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LORGE, & GO.,
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JOHN LOVELL & SON’S PUBLICATIONS.
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@he Curge of Carne’s Hold. By G. A. HENTY.

A thrilling story of love and-adventure. The sceneislaid inthe’
late Kaffir war, of which'the author had a large personal expe-

rience, having acted as war correspondent, in which position he
. became thoroughly acquainted with the.adventures ?I accidents
by flood and field of which hisstory so ably treats.

PRICE 30 cents.

An 3. D. B. in South Afvira. By Louise V. SHELDON.

An interesting story, profusely.illustrated. The plot is a
clever one, and holds the reader’s attention throughout.

~ PRICE 30 cents.

A Tife Sentence. By ADELINE SERGEANT.

One of the strongest and most dramatic of this popular
author’s works. The story combines very sensational incidents
with interesting developments of personal character.

PRICE 30 cents.

@he Tree of Binowledge. By G. M. ROBINs.

A fascinating book of fiction which all lovers of light litera-
ture should read. The work bears a strong stamp of originality
and power. PRICE 30 cents.

_Rit Wyndham; or, Fetteved for Tife.

. By FRANK BARRET.

A highly sensational story, which, however, presents a pleas-
ing contrast to the evil literature which has of late been spread
broadcast. The novel is one which once begun will be finished,
and the denouement is as pleasing as it is unexpected.

PRrICE 30 cents.

JOHN LOVELL & SON, PUBLISHERS, MONTREAL.
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@he Haute Noblesse.

By GEo. MANVILLE FENN,

A cleverly wnitten book, with exceptional characters. The -

plot and description of scenery are alike inimitable.
PRICE 30 cents.

Buttons and Bootlew’ Baby. By Joan STRANGE WINTER. _

Two military tales, abounding in the most grotesque situa-
tions and humorous touches, which will greatly amuse the
reader, : PRICE 30 cents.

Monut Gden.

By FLORENCE MARRYAT.

A charming romance of English fife, and probably the
greatest effort™of this popular authoress. PRICE 30 cents,

Hedri; or, Dlin\h Sustire.

An exciting story in which love plays only a secondary part.
All who enjoy a first-class story cannot fail to be interested, and
* the many admirers of Helen Mathers will find a new treasure in

By HELEN MATHERS.

this work. PRICE 30 cents.
Josbua. : N By GEORG EBERS.
£y

A story of Egyptian-Israelitish life which will bear favorable

- ,“companson with*Ben-Hur and other high-class books of the same
style. The description of the flight of the children of Israel from
Egypt, and their subsequent wanderings in the desert,are placed
‘before the reader in a slanlmgly realistic manner.

- PRICE 30 cents,

By KATE TanNNaTT WOODS.

FHeater Hepwortl.

This work treats of the superstitious times of 1692, when
witchcraft was punished with death. It tends to arouse one’s
sympathy, and w*]l be read with much interest and profit.

P - PRICE 30 cents.
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The Series now numbers over 6o books, and contains the latcst
novels of such well-known authors as

& . Ouida, The Duchess, Geo. Manville Fenn,
. . Rosa Nouchette Carey, Florence Marryat,
A. Conan Doyle, Georg Ebers, James Payn,
Miss Braddon, Frank Barrett, Mrs. Alexand:r,
Edna Lyall, Katherine S. Macquoid, G. M- Robins,
. G- A. Henty, Adeline Sergeant, Mona Caird,
John Strange Winter, Joseph Hatton,
Dora Russell, Julian Sturgis,

Kate Tannatt WoGd s,
Florence Warden, Annie Thomas, ‘

‘W. E. Norris, Helen Mathers,
Jessie Fothergill, Hall Caine, .
Oswald Crawfurd, Rhoda Broughton,
F. C. Phillips, Robert Bucharn:.r.
Charles Gibbon, L. T. Meade, John Berwick Harwood,

from whose pens-books have been issued dusi the past year, g 1
0 others now in preparation, make the Serieg'the best in the Dominic...
. The books are printed on good paper with new type. ’
All the books are published by arrangement with the autho. -,
to whom a royalty is paid, and are issued simultaneously w..:
their publication in England.
For sale at all Bookstores.

JOHN LOVELL & SON,
PUBLISHERS,
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‘®
HAVE you used CoverNTON’s Celebrated

FRAGRANT CARBOLIC TOOTH WASH,

For Cleansing and Preserving the Teeth, Hardening the
Gums, etc. Highly recommended by the leading Dentiste
of the City. Price, 25¢., s0c. and $1.00 a bottle.

- COVERNTON’S SYRUP OF WILD CHERRY

For Coughs, Colds, Asthma., Bronchitis, etc. Price zsc."

COVERNTON’S AROMATIC BLACKBERRY
CARMINATIVE,

. For Diarrhcea, Cholera Morbus, Dyséfx_tery, etc. Price 25c.

COVERNTON’'S NIPPLE OIL,

For Cracked or Sore Nipples. - Price 25¢
\ -
3}; GOOD EVYENING! %

—o USE o—

COVERNTON’S ALPINE CREAM

fer Chapped Hands, Sore Lips, Sunburn, Tan, Freckles,

etc. A most dehghtful preparatlon for the Toilet. Price 2¢c,

C. ]. COVERNTON & CO.,
Dispensing Chemists,
CORNER OF BLEURY AND DORCHESTER STREETS.
Branch, 469 St-Lawrence Street,
MONTREAL.
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CHAPTER I

FAMILY GHOSTS.

J\ “past ta write an account of the wonderful experiences I

\. have passed through in my investigation of the science
of Spiritualism. * In doing so I intend to confiné myself
to recording facts.- I will describe the scenes I have wit-

- nessed with my nwn eyes, and repeat the words I have
heard with my own ears, leaving the deduction to be drawn

| from them wholly to my readers. I have no ambition to
\start a theory nor to promulgate a doctrine ; above all
hmfrs I have no desire to provoke an argument I have

ad more than enough of arguments, philosophical, scien-

ific, religious, and purely aggressive, to last a lifetime ;

nd were I called upon for my definition of the rest
promised to the weary, I should reply—a place -where
every man may bold his own opinion,"and no one is per-
mitted to dispute it. A

e

ut though I am about to record a great thany incidents
that are so marvellous as to be almost incredib¥, I do not
. expect to be disbelieved, except by such as are capable of
deception themsel They—conscious of their own
ity-—invariably beheve that other people must be
lies. “Byron wrote, “ He is a fool who ;denies. that.

\\ I'l' has been strongly inipressed upon me for some years -

ot
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which he cannot disprove ;” and though Car1y1e gives us’

the comforting assurance that the population of Great Bri-
tain consnsts “chiefly of fools,” I pin my faith upon
receiving credence from the few who are not so.

Why should “I be disbelieved? When the late Lady
" Brassey published the ** Cruise of the Sun&mm,i’ and Sir

- Samuel and Lady Baker related their experiences in Central

.Africa, and Livingstone wrote his account, of the wonders
he met with whilst engaged in the investigation of the
source of the Nile, and Henry Stanley followed up the

story and added thereto, did they+anticipate the- public.

-~ T turning up its nose at their narrations, ,and declaring it did

<

not believe a word they had written? Yet their readers
had to accept the facts they ‘offered for credence, on their
authority alone. . Very few of them had even /egrd of the
places described before ; scarcely one in a thousand could,

____ either from personal éxperience or acquired know]edge,

attest the truth of the description. What was there—for
the benefit of .the general public—to prowe that the Su-

" beam had sailéd round the world, or that Sir Samuel Baker )

had met with the rare beasts, bxrds, and flowers he wrote
of, or that Livingstone and Stanley met and spoke with
those curious, unknown tribes that never saw white men

tili they set eyes on them? Yet had any one of those .

writers affirmed that in his wanderings he had encountered
agold field of undoubted excellence, thousands of fortune-
seekers would have left their native land on his word alohe,
and rushed to secure some of the glittering treasure.

