, if the weather is not too unpleasant, try to
get out to one service; while, comparatively, a very few, when
it is possible, are always there and enjoy the devotions. Some
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persons seem to think they have done God and religion qui
good enough service, when they have hired and paid for a
in their temple, without spending any time in the occupan
much less in the devotions, the spiritual exercises which it
joins. Such things are trying; they are pregnant with
worst kind of discouragement to a preacher. However, it
not do to despair, to relax one effort on their account ; ra
should they stimulate to higher exertions, and to more earn
prayers.

“But sure I am that no society can ever become permanen
prosperous, until all those who call themselves its friends
gome earnest, devoted, loving Christians, who delight in
worship of God’s house, and go in at the gate thereof at
times. Money is not the thing most needed, but holiness
an active love of God and his commandments. ;

Evening.—“1 preached my sermon on Religion at Home tb‘
afternoon. A few members of the legislature were present,
honored me with very complimentary attentioh. One of m,
friends tells me that an orthodox congregationflist was prese
in the morning, who pronounced my discourse to be the best
which he had ever listened, and moreover that I was the beg
reader he ever heard. Complimentary truly ; but his being &
orthodox disparages his estimate somewhat, since the orthod
clergymen in this state are notoriously poor readers. Th
seem to dread, in a degree fatal to their reading, all that is
tural and expressive in this part of the customary public dev
tions, lest they shall render themselves obnoxious to the terrib)
charge of imitating the spirit and manner of the stage. Ge
rally the scriptures and the hymns as they come from th
lips, are a kind of song, in a deep monotonous tone, that h
neither the beauty and expression of even poor singing, nor t
spirit and impressiveness of reading. Reading in public shoulj
always kindle and breathe with life ; it should bé the inspirinf
work of a living being, not the dull and weary utterance of §
mere machine. But they are few who are even respectabl
public readers. No part of our education is more trifled wit}
or utterly neglected than this. It deteriorates the public infl
ence of a reader full one half not to be a good reader. A
it is a sin and a shame that so many of them read so miserabl
as they do, when a single year’s diligent self-training would, i
nearly every case, remedy the evil. .

January, 1850.—* Though I have suffered intensely fron
physical ails, still the last year has been one of the happiest
my life, and has abounded in an unusual variety of personal ex
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periences, and been fruitful of not a little intellectual improve-
ment. But there is yet work to be done, and I have sat down
to impose upon myself some new and rigid rules of life ; and
unless [ am less a man than I have been, they shall not entirely
fail of observance.

_“1. In the first place I will call at least on one parishioner
every day in the week, except Sunday, when my health will ad-
mit of my going out.

“2. I will faithfully employ the best means which I know,
to establish and secure both my bodily and mental health,

“3. I will write less or more every day; and will diligently
study to improve my style of thought and expression.

“4. I will preach no more sermons without writing them,
except in cases of the strictest emergency—as when sickness or
an unavoidable press of duties render writing impossible.

*5. I will cultivate a higher form of moral purity; a spirit
of deeper and warmer devotion ; a more active and habitual
piety ; a stronger love for my profession; and a more lively
zeal in the discharge of its duties; in a word, will strive to be
more acceptable to God, and more useful to man, ——

“@6. So far as my studies are concerned, [ will devote to them
industriously all the time I can, by the wisest economy, com-
mand for that purpose. In my preaching, it shall be iny aim
to instruct rather than to please, to lead my hearers to God and
their duty, rather than to amuse them with fine speeches.

«“ And now, Holy Father, help me, I beseech Thee most
humbly. Graciously endue me, Thy weak and erring servant,
to faithfully execute’ all these high and needed resolutions,
which I have solemnly taken upon myself before Thee. I am
deeply conscious, O God, that without Thy most holy aid I
shall fail in these undertakings. 1 sincerely and heartily re-
pent me of all my sins; I confess before Thee, that they have
been many ; be merciful unto e and aid me in turning away
from every one of them, that I may do them no more. Thou
art good, Thou art able,—bless Thy servant according to his
sincere desires and holy purposes through Jesus Christ our
Savior. Amen. -

Jan. 22d.—* This evening I projected a tale, which I purpose
writing out for the Ladies’ Repository. The name which most
took my fancy is ¢ Lizzie Afton, with which I think I shall
christen it. The story will have a moral aim; and there will
be traits in one of the characters which I am not certain but
will be recognized, as they will be peculiar, and have to some

5*
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extent a living illustration.—[This ‘tale, I regret to state, was
left unfinished.—Ebp.]

Jan. 23d.—“As to my resolutions, I observe them with
tolerable closeness, failing most under number 5. I find it
requires great firmness to abide strictly by such rules, but I
suppose they would not be worth much if they did not cost vig-
orous and constant effort. I am resolved that no amount of
labor shall discourage me from the high purpose I have formed ;
with Heaven's assistance I will do what I can, and will content
myself with such blessings as result.

Jan. 25th.—“1 think I have failed to-day in keeping my re-
solutions as strictly as I ought. My most signal failure has
been under number 5, for I remember to have exaggerated
somewhat in the relation of some circumstances connected with
the proceedings of the preceding evening. How easy it is to
magnify or color a story in reciting it, especially if it be one
that in any way affects the passions. Men here need a double
guard upon themselves, if they would keep strictly to the
truth. But the truth is a thing from which least of all must I
suffer myself to swerve, either in word or deed. After all, a
good life is the best argument one can offer in behalf of the
truth.

July 29th.—* 1 have written comparatively little during the
past few months; but have given more time and attention to
my health, which has really greatly improved. My spirits are
more elastic than they have been for several years; and I think
on the whole that I am more capable of the labors which my
profession imposes upon me, than I have been since I was resi-
dent in Utica. And I have now the inexpressible happiness of
believing that I have the blessed prospect, in the course of a
few months of possessing ‘a sound mind in a sound body.’
Thank God! then I can labor again like other men. Already
the pain has left my head, though my nerves yet need a little
more power of endurance. I preach twice a day, however,
with infinitely more ease than I have for six years, and I imagine
with vastly more effect, for as my nerves become stronger, my
voice improves both in quality and power.

“I have resigned my connection with the Society in this city.
I hope I have done right. I always mean to discharge my
duty faithfully, let the consequences be what they may. There
has seemed to be some strange fortune working against this
Society. The members who exercised any considerable in-
fluence have many of them moved away, and many others I
have been called to follow to the grave. Nearly all-those who
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were most devoted to the truth and upon whom I most de-
pended are no longer here. I feel desolate. I find myself
among strangers, many of whom come to see, and not because
they are drawn there by the love of the truth; they want doc-
trines rather than devotions. May those ‘gloriously good’
men and women who have been spared remain steadfast. The
Lord bless them and all.

“I shall seek a new settlement with the view of finding a
permanent home. My family are making demands upon me
which I cannot much longer innocently disregard. I must con-
sult in my remoyal the interests of my little ones. There is
much risk in bringing up children in large cities, where every
form of vice abounds, and into contact with which they must
almost daily come. For myself, I should like to livein a city;
there are many advantages to be had there which cannot be
enjoyed elsewhere ; but I am satisfied that a smaller place will
be the better for the family. When I do get settled, I shall
endeavor to give myself more devotedly to the great business
of my life. Likewise shall I strive to lead a more perfect and
exemplary life before my fellow men. I would live free from
sin; I would be an active example of the strictest virtue. A
greater industry should characterize my 'daily habits: life is
too short to allow any time to be wasted in idleness. I mean
every day to learn and do something good and useful. When
I shall remove from this city is uncertain, but while I remain,
may God help me to be faithful to every duty and right.

“ A new revelation of the blessings of the marriage relation
is being daily made in my experience; new and unthought of
feelings are called into active play; my attachments to the
members of my family are becoming stronger, deeper, holier;
and I find my happiness more and more bound up in them. O
Lord, preserve them, my dearly loved, unto me, and give me
wisdom to do for them that which shall be best.

Aug. 23.— With a single exception I believe I passed safely
through the moral life of yesterday. 1 will strive to be more
faithful to-day—repentance and amendment should be the law
of a sinful man’s life. 'With the help of God, he should seek
a greater degree of holiness. The good man is the noblest
being in the world; and to do good the noblest employment.

“T have often ridiculed the idea of extemporaneous preach-
ing ; but my mind, I must confess, is undergoing some change
on that subject. It is un?uestionably the true method of public
speaking. It has more of nature in it than any other. It only
needs that a man shall be learned in the art; which of course
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requires great labor directed to that end. As an experimeny
mean for a season to exercise myself in constructing the fra
work of discaurses, for the sake of discipline if nothing fart
There generally is no difficulty in a man’s telling a story if}
thoroughly understands it; and if he be at home in the w
he will be more effective than in reading it. But whetherI
ever reach that point is at least questionable :—a faint trial
however, determine it.”

On the third Sunday in September, my husband preacbi
his farewell sermon to the Society in Hartford. Not wishi
to settle again until his health should be permanently estd
lished, and until a location which should be in all respects
sirable as a permanent home should be offered him, he devo
the autumn and winter to traveling, supplying societies in
necticut, Massachusetts, New York, Pennsylvania, and goif
once as far south as Baltimore. He had for some time conteg
plated writing a series of religious and moral novels, believid
they would be an effective means in the effort of spreading ¥
the community the beautiful faith which he advocated, and §
commending its holy principles and Christ-like practices 3
minds and hearts which his pulpit labors could never influeng
His traveling necessarily prevented that close and arduot
mental toil, which had so worn upon him, and was thus highl
beneficial to both mind and body, while the facilities it affordé
for the study of human nature in its varied phases, were dul
improved. ’

In the spring of 1851, he accepted an invitation to remove §
Granby, Conn., causing it to be understood that the settlemey
was but a temporary one, to be dissolved whenever health an
the prospects of a home in his-native State, should make:|
removal desirable. k

|

LETTERS FROM GRANBY. K
|

{

|

. To Rev. J. M. AusriN:—
April 6.—*Here I am in the old town of Granby, long sing
famous for its cider-brandy and its hundred and forty distilk

ries; most of which, however, have felt the power of the ten
erance reformation, and perished. There is something of th
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romantic blended with the scenery, in the midst of which I have
pitched my temporary habitation. Bold hills loom up around
us, from whose summits, Springfield, Mass., Hartford, West
Hartford, New Hartford, and numerous other places, are dis-
tinctly visible, as bright spots dotting the broad map of hill and
vale, cultivated field and winding stream, that spreads out be-
neath the beholder’s feet. Distant from my house a mile or
less, a sweet lake, about a mile and a half in length, lies sleep-
ing and beautiful among the mountains. 1t is made and sup-
ported entirely by springs, and the water is consequently clear
and cold, quite as palatable, I assure you, as your.boasted
Croton. It abounds with several varieties of fish ; not large in
size indeed, but of excellent quality. A little boat is fastened
to its shore, which yon can at any time play with on its bright
and waveless bosom, and find it both a pleasant and profitable
recreation. There is along its borders many a delightful spot
where the student can repose amidst inspiring influences; or
weave his web of fancy with woof from the imagery of the
beautiful and breathing world around him ; or exercise his mind
with the great masters of thought, while imbibing freshness and
vigor from the free airs of heaven that frolic about him and
dash him in the face; or recite for his affection’s sake the sacred
poetry of David and Isaiah, or the hallowed teachings and
promises of him whose footsteps consecrated the rough land of
Palestine. I love such little seas among the mountains ; they
have a strange, wild beauty, that quite bewitches me, and when
I get upon their shores I forget that I am a man that has
labored and suffered much, and am a very child again, withea
laugh as gleesome, and a gush of feeling as simple and spon-
taneous. o

“ The house which it has been our fortune to get possession
of, is surrounded with flowers and fruits, so that we shall have
peaches, cherries, strawberries, &c., sweet and fresh from the
tree and vine. Like all the ladies, Mrs. S. is highly pleased
with the flowering plants with which the garden is richly adorned,
and for her sake I hope they will bloom with more than their
wonted abundance and beauty. There is one thing about the
ladies that puzzles me—how they are naturally so much in love
with the beautiful, and yet choose such ¢ mortal homely men’
for husbands? It must be the beautiful does not all reach the
soul through the eye ; and it is the highest beauty which is per-
ceptible without the agency: of material sense. Is that the
explanation ? )

“ Universalism is in a promising condition here; the friends
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are all united, full of zeal, and determined to make the g
cause flourish handsomely in this region of bigotry and bitter.
ness. The Society is not large, but it is nevertheless strong
I do not anywhere know of one that, with so few numbers, pays|
so largely for the support of preaching.
“As I sit writing here in the evening, my mind is carried]
back to the scenes of my youth: for the frogs are peéping al
around us by the million ; the wind dashes the rain against tha
windows, and roars majestically off through the swaying treet
tops; ———— it has ceased, just died away into stillnessj
and the rain comes down in that well remembered dreampy
patter on the roof, whose music has lulled me into delicious re{
pose many a time, and rendered my humble couch in the old
garret an object around which linger many of my pleasantest
memories. ]
* * * «Jg it not one of the most miserable and mischievousi
things of which we as a people are guilty, this eternal and ful
some puffing of ministers ? - We never criticise—punish litera
faults—put to the test public efforts—and so keep up a health
discipline of mind, and urge or force each other on to higher a
tainments and more creditable performances, both with pen an
tongue. I am confident, nothing would be more beneficial td
me than a constant, judicious, but severe criticism. True, |
should not be very patient under the rebukes of that class whq
take noise to be sense, and are infinitely tickled when the orthoi
dox are fairly knocked down ; but I always profit by the criti
cal remarks of an intelligent and candid man. And, at al
times, who would not prefer to have men’s honest opinion 02
himself, than to be the miserable subject of flattery? He w
will laud you to your face and disparage you at your back,
he not capable of any meanness? And after all, to what
monstrous height this social vice of lying in each other’s f:
has come! Few there be, indeed, who have the Christian cow
rage to speak the truth at all times. The man of truth, he i
verily the salt of the earth.
“ Who will tell us how far personal flattery and newspape
puffing may go without sin ? .
“ Who will reveal how much public praise there be which i
not in some way paid for, which is purely the homage of a dis
interested but admiring heart ?”

To A CrericaL BrorHER : :
April 16,—*¢ Are you permanently settled ? I answer, nd
T came here with the view of tarrying probebly one year; pol
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sibly I may remain longer. My purpose is to spend a good
deal of time out of doors, in training over these hills, and grow-
ing young again. I do not mean to sfudy much, but only read
and write such matters as please me—probably work out a tale
located among these hills.

“T have not the least doubt you would be a happier man,
and your family would be more pleasantly and satisfactorily
situated on a farm. A farm! only think of it!! Surely he
must be almost 4 madman who will not jump at such an oppor-
tunity. Need I say, my judgment would be, if you consult
your own peace of mind and joy of heart, you will leave the
city and settle down in the country.

“ As for me, I am bound for old New York, as the place
where [ finally settle down—which T mean to do as soon as I
can to my liking.

“If I should remain here, I think I shall make arrangements
to have a fine school, commencing next spring, in which shall
be blended thorough mental and physical discipline. 1 am now
learning how. I have gone into the physical exercise particu-
larly, on the old Greek plan. You would be surprised to see
what a change it is rapidly working in me. In nothing do I
feel this change more sensibly than in my voice and the increas-
ing ease with which I speak. If this promise continue, I shall
down on you by-and-by the finest speaker in the field. Look
out for the country school, or you will soon be eclipsed !”

To Rev. J. M. AustiN :

April 28.—*1 send you an article for the Ambassador. It is
the first of a series of sketches—among which I have Rev. 8. R.
Smith ; but I can make no promises as to when the rest of the
series shall be finished. The articles have no other connection
than their character as sketches—so you can publish them when
you can get them, if indeed you ever get more than the pre-
sent.. [The article here alluded to—The Infidel—was the only
one of the series ever completed, though one entitled Recollec-
tions of Rev. 8. R. Smith, was commenced.—En.]

“I want to find me a good home in New York, my native
State, where I can settle down and,’bide the remnant of my
days.”

To A Youne Friexp:

April 29.—* An unremitting and rather chilly rain has set
in, confining me to the house during the hours of the day I
usually spend in the open air, digging in the garden or wander-
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ing over the hills, and what can I do better than to write you,
my friend, and revive into the freshness of spring our long de-
cayed correspondence. Ihave the happiness to assure you of
my growing good health—for which no man can feel a pro-
founder sense of thankfulness than does myself. And what is
to me the source of equal satisfaction, is the pleasing circum-
stance, that the fone of my mind and the temper of my spirits
more than keep pace with the improving condition of my
health. That miserable irritability and despondeney are rapidly
passing away, and I am enjoying an infinitely happier state of
feelings. I am accordingly becoming more fond of society ;
and, by my increasing cheerfulness, am better fitted to bear my
part in social scenes with interest and profit. My head is quite
free from that horrible depression from which it used so con-
stantly to suffer. For a number of years I have not been, in
my physical man, so completely blest, nor enjoyed life with
such unmixed satisfaction, as 1 have during the week last past.
I also begin to experience greater ease and pleasure in intellect-
ual exertion, which I hope is only the foreshadowing of °the
good time coming.’

“] have been, for a day or two past, reading again the life
and letters of Robert Burns, from which I have derived the
highest pleasure, softened by a feeling of sadness; and, I trust
also, have been somewhat instructed. ¥ hardly know a letter-
writer so unique as Burns, and who, on many accounts, can be
diligently read with more profit. There is more of genuine
wisdom, and of real human nature in Burns, than any author I
ever read, except Shakspeare and Montaigne, Where will
you find a finer wit and humorist than this same Robert
Burns ?

“There is much in the scenery of this old township that is
really interesting. Nothing is on the scale of grandeur, except
the views from the mountain summits; but there is much in
the way of variety. - The streams are exceedingly meandering,
rapid, and vocal with their ceaseless music. There are also sev-
eral quite respectable forest scenes; and a little above us, at the
Crag-mills, a really Scottish scene, where the ¢burn’ leaps and
shouts down a wild glen, and the voice of the waters mingles
with the industrial music of the old mill. The stream is not
large, but it is clear and living, and you feel a kind of inspira-
tion to more cheerful and active life, as you look down into its
fleeting surface. The musical birds are very plentiful. A few
mornings since I listened a long time with rapture to a beauti-
ful thrush, which poured forth his ¢ wood-note wild’ with a de-
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light and fullness that I do not remember ever to have heard
equalled. I listened to him till I felt as though I could dis-
‘course music myself—when I expressed to him my most sincere
thanks, and returned home—leaving him filling all the air
around with his gush of melody. There is something about the
music of birds that charms me as nothing else does.

“] suppose you are daily digging into the mysteries and
beauties of the classics. Well, friend, you have a long road
before you can read them with so much facility and correctness
as really to enjoy them ; but be patient and toil on—the re-
ward when it is reached will fully compensate. But while you
are giving your principal attention and strength to the classics,
I trust you will not think me impertinent nor too gratuitous in
mx counsel, if I rather earncstly recommend you to devote
daily some time and regular thought to the English language
and the English classics. Forbear with me while I call your
attention to the fact, that it is in the English language, and with
the knowledge garnered up in that glorious tongue, that you
must perform the offices of life which will by-and-by devolve
upon you. To be a good English scholar is a noble attainment.
Besides, there is more wealth of thought, more poetry, science,
and history, in our own tongue, than any other on the earth.
A young man should always keep one of the great English
authors at his side, and study him every hour he can command.
And then it is also necessary, in order that a young man may
learn to think methodically, correctly, and rapidly, and to write
easily, elegantly, and fluently, that during the whole course of
his education he should daily practice putting his thoughts on
paper in the very best manuner he can. To acquire the art of a
good writer is the most laborious part of our education, and it
cannot therefore be begun too early, nor persevered in too zeal-
ously ; but when onee it is acquired, no man ever regrets the
pains it has cost him. I hope, nay, I pray you, my dear friend,
not to neglect this most important and practical part of that
course of education which it gives me great pleasure to see you
so ardently pursue. I repeat to you a proverb which I some-
where met with: write something every day in the best style
you know, if it be but five sentences. To this proverb I would
add,—cultivate the habit of putting down in a little blank book
which you can carry in your pocket, all the good thoughts,
original modes of expression, fine metaphors, &c., which arise
in your own mind. 1 need not point out the utility of such a
habit, as your own good judgment will fully diecover it to you,
without any of my feeble assistance.
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“ But it is late; I will bid you a happy good night, and seek
what sweet refreshing blessing Somnus has for me under the
deep shadow of his dark curtain, where of late he has dealt
wn.E bountiful partiality in my favor. That you may never
find him deficient in attentions to yourself at the proper seasons,
is the wish of, my dear friend,

“Your SouLk 1”
To m1s PARENTS :—

Muay 13 —«* * * | am just finishing my planting in the
garden. Will you believe it? but 1 have actually dug up a
large garden with an old broken spade, and have got it into
good condition. Since I came here, I have been out in the open
air, doing some kind of hard work every day. It is the oply
way I can restore my broken health. My regular daily course
now is, to rise in good season in the morning ; devote an hour
to the critical reading of the Bible ; spend an hour in gymnas-
tic exercises, that start the perspiration at every pore ; take a
bowl of bread and milk for breakfast ; study about four hours;
go out and work in the garden, or split wood, go hunting or
fishing a couple of hours; take a bowl of -bread and milk for
dinner ; lie down on & plank half an hour; read a couple of
hours, and call on my parishioners until six o’clock, then take
a bowl of bread and milk for supper; write up what letters I
have on hand ; and, after taking a cold +bath, retire at about
nine o’clock and sleep soundly. I ought to say that, for variety,
I occasionally set aside the bowl of milk for a plate of broiled
frogs : delicious eating they are too, I assure you !”

