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THE CRITIC.

FOUR STRANGE AND TRUE STORIES.

Io the Jenuary of 1876 I crosscd the Atlavtic for the first time. My
destination was Rome, and my desr friced J.ha G. Whittier gave me o
letter of introduction to Will.am aud Mary Howiti, who were then residiong
there, and whote fricodstip he had made Ly a long correspondecce. Soon
after my arrival {n lome, I presented this letter, and the weckly evenings
Ispent with the Howitts are among the pleasantest recollections of my
Roman winter and spiing. Buth Mr. and Mrs. Howitt were firm believers
in the phenomena of spiritualism, aod a scance of so hour with some amsteur
or protesslonal medium was often part of the evening's enteitsioment. I
can recall nothing that was at all convincing in these s anccs, and nothing
of a special interest except the conversations to which they led. But one
of these talks fixed itselt io my memory as the most strikinyg record of spiri-
tualism experience which bad then come to my kaowledge.

I was calling one afternoon on Mrs. Howitt, and we were speaking of
the sécanco—a very barren one, as it seemed to me—of the night before, 1
am afratd I am a boin sceptic,’ I said. ¢ I find nothing conviaciog lo any
of these exper.mente.’ Mra. Howitt was silent for a moment, and then she
eaid, ¢ I thiok I will tell thee somethiog that happened in my own life.’

I must say, before going any further, that there are certain unimportant
details of Mrs. Howitt’s story which I have forgotten. I cannot recsll the
name of the river which she mentioned, ncr do I remember just how msny
years ¢ Willle’ Howitt had been dead ; but the maio facts, those which bear
upon spirit communion or thought transferense, are indelibly impressed
upon my memory.

Mi:s. Howitt told me that her son had been of an exploring party to New
Zasland. She was in the habit of hearing from him by every possible post,
for he was the darling of her heart, and he took the greatest possible care to
spsre ber all possible anxiety by kecping her informed of his movements.
One day she recelved a letter telling her that she must not be anxious it
several succeeding posts brought her no communication, for he was goiog
with bis party to explore the largest river in New Zealand, a river which
led through an uncivil.zed aod uokoowa cavr *ry, aod no postil commuaica-
tion would be possible uctil his return. She felt no anxiety, theretore, dur-
fog the fitst week or two of bis silence. Then all at once a strange impres-
sion came to her.

‘1 was out in the garden,’ she said, ‘ smong my flowers, when suddenly
I was told that my Willie was dead.’

Told!' Iasked. *How? Did you hear a voice ?’

¢ ] cannot make thee understand. I heard, aod yet I did not hear with
oy bodily ears. I was made aware. 1 did not believe then so firmly as I
believe now ia the possibility of spiritual commmunication, ard I said nothiog
to my husband, but hc saw that something had saddened me, and several
times he said, * What ails thee, Mary 3 What is weighiog on thy mind?’
But on Sunday he came to me and he s2id, ¢ I know now, Mary, what is
troubling thee—WVillle is dend.’ Awnd the very next day a letter came from
New Zzalsnd, and it was from one of Willie's companions oo the oxploring
expedition ; and it seid that Willie had fallen overboard where the river
was swilt as well as deep, and all efforis to rescue him had been in vain.!

Soon after, I remember, M. Xiowitt came io, and Mrs. Howitt said to
him, ¢ Willlam, will thee tell Mrs. Moulton how we heard of Willie's death 7'
aod Mr, Howitl's version corresponded in all respects with the ore his wife
had just given me.

My second story of spiritual commutication coscerns a relative of my
own, a cousin, born like myszelf in Connecticut, who was married and
settled in the West. Her mother, who had {o her lifetime been a firm
believer 1o spiritualism, had been dead for some years ; and even sinco her
death my cousin had believed in her constant pressace of influence, and
had arranged her life zccording to what she b:lieved to be her mother’s
guidance. . I do not remember the precise date, but it must have been
about eighteen years ago when she was urgently cotreated by her mother to
chango all her plans for the summer and go to far-off Conneciicut. ¢ Ask
your husband to let you go,’ said the Influence; *tell him how important
you feel that it is, and bsg him not 10 answer bastily, but to take tims to
consider it.’

That eveniog my cousin made ber request. I am not certaln whether
her husband believes that the compelling influences by which bis wife is so
often moved are really of spiritual origio, but at any 1ate he knows how sig-
nificant they arc to her.  So when she asked if she might take their three
children and go East, and at the same tlme entreated him not to answer
bastily, he listened in sllence, A few days later he eaid to her: I have
been thioking of what you propoeed the other night ; and if you feel so
esrnestly about it, I don't liko to 81y no. But I can’t have the family all
broken up. You may take the yonogest boy' (a little fellow of three) ¢ and
leave the others with me.’

Accordiogly my cousin made ber preparatlons for leaviog home. All
this time she had no imimation whatever as to the special reason for which
her jouroey was to be made; bat when she was leaviog the house, her
housckeeper said to her: ‘I do hope, ma’'am, you won't be gone all sum-
mer. It will be loncsome here without you." And my couslo anawered,
¢ Ob, no, my father will be dead and burled, and I shall bz back here be-
fore the middle of July.’
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She assured me that these words were as unexpected to herself as to her
listener.  L'ntil sho heard them with her owen ears, she did not at all koow
what she was sayiog.