Why ?-Because the authors of those books were persons -

well known in society, who had a reputation for veracity to
maintain, and who would have been quickly found out
had they dared to deceive. I claim the same grounds for

obtaining belief. I have a well-known name- and a public -,
reputation, a tolerable brain, and two sharp eyes. What I -

have witnessed, others, with equal assiduity and perseve-
rance, may witness for themselves. It would.-demand a
voyage round the world to see all that the owners of the
Sunbeam saw. It would demand time and trouble and
money to see what T have secen, and to some people, per-

- haps, it would not be worth the outlay. But if. have jour-

-~ -

neyed into the Debateable Lairid (which so few really believe

in, and most are terribly afraid cf), and come forward now -

to tell what I have seen there, the world has no more right
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to dlsbeheve me than it had to disbelieve Lady Brassey. .
Because the general public has not penetrated Central
Africa, is no reason that Livingstone did not do so ; because
the general public has not seen (and does not care to see) .
what I have seen, is no argument against the truth of what
I write. To those who o believe in the possibility of com-,
munion with disembodied spirits, my story will be interest-
ing perhaps, on account of its dealing throughout in a
remarkable degree with the vexed question of identity and
recognition. To the materialistic portion of creation who .
may credit me with not being a bigger fool than the remain-"
" der of the thirty-eight mllhons of Great Britain, it may
prove a new source of speculation and research. And for
those of my fellow-creatures who possess no curiosity, nor
imagination, nor desire to prove for themselves;what théy
cannot accept on the testlmony of others, ¥ nexenhad and
never ‘shall have, anythlng in common. They are the sort
of people-who ask you with a pleasing smile 1f Irving wrote
“The Charge of the nght Brigade,” and ‘say they like
Byron’s “Sardanapalus ” very well, but it is not so funny
as “Our Boys.”

Now, before going to work in right earnest, I do not
think it is generally known that my father, the late Captain
Marryat, was not only a believer in ghosts, but, himself a
"~ gHost-seer. I am delighted to be able to record this fact
as an introduction to my own experiences. . Perhaps the
ease with which such manifestations have come tome is a
gift which I inherit from him, anyway I am glad he shared
the belief and the power of spiritual sight with me. If there
were no other reason to make me bold to repeat what I
have witnessed, the circumstance would give me courage.
My father was not like Tis intimate friends, Charles Dick-
ens, Lord Lytton, and many other men of genius, highly
strung, nervous, and imaginative. I do not believe my
father had any “nerves,” and I think he had very little
imagination. Almost all his works are founded on his per-
sonal experiences.  His _forte lay in a humarous descrip-
tion of what he had seen. He possessed a marvellous
power of putting his recollections into graphic and forcible
language, and the very reason that his books are almost as
popular to-day as when they were written, is because they
are true histories of their time. There is scarcely a line of
fiction in them. His body was as powerful and muscular
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as his brai courage was indomitable—his moral
courage as| 4s his physical (as many people remember
to their costto this day), and his hardness of belief on
many sibjects is no sgcret. What I am about to relate

therefore did not happen to some excitable, nervous, sickly -

sentimentalist, and I repeat that I am proud to have in-
herited his constitutional tendencies, and quite willing to
stand judgment after him. S A

I have heard that my father had a number of stories to
relate of supernatural (as they are usually termed) inci-
dents that had occurred to him, but I will content myself
with relating such as were proved to be (at the least) very
remarkable coincidences. In my. work, ¢“The Life and
Letters of Captain Marryat,” I relate an anecdote of him
that was entered in his private “Jlog,” and found amongst
his papers. He had a younger brother, Samuel; to whom
he was very much attached, and who died unexpectedly in
England whilst my father, in command of H. M. S. Larne,
was engaged in the first Burmese war. His men broke
out with seurvy and he was ordered to take his vessel over
to Pulu Pinang for a few weeks in order to get the sailors
fresh fruit and vegetables. As my father was lying in his

berth one night, anchored 6ff thé island, with the brilliant .

tropical moonlight making everything as bright as day, he
saw the door of his cabin open, and his brother Sainuel
entercd and walked quietly up to his side. He looked just
the same as when they had parted, and uttcred in a per-
fectly distinct voice, “ Fred! I have come to tell you that
I amdead!” When the figure entered the cabin my father
jumped up in his berth, thinking it was some one coming
to rob him, and when he saw who it was and heard it speak,
he leaped out of bed with the intention of detaining it, but
it was gone. So vivid was the impression made upon him
by the apparition that he drew out his log at once and
wrote down all particulars concerning it, with the hour and
day of its appearance, On reaching England after the war
was over, the :first dispatches put into his hand were to
announce tle death of his brother, who had passed away at
the very hour when he had seen him in the cabin,

But the story that interests me most is one of an incident
which occurred to my father during my lifetime, and which
we have always called “ The Brown Lady of Rainham,”
I am aware that this narrative has reached thepublic

R,
A
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through other sources, and I bave made it the foundation
of a Christmas story myself. But it is too well authenti-
cated to be omitted here. " The last fifteen years of my
father’s life were passed on his own estate of Langham, in
Norfolk, and amongst his county friends were Sit’ Charles
and Lady Townshend of Rainham Hall. At the time I
speak of, the title and property had lately changed hands,
and thé new baronet had re-papered, painted, and fur-
nished the Hall throughout, and come down with his wife
and a large party of friends to take possession, But.to
their annoyance, soon after their arrival, rumors arose that
the house was haunted, and their guests began, one and
all (like those in the parable), to make excuses to go home
again. Sir Charles and Lady Townshend might have
sung, ¢ Friend after friend departs,” with due effect, but it
would have had none on the general exodus that took place
from Rainham. And it was all on account of a Brown
Lady, whose portrait hung in one of the bedrooms, and in
which she was represented as wearing a brown satin dress
with yellow trimmings, and a ruff around her throat—a.
very harmless, innocent-looking young woman. But they.
all declared they had seen her walking about the. house—
some in the corridor, some in their bedrooms, others in the
lower premises, and neither guests nor servants would
remain in the Hall. The baronet was naturally very much
annoyed about it,’and confided his trouble to my father,
and my father was indignant at the trick he believed had
been played upon him. There was a great deal of smug-
gling and poaching in Norfolk at that period, as he knew
well, being a magistrate of the county, and he felt sure that
some of these depredators were trying to frighten -the
Towashends away from the Hall again. ‘The last baronet
.had been a solitary sort of being, and lead a retired life,
“and my father imagined some of the tenantry had their own
reasons for not liking the introduction of revelries and
“ high jinks ” at Rainham. So he asked his friends to let
him stay with them and sleep in the haunted chamber, and
he felt sure he could rid them of the nuisance. They
accepted his offer, and he took possession of the room in
which the portrait of the apparition hiung, and in which she
had been often seen, and slept each night with a loaded
revolver under his pillow. For two days, however, he saw
nothing, and the third was to be the limit of his stay. On
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the third night, however, two young men (nephews of the
baronet) knocked at his door as he was undressing to go to
bed, and asked him to step over to their room (which was

at the other end of the corridor), and give them his opinion -

on a new gun just arrived from London. My father was
in his shirt and trousers, but as the hour was late, and
everybody had retjred to rest except themselves, .he pre-
pared to accompany them as he was. As they were leav-
ing the room, he caught up his revolver, *“ in case we meet
the Brown Lady,” he said, laughing. When the inspection
of the gun was over, the young men in the same spirit
declared they would accompany my father back again, in

_ case you meet the Brown Lady,” they repeated, laughing

-

»_,—:..-‘-4——,‘——-(~;.¢-—&-w~, P e el P

also. The three gentlemen therefore returned in cjm-
pany.