To o Youne Frrexp:—

May 16.—* * * * * Tt may seem like extravagant repre-
sentation to say, I am very busy out here in the country, but I
assure you I do not exceed the sobriety of the most prosaic
truth. For you must know, that I am now a student who reads,
writes, and thinks, at least five hours every day—a preacher,
whose parish is scattered over an extent of six or seven miles—
a gardener, a pedestrian, a hunter, a fisherman,—and am withal
going through a course of regular Greek Gymnastics. Then I
pregare something for the press every week. And it is all done
with ease; and if I had a friend with me, I should find time to
jaunt about with him over the romantic country that spreads
around us, to his heart’s content. * *-#%

¢ There is nothing in this world, my friend, of which there is
80 great and injurious deficiency, as good common sense. Fine

.
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spun imaginations, riding on a mare of silvery moonshine,
guided by reins twisted from the mane of a young, high-mettled
comet, or floating through the glittering waves of ether-in the
shell of a half-formed thought—of these sorts of things, from
adoring faith to hypocritical infidelity, you may find enough.
Nearly every man carries too much sail for his ship; has mare
imagination than judgment ; more speculation than truth; more
enthusiasm than sense and taste. I find, the closer I observe,
that what men most lack is ideas, information, facts, truth—in
a word, substantial knowledge. Men read too much and study
too little ; they make a kind of reservoir of their brain, into
which other men’s words are carelessly tumbled in enormous
quantities and chaotic confusion, while they are as barren of
original thoughts as Sahara of golden pippins. Dr. Franklin
was a man of more sense, and consequently of more use to the
world than all the fanciful speculatists that ever straddled a
shaft of star-light, since those gloridus orbs first sang together in
the sweet hour of prime. Solomon’s exhortation to get wisdom,
and with all our getting to get understanding, embraces, after
all, the true ground of greatness and lasting usefulness in this
world. .

“You remark at some length on the class of authors you are
at present reading, and with the enthusiasm which we ought to
expect from one at your romantic period of life. I have no
criticism to pass upon them, but while I was reading. your re-
marks the question urged itself upon my mind, is that the
best class of authors for a young man to be familiar with, who
is just in the process of forming his intellectual tastes and
habits; or would the poets of the ‘solid kind,” those great
thinkers and all but faultless writers, prove more valuable com-
panions, in the end? There is really mental worth enough in
old John Milton, to make a hundred Shelleys, or Baileys, so
far as the poet goes. There is one curious fact :—if you are
familiar with the Bible, Homer, Shakspeare, Milton, Dante,
and Burns, you will recognize half the best thoughts, sentiments,
and metaphors in all the other poets, ashaving been borrowed,
or modified from those great men’s works. A man cannot
judge wisely of a modern poet, who is not well acquainted with
the works to which I have just alluded; he cannot tell how
much is Isaiah, Shakspeare, or Milton transposed and put into
moderndress. The great authors require to be studied rather
than read, it is true, and the labor of mastering them is there-
fore more imposing ; but when the labor is done the laborer is
rewarded with inexhaustible riches.
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# & % «The question of disinterested benevolence is old. T
shall not have room to enter largely into the discussion of it in
my present letter ; nor do Isee much necessity for doing so, as
the question really belongs to that class of metaphysical ambi-
guities that are susceptible of being proved on both sides, espe-
cially as has usually been treated.

“The grand difficulty in satisfactorily disposing of the case,
I-suspect to lie in the imperfect definitions of the terms. What
do you mean by disinterested henevolence? The word in-
terested is by no means synonymous with selfish. You see a
mother with a babe lying on her lap, for which she spends her
strength and offers her prayers; now, do you suppose she
could be such a mother without being interested in that help-
less child ? but would you say her love towards it is selfish 2
Does she not love that child for the child’s sake? Does she
ever think of kerself when she spends the live-long night in
watching over its sick and fading form? Would that be bene-
volence which was done without any feeling of sympathetic in-
terest, in the being for whom it was donef It appears to me,
that disinterested benevolence would be the mother doing the
duties of feeding and clothing the child like a statue, with utter
indifference and coldness, her bosom never throbbing with an
emotion of tenderness or sympathy. That is what I should
call selfishness, because while she does somewhat for another,
she thinks and feels alone of and for herself; she is not affected
by any interest in, any high and holy feeling for, the child that
needs her tender and fostering care. Be so kind as to tell me
just what you mean by disinterested benevolence; define it
with logical exactness; and I will speak to it again, and per-
haps more to your satisfaction.

May 20th.— Since commencing this letter, I have read ¢ The
Pirate, by W. Scott, about one hundred pages of Horace’s
Odes,, The Scripture Natural History, by Abbott, the English-
man, several articles in Calmet on Jewish Antiquities, some
in Wordsworth’s Poems, and a part of the Life and Land of
Burns. I propose soon to enter methodically upon the reading
of Neiburh’s and Arnold’s Rome, a long and severe task. I
have long since told you, I presume, that I make it a rule to
read the Bible and Shakspeare through, once every year; and
I find the pleasure of reading them, especislly the Bible, in-
creases with each succeeding day. Almost daily, I wish 1 had
some one to read them with me, as critical conversation aug-
ments incalculably both the pleasure and the profit of reading.
In the winter, during the long evenings, I can have the com-
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pany of my wife, which isan advantage quite impossible at this
season of the year. * * * T wish you could see our garden—
our little Eden—it is a charming picture, and I doubt if the
first pair were happier in their’s than are we in ours. We have
what they had not —human flowers; —how beautiful, how
cherished, you must come and see. Would you could see the
charming and fragrant boquet which is now stealing my ad-
miration. Whence came it—I never ask—oh no, but [ am
happy each day to find a new one on my study table. You
can guess what fairy hand is so lavish in its sweet favors! God
bless the gentle being, that God gave to me when my heart
was sad and lonely, to make it radiant with light almost
divine! Where could I find another who would so flood with
love my soul, or so fill with joy my home ?

To THE sAME:

June 10th.—* * * “You assure me that you cannot per-
ceive anything of metaphysical ambiguity in the question ; you
will concede that the question is at least metaphysical. It cer-
tainly is not one that can be determined by an appeal to estab-
lished facts. It enters the region of speculation—and I would
say, of speculation of the most abstruse kind. But let me
give you a metaphysical argument in favor of disinterested
benevolence, and which I beg of you to refute if it be not sound.
I will make it on the benevolence of the Deity, because that
will admit of being stated in a small space.

¢ God is infinite and independent ; he can therefore do what
does not necessarily involve a contradiction. Now it does not
imply a contradiction to suppose that he should do good for the
sake of doing good, purely for the benefit of those upon whom e
the blessing be conferred. God therefore is able to act without
motives of selfishness.

¢ Again, to act without motives of selfishness, is the noblest
kind of moral action of which we can conceive ; the most per-
fect being will so act if he be able; but I have already proved
that God, being infimite and independent, is able ; therefore God
does act without motives of selfishness, and so performs what
we call disinterested benevolence. Q. E. D. .

¢ It will not invalidate this conclusion, to refer to the decla-
ration of the Scriptures, that all things were made for his plea-
sure ; because the proper meaning is not, that all things were
made to be a source of pleasure to God, (since being infinite and
independent, He can need no such thing;) but that He was
pleased, moved, or disposed of himself, to create all things, &e.
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“ When you have disposed of this argnm
one on your side of the question. It wilk M;ent, p)

; ; . ot be
ou do not believe; what is needed in = e el
;roof on which your faith reposes. Give 1’: g'lscu
friend. arg

“When you have had some experiences ;, writin
cation, I think your judgment of our peri o djes wi])g
somewhat. [ find I have vastly more cln arity for th
writings than I had ten years ago. Itis eassj, a

ler to
than to excel them. *  * *  One of the g, 0den

the young arises from the overweening con ﬁdeﬁzattﬁst da
have in their own wisdom and ability. They ey a1

mi
ness of their feelings and the celerity of thejr Dolfizl;e g
td

ness of vision and power to execute. [jko th
rivulet, which leaps and dances with its foan, and se mc
sunlight, babbling vociferously as it hastens bjipq; gray
but never dreaming it would take milliong suefr o 1t
make the awe-inspiring anthem of Niagara, | a n:s its
man yet, though I have stepped over thirty a Jjt¢], waa R
now look back ten or twelve years with amazep, ent at tl,x
sumption I then indulged. (
“You remark that ‘so far as your know]edge of
tends, you have not seen the poetical imagery of « Qul;gzt;
surpassed.” You mean the metaphorical language. A oo
sition may be very metaphorical, and at the same timeco‘
very poetical. There is a wide distinction between -
poetry and poetical imagery. After all, does not ger
sist more in the thought than in the language. Wherg

you find a passage of finer poetry than the follow;
Burns’ ¢ Tam O’Shanter;’ yet how simple, natura] andnrea!
*the metaphors employed to express the thought ;— !
¢ But pleasures are like poppies spread,
You seize the flow’r, its‘{)lgom iIs, sel:e& H
Or like the snow-falls in the river, !
A moment white—then melts forever :
Or like the borealis race, ’
That flit ere you can point their place ;
Or like the rainbow’s lovely form,® ’
Evanishing amid the storm.”
To THE SBAME :—
June 23. * * * “You urge me to express my judgment
the question, whether you would do better to study a yeq
more, and then lift up your voice as a preacher, [f ym); c(;

keep up a course of methodical and thorough study withe
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the aid of teachers, and would do i¢, the plan is practicable, and
you would probably never repent its adoption. If you go
through college, it will be five or six years before you get to
the real business of your life, preaching. A long time, yet it
will soon pass away. But whether you go through college or
not, I must earnestly urge upon you the thorough study of the
English language. I hope you will not deem me impertinent, if
I shall frequently repeat my growing convictions on this impor-
tant, and to preachers especially most important, subject—the
scientific and practical knowledge of the English tongue.

* * % «] have filled so much space as hardly to leave it
proper to enter upon the consideration of the metaphysical
question mooted by us, viz., the possibility of disinterested
benevolence. I will, however, take room to ¢ demonstrate’ your
argument to be fallacious. You endeavor to state that argu-
ment in two forms, thé first of which is as follows :—you start
with my premise, ‘God is infinite and independent, and can
therefore do whatever does not necessarily involve a contradic-
tion,” and then you proceed thus,—‘now since God made man
in His own image, and endowed him with His faculties, and
among others bestowed the faculty or instinct of doing every-
thing for his own pleasure, it would from this view not involve
a contradiction to suppose that He, being the author of such a
faculty, should practice the same Himself. Hence we conclude
that God acts from interested motives.’

*Such is your first argument. Now it is wholly sophistical.
For, in the first place, you assume the very thing to be proved,
namely, that man acts only from motives of interested benevo-
lence—the verity of which assumption I most emphatically
deny. If you will prove that the only motive to human con-
duct is selfish interest, I will then consider the argument which
seeks to determine the conduct, or the character of the motives
from which God acts, from the personal history of His imper-
fect and sinful creatures.

“ But your argument may be looked at in another way, and
its fallacy discovered thus:—God made man in His own im-
age ; man sins, but he could not do what God did not make
him to do, therefure God has bestowed on him a faculty for
sinning : this faculty must constitute a part of his likeness to
God, since taken as a whole, he is in the image of God ; there-
fore, it does not imply a contradiction to suppose that God sins.
Therefore He does sin. What a conclusion! But this is your
reasoning, not mine. You see your argument utterly fails, be-
cause there is no logical connection between your premises.
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“Your socond argument is based on the goodness of God,
and the possibility of His doing a bad action. You say if God
is infinitely powerful, He might do a bad action if He chose;
but bad actions would render Him miserable ; hence He does
good actions in order to preserve His happiness.

“To this I need only reply, that if God is infinitely good, He
cannot, in the very nature of things, choose to do a bad action;
and so the argument falls. Besides, the laws of happiness and
misery do not exist independent of God, but have been estab-

lished and are maintained by Him : they have no character ex-

cept such as He has given them ; it is sophistical, therefore, to
argue that God might choose to violate His own laws of right,
or disregard the distinctions He has established between virtue
and vice ; or, in other words, that He could choose to do what
Himself by His own laws condemns: which would be a con-
tradiction. Therefore, my argument still femains in its full force.

To THE SBAME :—

July 29.—“ What shall I say in response to your rejoicing
letter? Seldom has it been my good fortune to be entertained
with a communication of so jubilant a character. There really
seems to be no visible bounds to the fullness of your joy. Well,
I do not wonder at it: you have just occasion to be merry in
the highest significance of the term. -1 am glad from my in-
most soul that you are to be fostered under the maternal care
of Brown University. May every blessing attend you through

our educational discipline, is my most earnest prayer. Mrs.
g. says she is heartily glad that you are resolved to be a scholar
before you are a preacher — that Universalism may have a
young man who will be an honor to its glorious ministry. She
rejoiced almost as much as yourself, when she learned that you
are destined to be a graduate of Brown University. You
behold that you are encouraged by the strongest sympathies.

“ And now, I suppose, I must either pass over your penulti-
mate letter, or inflict some chastisement upon you for your
controversial sins. Which had better be done? It you pass
unwhipt, I fear you will sin again—so, though it is a painful
business, here’s at it with as much mercy as the case will ad-
mit! * * ** ]| may agsume that you grant that disinterested
benevolence does exist in the Deity; because you pass over
my arguments for its verity, and under an illusive plea promise
to avoid all further notice of it. I am astonished, sir, at the
logical equivocation which has thus carly. developed itself in
your character as a debater! You ought to be placed in the
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scholastic pillory for the next three weeks, with one of the old
schoolmen at hand with his cruel knout !

“ But let us look a little at your argument on the human side
of it, where you seem to regard yourself as invulnerable: it is
possible this Hercules may have an unbaptized heel.

“ Your position is, that self-interest is the great moral force
which underlies all improvement ; civilization has grown out of
it; all reforms appeal to it ; Christ used it ; and therefore no
man ever acted independently of it.

¢ This reasoning, mydear sir, is very far from being conclu-
sive : it only shows that personal interest is one of the motives
employed to induce obedience to the rules of duty obligatory on
man ; but it by no means disproves the existence of other, and
perhaps far different motives or means to the same end. I am
not yet convinced that utility is the only law of human con- °
duct. The first and highest reason for doing right is, that it is
the will of God that he should doit. ¢ T"hou shalt love the Lord,’
&c. What God commands, whether we can see any personal
utility in obedience or not, that, if we are true men, we will do.
It would indicate a mean and vulgar selfishness to stop at the
commandment and ask—* what will God give me if I will love
him? He should love him for what He is, and because He
commands it. What true spirit ever thought, while in the
midst of solemn and loving communion with its Creator, of the
profit of that sublimest labor of the soul? The mind is ab-
sorbed, lost in the overpowering idea of God, and all personal
concerns sink into utter insignificance, and are forgotten as
things that never were. . :

“ We have, moreover, words in language which express obli-
gation without implying considerations of the personal sort.
The word ought is of this class. Every person feels that he
ought to do many things which considerations of selfiinterest
would lead him to omit. I am sure I do many deeds because
1 ought to do them: because I know they are right and will
benefit somebody inthe world. I do some things for the profit
of them—other things I do without once, even once, thinking of
what use they will be to myself.

“ Do you believe that Howard—to go a little way from home
—was actuated by self-interest alone in all his wonderful labor
of benevolence? He was reviled and abused in unmeasured
terms; his. benevolence imposed on him the most exhaustive
and repulsive labor—a daily exposure to disease and death;
for which hegot no reward from the government or the prisoner,
till near the close of his life. In his letters the only motive

6
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which he assigns for his extraordinary devotion to that odious
and desEised business, was a religious conviction that it was the
will of God and the ardent hope of doing the world some good.
So far as himself was concerned, he would have been more at
ease, and would have enjoyed life far better in his quiet home
and amid the scenes that he loved, if the great conviction of
duty and the hope of blessing the world had been removed from
his breast.

“] once saw a young man—a stranger to every one present
—plunge into the flames of a falling building, to snatch a child
from the jaws of death. The father stood by wringing his
hands in agony, but dared not rush into the appalling danger to
rescue his child. The young man inquired the child’s locality,
and against all persuasions to the contrary course, went in and
brought forth the perishing innocent. He was badly burnt,
but he murmured never a word. The father presented him his
purse, but he refused it and walked away without giving his
name or place of residence.

“ 1 knew also a mother who had an idiot child; she also had
other children both younger and older. The child was much
deformed ; it had no language, spake never a word. It could
neither appreciate kindness or respond to any affection. To
every body out of the family it was an object of the strongest
aversion, and even loathing. It could do no work, but was the
occasion of great labor and perpetual care. And yet the
mother of that poor helpless idiot—from whose existence no
hope of pleasure could ever spring—loved it and cared for it
with an intensity and unweariedness that were bestowed on
none other of her children.

“I likewise knew a young man of fine education, who loved
a lady that was already engaged; he never revealed his love
to the idol of his heart, nor to the man to whom she was be-
trothed ; and except to a few confidential friends concealed it in
his own breast; but under its influence sunk down and in a
few months died. Though he loved her beyond measure or
control, he would not so much as allow the subject to be men-
tioned where it might interfere with the existing contract—he
would die first—he did die. Still it was distinctly known to
him that the lady would have broken up the engagement and
married him, if he had offered himself to her. .

“I might mulgply examples of proof where one individual
has voluntarily offered himself a sacrifice for no purpose but to
save the life of a friend; and where they have actually and de-
liberately died to accomplish their nobie disinterested object ;
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but I have written long and must close, which I will do with
that glorious instance in the life of Christ—whose whole life
indeed was one of self-sacrifice and not of self-interest. The most
painful death was before him, to be attended with bitterness,
scorn and infamy, and looking at the mode, he said :—¢ Father,
if thou be willing, remove this cup from me: nevertheless, not
my will, but thine be done” He did God’s will, not his own,
and died on the cross and ¢tasted death for every man.’

“ Do you ask further proof that man ever acted from disin-
terested motives ? )

“Since you returned from Granby, I have been exceedingly
busy ; I have kept up the jaunting so faithfully that I have
hardly found time to rest. Yet I preached three new sermons
last Sunday with infinitely more ease than I have done for
eight years, notwithstanding my style of preaching now re-
quires or at least I give it, much more care than jt did then.

“I do not wish to go into a city again if I can avoid it. A

"large and good society in a beautiful village, would suit me in-

finitely better than the best society in any of the large cities.
I know I should be a happier man in it.”

To Ao CrericAL BROTHER :

July 30th,—*You ask me what I have been about for the
last three years? In good sooth, I should have to cudgel my
memory harder than I care to, to-night, were I to tell you all I
have done and the tale ere half told would weary you. I will
sum it in one sentence ; I have been striving.and have left no
means within my power untried, to increase my physical, men-

tal and moral health, that I might not only be a happier man, '
but a better minister, husband, father, citizen, friend. * * * ¥ *
I have kept up a daily critical study of the Bible, which I shall -

continue as long as I remain in the ministry, which will un-
doubtedly be during the remnant of my life, be it longer or
shorter. I have gone through with a critical reading of the
English poets, from Chaucer down to the bards of our own
day, a long yet intensely interesting and captivating task. I
mean to go through it again, if life is spared. Do you ask
why I love poetry? Ask the flower why it Joves the sunshine
and the dew. What they are to it, poetry is to me. Ihave
also devoted a considerable part of my study time to the pe-
rusal of history, and I trust not without much profit. Let me
give you the summary of my reading in this line, since you
saw me. Mosheim’s Church History, Graham and Bancroft’s
United States, Thirwall’s Greece, Smythe’s Lectures on Modern
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History, Macaulay’s England, Miiller’s, Tytler'’s and Hebbe's
Universal History, Michelet’s France, Burnett’s and D’Aubigne’s
Reformation, Morell’s History of Modern Philosophy, Schle-
gel’s Philosophy of History, and Guizot’s Civilization, in all
thirty-seven volumes. Do you not think I must be pretty well
posted up in historical facts? But not so accurately as I mean
yet to be. History is a great teacher and I will be a faithful
student ; great shall be my reward.

To B. H. Hover :(—

Aug. 2. * * * ®* ® & Oyr children grow finely, enjoy good
health, and are getting to fill a large place in our thoughts.
‘We don’t mean of course to worship them, no such thing as
that, but we must give them a good deal of our life. 'We hope
they will reward us for it. I wish you could see our little
family now they have grown large enough to be interesting as
playmates. I spend many an hour with them in right down
childish frolic—and it does me good; it really makes a better
maun of me. Children should always help complete the life of
parents, affectionately, socially, and even spiritually.”

To Rew. J. M. AvustIN:—

Aug. 9— Your kindly letter has come to hand. I had
begun to feel that you had stricken me from the good book of
your remembrance. How soon a sheet of paper dispelled the
illusion! We gre strange beings! '

* “I have not until the present moment been able to deter-
mine when I could leave home. I came to Granby for the
purpose of restoring and establishing my health; and I am
happy to say, that thus far everything has worked to admira-
tion. I cannot occupy the space to tell you the whole process
through which I am going; but having entered upon it, I ought
not to leave till I see the end. It has in some regards been
severe, but I have gone on in the work patiently and cheerfully,
being full in the faith that it would accomplish my desire. And
J repeat that it has, even beyond my most sanguine hopes. The
change in my physical man during the last month has been
wonderful ; my head is infinitely the best head I have had on
my shoulders for more than ten years; my voice is coming out
clear and strong, and I speak with surprising ease and effect;
in a word, my whole physigue is renovated and filled with new
and elastic energies. One part of this ¢ creative’ process I must

v
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continue a month longer, and then the end will come and I can
leave home.

“I have concluded to make a visit to my mother about the
last of this month, and will, if agreeable with your arrange-
ments, preach in Lyons on the last Sunday and also the first in
September.” * * * ¥ % ' .

To Ao Youne Friexn:

Sept. 20.—* Since last writing you, I have been visiting. A
few days have been spent very happily under my mother’s roof,
in the society of my early loved, and in roaming over and about
those spots which are most consecrated in my boyish memories,
I have also visited the beautiful town of Lyons, and preached
there two Sabbaths. What will come of my tarry there, isnot
yet certain—more anon. * * * * * | 3®not know when I
have been on a journey which has been every way, in itself, so
pleasant, so delightful. It had but one drawback—there must
always be one, you know, to all earthly pleasures—my wife
could not accompany me ; her presence to share with me the
delight of the jaunt would have made my happiness complete.
But though not with me in person, she was with me in spirit
and I with her, as three letters a week to her testified !”

