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THE CASE OF GEORGE DEDLOW

The medium looked up with a puzzled ex-

pression.

" Good gracious !
" said I, " they are my legs

—my legs

!

"

What followed, I ask no one to believe

except those who, like myself, have com-

muned with the things of another sphere.

Suddenly I felt a strange return of my self-

consciousness. I was reindividualized, so to

speak. A strange wonder filled me, and, to

the amazement of every one, I arose, and,

staggering a little, walked across the room
on limbs invisible to them or me. It was no

wonder I staggered, for, as I briefly reflected,

my legs had been nine months in the strongest

alcohol. At this instant all my new friends

crowded around me in astonishment. Pres-

ently, however, I felt myself sinking slowly.

My legs were going, and in a moment I was
resting feebly on my two stumps upon the

floor. It was too much. All that was left

of me fainted and rolled over senseless.

I have little to add. I am now at home in

the West, surrounded by every form of kind-

ness and every possible comfort ; but alas

!

I have so little surety of being myself that I

doubt my own honesty in drawing my pen-

sion, and feel absolved from gratitude to
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