The corridor was long and dark, for the lights had “heen
extinguished, but as they reached the middle of it, they
saw the glimmer of 2 lamp coming towards them from the
other end. “ One of the ladies going to Visit the nurseries,”
whispered the young Townshends to my father., Now the
bedroom doors in that corridor faced each other, and each
room had a double door with a space between, as is the
case in many old-fashioned country houses. My father (as
I have said) was in a shirt and trousers only, and his native
modesty made him feel uncomfortable, so he slipped within
one of the outer doors (his friends following his example),
in order to conceal himself until the lady should have
passed by. I have heard him describe how he watched
her approaching nearer and nearer, through the chink of
the door, until, as she was close enough for him to distin-

guish the colors and style of her costume, he recognized

the figure as the facsirile of the portrait of . “ The Brown
Lady.” He had his finger on the trigger of his revolver,
and was about to demand it to stop and give the reason
for its presence there, when the figure halted of its own
accord before the door behind which he stood, and holding
the lighted lamp she carried to her features, grinned in a

malicious and diabolical manner at him. This act so in-.

furiated my father, who was anything but lamb-like in dis-
position, that he sprang into the corridor with a bound,

and discharged the revolver right in her face. The ﬁgure
instantly disappeared—the figure at which for the space of
several minutes #47¢e men had been looking together—and

Sya
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the bullet passed through the outer door of the room on
the opposite side of the corridor, and lodged in the panel
of the'inner one. My father never a.ttempted again to in-
terfere with ¢ The Brown Lady of Rainham,” and I have
heard that she haunts the premises to this day. That she
did so at that time, however, there is no shadow of doubt.

But Captain Marryat not only held these views .and
believed in them from personal experience—he promulgated

:them in his writings. There are many passages in his works

which, read by the light of my assertion, prove that he had
faith in the possibility of the departed returning to visit
this earth, and in the tHeory of re-incarnation or living more
than one life upon it, but nowhere does he speak more

plamly than in the followmg extract from the “ Phantom

Ship ” :—
“Think you, Phlhp ” (says Amme to her husband),
“ that this world is solely peopled by such dross as we
are P—things of clay, perishable and corruptible, lords over
beasts and ourselves, but little better? Have you not,
from your own sacred writings, repeated acknowledgments
and proofs of higher intelligences, mixing up with mankind,

*and acting here below? Why should what was #4e¢z not be

now, and what more harmris there to apply for their aid

now than a few thousand years ago? Why should you

suppose that they were permitted on the earth then and
not permitted now? What has become of them? Have
they perished? Have they been ordered-back? to where?
—to heaven? If to heaven, the world and mankind have

been left to the mercy of the devil and his ageats. Do’
-you suppose that we poor mortals have: been thus aban-

doned? I tell you plainly, I think not. We no longer
have the communication with those intelligences that we
once had, because as we become more enlightened we be-
come more proud and seek them noti, but that they still
exist a host of good against a host of ev1l invisibly oppos-
ing each other, is my conviction.”

One testimony to such a belief, from the lips of my
father, is sufficient. -He would not have written it unless
he had been prepared to maintainit. He was not one of
those wretched literary cowards who we meet but too often
now-a-days, who are too much afraid of the world to con-
fess with their mouths the opinions they hold in their
hearts. Had helived to this time I believe he would have
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been one of. the most energetic and outspoken believers in
Spiritualism that we possess. So much, however, for his
testimony to-the possibility of spirits, good and evil, revisit-
ing this earth. I think few will be found to gaimsay the
assertion, that where 4e trod, his daughter need ‘ndt be

ashamed to follow. - ,‘.f

Before the question of Spiritualism, however, arose in
modern times, I had had my own little private experiences
on the subject. From an early age I was accustomed . to
see,and to be very much alarmed at seeing, certain forms
that appeared to me at night. One in particular, I rement-
ber, was that of a very short or deformed old woman, who
was very constant to me. She used to stand on tiptoe to
look at me as I lay in bed, and however dark the room

- might be, I could always see every article in it, as if illu-

minated, whilst she remained there.

I was in the habit of communicating these visions to my
imother and sisters (my father had passed from us by that
time), and always got well ridiculed for my pains.
¢ Another of Flo’s optical illusions,” they would cry, until

I really came to think that the appearances I saw.were/

due to some defect in my eye-sight. I have heard my fir
husband say, that when he -married me he thou
should never rest for an entire night in his bed; so often
did I wake him with the description of some man ‘or woman
I had seen in the room. I recall these figures distinctly.
They were always dressed in white, from which circum-
stance I imagined that they were natives who had stolen in
torob us, until, from repeated observation, I discovered
they onl; formed part of another and more enlarged series
of my “ optical illusions.” All this time I was very much
afraid of seeing what I ternred “ ghosts.” No love ot occult
science. led me to investigatc the cause of my aiarm. I
only wished never to see the ‘illusions” again. and was
too frightened to remain by myself lest they should appear
to me.

When 1 had been married for about two years, the
head-quarters of my-husband’s regiment, the 12th Madras
Native Infantry, was- ordered to Rangoon, whilst the left
wing, commanded by a Major Cooper. was sent to assist

in the bombardment of Canton. Major Cooper _ had only -

been married a short time, and by rights his wife had no
claim ¢q sail with the head-quarters for Burmah, but as SIIC
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had no friends in Madras, and was moreover expecting
lier confinement, our colonel permitted her to do so, and
she accompanied us to Rangoon, settling herself in a

house not far from our own. One morning, early in July,
I was startled by receiving a hurried scrawl from her, con-
taining only these words, “Come ! come! come!” I set
off ‘at once, thinking she had been taken ill, but on my
arrival I found Mrs. Cooper sitting up in bed with only
her usual servants about her. “What is the matter?” I

’ exclamd “ Mark is dead,” she answered me; “ he sat

in that chair” (pointing to one by the bedsxde) “all last
night. I noticed every detail of his face and figure. He
was in undress, and he never raised his eyes, but sat with
the peak of his forage cap pulled down over his face. But
I could see the back of his head and his hair, and I know
it was he. I spoke to him but he -did not answer me, and

"I am sure he is dead.”

‘Naturally, I imagined this vision to have been dictated
solely by fear and the state of her health. I laughed at
her for a simpleton, and told her it-was nothing but fancy,

and reminded her.that by the last accounts received from

the seat of war, Major Cooper was perfectly well and anti-
«cipating a speedy reunion with her. Laugh as I would,
however, I could not laugh her out of her belief, and see-
ing how low-spirited she was, I offered to pass the night
with her, It was a very nice night indeed. *As soon as
ever we had retired to bed, although'a lamp burned in the
room, Mrs. Cooper declared that her husband was sitting
in the same chair as the night before, and accused me of

.deceptxon when I declared that I saw nothing at all. I

sat up ‘in bed and strained my eyes, but I could discern .
nothing but an empty arm-chair, and told her so. She
persisted that Major Cooper sat there, and described his
personal appearance and actions. I got out of bed and
sat in the chair, when she cried out, “ Don’t, don’t! Yoz
are sitting right on him !” It was evident that the ap-
parition was as real to her as if it had’been flesh and
blood. I jumped up again fast enough, notfeeling very
comfortable myself, and lay by her side for the remainder
of the night, listening to her asseverations that Major
Cooper was either dying or dead. She would not part with
me, and on the third night I had to endure the same ordeal
as on the second. After the third night the apparition .

n
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ceased to appear to her, and I was permitt‘ed'to return

"home. But before [ did so, Mrs. Cooper showed me her

pocket-book, in which she had written down against the
8th, gth, and 1oth of July this sentence : *“ Mark sat by my
bedsxde all night.”