To Hon. Lyman Suerwoob:

Sept. 22.— 1t is, I confess, quite time that I write you, and
yet I am not quite prepared to speak so decisively as we must
mutually desire. I have given the subject of ‘removal to your
pleasant village, that serious thought which its difficulties and
its importance demands; I have also consulted with Mrs. S,,
but | am not yet quite persuaded to the undertaking. I incline
to the opinion that, under the circumstances, I shall hardly, at
present, become a co-worker with yourself and Mrs. Sherwood
in the building up of a parish at Lyons, But—* * * *

To THE saME:

Oct. 16, * * * * ¥ ] gm not prepared to say what shall
be my final determination on the question of removal to Lyons.
We have talked much of it since the reception of your earlier
letter; and I think we have talked as soberly and as disinter-
estedly as our relation to the case will admit of ; but we yet
hang ‘in the pendulous air, and are uncertain of the where
our final judgment shall hit. But of one thing I may here
express my determination ; which is, if we finally resolve o
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go to Lyons, the enterprise must succeed; no man must think
of backing out after a season; but every one must feel and
labor, and sacrifice if need be, as though its complete success
would be one of the grandest features in the glory of his life.

“] am so much engrossed with the business just now on my
hands, that [ have hardly two thoughts that look like neighbors
on any other subject. But I cannot forbear expressing the
anxiety I feel for the happy issue of the movement begun in
the village of Lyons on the subject of Liberal Christianity ; it
promises so well in its initial state that it would give me much
pain to learn it had ended in disappointment; and I cannot
persuade myself, when I remember who are its leading spirits,
that it can ever fail while they live.

To tae TrusTEES O THE
First Universavnist Sociery 1v Lyoxs:

November 9.—* The religious society which you represent,
has been pleased to extend to me an invitation to become its
Pastor; an undertaking, under the circumstances, of very con-
siderable magnitude. If the enterprise, in which you have
invited me to join you, be carried out to the desired happy is-
sue, it must be prosecuted with untiring zeal and unremitting
labor. I believe I huve considered the question which your in-
vitation presents before me, with as much deliberation as I know
how to exercise—so that the conclusion to which I have at last
come, must escape all the mischievous consequences of haste.

“] have the highest confidence in you, gentlemeun, and those
whom you represent, as men of honor; who will do even more
than all you have pledged yourselves to ; and that I shall find
in you such hearty and zealous co-operation as shall make even
my weakness strong. Because I look upon you in this light;
because I believe that what you set your hands to, you have
first well considered, and will not, therefore, for any reason,
abandon ; because the promise for our form of Christianity in
your village is exceedingly hopeful, and if observed with fidelity
cannot prove illusive; because I do devoutly believe, that, with
the hearty support and zealous co-operation which you will un-
remittingly render me, and attended with the smile of Heaven,
our labors must be crowned with every reasonable success ; be-
cause my feelings have become enlisted with the decisions of
my judgment, and I am persuaded I shall find a happy home in
your midst; because of these and kindred considerations, I have
tinally concluded to accept the said invitation, and to become
the Pastor of your Society. And to reciprocate the pledges
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%()u have given me, I will endeavor, with the best ability the
.Creator has given me, to answer the ‘end for which you have
sent for me.” And may Almighty God most abundantly bless
the union which this my acceptance consummates, and render
it permanently and every way happily prosperous.

“1 am sorry to say, it will be impossible for me to remove
my family before next spring—about the first of April; but I
will myself proceed to Lyons as soon as I can arrange my af-
fairs for a final leaving of New England—which I cannot safely
say will be earlier than the first of January. Nor are my
friends here pleased to allow me to go before that time. I have
therefore set down, as the time when my Pastorship of the
First Universalist Church in Lyons shall begin, the first day of
January, 1852. And, Heaven permitting, you may accord-
ingly expect my introductory discourses on the first Sabbath in
that month.

¢ As the removal of my family cannot be effected till next
spring, I shall be glad to be provided with a temporary home
in the family of some one of my friends, until I shall have the
pleasure of sitting down again in the bosom of my own family.”

To Hon. L. Sagrwoon:

December 1.—*“The time is rapidly drawing near when we
are to commence our work together in the pleasant town of
Lyons; and I confess to you that I feel some anxiety in con-
nection with that event. I am exceedingly desirous that we
should begin well. I feel that I am going amongst warm and
earnest friends; but I think I realize also what you expect of
me, what indeed will inevitably devolve upon me. But, with
God’s help, I mean there shall be no room for disappointment.
I shall study to be as good a preacher as my qualifications will
admit, butespecially a Pastor. The truth is, I am coming among
you, to make my home there; and I am making some sacri-
fices, in order to do it, because I trust it will be both pleasant
and permanent. '

“The kind of preaching at first required will be, I suppose,
largely expository—a statement, explanation, and defense of the
doctrines of the church we shall build up. The public need in-
formation—and before they will come into our church they must
have information. To give this information—to explain, define,
and defend, I see plainly, must occupy a large part of our first
year or two’s ministry ; and I mean, so far as I am able, to
come prepared for it. And, do you not think, it will be a wise
and profitable movement to organize a tract society as soon as
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Ijoin you? The other denominations are perpetually busy
with their tracts; and in this way they exert a tremendous in-
fluence. Now, is not the best way we can meet, and check, or
neutralize that influence, the regular circulation of similar docu-
ments on the side of the truth? At any rate, my dear friend, I
am resolved, with your approbation and co-operation, to adopt
and vigorously prosecute every lawful and Christian means, to
make the public acquainted with the doctrines of our church—
with Christianity as we understand it.

“ I feel muchregret at the necessity which will separate me .

from my.family for so long a time; but we cannot escape it
without too large a sacrifice. We are too weak always to over-
ride circumstances. However, the pain of separation will be
mitigated by the reflection, that everything necessary to their
comfort will be provided at their hand, and very kind friends
live but a step from them—while an almost daily intercourse
can be kept up, if necessary, between them and myself.

“On the first Sunday in January, I propose to preach two
discourses on the business before us, and I should be glad to
have all our friends hear them. We shall then understand
each other as pastor and parish, and can work together with
greater efficiency. For when the thing is once begun 1T MUsT Go.”

To THE sAME :

Dec, 11.—“* * * [ haye to say in reply to your questions
about the Liturgy, that I have expended a good deal of time in
collecting and examining Liturgies and Books of Prayer, and
at some expense withal ; but am forced to the conclusion that
there is none which is exactly suited to our wants—for the same
reason, more or less, that the Episcopal Book of Common
Prayer is not. 1 have therefore taken that which comes nearest
—the King’s Chapel Liturgy—and prepared so much of it as

‘| be necessary to the conduct of public services and the ad-

ristration of the communion, and have resolved to have them
ated. The services, so far as they go, are complete, so that
we have to do hereafter, will be to add the rest of the
urgy. I am persuaded that it will be entirely acceptable,
| that with its help we shall be able to conduct our services
wpily till such time as we shall be able to have the whole
k. I shall now have a copy revised and fitted with the pen
the use of the minister, which will enable me to perform all

rites and ceremonies of our Church. * * * If I were a
n having much of this world’s goods, I would lay the Uni-
salist Church under everlasting obligations to me, by at once
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expending some $300 or $500, in handsomely publishing the
entire book as I have it revised. 'What I have done is but
little—it is already so much improved that it needs but little ;
and I am confident when you come to see it, you will agree
with me that all the committees in the country could not, as a
whole, make it better than it is. How cheerfully would I give
any price within my means for a handsome copy of it thus
published.

“ The other matter of your letter—the robe—I cannot say as
I feel any decided preference about. I have not the slightest

rsonal objection to its use. I will leave that matter with the

iety. If it be thought proper and expedient, I shall inter-
pose no objections, * * ¥

“What shall be the name of our church? I love the name
¢ Messiah,’—which I would give to both our church as a body
of believers and to our temple of worship when it shall be
built. ¢ The Church of Messiah, is the name which I would
place on the title-page to our Book of Service.

“It may not be regarded by some persons as a matter of
much consequence what kind of name we bear; but I confess
it is a matter of religious taste with me; and you will observe
that the name of a church will often indicate somewhat the cul-
ture of those who raise it up,” * * *

To mis Parexnts:

Dec. 12.— * * * And this I suppose you will call good
news for you, as it will bring us so much nearer home! What
is the reason you cannot go out to Lyons and live with us? I
shall not get finally settled down there till about the middle of
April; and then, I trust, I shall be settled down for a long time
to come. If things go to suit me—and I have no doubt they
will—I mean to have a home of my own, and live somewhat
to my own liking. The children are wonderfully pleased with
the idea of going out to live where they can see_you. They -
are all glee about it. I think if you enjoy it as much as they
intend to, there will indeed be a happy time when we come.”

To A CrericaL Brotazr :

Dec. 31.—“1 am preparing a Liturgy for my new church,
which will be published about the 1st of January, 1853. I
have got enough of it printed to be used at the services on
Sunday and at the Communion. It will be revised again be-
fore it goes into the book. The whole book, when done, will

6%
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make & handsome volume of five hundred pages, and will con-

tain the following matter : two complete Forms of Morning

Service or Prayer; two complete Forms of Evening Prayer

for Afternoon Service ; one complete Form for a third Servioce,

or Service in the Evening ; a complete Form for Christmas— "
one for Thanksgiving—one for Fast Day—one for Sunday

School—two each for Morning and Evening Service in Families

—Prayers for every Sunday in the year—Special Prayers for

every occasion—a variety of personal Prayers—a collection for

daily Family Prayer, and Family Prayers for special occasions:

the Psalter, or all the devotional Psalms arranged for reading

in the public worship ; a Marriage Service; a Burial Service

for adults, and another for children; a Service for Baptism of
infants—another for adults, &c. In preparing it, I use all the

Liturgies and Prayer Books that are published—but shall be

most indebted to lzing’s Chapel Liturgy.”

BR. SOULE IN CONNECTICUT,

¢ Not upon us or ours the solenn angel
th evil wrought;

The funeral anthem is a glad evangel,

The good die not.”’—W mrTTIER.

Human character presents itself in various phases, and is
estimated according to the media through which it is seen.
Minor shades of difference in the estimate, are owing to the
differing circumstances under which it is rendered, or to the dis-
similar feelings by which it is prompted. Opposite opinions in
regard to its worth obtain from opposite points of view. And
that character is truly -enviable which, by the blended harmony
of its moral proportions, triumphs over the diversities naturally
influencing the judgment, and secures a general verdict in its
favor. |

If the hand of affection, in tracing a history whose subject
it reveres, may be supposed to be guided by instincts too ten-
derly interested to be impartial, it may possibly serve to miti-
gate the severity and permanence of the bias, to submit the
accordant appreciation of those who are beyond the *impeach-
ment” of the sweeter sanctities of the heart.

An acquaintance with Br. Soule, of some years’ continuance,
led us to welcome him to Connecticut as a fellow-laborer in the
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o Master’s vineyard, with more than ordinary pleasure. The So-
ciety in Hartford, for a twelvemonth, had been destitute of a
‘pastor. When their choice finally fell upon Br. Soule, we
rejoiced in their acquisition of the services of one we had so
highly esteemed; nor could we doubt that the contemplated
connection would be attended with beneficial results to the So-
ciety and to the cause in this State. It is questionable whether
there is any city in New England, where the ministry of the
various denominations embraces so much genuine talent and
scholarship as in Hartford. It consequently became a matter
of the first importance that, in such a place, Universalism should
be worthily represented. We remember with what feelings of
mutual gratulation our friends in that city spoke of the accept-
ance of their invitation; and with what sanguine confidence of
success they regarded the new ministry with which they were
to be favored. That their expectations were not realized to the
fullest extent, is not the necessary imputation of blame, since
nothing is more uncertain than human hopes. Societies are
little inclined to remember, on the settlement of a new minis-
ter, that the good they anticipate may be wholly prevented by
circumstances with which the pastor has no responsible connec-
tion; and that their own life and substance may be drawn out
by the mere removal from their midst of many, or even a fow,
of their members,

But Br. Soule’s ministry in Hartford was not one which might
be regarded as justly affording discouragement to himself, or
disappointment to his people.. During the long term of can-
didate ministration, some portions of the congregation had
become less ardent in their zeal, while there were others at least
tentporarily scattered to various places of worship. In fact,
aside from the prospect of a new minister, the Society had no
very encouraging reasons for indulging in large expectations of
success.

According to the request unanimously extended to him, Br.
Soule entered upon the duties of his office on the 11th of June,
1846. Finding, after a residence of some months, that the
situation was mutually agreeable, he was installed as pastor on
the 11th of November of the same year. This occasion wa:
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one of rare interest. Among the preachers present were Brs. «
L. C. Browne, O. A. Skinner, T. J. Greenwood, and T. B.
Thayer, the latter of whom delivered the installation sermon.
The charge was given by Br. Browne; and it may be men-
tioned here, as it was stated then, that Br. Soule had been -
twice his successor in the pastoral office—in Fort Plain and in
Troy. ’

On entering upon his work, Br. 8. could not have been very
greatly elated with the extent of his congregation. His first
sermon was preached to forty-ome, his second to sixty-four
hearers ; his last was delivered to a crowded house. It is but
just to observe that his congregations were never subsequently
so small as on the first Sabbath, with the exception of two
occasions, when the weather was severely stormy.

Br. Soule immediately applied himself to his allotted task.
He found the Sabbath School connected with the Society em-
barrassed with a debt, which it had no provision for cancelling.
He directly addressed himself to its liquidation, and the im-
provement of the general condition of the School. He assumed
the direction of its affairs, and for more than three years filled
the office of Superintendent. He was remarkably successful in
his efforts in its behalf. When he removed, the School was free
from debt, had added six hundred volumes to its library, and had
reserved funds in its treasury. In seeking the prosperity of the
Sabbath School, he felt that he was culturing the nursery from
which, in after years, the Society was to receive its most perma-
nent and useful additions; and all sacrifices to this end became
as pastimes in view of their certain compensations.

During the first winter of his residence in Hartford, he deliv-
ered a course of thirteen lectures on “ Distinctive UniversaliSm.”
These lectures were prepared with great care, and seem to have
been fully appreciated on the part of those who heard them.
“They drew forth,” writes a hearer, “large congregations
which, for character and intelligence, were without a parallel in
the history of the Society.” If there were before any doubts as
to his ability as a preacher, these lectures dissipated them.
They made an impression on the public mind which was alike
complimentary to him and beneficial to his cause.



IN CONNECTICUT. 133

Regarding stated services on week-day evenings as amply re-
munerating, in useful results to the Society, the increased labor
they irnposed upon him, he early established regular Thursday
Evening Conference meetings. They were continued until the
-winter of ’48-49, when Sunday Evening Familiar Lectures
were substituted in their place. Monthly meetings of the
Church were also held on the Friday evening previous to the
Communion Sabbath; and it became the custom, at his sug-
gestion, to take up a collection on each Communion occasion, the -
avails of which were reserved for distribution among the poor
or distressed members of the church. Another benevolent ar-
rangement he adopted, was that of having a collection taken
in the congregation on the Sunday preceding Thanksgiving ; the
funds thus raised to be expended by the pastor in providing
Thanksgiving dinners for those members of the Society or of
the Congregation, whose means were insufficient to allow them
such an annual luxury. The simple provision, carried out with
fraternal solicitude, often secured for him the satisfaction which
a poor widow’s thanks, and the joy of her little ones, only can
yield.

Passing to other scenes, it may be remarked, that in the
more welcome department of ministerial duty, sixty-two couples,
whose life-union was consummated with his aid, had occasion
to associate his name with the most pleasing remembrances;
while, in darker hours, the mourners at one hundred and twenty-
eight funerals, received from his lips effective words of instruc-
tion, solace, and hope.

In reviewing his connection with the Society, it gave him
pleasure to know that, in a respect which was particularly essen-
tial to its welfare, it had satisfactory ground for congratulation
and encouragement. “I think,” said he, in his farewell sermon,
“the pecuniary condition of the Society is more honorable than
it has been before for many years, although it has lost by death
or removal a large number of those who were here five years

0.”
agBr. Soule’s benevolent industry was not confined to the limits
of his Society. He was an active contributing member of the
Independent Order of Odd Fellows, He had for some time, the
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editorial charge of & weekly paper, published in Hartford, and
devoted to the interests of the fraternity. To the Temperance
Reform, also, he extended his ready sympathy and efficient aid.
We have heard his extemporaneous addresses in the City Hall
mentioned in terms of the highest commendation.

It is sometimes regarded as g matter of surprise that a pas-
tor’s health should fail, or that a chilling shadow should fall
upon his spirits. But the toil which.seems so trifling to others,
often becomes the continued sacrifice of constitutional vigor, or
the burden which wearies the most sanguine temperaments into
a state of gloom. Br. Soule, in some of his articles, speaks of
his sufferings in the most pathetic terms. That he should de-
termine on a change of location was natural, since it was the
only resource which remained to him ‘for the recovery of a
healthful tone of body and mind.

He appears, from the first, to have shared largely in the es-
teem of the friends in Granby. On the completion of their
house of worship, they invited him to deliver the dedicatory
discourse, He also preached the sermon on the occasion of
Br. A. L. Loveland’s installation as their pastor. And, sub-
sequently, in compliance with their urgent solicitations, he
sought repose from

¢ The insupportable fatigue of thought,”

and the multiform labors incident to a larger place, by forming
with them a temporary pastoral engagement. The merit of a
Society is not to be measured by its numerical strength, or
financial abilities. In this instance, our brother’s lot seems to
have been cast among a people singularly worthy of the affec-
tions and labors of the man and the minister. Conscions that
there is a providence in the affairs of men which we cannot
fathom, we are yet unable fully to suppress the regret that a
connection so beneficial to both parties, should so soon have
reached its conclusion.

There were several occasions on which Br. Soule visited
Middletown, which are remembered with peculiar satisfaction.
About the time of his settlement in Hartford, the Universalist

*
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Church was being organized in the former place. He was in-
vited to preach the sermon on the occasion of its public re-
cognition, July 5th, 1846. The discourse was exceedingly ap-
propriate and impressive. A lay brother, in an article pub-
lished soon after in one of our papers, wrote in these terms :—
“The Lord’s Supper was administered by Br. Boule to the
new church. During all the exercises the most profound silence
prevailed. The discourse was listened to with close attention.
The occasion was one of the most solemn I ever witnessed ;e
both minister and people seemed deeply affected. Methinks it
was one of those foretastes of heaven which frail man is per-
mitted to enjoy here below.”

The succeeding year, the State Convention held its session in
Middletown. Br. Soule delivered the Annual Sermon. It
was a very masterly exhibition of the leading principles of our
doctrine, and gave great satisfaction to all who heard it. In
the summer of 1851, the Hartford County Association met in
the same place, at which he was also present, and gave two’
very interesting and excellent discourses. Two other sermons
were preached by Br. Turner; and both of these heralds of
love and truth now mingle with the “innumerable assembly ”
in heaven. At that time, Br. Soule had resided some few
months in Granby. As genial and welcome as he had been
before regarded as a guest, his society on this visit afforded the
mempbers of our household unwonted and superior pleasure. In
his new home he had found improved health—he had drank in
gladness of spirit from a communion with nature in her rural
phase, and he brought to us a chastened cheerfulness his pre-
sence had never before imparted. The memory of that visit is
among the most pleasant which our heart has treasured. It
was the last time we ever saw him ; and we are thankful for
the sweet impressions by which it has hallowed his name in
our remembrance. That such companionship might long last,
were too much to expect from earth: that they will be resumed,
constitutes one of the attractions of the world to come.

It is one of the chief excellences of our holy religion, that it
extracts good from the ministry of evil, and fastens in the mind
convictions of beauty and blessings which shall never perish.
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Under its influence, the “ the furnace of affliction” radiates ge-
nial light. So has a bereft spirit found sustaining hope, while
the touching utterances of its widowed grief have lent vigor to
the vutue, and solace to the sorrows, of a thousand hearts.
T. P. AsELL,
Middletown, Conn.

THE LITURGY.

The subject of a Liturgy was one that had engaged the seri-
ous attention of my husband for many years, and in which both
mind and heart were warmly interested. Deeply imbued himself
with devotional feelings, and realizing from experience that their
legitimate exercise was ever attended with most sanctifying
spiritual influences, he was anxious that the services of the sanc-
‘tuary, whose avowed object is to assist the soul in its devotions,
should be conducted in that way which would best subserve that
end. Persons too often attend church merely to hear, whereas
they should not only hear, but feel; they should not only be
acted upon, but act. The minister reads, prays, preaches ; the
choir sing; the congregation sit or stand—mute spectators.
Not that they never feel, not that their spirits never breathe
touching responses, not that * acceptable worship” never ascends
from repentant hearts—all this is undoubtedly true of some
each Sabbath, but would not a service in which preacher and
people should doth unite, not only in spirit but in form, be a
healthful and beautiful aid to the devotions of each soul?
‘Would it not tend to bring the two into.closer, dearer, holier
affinity ; would it not bind all as with a living nerve, linking
them not only to ‘each other by the most sensitive relations,
but sending them as with a common heart, to the altar of their
God? Would not such a service tend to concentrate the
thoughts and feelings more intensely upon the objects of reli-
gious worship, and would not such concentration be a healthy
and refreshing effort to the soul ; would it not deepen, strengthen,
multiply its devotional feelings, drawing it nearer the Father
and the Son, and baptizing it with holiness? These and kindred
questions -he had carefully and prayerfully considered, and at
length confidently answered in the affirmative.
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His last labor in a literary line ere he left me, was the pre-
paration of so much of 3 Liturgy as would serve to conduct
the ordinary public services, and never did I see him happier
than while so engaged. I can never forget the evening we sat
together reading the proof. His feelings became so intensely
engaged, that he almost forgot where he was, reading with as
much fervor and solemnity as though engaged in the services
of the sanctuary. I can hear his voice even now in the still
night hour, as reading in the prayer for the Clergy and the
People, “ and that they may truly please thee, pour upon them
the continual dew of thy blessing,” he exclaims *that is beau-
tiful! touchingly beautiful!” And the last evening we ever
spent together lost half its sadness, from the pleasant circum-
stance that we were engaged till a late hour in reading the
“Liturgy of the Church of Messiah,” and so arranging the
neat books that they might be safely carried to the expectant
people. ‘

I regret exceedingly that the sermon which he preached in
Lyons on the afternoon of his first Sabbath ministrations, was
not written out fully; as among kindred topies of considera-
tion, he devotes some corisiderable space to the Liturgy. Igive
that part of it which relates to this subject, pretty much as I
find it in the manuscript. The thoughtful reader can easily
carry out the suggestions.