She came to Connecticut, and went at once to ece her father, who

seemed to her as weli as when she had scen him three years bafore, and as |

well a8 o mao of his age was at ali hikely 1o be.  That night she was situny
10 her own room, and she said to herself, ¢ I really don't see what I was seaot
on hoero for—father secms as well as ever to me.’ Aond 1nstantly the answer
came, ‘Yes, he scems so, now. He woo't be taken sick till Juoe, when
you are vishing Mzts, » and then he'll never get better.’

Soon after that she came to Boston to pass a few days with me ; and
during her vislt she said to me : * You have often wished for some tost as to
the genulness of spirltual impressions. I will pat one in your keepiog.
Then she told me this story, precisely as I have here related 1t, and added,
* NoWw, you kouw why I came East, when 1 dida't mean to, and what I have
been told; avd you can see fur yourself what the next developments are,

Lirly in June she weot to make the visit to Ma ———. She had beco
there but two or th.ee days when the person witi, whom her father boarded
arrived, and asked to see her,

* Your father’s been takeo sick,’ said this woman, *and he's a very sick
man. I'd like to have you move him. He's got relations enough, and 1
doo't fecl like haviog Lim sick snd maybe die in my house.’

My cousin went with her to her father, summoning a skillfal physician |

to ber aid. ' Can I move bim ?* she asked, after a thorough examination
bad been made. ¢ Yes,' was the answer, * I don't thiok it wlill hurt him to
be moved to-day , bat you must make haste about ft. He's a very sick
mauv, and he'll be worse before he is be:ter.’

The paticot was moved, thercupon, to the house of a widowed sister,
and his daughter watched faithfully beside him. When a fortnight had
pass:d, her aunt sald to her one morning: ¢ You ought to get out and take
theair. It does your father no good for you to shut yourself up so closely.'

‘I can't go out to-day,’ was the jnstant reply, ¢ for 1t is the last day of
my father's life ;' and agaln, my cousin assures me, she had not the least
idea of what was coming until she herself heard the spoken words, Her
aunt weat {nto the sick man’s room, and presently returned, saying, ¢ I doo't
see any change in your fither, or anythiog that looks as if this was goiog to
b2 his last day.” ' No,' said my cousin, ¢ he will not dic till nearly four

o'clock this aflernoon,’ avd again these words were as uoexpectzd to her PR
?

until she heard them, as to her aunt,
It was from twenty zplnutcs to a quarter of four, that afternoon, whea
the sick man breathed his last ; and it was July 12 when, after a bref

sojourn at some seaside place, my cousin again entered the doors of her | .

Westorn home.

My other two stories were told me by a Massachusetts mia who bas
travelled much and lived much abroad, and has made more investigations
into the occult thao I could recount here. 1o has read widely and thought
deeply, and at any rate he is entirely to be trusted. 1le is a dishsaliever in
spirituslism, so called,—or perbaps I shoald say a doubter,—but he pledges
bis word for the truth of thess stories, which he admits that he is entirely
unable to explain.

Both incidents date back at least a dozsn years. My friend llvas ia
Whitiosville, Mase., and he bad been invited to the house of an acquaint-
ance, in the peighboring town of Uxbridge, for a spiritualistic scance at
which the much-decried Maud Lord was to be the medium.

On the afternoon of the appointed day, a friend from Providence ar-
rived unexpectedly, and there was nothlog for it bat to take this unforseea
guest aloog to Uxbridge. But it ail caused some delay, and the seance bad
alrcady begun when they arrived, and the man from Providence was not
Introduced cven to the bost of the evening, 2aud he was an entire stranger
10 every one in the room.

Very soon, however, the medium turned to him, and said, ¢ If you
please, sir, Sarah wants to speak to you." The Providence young min mads
00 respanse, and the m:diam turned her attention to some one else. Agate
she tarned back to him, later oo, and said, a3 b:fore, ¢ Sarah wants to speak
to you,’ and again he made no response. Finally just as the seance was
nearly over, she tarned to him a thixd time, and said: ¢ Sarah wauts very
much to speak to you. She says her pame is Sarah Thorolon Deane—
D.e-a-a-¢, Deane,’ spelling out the last name, letier by letter.  Still the
Providence man made no reply, and after they had left the house, he 8aid
to my fricnd : ¢ Wkat rubbish it all is! Why, I neve. knew any Sarah
Thornton Dzane in my life.’

Eut he chanced one day, some weeks later, on an impulse of idle cur-
foslty, to ask an aunt of tus If she ever heard of a Sarah Thoraton D:aae,
¢ Yes, indeed,’ was the answer, ‘but she'’s dead, long ago.  Sho lived w.th
your mother three years—one before you were bora end two afterwards.
She took care of you those two years, and she just set her Jife by you.’

¢ Aod did she call herself Sarah Tnoraoton D:ane—ail three names!
And was the Dzaoe spslled with 2 final ¢?'

* Yes, she always put the Thornton in ; and she spelled the Dsane wiih
anc. But what set you to thinking about her? She's been dead years and
y;:;r'a, and I doubt if you ever saw her after you were three or four years
old.

*Yes, but I cbanced to hear her name,' said the Providence youog
man ; and he began to think that perhaps it was not all a fraud.
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The fourth and last of my stories scems to me perhaps the atrangest of x

all. It wasof ascance at which my Whitinsvllle frlend was present, ia
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