The time passed on, and no bad news ived from
China, but the mails had been intercepted and postal
communication suspended. Qeccasionally, however, we
received letters by a sailing vessel. " At last came Septem-
ber, and on the thifd of that month Mrs. Cooper’s baby
was born _and died. She was naturally in great distress
about-it, and I was doubly horrified when I was called |

rom her bedside to receive the news of her husband’s
death, which had taken place from a sudden attack of fever
at Macao. We did notintend to let Mrs. Cooper hear of
this until she was convalescent, but as soon as I re-entered
her room she broached the sub]ect

¢ Are there any letters from China? ” she asked (Now
this question was remarkable in itself, because  the mails
having been cut off, there was no pa.rticular date when
letters might be expectéd to arrive from the seat of war.)

Fearing she would insist upon heariiig the news, I tempor- -

ized and answered her, “ We have received none.” ¢ But
there "is a letter for me,” she continued : “a letter with
the intelligence of Mark’s death. It is useless denying it.
I know he is dead. He died on the 1oth of July.” And
on reference to the official memorandum, this was found to
be true. Major Cooper had been taken ill on the first day
he had appeared to his wife, and died on the third. And
this incident was the more remarkable, because they were
neither of them young nor sentimental people, neither had
they lived long enough together to form any very strong
sympathy or accord between them But as I have related
it, so it occurred. ) : )

\
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3 CHAPTER 1II
- A~ MY FIRST SEANCE.
3 I uaD returned from Indm and spent seyeral yeats in
i England before _the subject of Modern Spiritualism was ) -
E broughb undér my immediate notice. Cursorily I had ’

1 heard it mentioned by some people as a dreadfully wicked
thing, diabolical to the last degree, by others as a ‘most
H amusing pastime for evening parties, or when one wanted
to get some “ fun out. of the table.” But neither descrip-
tion charmed me, nor tempted me to pursue the occupa-
tion. I had already lost too many friends. Spiritualism -
(so it seemed to me) must either be humbug or a very
b solemn thing, and I neither wished to trifle with it or to be

i trifled with by it. And after twenty years’ continued ex-
Iy perience I hold the same opinion. I have proved Spirit-
# ualism 7of to be humbug, therefore I regard it in a sacred
¥ light. For, from whatever cause it may proczed, it opens

a vast area for thought to any speculative mind, and it is

a matter of constant surprise to me to sce the indifference

with which the world regards it. That it exis#s is an un-
. I3 deniable fact. Men of science have acknowledged it, and

the churches cannot denyit. The only question appears to

be, “What is it, and whence does the power proceed? ”

If (as many clever people assert) from ourselves, then
‘must these bodies and minds of ours possess faculties -
hitherto undreamed of, and which we have allowed to lie ?
culpably fallow. If our bodies contain magnetic forces
sufficient to raise substantial and apparently living forms

from the bare earth, which our eyes are clairvoyant
enough fo see, and which can articulate words which our

ears are clairaudient enough to hear—if, in addition to

this, our minds can read each other’s inmost thoughts, can

see what is passing at a distance,” and foretell what will
happen in the future, then are our human pewers greater

than we have ever nnarrmed, and we ought to- do a great

deal.- more with them than we do. And even regarding
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+
Spiritualism from #Za# point of view, .I cannot understand
the lack of interest displayed in the discovery, to turn
these marvéllous powers of the human mind to greater
account. . :

To discuss it, however, from the usual meaning given to
the word, namely, as a msans of communication with the
departed, leaves me as puzzled as before. All Christians
acknowledge they have spirits independent of their bodies,
and that when their bodies die, their spirits will continue
to live on. Wherein, then, lies the terror of the idea that
these liberated spirits vﬁy have the privilege of roaming
the universe as they will? * And if they argue the impossi-
bility of their return, they deny the recerds which form
the only basis of their religion. No greater proof can be
brought forward of the truth of Spiritualism than the truth
of the Bible, which teems and bristles with accounts of it
from beginning to end. From the period when the Lord
God walked with Adam and Eve in the garden of Eden,
and the angels came to Abram’s tent, and pulled Lot out

of the doomed city ; when the witch of Endor raised up
" Samuel, and Balaam’s ass spoke, and Ezekiel wrote that °
the hair of his head stood up because ““a spirit” passed’
" before him, to the presence of Satan with Jesus in the

desert, and the reappearance of Moses and Elias, the

A resurrection of Christ Himself, and His talking and eating

with His disciples, and the final account of John being
caught up to Heaven to receive the Revelations—a// is
. Spirituatism, and nothing else. The Protestant Church
that pins its faith upon the Bible, and nothing but the

o-Bible, cannot deny that the spirits of .mortal men have re-

appeared and been recognized upon this earth, as when
the graves opened at the time of the Christ’s crucifixion,
and “ many bodies of those that were dead arose and went

_into the city, and were seen of many.” The Catholic

Church does not attempt to deny it.  All her legends and
miracles (which are disbelieved and ridiculed by the Pro-

testants aforesaid) are founded on the same truth—the -

miraculous or supernatural return (as it is styled) of those
who are gone, though I hope to make my readers believe,

as I do, that there is nothing miraculous in it, and far from |

being supernatural it is only a continuation of Nature.
Putting the churches and the Bible, however, on one side,
the History of Nations proves it to be possible. There is
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not a people on the face of the globe that has not its
(so-called) superstitions, nor a family hardly, which has
not experienced some proofs of spiritual communion with
earth. Where learning and science have thrust all belief
out of sight, it is only natural that the man who does not
believe in a God nor a Hereafter should not credit the
existence of spirits, nor the possibility of communicating
with them. But the lower we go in the scale of society,

- the more simple and childlike the mind, the more readily

does such a faith gain credence, and the more stories you
will hear to justify belief. Itis just the same with religion,
which is hid from the wise and prudent, and revealed to
babes.

If I am met here with the objection that the term ¢ Spi-

- ritualism ” has been at times mixed up with so much that

is evil as to become an offence, I have no better answer to
make than by turning to the irrefragable testimony of the
Past and Present to prove that in all ages, and of all reli-
gions, there have been corrupt and demoralized exponents

- whose vices have threatened to pull down the fabric they

lived to raise, Christianity itself would have been over-
thrown before now, had we been unable to separate its
doctrine from its practice.

I held these.views in the month of February, 1873, when
I made one of a party of friends assembled at the house of
Miss Elizabeth Philip, in Gloucester Crescent, and was
introduced to Mr. Henry Dunphy of the Morning Post,
both of them since gone to join the great majority. Mr.
Dunphy soon got astride of his favorite hobby of Spiritual-
ism, and gave me an interesting account of some of the
séances he had attended. I had heard so.many clever.men
and women discuss-the subject before, that I had begun to -
believe on their authority that fhere must be ¢ something

“in it,” but I held the opinion ‘that sittings in the dark must

afford so much liberty for deception, that I would engage
in none where I was not permitted the use of my eye-

- sightt

I expressed myself somewhat after this fashion to Mr.
Dunphy. He replied; *Then the time has arrived for you
to investigate Spiritualism, for I can introduce .you to a
medium-who. will show’you the faées of the dead.” This
proposal exactly met my wishes and I gladly accepted it..
Annie Thomas (Mrs. Pender Cudlip,) the novelist, who is

. s 2} .
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an mhmatefnepd of mine, was staying with me at the time
and became as eager as I was to investigate the phenomena.