“And I remark, in the first place, that you have sent for
me to assist in sustaining the ordinances of Christianity,in their
primal integrity and beauty. There are two hurtful extremes
into which men run—all form or none at all. It seems hardly
possible for some men to think of religion, to have any distinct
conception of it, except as it is shrouded in symbols. To their
apprehension, religion' is summed up in credal forms, liturgies,
and sacraments. Every opinion is a formula; every duty is

red in a ceremony, or imaged in a saint. Personal freedom,
individual conscience, is submerged in the unalterable rituals
of the church—and the acceptable piety consists in the hearty
reception and observance of these ecclesiastic prescriptions.
This is one extreme ; and it cannot fail to exercise an influence,
in many regards, unfavorable to the spiritual growth of men.
It is conservatism crystallized ; and all hope of actual religious
progress, from that source, is forever cut off.
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“ Another class of minds push to the other extreme, and
unwisely attempt to repudiate all formalities, all liturgic pre-
scriptions, With them religion lies in a personal consciousness
and a corresponding outward morality. Everything must be
spontaneous at the time. They have no patience with religious
ceremony, They want originality and variety. They cannot
see any devotion in a prayer, unless it bubbles freshly up out
of the soul at the moment of its utterance. Hence the Lord’s
Prayer is effete and dull, having passed through the printer’s
hands, and been repeated by human lips more than eighteen
hundred years. Some of this class will not even attend upon
the adminjstration of the Lord’s Supper, because it is a cere-
mony, and they cannot see any personal religion in forms.
Yet, paradoxical as it may seem, these abolitionists of all
Christian forms are themselves among the rigidest formalists
in the world. They are even formal in their repudiation of
forms, You will see one sect, for example, that deny the reli-
gious utility of all forms, who are yet the most formal of men.
They think architecture has no business with religion ; so they
formally build all their houses of worship in the most simple
. and unmeaning style, without convenience, and utterly unattrac-

tive to the eye or heart. They introduce likewise, a religious
significance into their dress, and thus carry forms into their
daily life, so as to obtrude their religion upon the attention of
.every beholder.” Moreover, their posturesin church are always
formally the same; and wherever you see them, you will ob-
serve the presiding and predominant influence of formalism.

“The truth is, life itself is but a great Liturgy, and every
man is a formalist. The business man has his forms—the
farmer has his forms—the lawyer—the physician—the me-
chanic, &c.

¢ The little child even has its liturgy—its symbols, &ec.

“Social life is all made up of forms—the shaking of
hands—the bow—the knock at the door—the parental kiss on
the lip of the child, &e.

“ Now we have our forms : our religion has its liturgy ; but
you will see that it is not such as to infringe on the proper per-
sonal consciousness and moral freedom of the soul, It leads us
neither to the one or the other extreme to which I have alluded.
It is but the soul’s helper in its hour of worship.

« Objection.—Forms soon become familiar and lose their
interest.

“ Answer.—1. The interest of novelty may give place to the
interest of feeling. Instance the shaking of hands—the mother
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kissing her child—reading the Bible—do these forms from the
great Liturgy of Life lose aught of their interest because of
daily occurrence ? .

“®. There is no avoiding forms. As a denomination we have
always had a Liturgy, though it has not heretofore been written.
‘We have a form of prayer, even when it is extemporaneous—
not strictly a denominational one, perhaps, yet every preacher
has a form peculiar to himself. Every Church, let it repudiate
forms as it will, has and must have a form for conducting publie
worship,” &c.

“ Advantages of o Liturgy.

1. It exerts a hallowing influence upon us from its venerable
associations. Its prayers have come down from the earliest
times of the Church—repeated by the lips of the good men of
other ages, &c. Here give the origin of many of its forms
and speak of the simple and affecting beauty of its prayers.

2. It renders worship interesting and profitable by making
the congregation assist the minister in its performance—gives a
social character to worship—kindles devotional interests in the
hearts of the people—baptizes their spirits in the rain of grace
—binds them together with superhuman ties—draws them with
resistless yet holy influences to the Father—while Christ is
taken to their bosoms as an Elder Brother, and Heaven longed
for as the Home of all, &ec.

¢ 3. The strong and ardent attachment which grows up around
a Liturgy, binding us to duty and to God. e holiest asso-
ciations speedily grow up around it—the parent and child use
the same form of service—the members of the family though
separated, &c. This attachment cannot be broken off—it is
linked to the soul by the holiest and most enduring of ties—it
will exist while life does—yes, and be one of the most beauti-
ful memories we carry to Heaven, &ec.

“ How beautiful, how impressive, how imposing the scene of
worship in the temple—pastor and people with one heart, one
voice, casting their sins on the Mercy-Seat, and praying to be
forgiven—offering up their thanksgivings and asking ¢the con-
tinual dew of God’s blessing !’ . _

“ Yes, the time is not distant when we shall become strongly
attached to the ¢ Liturgy of the Church of Messiah:’ next to
the Bible, it will be the most precious thing in the world.”

ONE MONTH IN LYONS.

On the last day of the year, 1851, my husband parted from
his family and journeyed towards his new home. This is no
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placo to record that parting scene, and yet I cannot forbear to
say that never was there such inexpressible and touching ten-
derness in his leave-taking as then. It is only for three
months,” whispered he to me, about an hour ere he left—
‘“only three months and then I'll come for you.” Little did
he think that in one month from that self same hour, the sun
should shine upon his grave! ButIam anticipating. Never
was he in better health than on that morning, never were his
hopes so strong, his anticipations so brilliant as then. On his
way to Lyons, he stopped over one day in Fort Plain to enjoy
a visit with his esteemed friend and brother Rev. A. B. Grosh.
“ Never,” says the same, “did I see him in better health—in
greater spirits—never so freely joyous in speaking of his plans
and prospects, as during the past New Year's day he spent
with me here.”

He arrived in Lyons on the second of January, and became
an inmate of Hon. L. Sherwood’s hospitable mansion, a home
which not only sheltered him during the few days of health
which he enjoyed, but likewise through all the stages of one
of the most repulsive and terrific diseases to which humanity
is subject. May God reward them for their kindness to the
stranger who came to them only to sicken and die. On the
fifth, he wrote to me, detailing a pleasant journey, beautiful
memories of a happy New Year day, the interesting and deeply
impressive services of the Sabbath, the high hopes of his new
parishioners, and his own earnest prayers that their joint labors
might be crowned with success. His health was good, and but
for his anxiety *about his loved ones, far away,” he should be
happy.

Both discourses on his first Sabbath in Lyons were devoted
to the consideration of the mutual duties that devolve upon
pastor and people; the text, Acts x. 29. “I ask, therefore, for
what intent ye have sent for me.” The first was fully written,
and I present it:

. “My Breraren :—I thank you for the confidence you have
" reposed in me—for the confidence you have shown in my
ability and fitness as a minister of the gospel. I thank you for
the cordial partiality you have expressed to me personally, in
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sending for me to become your pastor, to take up my abode
among you, and share your religious fortunes in this mortal
life. It is fitting I should thus, as I am about to enter upon the
responsible duties to which you have called me, express the
grateful emotions which your Christian behavior has excited in
my bosom. While I fully apprehend the onerous character of
the duties to which your election introduees me; while at the
same time I might have gone where I should have realized a
considerably larger pecuniary return from the functions of my
office ; I still feel that I have ample reasons to thank you, as 1
now do, both for the high consideration you have shown to-
wards myself, and the persevering interest you have exhibited
in the best cause in the world.

““Yet you have not sent for me solely on the grounds of per-
sonal regard to myself. You have had other ends in view. You
have been moved by considerations of a religious kind. In the
good will you have shown me, there blends the ardent hope of
religious good, of spiritual welfare. 1 do not suppose, that all
these exertions—all these initial labors—all this matter of ex-
pense—are made on my account alone; they have a higher
meaning, a nobler significance than simple personal favor. I
am glad they have; for they ought to have, and would not
be worth much if they had not; and yet I say, I thank you for
the responsible and happy relations into which your favorable
election has brought us—relations, which I hope in God may
prove as permanent as they are to-day felicitous.

¢ But, my Brethren, you have sent for me; and now I ask
for what end? You have called me, and I have come; why
have I come? What is the good which you hope to achieve
by the connection which is this day consummated between us?
Why have you urged, in words of so much warmth, that I
should become your pastor? What is the work I have come
to do? What is the work you have to do? These are ques-
tions, as I conceive, which it will be both proper and profitable
for us to consider, and to consider at this time,-in order that
we may distinctly and fully understand each other as minister
and parish, as pastor and people; and thus more happily and
effectively do the great business we have before us. I shall
therefore in the most plain and familiar manner, in the two dis-
courses of to-day, endeavor-to answer the questions,just now
submitted.

“In prosecuting this design, I remark, in the first place, that
you have sent for me to preach the Gospel. To preach the sim-
ple Gospel—the glorious Gospel of the blessed God. Not the *
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limiting creeds of men; not the decisions of councils, where
passion has swayed, where bigotry has blinded and sad imper-
fections marred, where majorities, however obtained, determine
what the human soul shall believe, or what shall be its destiny.
It is from higher authority that my doctrines are to be drawn;
. from the word of Him who made the soul itself, and who
knoweth all that it is, and all that it needs. What the Holy
Bible teaches, that I am to speak to you with whatever ability
I possess, Its sublime annunciations of God—its awful exhibi-
tions of His majesty—its affecting representations of His pater-
nity—its sweet assurances of His mercy that endureth forever
—itg corrective utterances of His justice—its averwhelming
proofs of His boundless goodness and everlasting love ;—its
promises which abide throughout all generations, and in their
. glorious issues stretch out to the consummation of all things;
—its-threatenings against sin and every work of evil, that are
ever swift and sure, coming as vengeance tempered with the
benignity of Heaven ;—its Divine Savior who spake as never
man spake ;» whose office and whose work relate to every crea-
ture, that his salvation may be to the ends of the earth ; whose
cross is the centre and hope and light of the world ; and whose
triumph is finally to be the jubilation of the purified and happy
universe ;—its faith, hope and charity, that triple chain which
sweetly links man to God and Heaven;—its universal and
special laws of life ;—its simple yet sublime duties for the head,
the heart, and the hands ;—its pathetic portrayals of sympathy
for the suffering—its blessed consolations for the sorrowing—
its dear, its glorious resurrection for the dying. With such a
ministry, humnan nature is to be respected even while it is
reproved for its errors. Its virtues need to be honored and
encouraged ; its holy pattern of Christ to be perpetually held
up for study and imitation ;—the benignant Father as the
exhaustless source of blessing and hope. In a word, the
universal religion of the Bible is to be the object of my study
and the theme of my discourse, that I may, by God’s grace,
help you and this community make it to yourselves a joy and

* a profit.

g In illustrating and enforcing the doctrines of this religion,
you will expect me to lay all departments of knowledge within
my rehch under contribution. hatever speaks of God in the
world of matter or the world of mind; whatever proclaims
His laws and their wise and unerring operations; whatever
exhibits the great and instructive lessons of His providence,
from the aboriginal* denizens in Eden, through all the oscilla-
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tions of human history to the last born .hour; these will be
legitimate subjects of public ministrations, and will be profit-
able unto the edification of the heart and life.

“You know that 1 do not come here with a limiting creed in
my hands that will circumsecribe all the motions of my intellect
and heart. 1 do not stand here as the representative of a
crystallized set of opinions, born at Nice or at Dort, and erim-
soned with the blood of St. Bartholomew’s day or of Michael
Servetus. The creed I have for your faith is the Bible, the
Bible interpreted by the best light we can gain. It is faith in
that Book, in the doctrines therein recorded which God has
spoken out of Heaven to His children on earth, that 1 shall
preach to you and this people. I shall invite you to Calvary,
to the foot of the Cross—that affecting symbol of God's holy
promise to every man; not to Rome, with its hierarchy, its
traditions, and its plenary indulgences; not to Geneva, with its
¢ comfortable’ decrees of election and eternal reprobation; not
to Wurtemburg, with its one idea of ¢justification by faith;’
not to Philadelphia, with its inner light and repudiation of
forms. All these unquestionably have much that is good in
them, much that is'drawn from the sacred records, and is pro-
fitable unto men; but I shall invite you back of these to Sinai
and Calvary, to the teachings of God and Christ, and they upon
whom their inspiration fell. In them centre all our interests
and cur hopes, and to them it shall be our earnest prayer, and
our daily labor, that we may all rejoicingly come.

“l am aware that our interpretation of the Bible is here a
comparatively novel thing. The people know but little of it.
To believe, they must first be instructed. The evidences of our
religion must be laid before them. The proofs of God’s good-
ness must be carried home to those who are daily but unsus-
pectingly living on that goodness. The Bible must be familiarly
explained. Much must be done in the way of expository preach-
ing; the difficult must be made plain and the rough smooth.
And to these labors I shall endeavor to devote as much time
and strength as they shall seem to require, both in the village
and the vicinity around us. But to do this work effectually, I
shall need not only your sympathy, but your active co-opera-
tion. In spreading abroad ‘the faith once delivered to the
saints,’ in making men acquainted with our holy religion, and
exciting their interest in it—outside of our place of worship,
iYlou may do as much, and even more than myself. [ will not stop

ere to plead with you to come to the work, for if I may judge
from the past, I have only to invite you to the labor, and point
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out the way, and you will zealously engage in it, which I will
do at the service for the afternoon.

“] will remark here, that, since we have set ourselves up as
a church, we must maintain the stand we have taken. It
is too late now for the second thought; we cannot retreat or
give way ; we cannot yield our ground for any thing human.
The work is begun and must be achieved. There is no such
thing as failure; there are no conditions in the case, except
those appointed of Heaven. The object we have set our heart
on—if we will have it, we shall have it. Will we have it, my
brethren ?—as surely as Heaven helps the good and well-de-
termined intentions of His children, our prayer and labor shall
be answered.

“You have sent for me to stand here in defense of the gos-
pel. I hope that no necessity will arise from the behavior of
our Christian brethren, which shall call for much of this kind of
work. It is not desirable business, and certainly there can be
little pleasure in it. I could wish there would be none of it re-
quired. But if occasion demand it, I promise you, that, God
willing, I shall be here and prepared for the necessity that shall
be laid upon me. We pray that we may be saved from all
enemies; but if the enemy ¢omes, we shall not forsake our
altar, nor quietly stand by and see it desecrated. I am a man
of peace—but not a man of peace at the expense of truth and
freedom. Conscience, duty, everything forbids me to be silent,
when the cause I most love is publicly abused and trodden
under foot of men. No soldier of the Cross, especially no true
soldier of the Cross, will do that.

“] must be allowed to say a few words about the advocacy
of morality, which would hardly be necessary after what has
been said; if as religionists we were not unkindly and bitterly
misrepresented in this regard. The impression prevails in com-
munities like yours, that in our ministrations, both in the pulpit
and out of it, we give license to sin and unblushingly encousgge
wickedness ; that our preaching may all be summed up in the
saying—* all men will be saved, therefore go and sin as much
as you please.” Now, my brethren, it is for no such unhallowed
purpose that you have sent for me. I have not come to give
sanction to any course of wrong, to utter the faintest encourage-
ment to vice and wickedness. Our religion has no blessing for
sin, no reward for crime. It has no method of cheating justice
or defrauding right. It does not allow its minister to proclaim
bounties for iniquity, nor to utter the cry of peace where dwell
falsehood and deceit. Hence vice will find in your pastor no
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apologist ; he will not stand here to tamper with the sacred de-
mands of virtue and holiness upon the human soul. He must
either depart from the letter and spirit of his religion, or he
must preach the strictest and highest personal and social mo-
rality the world has ever known ;—for it is certain that no reli-
gionist ever made such exhaustive demands upon the duties
and virtues of the soul, as Jesus Christ. And it is his ethics
that I am to preach to this people. It is what he enjoins upon
the man, concerning the condition of both the inner and outer
life, not simply in the seasons and places of worship, but in the
whole phenomena of existence, wherever the man dwells or
holds intercourse with his fellow men.

 And let me say here, that I donot conceive that you have sent
for me to be the scape-goat of yoursins. You will not ask, you
will not expect—knowing as you do what our religion is, and -
how large are the claims it makes upon us for morality, virtue,
uprightness—you will not. expect me to be more lenient and
apologetic towards your faults, than I shall be towards the errors
and mischief of others. You would not thank me to be so, nay
I should rapidly sink in your esteem, I should cease to exert the
proper office of the minister, if I should cowardly slide away
from the open, manly, and patient rebuke of your sins and
short-comings as a people. Believe me, God helping me, I
shall never desecrate the office to which you have called me,
through that weakness. But then I shail study to do every
thing according to the Christian rule—that is, to do it in love.

¢ ] have said that you have sent for me to preach the gospel ;
the question is here pertinent, ‘but to whom am I to preach
it? Evidently enough you have not got me here to teach
your neighbors and friends alone, though you would be happy
to have them share in the benefits of the instruction here given;
but you have persuaded me to come to preach the. gospel to
you. Itis with you and for you that I am to labor. But in
order that I may do this, you see you have an important duty
to perform—you must regularly, faithfully, devoutly, and
prayerfully attend upon those ministrations. I say you have a
duty in the case; for I hold that it is your religious duty, it is
every man’s duty, to publicly worship his Maker, and study to
learn and do His will. You will always expect to see me in
the pulpit on the proper days of worship, and prepared with a
lesson for you; shall I expect too much to look for your pre-
sence in your seats, to join me in the delightful and hallowing
service which our Heavenly Father has graciously enjoined upon
His children. Men should go to church to worship, and not

7
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simply to be pleased. And I hope, my brethren, that you will
faithfully come around the altar which our religion has now set
up in this lovely village, because you love God whose holy
shrine it is; and delight in His service because it is His; be-
cause you love the truth and will seek it, and all its saving in-
fluences, with the whole heart; and not barely because you are
drawn hither by the eloquent speech or engaging manner with
which you may clothe the minister. In a word, I trust, you
will come to church to worship with me as well as to hear me.
And since you have elected me your minister, you will be my
people, whose happy faces I shall gladly see, and whose voices
shall mingle with mine in the anthem, the hymn and the prayer,
as the sweet sacrifice whose incense swells to Heaven !

“If we mean to make our religion a blessing to ourselves;
if we mean to see it filling the hearts and homes of this com-
munity with its divine light and holy peace, we must honor its
worship—we must attend upon its sacred ministrations. God
blesses those who, by seeking and obeying the truth, bless them-
selves, Your minister can do little or nothing without you:
but if both are heartily united, and work together with com-
mendable zeal, every reasonable success must be achieved.”

On the 12th of January, my husband wrote to me again. This
letter being the last he ever wrote, and with the exceptions of
two brief records in his diary, the last writing he ever penned,
1 conquer the feelings that have prevented me from inserting his
previous ones to myself, and sacred as it is to me, transcribe
nearly all of it.

“My Dzear Wire,—You cannot easily imagine how my heart
sunk within me, when the mail failed on Saturday evening to
bring me a message from you. It is now twelve days since I
left home, and I have heard nothing from you. I trust you did
not wait the reception of my letter before writing. I hope to
be blest with one to-night. I pray you not to keep me more
than a week without intelligence from home—for the time seems
very long when absent from both wife and babies. I know you
must have written last week, but write again immediately on
the reception of this. My heart is getting impatient. The day
will be an age and the night have no end till I hear from you.
It is strange how mysteriously the destiny of two beings has
become blended.

“As you may well suppose, I have been very busy since my
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letter to you—forming acquaintances, making calls, preparing
lectures, and running about the town. Yet you may be as-
sured, you and the little ones have filled a large place in my
thoughts, and have excited a good deal of solicitude in my feel-
ings. My heart is with you even in the midst of my busiest
scenes, * * %

“ My good health still continues. I hope you will be careful
of yours, and that you and thechildren will escape all sickness.
And don’t you work too hard : get along with just as little la-
bor as you can, and if possible recruit your physique. I wish
you were as strong as I feel. It would give me unspeakable
pleasure to see you healthful, fresh, and vigorous. If we only
could have perfect health, we should enjoy life much better in
poverty than we could in the midst of plenty. The more I see
of human life, the more I am convinced of this great truth.
Since my own restoration to health, I find a sensible improve-
ment in the ease and equanimity of my spirits, which will, I
hope, prove to your comfort and advantage. Since our happi-
ness is so much dependent upon each, I hope also that you will
more sweetly and deeply move me by the constant and more
sensible actiyity of your affections. Do not fear showing your
love too tenderly and warmly. I confess I am extremely sensi-
tive to demonstrations of vital and tender affection. You can
do almost what you please with me through the agency of that
kind of influence or power. I pray you, for the sake of your
own happiness, even more than for my own, that you will throw
off all restraining diffidence, and use it freely and fully—use it
to a much greater extent than you have ever hitherto done.
We are happy now; but do you not think we can thus intensify
our happiness even to unspeakable felicity? If I appear cold
at any time, you know how to kindle my feelings in a moment
into the liveliest flame—one dear tenderness—one sweet exhi-
bition of affection—and I am completely under your control.
My dear wife, I do hope you will evermore exercise freely and
fully this high and beautiful and blessed privilege of your sex
and your relation to your devoted husband. I feel it will in-
crease and intensify the pleasures of your life. Need I say
more ?—can I say more?

«“ Well, I did not think to run into this train of remark when
I began this letter ; but it is the frank revelation of my whole
heart : I hope you will appreciate me, and that it will do us
both good. Do you not believe it will? 'When you write, tell
me how it appears to your own mind and feelings.

“Things here proceed thus far as well as could reasonably
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be anticipated : our audiences yesterday were much larger than
on the preceding Sunday, and our service better performed. It
is very impressive.

“ To-morrow evening, ] am going out some five or six miles
to preach in a school-house. e next day the ladies’ Sewing
8ociety holds its meeting, at which of course I must be present.
The families I have become acquainted with are very pleasant,
and seem much devoted to the good cause. Mr. Sherwood
thinks a deep interest is being awakened in behalf of our move-
ment here, and his heart is made joyful by it. A large number
of persons attended my lecture last evening, and gave the most
undivided attention.