We took the address Mr. Dunphy gave us of Mrs. Holmes,
the American medinm, then visiting London, and lodging
in Old Quebec Street, Portman Square, but we refused his
introduction, preferrmg 10 go incognito. Accordingly, the
next evening, when she held a public séznce, we presented
ourselves at Mrs. Holmes’ door; and h:ivmg first removed
our wedding-rings, and tried to look as virginal as possible,
sent up our names as Miss Taylor and Miss Turner. Iam
perfectly aware that this medium was said afterwards to be
untrustworthy. So may a servant who was perfectly
honest, whilst in my service, leave me for a situation where
she is detected in theft. That does not alter the fact thaf™
she stole nothing from me. T do not think I know g single
medium of whom I have nor’ (at some time or other) heard

the same thing, and I do not think I know a single woman _

whom I have not also, at some time or other, heard scan-
dalized by her own sex, however pure and chaste she may
imagine the world holds her. * The question affects me in
neither case. I value my acquaintances for what they are
Zo me, not for what they may be to others; and I have
placed trust in my media from what I individually have
seen and heard, and proved to be genuine in their presence,
and not from what others may imagine they have found
out about them. It is no detriment to my witness that the
media I sat with cheated somebody else, either before or
after. My business was only to take care that 7 was not
cheated, and I.lave never, in Spiritualism, accepted any-
thing at the hands of others that I could not prove for my-
self.

Mrs. Holmes did not receive us very graciously on the
present occasion. - We were strangers to her—probably
sceptics, and she eyed us rather coldly. It was a bitter
night, and the snow lay so thick upon the ground that we
had some difficulty in ‘procuring a hansom to take us from
Bayswater to Old Quebec Street. No other visitors arrived,
and after a little while Mrs. Holmes offered to return our
money (ten shillings), as she said if she did sit with us,
there would probably be no manifestdtions on account of
the iriclemency of the weather. (Often since then I have
proved her assertion to be true, and found that any
extreme of heat or cold is liable to make a séanmce 2 dead
failure),

o
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" But Annie Thomas had to return to her home in Tor= ° s
quay on the following day, and so we begged the medium ° E
to -try at least to show us something, as* we were very -
curious on the subject. “I am not quite sure what I ex-
pected or hoped for on this océasion. I was full of curiosity
and -anticipation, but I am sure that I never thought I
should see any face which I could recognize as having been
on earth. We waited till nine o’clock in hopes that a circle -
would be formed, but as no one else came, Mrs. Holmes
consented to sit with us alone, warm% us, however, several
times to prepare for a disappointment. The lights were
therefore extinguished, and we sat for the usual preliminary )
dark séance,'which was good, perhaps, but has nothing to 7
do with a narrative of facts proved to be so. Whenit. '
concluded, the gas was relit and we sat for Spirit
Faces.”

There were two small rooms connected by folding doors.

Annie Thomas and I, were asked to go into the back room : _
—to lock the door communicating with the landings, and
secure it with our own seal, stamped . upon a piece of tape o
stretched across the opening—to examine the window and ‘
bar the shutter inside—to search th& room thoroughly, in
fact, to see that no one was concealed in it—and we did = -
all this as a matter of business. When we had satisfied
_-ourselves that no one could enter from the back; Mr. and
" Mrs. Holmes, Annie Thomas, and I were seated on four/
chairs in the front room, arranged in a row before the fold- ’
ing doors, which were opened, and a square of black calico
fastened across the aperture from one wall to the other. In
this piece of calico was cut a square hole about the size of
an ordinary window, at which we were told the spirit faces
(ifany) would appeat. There was no singing, nor noise of . L
“any sort made to drown the sounds of preparation, and we
could have heard even a rustle in the next room. Mr. and
Mrs. Holmes talked to us of their various experiences,
until,*we were almost tired of waiting, when something
--white and indistinct like a cloud of tobacco smoke, ora
buﬁe of gossamer, appeared and disappeared again.
hey are coming ! I gm glad !’ said Mrs. Holmes. I
didn’t think we should get anything to-night,”—and ‘my
friend and I were immediately on the tiptoe of expectation.
The white mass advanced and retreated several times, and
finally settled before the aperture and opened in the mid-
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dle, when a female face wasdlstmctly to be seen above the
- black calico. What was our-amazement to recognize the
features of Mrs. Thomas; Annie e Thomas™—mother—Here I
should-tetl-my readers that ’Annie’s father, who wasa lieu-
et tenant in the Royal Navy and captain of the coastguard at
Morston in Norfolk, had been a near neighbor and great
“friend of my father, Captain Marryat, and-their children
<had associated like brothers and sisters. I had therefore
known Mrs. Thomas well, and recognized her at once, as,
of course, did her daughter. The witness of two people is
considered sufficient in law. It ought to be accepted by
“society.‘?o'o’r‘Annie was very much affected, and talked to
her mother in the most incoherent manner. The spirit did
not appear able to answer in words, but she bowed her
head or shook it, according as she wished to say “yes ” or
" “no.” I could not help feeling awed at the appearance of
the dear old lady, but the only thing that puzzled me was
the cap she wore, whicli .was made of white net, quilled
closely round her face, and-unlike any I had ever seen her
wear in life. I whispered this to Annie, an and she replied
at once, * It is the cap she was buried in,” which settled
the question. Mrs. Thomas had possessed a very pleasant -
but very uncommon looking face, with bright black eyes,
and a complexion of pink and white like that of a child. It -
was some time before Annie could be persuaded to let her
mother go, but the next face that presented itself astonished
her quite as much, for she recognized itas that of Captain
Gordon, a gentleman whom she had known intimately and
fora Iength of time. I had never seen Captain Gordon in
** the flesh, but I had heard of him, and knew he had died
from a sudden accident. All I saw was the head of a'good-
looking, fair, young man, and not feeling’ any personal
interest in his appearance, I-occupied the time during
which my friend conversed with him about olden days, by
minutely examining the working of the muscles of his
throat, which undeniably stretched when his head moved.
As I was doing so, he leaned forward;-and-.I-saw-a-dark
stain, which looked like a clot of blood on his fair hair, on
the left side of the forehead.
“ Annie ! what did Captain Gordon die of?” I asked.
“ He fell from a railway carnage, " she replied, ¢‘ and struck
his head upon the line.” I then pointed out to her the
plood upon his hair, Several other faces appeaxed whl,ch
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we could not recognize. At last came one of a gentleman,
apparently moulded like a bust in plaster of Paris. He had
"a kind of smoking cap upon the head, curly hair, and a
beard, but from being perfectly colorless, he looked so un-
like nature, that I could not trace a resemblance to any
friend of mine, though he kept on bowing in my direction,
to indicate that I knew, or had known him. I examined
this face again and again in vain. Nothing in it struck me
as -familiar, until the mouth broke into a grave, amused
smile at my perplexity, In a moment I recognized it as
that of my dear old friend, John Powles, whose history I
shall relate 7z extenso further on. 1 exclaimed ¢ Powles,”
__and sprang towards it, but with my hasty action the figure
-disappeared. I was terribly vexed at my, imprudence, for
this was the friend of all others I desired to see, and sat
ai there, hoping and praying the spirit would return, but it did
o not. Annie Thomas’ mother and friend both came back
. several times ; indeed, Annie recalled Captain Gordon so
often, that on his last appearance the power was so ex-
hausted, his face looked like a faded sketch in water-colors,
but ¢ Powles ” had vanished altogether. The last face we
saw that night was that of a little girl, and only her eyes
and nose were visible, the rest of her head and face being
enveloped in some white flimsy material like muslin. Mrs.
Holmes asked her for whom she came, and she intimated
that it was for me. . .I said she must be mistaken, and that
I had known no one in life like her. The medium ques-
tioned her very closely, and tried to put her  out of court,” .
as it were. Still, the child persisted that she came for
me.. Mrs. Holmes said to me, “ Cannot you remember
anyone of that age connected with you in the spirit
world? No cousin, nor niece, nor sister, nor the child of
a friend?” I tried to remember, but I could not, and
answered, “ No ! no child of that age.” She then addressed
the little spirit. *‘You have made a mistake. There is no
one here who knows you. You had better move on.” So
the child did move on, but very slowly and reluctantly. I
could read her disappointment in her eyes, and ‘after she
had disappeared, she peeped round the corner again and
looked at me, longingly. This was “ Florence,” my dear
» Jost child (as I then called her), who had left me as a little
infant of ten days old, and whom I could not at first recog-
nize as a young girl of ten years, Her identity, however,
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has been proved to me since, beyond all doubt as will be ’

seen in the chapter which relates my reunjon mth her, and

is headed “My Spirit Child.” Thus ended the first séance

at which I ever assisted, and it made a powerful impression

: upon my mind. Mrs. Holmes, in bidding us good-night,

1 said,  You two ladies must be very powerful mediums. I

: never held so successful a séance with strangers in my life
before.” This news elated us—we were eager to pursue
our investigations, and were enchanted to think we could
have séances at home, and as soon as Annie Thomas took
up her residence in London, we agreed fo hold regular
meetings for the purpose. This was the séance that made
me a student of the psychological phenomena, which the
men of the nineteenth century term Spiritualism. Had it
turned out a failure, I might now have been as.most mén
are. Quien sabe? As it was, it incited me to go on and on,
until I have seen and heard things which at that moment
would have seemed utterly impossible to me. And I would
not have missed the experience I have passed through for

- all the good this world could offer me
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CHAPTER III.
CURIOUS COINCIDENCES. b

Berore 1 proceed to write down the results of my private
and premeditated investigations, I am reminded to say a
word respecting the permission I received for the pursuit
of Spiritualism. As soon as I expressed my curiosity on
the subject, I'was met on all sides with the objection that,
as I am a Catholic, I could not possibly have anything to
do with the matter, and it is a fact that the Church strictly .
forbids all meddling with necromancy, or communion with
the departed. Necromancy is a terrible word, is it not?
e¢specially to such people as do not understand its meaning,”
and only associate it with the dead of night and charmed
circles, and seething caldrons, and the arch fiend, in
propria persona, with two horns and a tail. Yet it seems
strange to me that the Catholic Church, whose very doc-
trine is overlaid with Spiritualism, and who makes it a’
matter of belief that the Saints hear ‘and help us in our
prayers and the daily actions of our lives, and recommends
our kissing the ground every morning at the feet of our
guardian angel, should consider it unlawful for us to com-
municate with our departed relatives. I cannot see the
difference in iniquity between speaking to John Powles,
who was and is a dear and trusted friend of mine, and
Suint Peter of Alcantara, who is an old man whom I never
saw in this life. They were both men, both mortal, and
are both spirits. Again, surely my mother who was a
pious woman all her life, and is now in the other world,
would be just as likely to take an interest in my welfare,
and to try and promote the prospect of our future meeting,
as Saint Veronica Guiliani, who is my patron. Yet were
I to spend half my time in prayer before Saint Veronica’s
altar, asking her help and guidance, I should be doing
right (according to the Church), but if I did the same thing
at my mother’s grave, or spoke to her at a séance, I should
be doing wrong. These distinctions without a difference

-
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were hard nuts to crack, and I was bound to settle the
matter with my conscience before I went on with my
investigations.

Itis a fact that I have met- qulte as many’ Catholics as
Protgstants (especially of the higher classes) amongst the
investigators of Spiritualism, and I have not been surprised
at it, for who could better inderstand and appreciate the
beauty of communications from the spirit world than mem-
bers of that Church which instructs us to believe in the
communion of saints, as an ever-present, though invisible
mystery. Whether my Catholic acquaintances had received
permission to attend séamces or not, was no coneern of
mine, but I took good care to procure it for myself, and I
record it here, because rumors have constantly reached me
of people having said behind my back that I can be ™ no
Catholic” because I am a spiritualist.

My director at that time was Father Dalgairn, of the
Oratory.at Brompton, and it was to him I took my diffi-
culty. I was a very constant press writer and reviewer,
and to be unable to attend and report on spiritualistic
meetings would have seriously militated against my pro-
fessional interests. I represented this to the Father, and
(although under protest) I received his permission to pur-
sue the research in the cause of science. He did more than
ease my conscience. He became interested in what I had
to tell him on the subject, and we had many conversations
concesning it. He also lent me from his own library the
lives of such saints as had heard voices and seen visions,
of those in fact who (like myself) had been the victims of
¢ Optical Illusions.” Amongst these I found the case of
Saint Anne-Catherine of Emmerich, so like my own, that I
began to think that L too might turn out to be a saint in
disguise. It hasnot come to pass yet, but there is no know-
ing what may happen. ‘

She used to see the spirits floating beside her as she
walked to mass, and heard them asking her to pray for them
as they pointed to “les taches sur leurs robes.” The musical
instruments used to play without hands in her presence,
and, voices from invisible throats sound in her ears, as they
have done in mine. I have onlyinserted this clause, how-
ever, for the satisfaction of those Catholic acquaintances
with whom I have sat at séazces, and who will probably be

the first to exclaim against the publication of oz joint ex-
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periences. I trust they will acknowledge, after reading it,
that I am not worse than themselves, though I may be a
little bolder in avowing my opinions.

Before I began this chapter, I had an argument with
that friend of mine called Self (who has but too often wor-
sted me in the Battle of Life), as to whether I should say
anything about table-rapping or tilting. The very fact of
so common an article of furniture as a table, as an agent
of communication with the unseen world, has excited so
much ridicule and opens so wide a field for chicanery, that
I thought it would be wiser to drop the subject, and con-
fine myself-to those phases of the science or art, or religion,
or whatever the reader may like to call it, that can be
explained or described on paper. The philosophers of the
nineteenth century have invented so many names for the
cause that makes 4 table turn round—tilt—or rap—that I
feel quite unable 1%‘not being a philosopher) to cope with
them. It is “magnetic force” or “psychic force,”—it is
‘“ unconscious-cerebration ” or “ brain-reading ”—and it is
exceedingly difficult to tell the outside world of the private
reasons that convince individuals that the answers they
receive are nof emanations from their own brains. I shall
not attempt to refute their reasonings from their own
standpoint. I see the difliculties in the way, so much so
that I have persistently refused for many years past to sit
at the table with strangers, for it is only a lengthened study-
of the matter that can possibly convince a person of its
truth. I cannot, however, see the extreme folly myself of
holding communication (under the circumstances) through
the raps or tilts of a table, or any other object. These tiny
indications of an influence ulterior to our own are not
necessarily confined to a table’ I have -received them
through a cardboard box, a gentleman’s. hat, a footstool,
the strings of a guitar, and on the back of my chair, even,
on the pillow of my bed. And which, amongst the phil-
osophers I have alluded to, could suggest a simpler mode
of communication ?

I have put the question to clever men thus: * Suppose
yourself, after having been able to write and talk to mie,
suddenly deprived of the powers of speech and touch, and
made invisible, so that we could not understand each other
by signs, what better means than by taps or tilts on any

" article, when the right word or letter is named, could you
think of by which to communicate with me ?”
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And my clever men have never been able to propose an

easier or more sensible plan, and if anybody can suggest.

one, I should very much like to hear of it. The following
incidents all took place through the much-ridiculed tipping

of the table, but managed to knock some sense out of it.

nevertheless. On looking over the note book which 1
faithfully kept when we first held séances at home, I find
many tests of identity which took place through my own
mediumship, and which could not possibly have been the
effects of thought-reading. I devate this chapter to'their

relation. I hope it will be observed with what admirable -

caution I have headed it. I have a few drops of Scotch

blood in me by the mother’s side, and I think they must

have aided me here. * Curious coincidences.” Why, not
the most captious and unbelieving critic of them all can
find fault with so modest and unpretending a title. Every-
one believes in the occasional possibility of “ curious coin-
cidences.”