] hope you will read the Scriptures at the table in the morn-
ing, and have the children recite the Lord’s prayer at night. I
propose, when we get settled in vur new home, that we intro-
duce some improvements into the economy of our domestic life.
I have been thinking much during the past week of our domestic
concerns—something of which I hinted in my first letter—but
more of which we must talk over and act upon, when we meet.
1 hope you will excel me in the endeavor after more intense and
palpable forms of happiness. I assure you that much lies with
you, though I purpose not to be deficient in any duty which
shall contribute to the welfare of ourselves and children. Iam
sure you will not only reciirocam, but will lead off in the way
of perfecting our joys and the welfare of our household.

“] now intend to be home on Zuesday evening, the 30th day
of March. I would leave a week or two earlier, but I have now
begun a course of twelve lectures, and they cannot be finished
till Sunday evening, March 28th. A long time before I can see
you, but perhaps it is all for the best. Yet of one thing I am
quite certain—when we get together agair, I do not think we
will soon get separated as we now are; God knows I love my
family too well to be happy anywhere without them. I will
confess the truth, that since our marriage I have suffered more
in the little I have been separated from you than in all other
things put together. More? yes indeed, a thousand times
more. God-has so made me that I can find my happiness no-
where in this world but in you and our children. The cheerful-
ness with which you fulfil the duties of the wife, has made you
dearer to my affection than you ever were before our nuptials.
And so to be away from you makes me miserable. 1 have
tried all my philosophy against it, but it is vain—I am mise-
rable. You are thus becoming more and more a part of
myself, without the presence of which life is dreary and bitter.
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Your kindness and indulgence, so unqualified and unreserved,
make me feel to the very oentre of my being, that the principal
object of your life is to make me happy—and that to accom-
plish that object you are willing to do anything which it is in
{our power to do. 1 have never said so much to you before, C.,
ut I have long felt it, and now feel it more deeply and strongly
than any human words can express. Oh! C., what infinite obli--
gations of love do you lay me under—the source of the better
half of the happiness of my life—tell me how I can give you
equal proof of my love to you and it shall be done. You have
only to continue to use the wife’s prerogatlve without limit, to.
make me the happiest man living, * * * #
“l ut in some brief notes to the children—kiss them all for
}l)want to hear how they progress in the school—how you
get along alone—I want to know all about you. I have a thou-
sand things rushing into my head and heart, which I want to
write to you—but I must defer them. Bless' me, I had no idea
my letter was so long—but you like long letters!
“You must strive to be just as happy as possible, and God
be with thee, my wife and babes, till we meet.
As ever, affectionately,
Your Hussaxp.

When my husband left me, he assured me that I should re-
ceive a letter every Thursday. On the first and second Thurs-
days in January, I received the letters of which I have spoken.
On the third, I confidently looked for one, but to my surprise
was disappointed. But Saturday’s mail will surely bring it,
said I; and, though somewhat sad, had yet no anxieties. But
1 was again disappointed. Yet, as my papers assured me that
in consequence of the violent storms the western mails were
nearly all deranged, I attributed to that cause, and no other, my
second disappointment. No thought of sickness or sorrow had
yet troubled me, though my heart was very lonely. “On
Monday evening, when very calm, I was overpowered with a
feeling of sadness, for which I could not account. [ seemed at
once to be sitting in the shadow of a cloud, dark as midnight;
longing, yet dreading to have it roll away, as though I dimly
conjectured, there might be sunshine hidden by it, and there
might be blacker darkness. I went to my Bible for comfort—
(the lesson for the night, and very appropriately too, it after-
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wards seemed—was Matthew xxvi.) But the feeling grew
upon me till it seemed to be wearing my spirit, or calling it
gently but firmly out of the flesh. I could not resist it, but
was forced to yield to it. I did not weep; I felt no desire to
weep; but seemed, 80 to speak, to revel in melancholy.
Whence was it? What mysterious beings we are!” I have
transcribed this extract from the first of the two letters I ad-
dressed my husband—alas! after he was already dead! Letit
pass without comment.

On the following Tuesday and Thursday, I as confidently as
before looked for a message, but on both evenings I was doomed
to disappointment. Space is too precious to occupy it with the
record of my own feelings, yet bear with me while I say, that
had my heart known on Thursday night the solemn truth that
he I loved was even then passing away, it could scarcely have
endured an agony more intense and harrowing. The agony of
suspense was there—how soon followed by the agony of reality.
On Friday morning at an early hour a letter was handed to me.
It was from Lyons I saw at a glance, and the same glance told
me it was not from Aim. ¢ Anything but death,” cried my soul
as ] tore it open; “anything but that!” He was not dead!
He was dead! Even then the grave was closing over his
corpse ! :

The letter was written on the Monday evening previous,
January 26th, and was substantially thus:—“ On Tuesday,
January 13th, Mr. Soule was taken unwell, and continued to
grow worse until the Saturday thereafter, when it was discov-
ered that his disease was the smallpox. The eruption then
began to appear, and it is now at its full height. He has every
prospect of doing well, and from all appearance now will soon
recover. He is attended by one of our most skillful physi-
cians, who says the case looks very favorable, and that unless
the irritative fever runs very high there will be no danger.
Mr. Soule requests me to say to you, not to be alarmed on his
account, as he thinks he shall be able to write to you in a few
days” * % * %

On Saturday evening I received a second letter, under date

28th :—* His disease has turned, and his physician thinks he
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has passed through the most dangerous stage of it, and that he
will soon recover. He is evidently getting better, and says he
feels very comfortable now, and wishes his friends to give them-
selves no uneasiness on his account. * * * * | will write you
again by day after to-morrow, and by which time I am in hopes
he will be beyond all ordinary danger.” ,

On the following Tuesday evening I received a third letter,
under date 30th. I extract two paragraphs:

¢ At nine o’clock on the evening of the 28th inst., when my
last communication to you was written, we all believed your
dear husband was in a fair way of recovery from his terrible
and since fatal disease. His attending physician, a man emi-
nent in his profession, was then by, and gave me, as I have no
doubt, sincerely and honestly, the assurances I then expressed.
But during the night of the 28th, and the next morning, the
irritative fever attendart upon his disease seemed to be exhaust-
ing his physical powers; and he seemed much weaker than he
had appeared the day and evening previous; and during yes-
terday and last'evening, all medical means known to his attend-
ing physician, and to those called in counsel, were made use of
to sustain him: and even until nine o’clock and after, last
evening, there were still hopes of his recovery. He then com-
plained of being weak, but expressed himself free from all
pain. I at this time wrote a description of his situation to send
you, but as our mail did not leave until this morning, I have
withheld sending it.

“ About ten o’clock last evening it was discovered that he
continued to sink down, notwithstanding all the efforts of his
medical attendants; and he from that time failed rapidly, until
about half-past one o’clock this morning, when his spirit left for
a higher and better world !”

From the letter in which were given all the particulars of the
illness from its first symptom to its fatal termination, I make
the following extracts:

“ A proper place was selected in the village cemetery south
of this place, and his remains were decently and properly
interred, between eight and nine o’clock in the morning on
which he died. No funeral services were had at his grave, but
many an anxious, contrite and humble heart, bowed with deep
humility before the Throne of the Most High, while the grave
closed over his remains.”
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“Mr. Soule was, during the whole time of his sickness, and
up to the hour of his death, conscious of all that was passi
around him, It is true, that until the morning of*the 29th he
had strong hopes of his recovery ; still, he would many times
express himself as doubtful how his disease might terminate :
and the only anxiety he expressed concerning it, was for you
and the dear babes he should leave behind him. He did not
at any time express any fears or anxiety on his own account,
and he frequently expressed to me, while I was with him, that
he had no fears of death; and had, for himself alone, no
anxiety how his disease should terminate. He was a great
sufferer, in his body, during most of his sickness. But no
murmur at his situation or suffering was known to escape his
lips.

ke It was remarked by all who saw him, and who attended
upon him at any time during his confinement, that he seemed
to bear his sickness, severe and trying as it was, with more
than human patience and fortitude, and gave a triumphant ex-
ample of the sustaining power of his faith, under all the trying
circumstances which he passed through. He seemed to become
warmly attached to all the servants who were ‘around him, and
particularly to the man whom I had procured to nurse and
take care of him, after 1 was obliged to resign him into other
hands. He said to his nurse on the morning of the 29th, that
he thought he was sinking and should not recover.

“ From that time he was perfectly aware of his danger, and
as the day wore away he seemed conscious that his hour was
fast approaching. He })rayed frequently during®his sickness ;
and during the 29th he frequently, as I am informed, offered up
his whole heart and soul, in secret prayer, to his God. Once
he prayed audibly during that eventful day. If he was elo-
quent in the full hour of his strength, O how much more eloquent
must he have been in that lone chamber, with only one earthly
attendant for a listener, when those lips called upon his God,
not only to bless and protect the widow and the fatherless
children whom he should leave, but also to bless and protect
the family with whom he lived, his friends, attendants, and all
who were in sickness and adversity, and finally, the whole
world of mankind. Such a prayer, in such an hour, must have
been eloquent beyond description. And who can doubt that
such a prayer was acceptable at the Throne of the Most High?
‘Who can doubt that it will in due time be answered, in the full
sense in which it was made? As the night advanced, he grew
weaker, and about the hour of midnight he became unable to .
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speak. His last audible words were for the Divine blessing
upon you and his dear children. After the power of audible
speech departed, he seemed to be engaged in prayer to the last
moment of his conscious existence.

“Thus died our dear and beloved Pastor and friend, and we
claim to sympathize and mourn with you, in this our sad and
mutual bereavement.”

Thus died he, to love whom was my life ; thus died the father
of my five little ones;—no friend beside him, no place upon
his lips where one could press a kiss. Life has its mysteries,
and this is one.

¢ With silence only as their benediction,
God’s angels come

‘Where, in the shadow of a great aflictio
™ The soul 8its dumb.”. i

¢ Yet would we say, what every heart approveth,
Our Father’s will,
Calling to him the dear ones whom he loveth,
Is mercy still.”

PERSBONAL RECOLLECTIONS,

Mrs. Caroline A. Soule :

My Dzar Sister,—I am happy to comply with your request
that I would give you a letter of recollections of your departed
husband. If you experience as much melancholy satisfaction
in reading it, as I do in inditing it, I shall be amply recompensed
for my sadly pleasant labor. My earliest knowledge of him
was in 1837, at Clinton. We were both students of the Insti-
tute and boarders with Br. S. R. Smith. Both of us had pre-
viously attended the school, and probably a part of the same
term ; but with no commen boarding-place or recitations we
had formed no acquaintance. Br. Smith’s family at that time
numbered Br. Griswold and several other students, beside us.
Brs. Griswold, Soule and myself were all orphans; the first was
motherless, all were fatherless, and the last two mainly de
pendent upon their ewn earnings for the means of advancement.
All of us were members of the same literary society, and with
another congenial spirit, we conducted a written periodical which

8%
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was read weekly before the pupils of the male department of
the Institute, when assembled for composition and declamation.
All of us also rejoiced in a common faith, and thus good will
insensibly grew up between us, while mutual confidence and
love shed a mild, benignant radiance around. In the language
of one of our number, ‘there we enjoyed a communion sealed
by no interest save the gratification of the voluntary -throes of
willing hearts bound with indissoluble ties, and unbiased by
any prejudice save that which undissembled friendship and re-
_ciprocal esteem always bring.”

Br. Soule, as & man and a schelar, and morally, socially, in-
tellectually and in every respect, stood high in the estimation
of those connected with the Institute and of his acquaintances
in Clinton. His efforts, through the paper with which he was
connected, to suppress profanity among the students, which
were not entirely unsuccessful, and his uncompromising warfare
against vice in all its forms, regardless of all considerations of
mere personal policy, displayed that noble frankness, earnest-
ness, sincerity and purity which were conspicuous both in his
manner and matter in maturer life. He was an indefatigable
student, and while there improved greatly, and obtained an en-
viable distinction; and if there were any who were his superiors
or equals, they were few indeed. His essay on Happiness
founded on Moral and Intellectual Improvement, delivered at
the Annual Exhibition in 1837, and published in the “ Magazine
and Advocate,” and sundry articles of which he was the author,
which appeared in that paper during that and subsequent years,
over the signature of Iota, evinced no common order of talents.

During his connection with the Institute, he was one of the
most active and efficient members of that then and still flourish-
ing society, the Philotimian, mentioned in his “ Biography of
Griswold,” and to which most of the best students for many
years have been attached. 'In that he was alike distinguished for
his wisdom in council, and candor and strength in composition
and debate. His essay on Slander before that society, when
there was in it no little contention, ill feeling and backbiting,
-will never be forgotten by any who heard it. Standing upon
‘an impregnable fortress, unaffected by the dashing of the agi-
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tated and polluted waters below him, in a cool, collected and
deliberate manner, he delivered a plain, pointed, withering, but
much-needed production, unsurpassed by any to which that
body had ever listened, even in the estimation of those to whom
its general declarations clearly applied. Its fearlessness and
power drew from many a soul, enthusiastic responses. Its
effects were decidedly salutary. At the termination of his stu-
dies in the Institute, in February, 1838, he gave a public essay
on True Dignity of Character and a Valedictory, both of which
were pronounced, not only by the Philotimian Society, which
had assigned him the position he occupied, but by the audience,
as admirable productions. Among those who chose the minis-
terial profession, he was then one of the first scholars that ever
left that institution, and he afterwards applied himself closely
to the study of the classics, the sciences, and the best American
and foreign literature.

To Clinton he became strongly attached. He loved to
write the name. Concerning his departure, he says soon after,
in a letter to me, “ believe me, when I tell you that I never left
a place with more reluctance. Whether any persons still re-
maining there had any attachment to me I cannot tell ;. but
sure I am that it was hard to bid them all a last farewell. My
efforts to suppress the parting tear were almost ineffectual.
It seemed like severing the ties of kindred to launch upon the
tempestuous ocean of life,- friendless and alone. ¢But ’tis
finished’—but I think it will never be forgotten in full, though
time may efface it in part from my memory. Thus passeth
the world.”

After visiting his friends in Euchd, and spending a few
weeks in study while recovering from an attack of the quinsy,
with which he had been so distressingly and dangerously ill
while there a year before, that it “ brought him near the confines
of the two worlds,” he came to Oxford, and with Br. Griswold
and myself, boarded with David Brown, Esq. He considered
him and his amiable family as among the best people he ever
knew, and there he spent many happy hours. After leaving:
there, he wrote, that a residence with them * was second to no
place on earth but home,” that  they had a choice corner in his
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heart,” that he “would go farther to see them than almost any
persons living,” and that “ while memory performed her office
they would not be forgotten.” “ Br. Brown,” continued he, “has
been to me ‘what no other layman has, and Sister Brown what
no other woman has—I mean deeply devoted and unchanging
friends. I know I am not mistaken—gratitude shall be theirs
for ever. Others there are whom I have entered on my list,
but lo! like Ben Adhem’s name, theirs lead all the rest.” He
ever exercised toward them that thankfulness which was an ele-
ment of his nature. )

In November, 1837, a change came over the spirit of our
beloved brother—no change of heart—for that was already
pure and heavenly—but a change of purpose—a change of em-
ployment for the brief space allotted him on earth. He aban-
doned the project of entering the profession of law for that of
the Gospel. He sighed no longer for riches, greatness or fame ;
he only desired to be useful in the highest of holy callings,
He sincerely aimed to promote the cause of humanity ; to com-
ply with the righteous requirements of God; to labor in the
vineyard of his Master, His soul yearned to herald the glo-
rious tidings of a world’s salvation ; to enlist under that broad
banner of love which floats free and wide *as the divine ra-
diance that burns from the throne of heaven.” He desired o
spend his life, his all, in ameliorating the condition of his fellow
travelers to the land of spirits. And Jehovah pointed out to him
the MEANS to pursue and directed him in the PATH o travel. In
increasing human happiness, in doing the will of the Parent of
the Adamic family, he felt assured he should find his sweetest
enjoyment in life and firmest consolation in death.

The place where and some of the circumstances under which
Br. Soule’s determination to preach was formed, are thrillingly
described in the “Biography of Griswold.” December 7th of
that year, he wrote me as follows :—*“Br. G., I have a secret
(if secret I may call it) to reveal to thee. As yet there is but
one bosom beside my own that knows it, and that is W, H.
Griswold’s. I will tell it to you on this condition ;¢that you
keep it within your own little firm. It is a conclusion to which
I'have come since I last wrote to you. But it is not a rash one
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by any means—it is the result of long and candid deliberation
and mature reflectéon—a fair deduction drawn from valid pre-
mises. It is, Br. G., no less than this all-important one. I have
determined what course of life I shall pursue. Yes, the blow
is struck—and what think you it is? Oh! no less than that of
the———can [ utter it? it is a big-with-meaning-word—but here
it is, the “ PreacHEr’s.” What think you of this? is it for
good or for evil? Speak freely, and plainly, and soon.” How
my heart leaped for joy when my chosen companions, Brs. Gris-
wold and Soule, hand in hand with me on earth, resolved to
press on and on, and still on, until a world reviewed their lives
and blessed their labors. I loved to toil in suck a-vineyard and
with such companions.

Br. S. commenced his labors as a Gospel teacher in Ox-
ford, in the desk in which Br. G. and myself delivered our first
public messages in that capacity, the former a few weeks, and
the latter a few months before. It was the morning of May
6th, 1838. His text was Mark 1, last clause of the 15th verse.
His discourse was very creditable, but he labored under extreme
embarrassment. It was heard by the congregation with inter-
est. He did not address that audience again until Nov. 25th,
P.M., when he spoke profitably on Divine Goodness. He again
supplied them April 28th, P.M., of the succeeding year; and
subsequently, in the course of that season, before his departure
from that place, he preached to them ten sermons; and one
afterwards, in Sept., 1840, at a Conference at which I was
ordained.

While residing in Oxford, he proclaimed Salvation in Greene,
Colesville, Bainbridge, Guilford, and probably other towns.
He received Fellowship at the annual meeting of the Che-
nango Association at North Norwich, Sept. 6th, 1839, and
thus formally became connected with the Universalist ministry.

Upon entering upon the sacred duties of his profession, Br.
S. was not as well prepared as could be desired. His know-
ledge of science generally was more extensive than of theology.
Pecuniary circumstances urged him forward. Dec. 23d, 1844,
he wrote me asd follows :—* Seven years ago next April I was
in Oxford with but one shirt to my back, and two or three dol-
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lars in my pocket, and had never preached a sermon. How
little we know of the future! What will ecome next I cannot
tell; I must wait. And what scenes I have passed through
since that time.” Br. S. R. Smith, who ever manifested the
deepest interest in his welfare, for some time had endeavored
to influence him, directly and through me, to become a minis-
ter, and speedily commence his labors. Br. Griswold and
myself, if possible, were still more anxious to induce him so to
do; all believing that his services would be the most valuable
in that vocation, and fearing that he might otherwise choose
another profession. We soon succeeded. He sometimes
regarded the step as premature, and in that respect regretted
it. In a letter dated Fort Plain, May 11th, 1840, he says:
“Of you speak in flattering terms, and for aught I know
he well deserves the praise you bestow upon him. But for his

‘sake do not set him to preaching until he has got his mind
pretty well stored with useful knowledge. It will save him
much mental suffering in after life. My ignorance is to me the
source of my greatest misery ; and I am frank to confess that I
suffer not a little from this cause. Oh! could I live my life
again, how different the course I would pursue! Could such be
the case, I would never raise my voice as a preacher of “the
blessed Gospel and everlasting,” until I had treasured up vastly
more knowledge of all kinds than I ever yet possessed. How
desirous boys are, and how common is it for themi to begin to
teach before they have ever learned.”

And under date of Hartford, Ct., August 26th, 1846, he
writes: “I yet remember my first. sermon in your church, and
how some folks thought I would never succeed ; and I wonder
not they thought so, for I was most miserably disciplined in
everything requisite to the making of a sermon.” And in the
same he says: “] am making some pretty serious efforts at a
little improvement, which as you well know is greatly needed.
I am subjecting myself to a course of the severest study. His-
tory, philosophy and geology, are what I have labored at most
since last September. At present I am busy with John Foster,
the great English Essayist, a severe original thinker, and withal
a Universalist. I hope a few years will mend some of the de-
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fects in my information, thinking and style of writing. I have
just got myself & grand copy of Shakspeare, in seven super-
royal octavo volumes, fine paper, and magnificent type. In my
esteem it is next to the Bible.” And again he writes: “Popu-
larity as a spedker, in this age, can only be attained by study
and judicious practice. Native taleunt alone is not sufficient ; it
must be cultivated. ‘The grandeur of power must be clothed
with the beauty of the rainbow.’”

Much of the time while in Oxford he was afflicted with poor
health, and its physical and mental influence frequently de-
prived him of that energy and power so necessary to his suc-
cess. Of this he was well aware, and no person could be more
thankful for an improvement in this respect than he appeared
to be. A few months after his departure for Fort Plain, Dee.
2d, 1839, he says: “ At present my health is good—the best I
have been blest with these many months: and if ever one
fellow was grateful it is 1. In times past I have hardly been
myself either in body or mind. I am not fully so yet, but am
so much nearer that I call myself well. So great is the differ-
ence, that I can preach three discourses with less fatigue than I
used to feel after preaching one. One discourse now affects me
not at all. My sermons, however, are short, seldom exceeding
thirty-five minutes, and not often thirty.” Feb. 12th, 1841, he
thus commences a letter : ¢ Br. Goodrich, Z yet live; and I am
happy to add, that I live in the enjoyment of good health—a
blessing which past experience, I believe, induces me justly to
appreciate. I never enjoyed better health than I do at the pre-
sent time ; and I certainly never felt more grateful.”

His extreme diffidence was also a formidable barrier to his
generally receiving that warm commendation his sterling merits
and estimable character so richly deserved. He was some-
times discouraged and mortified, and feared that he had mis-
taken his calling ; and he would say with Br. Griswold, “if my
usefulness is upon the heath, or in some retired spot, and not
in the desk, then it is with cheerfulness that I shall seek an
asylum, free from the perplexing cares and constant bustle of
public life, where'I can turn my thoughts within and feast kere,
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until dust shall return to dust, and a weary spirit to God who
gave it.”

Neither of us at that time owned a conveyance, and the ex-
pense of procuring one to his appointments, which were distant
from ten to more than twenty miles, was frequently exorbitant,
and his services were generally poorly, and sometimes not at
all compensated. Most of the places in which he labored for
a stipulated sum, foolishly neglected to fill the subscription,
until his services ended. As is usual in such instances, but
few would pay anything; and they were unwilling, if not un-
able, to raise the amount specified ; and much of it, little as it
was, he never received. In a letter he wrote me after his
removal to Fort Plain, he says of the friends in one of those
towns: “ What I told you I thought of doing, I did. I told
them plainly if they could live and prosper with it, poor as I
was, 1 couwp live without it. * * * If a man needed neither food
nor clothes, and could sleep in the field with mother earth for a
bed, a stone for a pillow, and the canopy of heaven for a cover-
ing, to such a people he would be the one to preach till his legs
wore out and failed to transport him. With such a manage-
ment they cannot prosper; tndeed they ought not to prosper, and
would to God they would look at Norwich* and learn a lesson ;
nay more, read their fate.

If anything will make & man a misanthrope, it is such treat-
ment at the hands of professed friends; and my only wonder
is there is not more such among our preachers. It is a strong
argument in favor of our sentiments that they remain as philan-
thropic as they do.”

It is but just to say that nearly all the societies in that sec-
tion were then otherwise supplied, and he usually lectured where
there were not many Universalists, and they were unorganized.
“]t is not thus with all Chenango,” wrote Br. S., more than
twelve years ago, much less is it so now. But while in towns
around them societies and meeting-houses have arisen, in those
he censured, his prediction has proved true to the very letter.

* A large and flourishing village, where one of our societies for years greatly
prospered, but was finally utterly prostrated by similar and worse manage-
ment. ' *
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Certain ruin will follow such neglect of duty and laxity of prin-
ciple. Would that all the recipients of our faith could see it,
and the misery and inseparable injury it inflicts upon our min-
isters, in time never again to be guilty of it.

Br. 8. felt that “the laborer was worthy of his hire”—of a
decent living—and that something more than *“come again”
was indispensable to his comfort and support. Such treatment,
equally liable to be manifested in such places toward expe-
rienced teachers, with physical debility or slow disease, and
like pecuniary disappointments, sometimes checked that cheer-
fulness and companionable sociability which was one of the
beautiful elements of his being ; and, except under imperative
necessity, or in answer to some inquiry, caused expressive si-
lence to reign around. Gloom would hang over him for a few
hours, or a day or two, and in some instances much longer. It
did not make him morose or unkind. It was not a very fre-
quent visitor—seldom, if ever, troubled him when he was in
the enjoyment of fair health and ordinary prosperity, but at
other times, too often sadly tinged his countenance, and so
changed his demeanor as to excite the sympathy of all who saw
and loved him,

Such treatment induced serious apprehension in him that he
should never succeed, but be an unprofitable servant and injure
the cause he had espoused. It inclined him to gaze too fre-
quently upon the darker side of futurity. He realized that to
undertake to eradicate error and sow the seeds of truth, was a
great responsibility. But he never distrusted the goodness of
the cause, which carries joy, peace, happiness, and contentment,
to the human bosom, and makes earth heavenly and man celes-
tial. He never doubted the nobleness of the calling, the excel-
lenee of the ministry, or the great reward of proclaiming salva-
tion far and wide, and of so living that the world might safely
pattern after the devout servant of grace. In the fullness of
his soul, he felt that ¢ God is love ;” and mature reflection satis-
fied him that he was set for the defense of that holy, heart-
cheering Gospel, and therefore he ceased to shrink from the
labor imposed upon him. He said, “ we are destined to see
bétter times than these; so go on, my friend, and 1 am with
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you.” He concluded not to lie sluggish on the stream of cir-
cumstances and float with the onward current toward the ocean
of eternity—not to be like most of the world, mere “ children
of circumstance,” but one of the rare few, born to create circum-
stances. .

But such cold and cruel neglect led him to believe that there
were few, if any, who valued his services, or thought it possible
for them ever to be greatly beneficial, and that therefore he
must make mighty efforts, or this impression could never be re-
moved. Nor did better days, at least for years, satisfy him
that that opinion had not been generally entertained. Hente,
when elated with success, though not unnaturally or unduly so,
after he had engaged to preach in Troy, he wrote me as follows:

“ You are right in supposing Troy as a location preferable to
Clinton. The society is large and infinitely more zealous, and
they will give a much more comfortable salary—a salary, in-
deed, which will enable me to live aboveboard. But who
dreamed, when I preached my first sermon in Oxford in the
spring of 1838, that in the fall of 1841, I should be a settled
pastor in a city of 21,000 inhabitants, and over a society em-
bracing about one hundred families? I confess, Br., that I was
not vain enough to hope even half so much in twice the length
of time—nay, I did not dream that I should ever be a city
preacher. And you, Br., when you heard my first sermon,
thought it very problematical if 1 ever succeeded as a preacher
—you were disappointed in-my first effort—and I know you set
it down as impossible for me ever to become a popular speaker.
1 am not so yet, but I have now gone beyond what you then
thought I could ever reach. But, gr., labor will accumplish al-
most anything ; and if my health be spared, it shall yet accom-
plish much for me. I confess that I am somewhat ambitious,
so much so, that I am resolved to be no commoriplace preacher,
who is compelled to run all over creation for a livelihood. I
am well aware, howéver, that with my natural abilities, it is
labor alone that can elevate me in an intellectual point of view ;
but I repeat, I only ask for health—if God be pleased to grant
me this—the labor shall be performed. You may think me
vain on this subject—TI cannot think so exactly—I have, as you
to some extent know, struggled my way thus far through an
ocean of difficulties. Favoritism has never fallen to my lot;
and if any favor I have ever had shown, I have worked up to it,

\
\
\
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for no man has ever stooped to show me any. When I needed
help and encouragement, the world had none to vouchsafe me,.
but as soon as I had fought my way out where I could help my-
self, then the world could begin to treat me with' kindness. Few
mortals have seen darker days than I; and if I am ever so
happy as to bask in pure sunshine, I shall have the rich reflec-
tion to console me, that I have brushed the dark clouds away
with my own hand.” .

‘What is said upon the point previously introduced, and the
other ideas contained in the above extract, though some of them
(unintentionally no doubt) are rather exaggerated, are not without
interest, and hence are quoted. His manner was, in most re-
spects, easy, graceful, and pleasing. He displayed a great ad-
miration of the beautiful, lovely, and picturesque, in nature, and
thence he often drew profitable similes and illustrations. His
matter was always good, instructing, interesting, and devotional,
and generally in his written, and when not unusually embar-
rassed, in his extemporaneous sermons, his arrangement was
unexceptionable. But extreme diffidence hung heavily and in-
juriously upon him ; and in efforts of the kind last named,
sometimes prevented as much concentration of ideas as was
desirable. Though not always equal to my expectations, yet I
never seriously doubted his ultimate sucoess. In a thoroughly
pathetic discourse he sometimes excelled, and produced most
powerful effects. In twe or three instances, his hearers spoke
of being swallowed up in an ocean of tears. At such times, he
exceeded his most sanguine expectations, and such efforts nearly
prostrated him for several days.

He was far above everything that was low and vulgar ; and
when assailed-by such weapons, as he not unfrequently was, he
would reply in a manly manner, with little or no reference to
the character of the attack. In his own words, he “ would never
stoop to the ditch merely for the sake of throwing mud upon
one who thought it no disgrace to do so before him.” He was
humble and meek in his feelings and ways, both in public and
in private. Pedantry and pride, ostentation, pretension, and
affectation, were to him unknown. He detested hypocrisy,
pitied unbelief, despised transcendental semi-infidelity, when it
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professed Christianity, and firmly believed in the Christ of the
Bible. At the same time, independent himself, he was the ad-
vocate of mental freedom. His mantle of charity was broad
as the wide extended universe, and yet it embraced within its
ample folds nothing mean, corrupt, or vile. It would regenerate,
not palliate nor excuse. He desired to make Universalists, whose
religion would reach not only the intellect but the affections of
the heart. He possessed the innocence of the lamb, and the sim-
plicity of the child. Void of pomp as a speaker, with voice
and gestures considerably resembling that departed but sainted
brother, S. R. Smith, with strong feelings, visible not unfre-
quently in the tear that trickled down his cheek, and with a
sound judgment and sublime and cultivated imagination, nature
had indeed been partial to him—but where could her gifts have
been better bestowed ? And in these respects he did justice to
her bounties and the cause of truth. But his eloquence was
marred, his ability by many underestimated, and his effective-
ness and profitableness greatly weakened, by that exceeding em-
barrassment which stifled the Roman force and energy his soul
possessed. His final success shows what zeal, patience, and
perseverance can accomplish under great discouragements and
difficulties, and presents an example well worthy our imitation.
For after a long and arduous struggle, in the prime of life, he
had attained no ordinary position as a speaker and writer, and
had he been spared but a few years longer, would have acquired
a truly enviable distinction. But the work which was unfinished
on earth, let us trust will be completed in Heaven.

~And now, sympathizing deeply with you in your bereave-
ment, and rejoicing that your faith was all sufficient for the
hour of trial, [ am as ever,

Yours in Christian Faith,

J. T. Goobricr.
Canton, N. Y., July, 1852.

Mrs. Caroline A. Soule :

My Dzar Frienp,—I cheerfully contribute what may be in
my power towards the completion of the portrait of your la-
mented husband ; and I de it both as a fraternal offering to the
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memory of our brother, and as the expression of a wish that
his worth may be better known and appreciated. In giving my
recollections of him, I shall speak first of his mind and acquire-
ments.

The intellect of Br. Soule, as far as our intercourse enabled
me to judge, was remarkably symmetrical, equal and even in
its development, and so quiet in its workings, that its efficiency
was not apparent except to those who knew him well.

I do not mean to say that it was colossal in its structure, or
as vast in its reach of thought as many others, or as marked
for its originality and creative power. But it was well balanced,
calm, and strong, patient in its application, and, if I may use
the expression, finished in its make, and playing with perfect
precision and smoothness.

The subjects of his thought and labor, were always wisely
chosen, generally with reference to his mental peculiarities, and
the estimate he put upon his own powers. And I think all who
have read what he has written, will witness that his subjects
were treated with equal ability and good taste, and that what-
ever he attempted to do he did well.

He was singularly felicitous in his observation and delinea-
tion of character ; and his exhibitions of the various and shifls
ing phases of human life and experience, are among the most
agreeable and instructive contributions to our denominational
literature. He evidently walked the paths of ‘life with his eyes
and his heart open; and his insight into character, his analysis
of motives, his separation of the virtues from the pretensions,
and the vices from the weaknesses of human nature, revealed
the clearness and discipline of his mind, and the diligence with
which he had used his opportunities. Yet this intellectual pene-
tration, and this kind of knowledge, never seemed to me to be
thrust forward for display, but to come in very naturally as the
demand of the subject, and the necessity of the lesson he was
seeking to enforce.

As respects his scholarly aoqunrements, my impression, since
my more frequent intercourse with him, has been that they
were greater than even his friends generally supposed. In cer-
tain departments of English literature, or more correctly, per-
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haps, in certain departments of thought and study, he had read
much more extensively than appeared in his conversation, or
in his writings. He was accumulating a capital for future use;
and I doubt not if he had lived to accomplish the literary la-
bors he had in contemplation on his removal to Lyons, we
should have seen more fully the extent of his industry, and the
wealth of his acquisitions, in this sphere of his efforts.

I know, from my own acquaintance with him, that he had
large materials gathered from reading, from study of man and
nature, and from observation of life under all its aspects, which
he had not used either in preaching or writing. And the more
I saw of him in this department, the more I learned to respect
his ability and knowledge, and to feel that it needed only fa-
vorable circumstances to make him far more widely useful both
as & minister and as an author.

I deeply regret, on behalf of his many friends, as well as my
own, that his sudden departure should have left his contemplated
works only planned, and have deprived us of his years of study
and observation. Those who have read “ Ellen, or Forgive and
Forget,” and held converse with “Schoolcraft Jones;” will be
able to judge how much we have lost in the unused materials
wyhich had been gathered by long and diligent application, and
which were to have been wrought up into the projected volumes.
Many a lesson that would have done us all good, must now be
forever unwritten. May those already given us, and the ex-
ample of a pure and good life, for this reason be the more
faithfully appropriated in thought and purpose and action.

I wish now to add a few words respecting the social qualities
of our brother. Those who knew him best will join in testi-
mony to his kindly heart, the mild and amiable temper of his
disposition, his gentleness of- manner, his warm but not obtru-
sive sympathies, and the genial glow and pleasing interest of
his conversation, especially when on a subject which interested
him, and with those whom he trusted and loved. He had not
the careless rapidity of utterance, or the flash and sparkle of
thought and imagination, which belong to some of your great
talkers, holding all who hear in a kind of bewilderment or mag-
netic trance. But his conversation was marked with an order
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of thought and a precision of language which always made it
profitable ; and when he had thoroughly entered into his sub-
ject, you found yourself unconsciously listening very attentively,
and sometimes as he grew warm and earnest, you began to feel
that he wag eloquent both in the matter and manner of his
speech.

At times his addresses in Conference Meetings, and on other
occasions, partook largely of this conversationally-eloquent spi-
rit. I well remember, as do all who heard it, an extempora-
neous address of this kind, delivered at a Communion service in
the Church of the Restoration in Brooklyn. I was deeply inter-
ested and moved, and while I listened I felt that he had revealed
from within him a new element of power, and that my heart
was the better for the use he had made of it. And I am sure
no one went from that communion table without feeling that
what had been spoken had made it good for us to be there.

In his pastoral relations, and in his visits among his friends,
the social qualities of Br. Soule made an impression which,
in many places, secured for him pleasant and grateful memo-
ries. I find among many of the people of this city, where he
spent some time previous to my return, that he is remembered
with very kind and affectionate feelings. And in those families
where he spent most of his time, he made for himself large
place in the hearts of the children, who still remember his ef-
forts to amuse them, and the many pleasant stories he told.

Thus have I given you, my dear sister, as briefly as possible,
my recollections of the intellectual and social qualities of your
departed companion. I do not wonder that you, who knew
him so well, should have loved him so truly and tenderly.
With a mind so well stored, and so happy in the use of its ac-
quisitions, with a heart so full of gentle and generous sympa-
thies, so worthy of respect, so amiable in manners, so gifted in
conversation with those in harmony with him, he must have
made the years you lived with him as serenely pleasant and
happy as the memory of them is sacred and beautiful.

And now, with renewed thanks to you, for the good you
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have done me by your example of faith and resignation—or,
rather let me say, of triumph over so terrible a sorrow, I remain
Yours, in Christian Faith,

Lowell, Mass., April, 1852.

T. B. TuaYER.

Thus bave we faintly shadowed the life and labors of one,
who in the strength and pride of his manhood, in the summer
of his soul, was clothed with immortality. Faintly shadowed,
1 say, for all his daily and nightly toil, God and his own heart
only knew ; while the exceeding beauty of his spiritual nature,
while it could be intensely felt by the few to whom he revealed
it fully, can never be written or estimated. I, who saw deep-
est into his mind, who was nearest to his heart, can truly say,
that with my love was blended a reverence that was akin to
worship. And, with each successive year of life, this beauty
became more perfect and palpable. The last two years he
spent with me were years of unalloyed happiness. Sickness
and trial had given a heavenly tone to his feelings; and, with
returning health, life assumed a divinity in its aspect, which
called for the purest and noblest endeavors for realization. I
was not unfrequently startled by the more than human purity
of his thoughts and aspirations, and trembled at the intense ecs-
tasy of feeling with which he portrayed the joys that should be
ours in the years to come. As I look back, I can see clearly
that his spirit, in his yearnings after a holy and happy life on
earth, and its constant and earnest endeavors to realize it, was
preparing for the chauge that was so sadly, so suddenly, and yet
so gloriously to lift it from earth to Heaven. I was conscious,
too, ever after my anxiety for his health was dissipated, of a
happiness in our home that was too perfect to endure. Trial
of some nature, I felt, must and would come; for though the
joy of my heart was perfect, its discipline was feeble—life had
become “as the days of heaven upon the earth.”

Perhaps I shall be thought a faithless biographer, if I do not
speak of his faults. Be it so then. It is only the true, the good,
the beautiful of our nature that lives eternally. Our errors be-
long only to earth, and when the grave closes over the corpse,



PERSONAL RECOLLECTIONS, 169

it should close over them. If any think it would profit their
hearts to recall and remember them, let them do it. As for
myself, the remembrance of one virtue exerts & more chasten-
ing influence upon my spirit than would all the sins of which
his human nature was ever guilty. He had faults; not many,
but some, and no one could have been more sadly sensible of
them than washe—and I doubt if any ever strove more untiringly
to conquer them ; or, in doing so, more perfectly succeeded.

As a minister, I believe he was faithful, and I know he was
conscientious in the discharge of all the onerous duties that
devolved upon him in that capacity. His labors in this line
may be thus briefly summed—he preached seventeen hundred
and forty-one times—solemnized one hundred and forty-seven
marriages, and attended three hundred and ninety-eight fune-
rals. He was not one to treasure up old sermons, or avail
himself very frequently of past efforts. Every time he removed
to a new location he made a bonfire of all but his best manu-
scripts. None of the sermons which he preached in Oxford and
Fort Plain were in existence at his death, and of all that he
preached in Troy, Clinton and Utica, but three remain. When
he was removing to Granby, a friend remarked to him, “if
you burn all your poor sermons, you will have good ones
enough to last you as long as you remain there.” *Yes,” an-
swered he, “I do not expect to sermonize much for a year,”
yet of all he preached here, but six had been previously deliv-
ered, and three of them were entirely re-written. Full one-
third his efforts were extemporaneous, and in my own opin-
ion many of his best and most successful ones were such.
Though his views of this style of preaching altered toward the
close of his life, yet I doubt if he would ever have followed it
entirely. He was never satisfied with his extemporaneous dis-
courses. They ever in his own opinion lacked that artistic
finish, which the constitution of his mind demanded of such
efforts. But whether he wrote his sermons or not, he with rare
exceptions devoted to them much time and study.

He always preached the Gospel ; not one idea of it, but the
Gospel in its most comprehensive sense. He was doctrinal
always, and frequently very strongly so, but he was seldom

. 8
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controversial. He loved better to preach truth than to battle
error, though like a true soldier of the Cross, he was ever ready
to fight, and did so when necessary to defend his cause. There
was nothing like worldly policy in his sermonizing. What he
believed to be true, to be right, he would utter; what he felt
ought to be preached, he would preach, let the consequences be
what they might. “He did not refrain from reprobating intem-
perance, because one of his deacons owned a distillery ; nor
war, because another had a ocontract for supplying the army
with muskets; nor slavery, because one of the great men of
the village slammed his pew door, and left the church with a
grand air, as much as to say, that all that sort of thing would
not do, and the clergy had better confine itself to abusing the
sins of the Hindoos, and let our domestic institutions alone.”
“ He did not so much denounce vice as inculcate virtue; he did
not deny, but affirm ; he did not lacerate the hearts of his hear-
ers with doubt and disbelief, but eonsoled, and comforted, and
healed them with faith.”

In the devotional exercise of prayer, he possessed rare feli-
city and power. He was always impressive, and frequently
rose to sublimity. He had a faculty of suggesting, in the most
forcible manner, vastly more than he said, and made the list-
ener feel it as deeply as himself.

As a reader of hymns, allow me to say, he had few supe-
riors. I have frequently heard it remarked by his parishioners,
that “they had rather hear %im read a hymn, than to hear some
men preach a sermon.” Yet this talent was not a’natural one,
it was the fruit of long and laborious culture, and attainable, he
was wont to say, by all.

His religion was no cold speculative system of theology ; it
was & beautiful, living, inspiring faith. God was his Father,
and Christ his Elder Brother. He never doubted that if a man
die he shall live again, and he felt to the very centre of his
heart, that his final destiny is that of holiness and happiness.
The Bible was to him the holiest of books, and all the cant of
modern days as to its authenticity, disturbed his faith in, and
reverence for it, not a jot or tittle,

His piety was natural, fervent, and practical. It had its root
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in the love of God, and was manifested through a simple and
consecrated life. It was beautiful and heavenly—in close imi-
tation of the piety of Christ his Master. It was seen in his
sweet, childlike, and unfaltering trust in God ;—his unstudied
spontaneous devotion ; his active good-will towards his fellow-
men ; his sterling integrity ; his unremitting fidelity in the
cause of religion; his active benevolence and practical daily
charity ; his whole character and the moulding spirit of his life.
His piety was of that pure and lofty kind which you could feel
when in his presence, and which won your esteem and rever-
ence. It made it a pleasure to be with him, while it threw a
welcome sanctity over life, and imparted new lustre to the hopes
of the race. I believe his daily life did almost as much for the
cause of Universalism as his preaching.

In his family, more than elsewhere, he revealed the great
riches of his nature. As & son and brother, he was devoted,
exemplary and noble, whose filial and fraternal love nothing
could chill, and whose duty was sacred to the latest hour of
life. As a father, none could prove himself more affectionate,
tender, and faithful, nor fill his house with a richer harvest of
the virtues and sanctities which beautify and bless the human
home. As a husband—I am writing necessarily with a chained
heart and must only say, I would not have had him other than
he was,—he never gave me sorrow till he died. And thus, the
divinity of his life, and the truthful morality of his preaching
shone brightest around his own fireside—where first of all, and
most of all, a man’s character and spirit ought to reveal their
essence and develop their power.

My sadly pleasant task, my labor of love, is finished. Though
an humble, it is yet I believe a faithful memorial, of my sainted
husband—far from being so perfect or enduring though as that
which lives in the memory of those who knew and loved him.
Such as it is, accept it in the spirit of charity. All along, it has
known the baptism of tears, and now receives the prayer of
thanksgiving blended with that of hope, that feeble as it is, I
have been spared to complete it, and that the faith which sus-
tained him through life, and was triumphant in death, may be
ours when we go to meet him.

Granby, July 5, 1852.



REV. H. B. SOULE.
BY. D. K. LEE.