It was not until the month of June, 1873, that we formed
a home circle, and commenced regularly to sit together.

We became so interested in the pursuit, that we.used to -

sit every evening, and sometimes till three and four o’clock
in the morning, greatly to our detriment, both mental and
physical. We seldom sat alone, being generally joined by
two or three friends from out51de, and the results were
sometimes very startling, as we were a strong circle. The
memoranda of these sittings, sometimes with one.party and
sometimes with another, extend over a period of years,
but I shall restri®® myself to relating a few incidents that
were verified by subsequent events.

The means by which we communicated with the influ-
ences around us was the usual one. We sat round the
table and laid our hands upon it, and I (or anyone who
might be selected for the purpose) spelled over the alpha-
bet, and raps or tilts occurred when the desired letter was

reached. This in reality is not se tedious a process as it

may appear, and once used to it, one may get through a
vast amount of conversation in an hour by this means. A
medium is soon able to guess the word intended to be
spelt, for there are not so miny after all'in use in general
conversation.

Some one had come to our table on several occasions,
giving the name of « Valerie,” but refusing to say any more,

D
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so we thought she was an idle or frivolous spirit, and had
been in the habit.of driving her away. One evening, on
the 1st of Julyy however, our circle was augmented by
Mr: Henry Stacke, when ¢Valerie” was immediately
spelled out, and the following conversation ensued. Mr.
Stacke said to me, “ Who is this? ”’“ and I replied care-
lessly, “ O ! she’s a little devil |  She never has anything
to say.” The table rocked violently at this, and the taps
spelled out. : -

¢ Je ne suis pas diable.”

“ Hullo! Valerie, so you can talk now ! For whom de
you come ? ” ’ :

¢ Monsieur Stacke.”

“ Where did you meet him? ”

“ On the Continent.”

“ Whereabouts ? ” Y

« Between Dijon and Magon.”

“How did you meet him?” ’ R,

“In a railway carriage.”

% What where you doing there? ”-

Here she relapsed into French, and said,

“ Ce m’est impossible de dire.” ) .

At this juncture Mr. Stacke observed that he had never
been in a train between Dijon and Magon but once in . his
life, and if the spirit was with him then, she must remem-
ber what was the matter with their fellow-passenger.

“ Mais oui, oui—il etait fou,” she replied, which proved
to be perfectly correct. Mr. Stacke also remembered that
two ladies in the same carriage had been terribly fright-
ened, and he had assisted them t> get into another.
“ Valerie ” continued, ¢ Priez pour moi.”

 Pourquoi, Valerie?”

“ Parceque j’ai beaucoup péché.” .

There was an influence who frequented our society at
that time and called himself ¢ Charlie.” -

- He stated that his full name had been ¢ Stephen Charles
Bernard Abbot,”—that he had been a monk of great
literary attainments—that he had embraced the monastic
life in the reign of Queen Mary, and’apostatized for politi-
cal reasons in that of Elizabeth, and been “earth bound ”
in consequence ever since. I .

“Charlie” asked us to sing one night, and we struck up
the very vulgar refrain of ¢ Champagne Charlie,” to which
he greatly objected, asking for something more serious.

N
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I began, “ Ye banks and braes o’ bonnie Doon.”.

‘ Why, that’s as bad as the other,” said Charlie. “1It
was a ribald and obscene song in the reign of Elizabeth.
The drunken roysterers used to sing it in the street as they
rolled home at night.”

“You must be mistaken, Charlie! It’s a well-known
Scotch air.” ‘

“It’s no more Scotch than I am,” ’ he replied. “ The
Scotch say they invented everything. It’s a tune of the
time of Elizabeth. Ask Brinley Richards.”

Having the pleasure of the acquaintance of that gentle-

.man, who was the great authority on the origin of National

Ballads, I applied to him for the information, and received
an answer to say that ¢ Charlie” was right, but that Mr.
Richards had not been aware of the fact himself until he
had searched some old MSS. in the British Museum for the
purpose of ascertaining the truth.

1 was giving a sitting once to an officer from Aldershot,
a cousin of my own, who was quite prepared to ridicule .
every thing that took place. After having teased me into

. giving him" § séance, he began by cheating himself, and

then accused me of cheating him, and altogether tired out
my patience. At last I proposed a test, though with little
hope of success.

‘ Let us ask John Powles to go down to Aldershot,” I
said, ‘“and bring us word what your brother officers are

- doing.”

“Q, yes! by Jove! Capital idea! Here! you fellow.
Powles cut off to the camp, will you, and go to the barracks
of the 84th and let us know what Major R—— is doing.”
The message came back in about three minutes. ‘ Major
R has just- come in from duty,” spelt out Powles.
« He is sitting on the side of his bed, changing his uniform
trousers for a pair of grey tweed.”

“I'm sure that’s wrong,” said my cousin, “because the
men are never called out at this time of the day.”

It was then four o’clock, as we had been careful to ascer-
tain. My cousin returned to camp the same evening, and
the next day I received a note from him to say, “ That
fellow Powles is a brick. It was quite’right. R—— was
unexpectedly ordered to turn out his company yesterday
afternoon, and he returned to barracks and changed his
things for the grey tweed suit exactly at four o’clock.”
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But I have always found my friend Powles (when he will
condescend to do anything for strangers, which is seldom)
remarkably correct in detailing the thoughts and actions of
absentees, sometimes on the other side of the globe.

I went one afternoon to pay an ordinary social call ona
lady named Mrs. W . and found her engaged in -#ft
earnest convetsation on Spiritualism with a stout woman
and a commonplace man—two as material looking indi-
viduals as ever I saw, and who appeared all the more so
under a sultry August sun. As soon as Mrs. W saw
me, she exclaimed, “ O! here is Mrs. Ross-Church. She
will tell you all about the spirits. Do, Mrs. Ross-Church,
sit’'down at the table and let us have a séance.”

A séance on a burning, blazing afternoon in August, with
two stolid and uninteresting, and worse still, uninterested
looking strangers, who appeared to think Mrs. W—— had
a “bee in her bonnet.” I protested—I reasoned—I pleaded
~—all in vain. My hostess continued to urge, and society .
places the guest at the mercy of her hostess. So, in an evil
temper, I pulled off my gloves, and placed my hands indif-
ferently on the table. The following words were at once
rapped out— ’

“T am Edward G Did you ever pay Johnson the
seventeen pounds twelve you received for my saddlery?”

The gentleman opposite to me turned all sorts of colors,
and began to stammer out a reply, whilst his wife looked
very confused. . I asked the influence, * Who are you?”

- Tt replied, “ Heknows! His late colonel! Why hasn’t

Johnson received that money?” This is what I'call an |
“awkward” coincidence, and I have had many such otcur
through me—some that have driven acquaintances away
from the table, vowing vengeance against me, and racking
their brains to discover who had told me of their secret
peccadilloes. The gentleman in question (whose name
even I do not remember) confessed that the identity and
main points of the message were true, but he did zo# con-
fide to us whether Johnson had ever received that seven-
teen pounds twelve.