A geNTLE shepherd from his fold was borne,
O sainted SouLe, when Death made prize of thee!
And grief filled thy blest circle here, and we,
With fond ties sundered and affections torn,
Our sad bereavement unsubmitting mourn.
Yet Faith springs blooming from it like a tree,
And as in glimpses God’s design we see
Through dark clouds gleaming, we are not forlorn ;
But know thou keep’st thy holy office still,
And find’st in Heaven a loving flock to tend;
Or may’st, perhaps, o’er many a lonely hill
Of this wild earth, on heavenly errands wend,
To bear glad tidings of the Father’s will,
Or to the lost an angel’s guidance lend.
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AN ADDRESS,

DELIVERED AT THE ERECTION OF THE MONUMENT T0 THE MEMORY OF REV. WILLIAMK
HENRY GRISWOLD, AT DUDLEY, MASS., OCTOBER 15, 1845.

BrerarREN AND Frienps,—The worthy should ever be held
in remembrance. In this world, the good man is a blessing
that should not be forgotten. They who spend their lives in
earnest labors for virtue, for humanity, for God, are high ex-
amples, which our memories and affections should assiduously
cherish. Piety that has lived, spotless and beautiful, amidst
the temptings and workings of sin, should be deeply graven on
our hearts. When amongst us there rises a sincere lover of .
truth ; who faithfully follows her teachings through whatsoever -
trials and penalties ; who smites and is ready to be smitten for
her sake ; who will stand for God’s love, fearlessly and nobly,
or will stand nowhere ; who, mighty in faith, in defiance of all
physical weaknesses, is mighty in the works of the spirit ; who,
through the long warfare of passion, exhibits the true character
of moral heroism, ever coming off complete victor in the end;
when such notable one appears, and, having done his task,
passes away, a record should be made of him that will trans-
mit his spirit and life to the coming generations. No matter
how the record be made, so that it effectually be made—
whether in books, or in marble monuments, or on the charac-
ters of the living, who felt the genial beams of the sun while
he was passing through the heavens, and gazed on his glorious
setting :—but that it be done, all human interests demand.
Living in the midst of so much vice, so many temptations, and
under the dominion of such various only half disciplined pas-
sions, all the aids which the lives of good men can furnish, are
quite needful to keep our hearts right and our actions holy.
Daily we need to be reminded, that there have been, and are,
such beings, actually, as good men and true. Kence, Christ
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left us his life and character, his example of every-day right
living—adding thereto an institution very simple and plain,
whose magic lies in two ordinary symbols—to keep our me-
mory of him alive and active, and to help us to follow in the
way of truth, He would have us think often of him—sin-
cerely commune with him—truly learn of him—to the end that
we may be submissive children in every affliction, and victors
in every sin-struggle—not fleeing temptation, but conquering
it—not courting trial, but enduring it with the calm majesty of
conscious innocence.

So the occasion which has called us together here, seems to
require that the theme of our discourse shall be, the Life and
Character of WiLLiax Hexry Grisworp, your late pastor and
our mutual friend. But this, to me, is a theme somewhat em-
barrassing. Having just published a small volume on this same
subject, I cannot hope to present you anything entirely new at
this time. Perhaps, however, this feeling is improper; for we
have not assembled here to discuss new topies, but to embalm
the memory of a dear friend—to hold our last public conver-
sation and communion with him—and to receive the last lesson
he will probably ever give us. And se, relying on your indul-
gence, I shall only aim at impressing on your memories and
hearts, as well as 1 may be able, a few of the most prominent
facts in the history and character of our departed brother.

It was amidst circumstances very unfavorable to intellectual
and moral culture, that Mr. Griswold was bred. In the forest
of a new section of the country, and along the streams that
wind their way, murmuring, beneath the perpetual shadow of
lofty trees, he spent most of the idle hours of his childhood.
Here he learned to love nature. Flowers, in their wild witch-
ery, laughed him into fondness for them ; and flowers he ever
afterward admired. By the exercise which he here enjoyed,
and the labor to which he was subjected on his father’s farm, he
developed a manly frame, of which he was but too proud.
Generally, it is no disadvantage to the man for the early part

" of life to be spent in the country, away from the noise, and
dust, and foolish fashions and vices of the city, where the fresh,
health-giving air comes laden with the sweets of the woods
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and the meadows, and amidst the plain habits and rugged vir-
tues of its simple life. It gives stamina to the constitution
and healthful vigor to all the faculties. These blessings Mr.
Griswold enjoyed to an eminent degree, being tall, handsomely
proportioned, strong and active. In his youth he delighted in
feats of physical strength and agility. ‘And more, he was ambi-
tious to excel. He would be first, and best at all times. Deeply
mortifying to his feelings it was, to hear it said, you are second
on the list this time; and never would he confess it so long as
he had strength enough to make another trial.

This ambition, this ignoble pride, was the original or primary
cause of all the physical evils which fell to his lot. God’s hand,
however, was back of it with a great purpose. But so far as
our actual vision goes in tracing cause aud effect, this proud
ambition appears to be the origin of all his wo, and so we set
it down. As yet, however, nothing notable occurred. He
went furiously on with his wild ambition burning within him.
Still it were unjust to him, to think this was all. Doubtless he
sometimes felt, that the objects of his ambition were base and
unworthy, that his appetences did not become his mind and
heart, Occasional flashes shot across his mental heavens, inti-
mations of a higher destiny than the mere triumphs of bone and
muscle—of a strife in which he should do battle for truth and
humanity. Such prophecies there are ever in all true men’s
lives—such foreshadowings of the future. Whence they come,
and how, they cannot tell; but they come suddenly, and, like
the summer lightning, thatefor & moment breaks out and trem-
bles on the fringe of the evening cloud, they quickly vanish,
leaving shadowy visions of a something yet to be. What trials,
what awful contests, are to be met and endured, are not among
these revealings—thus early, the spirit could not bear them,

Somehow, we can never be made to understand, until by ex-
perience, that suffering is one of God’s appointed agencies to-
holy ends; we will persist in feeling that all suffering is just so
much positive evil mixed in our cup. So we could not bear to
be shown beforehand, what a long and severe discipline we must
pass through, ere we are fit to go on Heaven’s errands to our
sinful brethren. Ah! how little did Griswold know, from all

4
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the intimations that were speaking to him from above or from
within, what a long and terrible ordeal was before him—what
a fiery alchemy should transmute all his base metals into shining
gold! As with other men so with him—this was all shut out
from his vision, and he drove resolutely, fearlessly on, sparing
nor effort nor perseverance, in the accomplishment of his life-
purposes. The dark cloud that hung against his future heaven
hid the trembling star of his destiny. Only from its ragged
edge there quivered, now and then, feeble scintillations that
caught his eye, like mysterious prophet-hints from heaven.

Thus, with few of even the rudiments of learning; no disci-
pline save the little his father gave him, and what he received
from his communings with nature ; no moral training save that
next to none which itinerating Methodism afforded ; he bade his
home and friends adieu, to learn the craft of a house-builder.
His heart was stout and he felt success in every nerve. A few
notions he had gathered from some strange papers that came
weekly to his father’s house, through the mail; religious no-
tions they were, that spoke of beauty and goodness, in the
earth, in the heavens, in the soul, everywhere. If the Bible
teaches such things, thought he, I'll read it. So he put the
Bible in his pocket, that whenever an opportunity should occur,
he might study its blessed pages. And he did study it—from
that time he never gave up studying it. It never happened to
him, as it has to some young imen, to regard despising the
Bible as the perfection of human wisdom. With him God’s
teaching was ever above man’s, gnd he reverently bowed to
its authority. ‘

From the time he entered his brother’s service, a few weeks
only elapsed when that brother died. Heavily fell the blow
on his heart and hopes. Scarcely had he recovered, and laid
his hand to work under another instructor, when, alas! the sad
- intelligence reached him, that his father was dead and buried !
The tears were not yet dry on his young cheeks, when, behold
his instructor is dead! ¢ God is against me !” he cries out, in
the anguish of his inexperienced heart. But full of life’s ener-
gies, he quickly gathers strength again, ambition urges him on,
and he purchases a treatise on Architecture and enters into con-

.
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nection with still another master. A few days find him crushed,
by an effort to do too much; home he is carried to his mother
—that place ever so dear to the suffering son or daughter—and
islain on the sick bed, from which there is no hope of recovery.
His next remove he expects will be to his grave.

In every man’s life there are great events, epochs, which more
or less determine his character and the general course of his life
in the future. One has truly said, “the sure years reveal the
deep remedial force that underlies all facts. The death of a
dear friend, wife, brother, lover, which seemed nothing but pri-
vation, somewhat later assumes the aspect of a guide or genius ;
for it commonly operates revolutions in our way of life, termi-
nates an epoch of infancy or of youth which was waiting to be
closed, or breaks up a wonted occupation, or a household, or a
style of living, and allows the formation of new omes more
friendly to the growth of character. It permits or constrains
the formation of new acquaintances, and the reception of new
influences that prove of the first importance to the next years.”*
Such was the mystery hid in Mr. Griswold’s illness, which later
years only fully revealed. Yet, immediately, he found himself
strangely altered, every way. Most unwelcome of all, he
found himself dwarfing into two-thirds his original stature;
and moulding into a new and unlovely form. Here his pride
of his person received its death-wound. To wean him from
self.destructive attachments, the awful judgment falls upon and
blasts their idol. Severe ordeal, but better than moral ruin,
A terrible judgment, but still one that leaves a blessing that far
outbalances it. © God’s judgments ever do,thus; and when we
come to the end where we shall see all, we shall confess it. At
least so he did; and essentially all men are alike,

There  was in this ‘deformity of his, explain it as we will}
believe, as we do, that he received more than ample compensa-
tion for it ; still there was in it much matter for sad, painful
reflection. Keener was the fact than any instrument of steel.
That thought that his noble form, which just now was admired
and praised, would soon be the object of pity or of laughter,

« R. W. Emerson.
8|*
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how it must have burned among the living fibres of his heart.
Make the case your own, my brother. To-day, you walk forth
a splendid figure, tall, graceful, commanding. All eyes turn
upon you to admire or envy. Conscious of this fact, you move
with still & nobler tread. To-morrow, when your hopes are
brightest, and all around bids fairest; when the buds of your
dearest pleasures are just expanding into the rich bloom of
flowers, then are you smitten by an unseen hand, though it em-
ploys visible agencies, and instantly you feel your noble frame
drawing and twisting into ‘“shape inhuman” and odious even
to yourself. From commanding height you are dwindled into
very dwarfishness. The world’s admiration the while changing
into pity, or laughter, or open aversion. Could you feel all
this going on in your own person,—could you realize that your
athletic and admired body was absolutely turning into a weak
and hateful deformity, and not have painful reflections, burning
thoughts, That trial of Job’s was greater than most men
deem. But what is this? O, it is not describable in human
words ; it must be experienced, suffered inch by inch, day by
day, through all its slow and awful processes, in order that it
be, to any adequate degree, appreciated. If we had not seen
80 many of God’s blessings in the outward form of judgments,
we should wonder that Griswold had not been, in the agony of
his transformation, driven to despair and openly to curse God.
But his young lips were mute—there was no curse there, but
only trust, beautiful, heavenly trust. God be thanked for that
example of holy trust in the midst of trial, and enable us to
lay it to heart. Let us remember, when from God we suffer
most, then, like Griswold, to trust most. All will be beautiful,
blessed then, without as within; for the bliss and beauty of the
world are but the reflection of the trusting and loving heart.
But in the midst of all this unmurmured sufferance, it was,
that the most notable change ocourred; that the event trans-
pired which more than any other, which indeed more than all
others, determined his character and future life—I mean the
visit of God’s spirit in the conversion 6f his soul to ¢ pure and
undefiled religion.” It was in the very midst of his sufferings
that this change was wrought. Human skill and medicines had
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long before confessed their inability. The day was thought to
be his last, so exhausted was he, and feeble, and death-pallid.
His dear friends, his heart’s loved ones, his mother and. sister,
were gathered close around the pale sufferer, gazing through
their fast, hot tears, with intensest anxiety to catch his last
motion and hear his last word ; when, lo! he raises his hands
and eyes heavenward and—prays. It is his first prayer, but
not his last; for, from this time he is evermore a praying man.
From this time he is another being, and is moreover constantly
becoming another being. An interesting, thrilling scene that
was, when from the depths of that suffering, Griswold took
stand for God’s love ; when from that body filled with agony,
and in the face of those friends drowned in tears, he said—
“ God is love—I know it—1I feel it”—then looked calmly up-
ward and smiled, as though he had been an angel that had never
tasted pain. That prayer, too, ascending from the centre of
that suffering, how like Christ’s in its circumstances, that went
up from the agony of the central cross.

And here began the new life in Mr. Griswold, the religious
life, as we believe, an humble imitation of Christ’s life. This
was the beginning of the new era, the grand epoch in his his-
tory. Evermore he is to rejoice in the goodness of God and
the salvation of the world. Through whatever falls to his lot,
whether prosperity or failure, pain or quiet, amidst all peril,
he is to be the unblenching defender of those great truths.
Faith in these—God’s love and the entire purity and happiness
of the universe—has now made him mightier than all suffer-
ing. That has no power any more but as the soul’s discipline,
as its purifier. ‘

A mere wreck of himself that had been, with scarcely nerve
enough to move about with the aid of crutches, he goes out and
talks with his neighbors of the beauty and joy of religion.
Strange that such an one, so awfully smitten, should love God
and plead with others to do the same. The crushed rose often
gives out the sweetest scent; so the smitten heart often loves
most. How plainly does this show, that love is stronger than
all evil, and shall surely overcome it with a victory that will
admit no second trial. So evil itself is proof, that love is at
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the bottom of all things, omnipotent and eternal. But for
night and winter, darkness and frost, we should not know the
brightness and strength of the sun’s beams. Evil is the soul’s
night and winter—the revealer of Love’s might and immor-
tality. So death shows us Heaven and God. The cross was
Christ’s triumph, and death his victory, which shall be cele-
brated through all periods in both worlds.

In all, Mr. Griswold was confined to the sick-bed nearly two
years. When he had so far recovered—which was contrary to
all expectation—as to be able to exercise, to any comfortable
degree, in the open air, he took in charge the overseeing of the
farm. And at this time, when it seemed he could not live
without her, his dear mother died. This, he said, was hardest
of all. It seemed to penetrate his heart deeper than any of
his own sufferings : it cut asunder the tenderest cords of his af-
fections. And for the young man or young woman to lose their
mother, is indeed the deepest sorrow they can know. “ When
my mother was taken away from me,” he said, “if I had not
seen God’s love in the world, the world would have been a cold
and cheerless blank ; but my heavenly Father’s love sustained
me.” -

This painful event broke up the household, and the next we
see of him is at school, hard laboring in the way of mental dis-
cipline, and for the acquirement of knowledge. Nor did he
here forget the schooling of his passions and moral feelings:
day by day, he made some conquest in his struggle with these.
Endowed naturally with strong, fiery passions, excitable on the
merest touch, it required a long and severe contest with them
before he could say, with a satisfied conscience,—*I’ve mastered
ye: ye are my servants now, to go and come at my will.” But
let it be remembered, he never gave over the warfare until he
had accomplished all this—until he had achieved a complete
victory over every inward foe. O, let us who walk erect—
who have strong bodies and good health, and are surrounded
by our friends, let us go and do like that lonely and feeble
young man—conquer ourselves. It is a glory that will outlive
all heroes wreaths or kings’ honors—a glory that becomes a part
of the character, and fades nor leaves us, never,

—_ — ———
— R —_——————
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The next important step he took was to choose a profession,
From the day of his conversion, he never seemed satisfied with
any prospect but that of being a religious teacher ; but this was
almost, or quite shut out by his numerous infirmities. He
thought of a little farm and library—of the teacher of some
school—of many things—but they would not suffice—they an-
swered not his soul’s demand. God designed him for a higher
work, and he found no rest till he resolved to accept the ap-
pointed labor, and, with Heaven’s help, to do the best he could.
The time when that resolution was perfected, it was my fortune
to be with him. It was an impressive scene, and I can never
forget it. The moon was up, for the solemn night had set in.
‘We sat on an old moss-grown log, on the bank of a beautiful
and storied brook. The pale moonlight rested ®n his pale
features. His voice trembled as he looked up and said—* Yes,
God helping me, Ill preach the Gospel—will stand for Ilis
truth and love, come what will!” His destiny was fixed ; he
was henceforth to live for God and humanity. He added not
another word : what need was there of any other ? he had said
all. A long silence ensued : I turned my eyes upon him, and
felt as I have never felt since; for, after that high resolve, he
was weeping like a child. With emotions too deep for any
words, we rose and walked away. Oh, no; I can never forget
that scene! I think I can see him there now, with the starry
night-heavens solemnly bending over him—no sound breaking
the impressive stillness save the evening murmur of the brook ;
and in his youth and weakness, trembling with the sacredness
of his thoughts, I think I can see him raising his eye and hand
heavenward ; and now I can hear his tremulous voice uttering
those strong, decisive words of his,—* Yes, God helping me, I'll
preach the Gospel—will stand for his truth and love, come what
will!” And now I can see him weeping, as though washing
away his past sins with the tears of repentance, and sealinyg his
covenant with God with that deepest of all impresses—the im-
press of silence. Oh, no; I can never forget that night, when
Griswold resolved to be a minister of Christ and a public ser-
vant of God !

In process of time he entered the ministry. Here he was at
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home; for it was his heart’s delight to think and write and talk
of religion. Never a doubt disturbed his faith. Being imbued
with Christ's spirit—feeling the beauty and value of religion—
he was warm and zealous in teaching it. He had a small voice,
but his earnest soul made him be heard and understood. The
themes he most loved to dwell on, were the paternity and good-
ness of God ; the character, death, and resurrection of Jesus;
the mission of evil; and the final salvation of all. Many of
his sermons are on these subjects, and they all give evidence
that his heart was in them.

He began his ministry in New York, where he remained,
studying and preaching occasionally, for the space of about
eighteen months. Thence he removed to Andover in. this state,
and labored for a season with a Society in the vicinity of that
village ; how faithfully, their hearts and lives can best answer.
It is proof enough, that he yet lives, fresh as yesterday, in their
memories and affections.

The next scene of his labors was at Andover. The Society
prospered under his charge, and became strongly wedded to
him. While he was there, I enjoyed the pleasure of visiting

"him; and I well remember the many expressions of regard
which I heard from the lips of his people. At the close of the
morning service, he descended from the pulpit,* and greeted
every one by the hand that passed out through one aisle : in
the afternoon he did the same to all who passed out through
the other ; and I saw many smiles and many tears, which told
alike how they loved him. -

But snother trial was awaiting him, which must now be
passed. All the property he had in the wide world—which in
amount was not great, and yet on account of his situation was
great to him—was swept from his grasp forever; and he found
himself involved in debt almost beyond hope of redemption.
The worst feature of this was, that it came through the agency
of another, with whom he had confidently trusted his all. His
books, however, those most constant companions of his, were
left with him. Had they been taken, he had surely died. No:

* The pulpit is in the front end of the Universalist Church at Andover.
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T mistake, he had only loved and trusted God the more. Of
this sudden and trying loss of his property, he said, “1had my
affections too much set on it, so God took it away, and I am
now a better man.” A better man, that was ever his saying
when he had experienced affliction in any new form.

A long winter of extreme illness followed his worldly loss.
It forced him early to ask his dismission from his society.
Much of the time was passed under medical advice. He recov-
ered somewhat, and in the spring following accepted your invi-
tation to become your pastor. With what feeble health he
toiled to serve you, youremember well. What zeal he showed
for the cause of his Master; what interest in the welfare of
your Society ; what a noble stand he maintained in defense of
the great truths of the Gospel; and with what persevering
industry he labored for humanity, and its duties and rights, you
also well remember. You remember him, too, pale and feeble, in
your homes, and at your boards and your firesides. With all
his disadvantages, you remember how he was respected, and
how you loved him. Well do you remember his teaching, so
pungent with truth, so eloquent with deep devotional feeling.
But, alas! he tarried with you but a little while—a few days
Jess than a year—when he bade you God-speed in the holy way
of truth and duty he had pointed out, and fell asleep in Christ.
This Church® is consecrated as the place where he preached his
last sermon ; and that house,f as the one where he breathed
his last prayer, and yielded up his spirit to its Great Author.

Mr. Griswold died at the age of thirty. There is something
touching in his early death, as there always is in the death of
the young. Usually, everything is fairest and brightest at this
period of life, At this age, man has just put on his manhood.
His hopes have taken their most substantial forms. His senses
are all fresh, and his faculties active. If life can ever be en-
joyed, it is at this time. But in the very beginning of this
period, he is smitten by the hand of death, and laid in the

* This Address was delivered in the Church, the weather being such as to
forbid its being delivered at the grave where the monument stands.

4 The house of Mr. Williams, with whom Mr. Griswold boarded, and in
which he died, stands nearly opposite the Church.
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grave. To enjoy or to bless, he is here no more. One
consolation there is, however,—which I could hope might be
true of us all,—he was quite ready and willing to depart.
¢« Death,” he said, “is Love’s appointment, that the parent and
the child may meet. * * ¥ [ have no fear of death; I see no
terror in it; nor does it throw over my mind the shadow of
doubt with regard to the blessedness of the future. It is not
death but life, to lay aside this clayey tenement. O death,
where is thy sting! O grave, where is thy victory! Ye are
both the victors now—his triumph over you is endless.” Such
was the holy triumph of his faith, with which he left the world.
To him the agonies of death were but the pains of the heavenly
birth, and the grave but the cradle 'of immortality.

Such are the outlines, the principal facts in the brief life of
Mr. Griswold; and how full are they of eloquent teaching, of
deep meaning to all who knew him, or shall know him. But
before we have quite done, let us look a moment longer, and a
little more particularly, at his character.

He was a man of industry. Wherever seen, he was always
doing or thinking. There is little time enough here, he said, to
finish the work given us; to be always prudently busy, is the
true philosophy of all human success. When we look at his
habits of industry, and their results, we should remember what
a poor crazy body he had with which to do anything. From
the day of his conversion to that of his death, he never was
free from pain a single hour; but for the most part, and espe-
cially towards the close of his life, he was almost constantly
tortured with the progress of a complication of the most pain-
ful diseases. Under these circumstances, when most men would
have thought themselves unable to do anything, and in defiance
of all his physical miseries, he acquired a good education—read
a great number of books, wrote and published over one hun-
dred articles, many of them of considerable length—wrote three
hundred and ninety-one sermons entire—preached four hundred
and ninety-one times—wrote and delivered sixteen Temperance
lectures—officiated at severteen funerals—solemnized nine mar-
riages—and attended faithfully to all the usual duties of the
Pastor’s office—all this in the brief space of seven years.
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He was a conscientious man. He knew no law but duty, no
master but Christ. These he followed, and would follow, let
come what would. Whatever else might be done, his con-
science must not be violated. That was sacred. It was God’s
voice within him, which he ever heard with delight, and fol-
lowed with scrupulous exactness. He lived Dr. Young’s
injunction :

¢ Turn from the glittering bribe the scornful eye,
Nor sell for FOI what gold can never buy ;

The peaceful slamber, self-approving dny’,’
A heart sincere, and conscience ever gay.

Then, too, he was a man of honor. He entertained a high
sense of the rights and feelings of others. To him every man
was a man, and to be treated asa man. No meanness attached
to his feelings or his conduct. His character was one entire
piece of integrity. Temptation could not lead him to think or
do a dishonorable thing. Altogether he was an example of
true honor.

His humility in manner and spirit, you well remember. If
in any way he was once proud, he was not so when you knew
him. A meek and unpretending spirit was plainly manifest in
all he did. In private as in public, he was the same simple,
humble man. You will not hence infer then, in any respect,
he was negligent or slovenly ; such was not the case; he was
humble and neat—proper humility, indeed, implies neatness.

He was also benevolent. He delighted to do good. No
matter to whom or for whom, if it was only relieving some
want—sending cheer to some home—conveying truth to some
famished soul—or in any way blessing any being, he delighted
in the employment. This sentiment was also apparent in the
regard which he showed others, in his kindly and affectionate
demeanor towards their persons and feelings. So active and
tender were his sympathies, notwithstanding he was so great a
sufferer himself, that he could not witness suffering in others.
The presence of sorrow moved him deeply; attendance on a
funeral almost always made him sick for several days after-
wards. Yet it was a joy to him, to remove one dreg from the
bitter cup of a fellow being. He felt a high satisfaction, when
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conscious that he had dried one tear from a8 mourner’s cheek;
and, oh, with what emotian did he ever point them upward to
God and Christ, the source of all his strength aund solace. In
nearly the Master’s words he would say to them—* They will
not leave you comfortless; oh, no, they will come to you.”

Mr. Griswold reverenced the Bible. He regarded it as a
sacred volume. He loved it for the heavenly and beautiful
truths it revealed. From his lips, no man ever heard any of the
modern cant about the Bible and its inspiration. With un-
doubting confidence he yielded up his whole heart and life toits
sway. So also hereverenced all truth, from whatsoever source
it came. Even if it fell from bigots’ lips, he gladly received
it, and thanked God that in any way, he was so much wiser.,

Likewise was he a man of moral courage, that trnest bravery.
He lived what he believed. ¢ Courage,” says Barrow, “is
not seen in flaunting garb or strutting deportment; not in hec-
torly, ruffian-like swaggering or huffing; not in high looks or
big words; but in stout and gallant deeds, employing vigor of
mind and heart to achieve them, Truly the best proof of a
man’s real courage, is to dare, in every situation, to be just to
his oawn principles, to his connexions, and to the world.” This
Mr, Griswold did, emphatically. He never shunned boldly to
declare any principle he held, when occasion rendered it meet
for him to doso; nor feared to do justice to his friends, nor to
live his faith before the world. In his body there was weak-
ness, but in his spirit a8 noble daring. And so, with God’s
help, be stood up and preached the Gospel as Paul preached it,
in the face of an untiring opposition—scorn—contempt—slan-
der—every evil work, To be an honest, faithful, true man, he
had “the will to do—the soul to dare,” Let not the memory
of such heroism quickly pass away—the heroism which, in de-
fiance of all things, nobly battles for the truth, and, having won
it, then as nobly lives it.

He was a man of good talents, which, considering his circum-
stances, were well cultivated. He was not 8 Fenelon, it is
true ; but he was an original thinker, with a plain, earnest style,
full of matter, with little ornament, and always abounding in
deep, genuine, beneyolent feeling. There was often great pun-
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gency in his productions, and oftener perhaps than we could
wish, satire, from its mildest to its severest form. But duly
allowing for all the faults he had, he was still a strong, earnest,
true man. When he preached, his hearers always understood,
and felt, and remembered what he said. He did not please so
much as instruct and improve. He did not charm the ear
only ; he reached the heart and left abiding impressions there.

There was in his character, also, a8 deep Christian piety. I
mean something more here than the mere outward profession
of piety, which consists chiefly, if not entirely, in the observance
of overt rites and ceremonies. “The spirits of love, charity,
meekness, forgiveness, liberality, and beneficence, are to be re-
garded as the badge and distinction of Christians ; the brightest
image we can bear of God, as the best proof of piety.”* And
this was the piety of Mr. Griswold.

In a word, and finally, he was a good man. This embraces
and means more than all the rest. It is the highest praise.
Talent may have its worshipers—deeds of war-glory may call
forth long and loud applause—beauty may win a wide and
enviable admiration—Ilabor and sacrifice may command a
hearty approbation—there may be pageantry and show that
are followed by all eyes—but to be good, truly good, is far
better, nobler, than all. A good heart and life meet God’s
approval, and are the best legacy a man can leave the world.
It was this that gave Griswold the power and influence he ex-
erted, more than all other things combined. He communed
deeply with Christ, and Christ blessed him. He trusted in
God, and God crowned his labors. Altogether he was a bless-
ing to the world. His example is worthy of all imitation. I
repeat it, he was a good man and a Christian, and there can be
no more praise.

But he passed away. At the youthful age of thirty his suf-
ferings wore him out. To the unthinking mind, there may be
an inscrutable Providence in his being permitted to suffer so
much, and to close life so early. But it is not so to us. His
life discovers the deep philosophy of evil. It is a clear revela-

* Channing, I believe.
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tion. Who can doubt that, under the circumstances, he ac-
complished more good to himself and his race, than he other-
wise would, even in the longest life. In God’s dealings there is
ever some high meaning, some great purpose that concerns the
world’s welfare. We know not to how many souls Griswold’s
trials and triumphs shall be the most successful teachers, nor
how much his spirit shall add to the influences by which the
world’s spirit shall be tempered. And certainly he gained more
than he lost by his sufferings. They were to him a refiner’s
fire—his soul’s crucible. Under their influence he daily grew
purer, and holier, and happier. It is the rubbed steel that
shines. The stormy sea, not the calm, that makes the skilful
mariner. And then, as to leaving the world at so early a
period in life, how beautifully hath it been written :—*“ When
death strikes down the good and young, for every fragile form
from which he lets the panting spirit free, a hundred virtues
rise, in shapes of mercy, charity and love, to walk the world
and bless it. Of every tear that sorrowing mortals shed on
such green graves, some good is born, some gentler. nature
comes. In the Destroyer’s step there spring up bright crea-
tions that defy his power, and his dark path becomes a way of
light to heaven.”

We are here assembled, my brethren and friends, to witness
the erection of a monument to the memory of this same
WitLiam Henry Grisworp. It is a tribute from his last
parishioners, and his dearest friends; and it speaks gratetully
and touchingly of the interest he awakened towards himself
while living. It moreover tells how deeply felt and true, were
the professions of attachment you made to him while he was
among you, on the pastor’s mission. This is more than he ex-
pected ; and could he now rise up and see what you are here
doing, he would weep as he never wept before; for until this,
he did not know that his friends were so many, and that they
so loved him. To this young and good man, you have now
done your duty ; and when you come here, it will ever be with
the most pleasing reflections and blessed memories, that you
pause before this shaft and read thereon your dear friend’s
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name. God sanctify your love and labor; and may your ex-
ample be followed.

This is an humble monument, and for this reason more fitting
and proper than would be an imposing pile of marble, written
all over with laudatory inscriptions. It now becomes the un-
pretending humility of the man. It appears wonderfully ap-
propriate in its design and execution—its plainness, simplicity,
and expressive inscription, all correspondmg to the character
of him who sleeps beneath it. It is no lofty, chiseled eulo-
gium—it is the truthful symbol of a meek follower of the hum-
ble Nazarene. And how eloquent the lesson it will evermore
teach ; standing firmly there, through all seasons, amidst all
storms and sunshine, resting on the sleeping dust of the de-
parted, and pointing steadily heavenward—saying by its pom-
tion—Here lies my body—there lives my spirit—irust thou in
God!

OUR ELDER BRETHREN IN THE MINISTRY.

A ¥ew years ago, Partialism reigned supreme over all the
Christian world, and along with it, a spirit of unfeeling and
unrelenting persecution against all, who, by the study of the
Bible or by any other means, became convinced that the pre-
vailing doctrines were not true, and with a most commendable
honesty of heart, came out with an open avowal of his convic-
tions, and also of the doctrines he had embraced. The man
who loved the truth well enough tolead him to take that public
step, endangered his property, his character, and even his life
itself; and they who carried on such persecutions, in most
cases no doubt, thought as did Paul in his persecutions against
the true believersy that they were doing God service. A
day of horror was that, and fatal to the religious hopes of thou-
sands of yearning spirits, The man who could not think
just as the church generally thought and see just such things as
it saw,

F'en thongh ¢ wore, unconscious all,
Dark spectacles of leather made,
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was very complacently “ damuned to all the miseries of this life
and the pains of hell forever;” no matter how many friends,
near aud dear, might have their feelings and happiness through
life involved ; this was no concern of the church, let those who
were interested take care of that—it was the business of the
church to damn the man and make him just as miserable as the
civil law would allow it to do; and damned and persecuted
therefore he must be, and was.

In the midst of such times it was,—times thus perilous to
the dissenter from the prevailing religion, that our elder bre-
thren in the ministry of the reconciliation, for the most part
arose. Even in that fearful period there were a few minds so
full of such stern integrity of heart and devotion to the will of
God, as to enable them to follow their convictions of truth and
duty, and to come out with an open and fearless declaration
and defense of Universalism. It was a bold and manly step,
and, in most cases, brought upon their heads the most unples-
sant consequences, and was made the direct agent in the crea-
tion of a state of affairs the most antagonist to their feelings
and happiness ; for everything dear in life was tortured on a
species of modern inquisition ; their religion misrepresented
and denounced ; their characters slandered by pious tongues;
their persons scorned and avoided as though their very touch
would leave the plague spot of damning pollution, or else
abused and maltreated in a most shameful manner; and some-
times even their lives threatened, as a deed “necessary to get
the devil out of the place”—all this, and still those brethren
were not discouraged from their field of Gospel labor.

But then this was not all; persecutions at the hands of reli-
gious opposers were not all the difficulties our elder brethren
had to contend with ; there were other and sometimes equally
serious difficulties to encounter from other sources. The be-
lievers in the doctrine they taught, were Yew in number and
scattered over a large extent of country ; and were there-
fore not able to give a very comfortable support to those few
heralds who were spending their lives in proclaiming the Gospel
good news. They were obliged to travel from place to place,
and to be the far greater part of their time from home. Often
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would it happen that they were compelled to make a long jour-
ney, meeting every day with some disheartening circumstances,
and perform along the road an almost incredible amount of
mental labor, ¢ without serip or purse,” and receive not enough
to meet the actual expenses of the journey ; and some of them,
sometimes, with but little hope of finding enough to satisfy
their wants when they reached home. Poorly clad frequgntly ;
poorly fed with everything save ‘“the bread of God;” trusting
Providence alone for the means necessary to meet their wants
on the road when traveling; they went about from place to
place, in the very face of every species of persecution except
““ bonds and death,” to disseminate the spiritual blessings of the
Gospel of love and peace. But they faltered not, nor turned -
back ; they persevered, they conquered. The dark day was
long and fearful, but the clouds that hid the sun were swept
away, and they found themselves walking in the splendor of his
beams; friends multiplied; public opinion changed somewhat
in its tone towards them ; their ministry imposed on them less
physical toil ; there was a charm in the doctrine which fell from
their lips which began to be seen and felt ; and they had the
joy of seeing thousands who ventured to listen to them, go
away with hearts converted and rejoicing in the Lord as the
Savior of all men. What a change can be wrought in the reli-
gious opinions, feelings, tastes, habits and actions of a whole
nation in the lifetime of man, and as it were by “twelve all
but unlettered fishermen,” whose power lies in a persevering
study of the Bible and a God-given independence of thought
and energy of soul! One bold and independent thinker and
fearless and conmsistent actor, will accomplish more towards
revolutionizing the world than a whole generation of servile
imitators, who think nothing but what their fathers did, and do
nothing but what their fathers have done before them. And
such, for the most part, were the men who established Univer-
salism in the United States.

But those elder brethren in the great ministry of the Recon-
ciliation of all men through Christ to ‘God, who enlisted in the
holy eause in its infancy in this country, have, many of' them,
passed away. Their life of labor, of privation, of trial, of
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spiritual warfare, of literal bodily sacrifice, has closed ; and they
have gone to join their Master and Exemplar whom they loved
8o devotedly, in that beautiful home,

¢ Where bright angels’ plumes are folded o’er the peaceful brow and bresst;
‘Where the wicked cease from troubling and the weary are at rest.”

Bufysome, a few of them, of those patient, laborious elder
brethren, are still among us. Here and there we see an aged
head whose locks have grown gray in their good Master’s vine-
yard, bending with the weight of years and of toil, yet laboring
on with almost youthful zeal, with voice and pen, in the cause of
God and for the spiritual good of man. I revere them for their
golden unbending integrity of soul, for their love of truth, for
their willingness to endure privation and make sacrifices for the
Gospel’s sake and the religious interests of their fellow-men.
‘When I look back over the field of their labors and see what
they have done, what achievements, under God, they have
accomplished; and bring before my mind the severe ordeal
they have passed, the sufferings they have endured, and yet
witness their unwavering confidence in God, their unfaltering
perseverance in their mission of love to the world; I am
ashamed of the scantiness and feebleness of the gratitude my
heart has cherished fowards them. Had they not lived and
labored as they have done, I should now, in all human proba-
bility, be yet feeling my fearful way through the world amid
the gloom and dread-inspiring woes of the old and rigid Partial-
ism. The sun that I now see illuminating the whole moral
universe, would have never risen on my mental vision ; but all
would have been dark and awful, and the dread future peopled
withimages of horror and vocal with the wailings of the damned ;
making life anything but a glorious boon for which we could
lift up our hearts and thank God.

It is to the Gospel, I know, that I am to attribute my deliv-
erance from error and sin; but the blessing the Gospel designed
for me, was received through the instrumentality of these my
elder brethren. Their hand tore away the veil that shut out
from my mind the unutterable glories of the Gospel of un-
bounded love and universal salvation. Ought I not then highly
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to respect them? Would it become me to treat their labors
lightly ¢ to abuse their names because they had not the advantages
of an education of just the same kind as myself >—or represent
them as ungodly men because they cannot, and therefore do not,
adopt my individual notions respecting every passage thatis found
in the Bible? .

And yet there is something not altogether unlike this, which
I often meet with in some of our periodicals, or hear from the
lips of some of our (comparatively speaking) young preachers,
respecting the labors and religion of our elder brethren. And
it pains me to know that it is thus; for I cannot feel that they
deserve such treatment at our hands. The interpretations of
the Scriptures which we adopt and use, we have received
mainly from them, the fruits of their labors. They have in
this respect alone, laid us under a large debt of gratitude to
them. They have—some of them—taught and published some
things, which perhaps we cannot now receive—but the great
leading truths which as a denomination we all hold, and as
preachers we all preach, were established by them, long before
many of us had dreamed even that Universalism is taught in
the Bible. Why then should we, because we deem that our-
selves have been, in a few respects, more favored than they,
indulge indiscriminate condemnation at their expense? Is it to
reward them for the great amount of religious doctrinal matter
they, by hard thinking and untiring industry, have got together
for us to use, and which we do use! And are we sure, when:
we are doing all this, that we have really less errors in our
religious belief, and in our practice too, than they had, or now
have? Let him who thinks it, blush and hold his peace. Iam
speaking, let it not be forgotten, of our elder brethren who are
yet among us; and I feel that I am speaking carefully and pru-
dently when I say, I would Heaven that all of us young preach-
ers, who have become the proud and self-constituted judges of
those long-tried fathers in our Israel, were as heartily, as sin-
cerely, as unreservedly, devoted to the cause of our Master, as
they have been and still are.

I am not disposed to have the old custom of apetheosis, or
the later one of canonization, introduced for our elder brethren ;

9
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no—1I do not wish to laud them, even; but I would have them
justly thought of, appreciated, and treated, by those who are
#0 largely indebted to them for the glorious faith that they hold
so dear and holy. While the spirit, on the other hand, which I
have several times witnessed in expressions thrown out against
the learning or religion of our elder brethren, by young men,
has seemned to me to be a very bad spirit, and has caused me
pain. I could not but feel that there-is truth in the language
of Addison: “It is a mean and beggarly spirit.that does not
reverence an old and good man, or that can be ungrateful
towards a benefactor.” And in the light of benefactors do I
regard those elder brethren of whom I am speaking ; and with
pity and sorrow must [ look upon those who can speak disre-
spectfully of them.

Besides, of all the young men who have shot up into crities,
and now sit in judgment on the faith .and deeds of those men
of a former generation, who yet remain among us; there can-
not be found one who is willing to sacrifice as much; to bear
as much fatigue, as many privations, as much persecution ; to
perform as much mental labor amidst so much unceasing phy-
sical toil and discouragement, as have been done by our elder
brethren. Nor do 1 believe, with all the aid which the labors
of those brethren afford, that it will ever fall to the lot of any
of those critical young preachers, to be the instrument of the
conversion of one half as many souls from error to the truth,
as it has been the pleasure of God to effect through any one of
our elder brethren. Let, then, the young preacher who is sitting
in judgment on his elder brethren, blush at the impudent folly
of his presumption; and abandoning his unchristian conduet,
go and learn from the wisdom of age, experience and thought,
those lessons which will make him wise as a biblical student,
devotional as a Christian, humble as a follower of Christ, and
useful as a preacher of the Gospel.

We who are young, have nothing of which to boast, but have
received much for which to be grateful. If we have been
blessed with advantages which were denied to our elder brethren,
let us be duly thankful for them, and not make them the occa-
sion of vain and foolish boasting, to our own shame and the
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unrighteous derogation of those brethren who entergd the field
of Gospel labor before us. .We should remember, that it is not
enough to be wise in our own eyes; and may Heaven give us
grace to attain unto salvation, not only from sin, but also from
the folly of presumption and the intoxicating vanity which a
little learning gives.

WHAT IS AN ODD FELLOW ?
A LECTURE DELIVERED BEFORE “‘mcmm LODGE,” HARTFORD, CONN.

Orricers AND BroraERS :—I propose to detain you, in what
I have to say, with an humble and partial attempt to answer
the question—What is an Odd Fellow ? In social as well as
political institutions, it is sometimes necessary that one “ define
his position.” The idea of Odd Fellowship is not wholly in-
stinctive, and does not arise “ full-orbed” and beautiful to every
mind. Neither do those who become initiated, always receive
the clearest definition of the sublime principles on which we
profess to rest, in the process through which they are introduced
into “the holy of holies.” Nor is their subsequent instruction
the best calculated, in every case, to inspire them with a very
transcendental notion of charity and brotherly love. In truth,
it is greatly to be suspected, that not a few of the beloved
order, are born into the kingdom under the combined influence of -
Venus and Mars,—and sometimes the latter divinity seems to
have well nigh had his own way, entirely. That Mars, you
know, is a selfish tyrant; and seme credible historians do say,
that he has frequently been known to bluster vociferously—then
¢ take the responsibility” upon himself, and with the most ex-
cessive demonstrations of kindness, put to death all who would
not bow the knee and swear to sustain him, right or wrong!
Occasionally, also, & man may find his way to the embraces of
Odd Fellowship, without having first learned that she belongs
to the family of religious beings, and recognizes the duties of
reverence and purity, in word and life. But it is not neces-
sary that I here specify the numerous reasons which seem to
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require, that we should have represented before our mental
vision, as distinctly as possible, what is meant by the term Odd
Fellow.

You will see, my brothers, that I have got hold of a delicate
and difficult subject; but, trusting that you will give me a lib-
eral allowance from your charity and patience, I shall lay aside
the delicacy, and get along with the difficulty as well as my
little experience and ability will enable me.

WHAT THEN I8 AN ODD FELLOW ?

1. An Odd Fellow is a man—and can be none other. In
the nature of the case, the idea of an Odd Fellow is confined
to the male sex. It is man alone that has any kind of sympa-
thy with odd fellowship, or is willing to make the sacrifices neces-
sary to the existence of that peculiar phenomenon. Woman
cannot therefore be an Odd Fellow; all her sympathies and
tendencies are in precisely the opposite direction. The moment
a woman is initiated into a secret society with a man, the odd
fellowship is mysteriously translated into even fellowship.
Woman makes a glorious, an angelic even fellow, but would
make the sorriest kind of an odd fellow. And boast as we may
of the beauties and excellencies of odd fellowship, I think we
must concede that woman’s even fellowship has more universal
charms and far sweeter felicities, the testimony of old bachelors
to the contrary notwithstanding. Manhood, then, is a distine-
tive feature in the idea of Odd Fellowship. Yet we should be
careful not to make it narrow and exclusive, so as to shut out
the privilege and duty of that even fellowship, by which we can
have a home—a sweet domestic shrine—a hallowed sanctuary
for the tenderest affections, that shall be blest with the sun-
shine of woman’s love, and purified by the tears of her living
sympathy. '

2. A true Odd Fellow is a man full of good humor, He has a
fair smiling face, and a free, joyous heart. He does not write
good feeling in books,—but lives it; he is so saturated with it,
that it bubbles forth in all he says, like musical waters from a
living fountain. There is a laughing good-will in the very
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winking of his eye. The hinges of his mouth are always well
oiled, and he speaks smooth and agreeable things. His whole
countenance has the appearance of one who dwells habitually
in the region of manly, loving social fellowship. He never
laughs out at one side of his mouth, nor spasmodically or by
jerks—but with an easy pleasant grace. There is a serene,
delightful composure in his mein, that makes you feel that trust
reposed in him is a safe investment, where a large interest will
be cheerfully and punctually paid. He never looks as though
he were turning the mill where they grind out thunder-storms.
He always flings the golden bow of hope athwart the dark
cloud that ventures to swim through the atmosphere of his
mental heavens. When there is need, he is seri