I had a beautiful English greyhound, called “ Clytie,” a
gift from Annie Thomas to me, and this dog was given to
-straying -from my house in Colville Road, Bayswater, *
.which runs parallel to Portobello Road, a rather objection-
‘able quarter, composed of inferior shops, one of which, a
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fried fish shop, was an intolerable nuisance, and used to
fill the air around with-its rich perfume. On one occasion
¢ Clytie” stayed away from home so much longer than
usual, that I was afraid she was lost in good earnest, and
posted bills offering a reward for her, “ Charlie ” came to
the table that evening and said, “ Don’t offer a reward for
the dog. Send for her.” i .

“ Where am I to send?” I asked. -

¢ She is tied up at the fried fish shop in Portobello Road.
Send the cook to see.’

T told the servant in question that I had heard the grey-
hound was detained at the fish shop, and sent her to

inquire. She returned with “ Clytie.” Her account was,

that on making inquiries, the man in the shop had been

‘very insolent to her, and she had raised her voice in reply ;

that she had then heard and recognized the sharp, peculiar
bark of the greyhound from an upper storey, and, running
up before thé—man could prevent her, she had found
«Clytie ” tied up to a bedstead with a piece of rope, and
had called in a policeman to enable her to take the dog
away. I have often heard the assertion that Spiritualism is
of no p_racncal good, and, doubtless, it was never intended
to ‘be so, but this incident was, at least, an exception to
the rule.

Wheg abroad, on ode occasion, I was"asked by a Ca(
tholic "Abbé to sit with him. He had never seen any
manifestations before, and he did not believe in them, but
he was curious new nothing of him
further than #fat he was a pnest, and a it, and a great
friend of my sister’s, at whose house I was He
spoke English, and the conversation was carried on in that
language. He had told me beforehand that if he could
receive a perfectly private test, that he should never doubt
the truth of the manifestations again. I left him, therefore,
to conduct the investigation entirely by himself, I acting
only as the medium between him and the influence. As
soon as the table moved he put his question direct, without

asking who was there to answer it.

« Where is my chasuble ?-”’

Now a priest’s chasuble, I should have said, must be
éither hanging in the sacristy or packed away at home, or
been sent away to be altered or mended.  But the answer
was wide of all my speculations. : :
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« At the bottom of the Red Sea.”
The priest started, but continued—
Who put it there? ™

¢« Elias Dodo.”

“ What was his object in domg so?”

“ He found the parcel a burthen and did not expect
any reward for delivering jt.”

The Abbé really looked as if he had encountered -the
devil. He wiped the perspiration from his forehead and
put one more question.

« Of what was my chasuble made [

“ Your sister’s wedding dress.”

. The priest then explained to me that his sister had made
_ him a chasuble out of her wedding dress—one of the forms
of returning thanks in the Church, but that after a while it
became old fashioned, and the Bishop, going his rounds,
ordered him to get another. He did not like to throw
away his sister’s gift, so he decided to send the old chasu-
ble to a priest in India, where they are very poor, and not -
. so particular as to fashion. He confided the packet to a
man called Elias Dodo, a sufficiently singular name, but
neither he nor the priest he sent it to had ever heard any-
thing more of the chasuble, or the man who promised to
deliver it.

A young artist of the name of Courtney was a visitor at
my house. He asked me to sitwith him alone, when the
table began rapping out a number of consonants—a farrago
of nonsense, it appeared to me, and I stopped and said so.
But Mr. Courtney, whe appeared much interested, begged
me to proceed. When the communication was ﬁmshed he
said to me, *‘ This is the most wonderful thing I have ever
heard. My father has been at the table talking to me in
Welsh. He has told me our family motto, and all about
my birth-place and relations in Wales.” I sald “1 never
heard you were a Welshman.” “Yes! Iam,” he replied,
“ my real name is Powell. I have only adopted the name
of Courtney for professional purposes.’

This was all news to me, but had it not been, l cannot
speak Welsh.

I could multiply such cases by the dozen, but that I fear
to tire my readers, added to. which the majority of them
were of so strictly private a nature that it would be impos-
sible to put them into print. This is perhaps the greatest

i
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\
drawback that one encounters in trying to prove the truth
of Spiritualism. The best tests we receive are when the
very secrets of our hearts, which we have not confided to
our nearest friends, are revealed to us. I could relate (had |
I the permission of the persons most interested) the parti- |
. culars of a well-known law suit, in which the requisite
evidence, and names and addresses of witnesses, were all
given though my mediumship, and were the cause of the
case bemg gained by the side that came to me for infor-
mation.” Some of the coincidences I have related in this
chapter might, however, be ascribed by the sceptical to
the mysterious and unknown power of brain reading
whatever that may be, and however it may come, apar
from mediumship, but how is one to account for the facts
I shall tell you in my next chapter.
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CHAPTER 1IV.
EMBODIED SPIRITS.

I was having a sitting one day in my own house with a
lady friend, named Miss Clark, when a female spirit came
to the table and spelt out the name * Tiny.”

“Who are you?” I asked, “and for whom do you
come?” )

“Y amafriend of Major M——" (mentioning the full
name, ‘“and I want your help.”

“ Are you any relation to Major M——?" _

“T am the mother of his child.” - ‘ <

“ What.do you wish me to do for you?” ’ 17

“ Tell him he must go down to Portsmouth and look w
after my daughter. He has not seen her for years. The
old woman is dead, and the man is a drunkard. Sheis.
falling into evilcourses. He must save her from them.”

“ What is your real name ? ”

“ 1 will not give it. There is no need. He always called
me ‘Tiny.””

“ How o}d iséyour daughter.

“ Nineteen ! Her name is Emily! I want her to be
married. Tell him to promisé her a wedding trousseau. It
may induce her to marry.’

The influence divulged a great deal more on the subject
which I cannot write down here. It was an account of one
of those cruel acts of seduction by which a young girl had
been led into trouble in-order to gratify a man’s selfish
lust, and astonished both Miss Clark and myself, who had
never heard of such a person as “Tiny ” before. It was
too delicate a matter for me to broach to Major M
(who was a married man, and an intimate friend of mine),
but the spirit came so many times and-implored me so
earnestly to save her daughter, that at last I ventured to
repeat the communication to him. He was rather taken

aback, but confessed it was true, and that the child; being

left to his care, had been given over to the charge of some
3 :

~
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common people at Portsmouth, and he had not enquired
after it for some time past. Neither had he ever heard of
the death of the mother, who had subsequently married,
: and had a family. He instituted inquiries, however, at
) once, and found the statement to be quite true, and that
oy the girl Emily, being left with no better protection than
i a that of the drunken old man, had actually gone astiay,
Vi and not long after she was had up at the police court for,
I stabbing a soldier-in a public-house—a fit ending for the
i unfortunate offspring of a man’s seifish passions. But the
" strangest part of the story to the uninitiated will lie in the
fact that the woman whose §pirit thus manifested itself to
; two utter strangers, who knew neither her history nor her
- ' name, was at the time a/ive, and living with her husband
" and family, as Major M—— took pains to ascertain.
And now I have something to say on the subject of
e communicating with the spirits of persons still in the flesh.
o This will doubtless appear the most incomprehensible and
S fanatical assertion of all, that we wear our earthly garb so
loosely,-that the spirits of people still living in this world
i can leave the body and manifest themselves either visibly
o or-orally to otlfers” in their normal condition. -And yet it
is a fact that spirits have so visited myself (as in the case
i I have just recorded), and given me information of which
"?i " IThad not the slightest previous idea. The matter has been
o k/al%)lained t6 me after this fashion—that it is not really the
spirit of the living person who communicates, but the
spirit, or ¢ control,” that is nearest to him : in effect what
the Church calls his ¢ guardian angel,” and that this
guardian angel, who knows his inmost thoughts and de-
i sires better even than he knows them himself, is equally
it capable of speaking in his name. This idea of the matter
‘ ! may shift the rharvel from one pair of shoulders to_another,
{‘ but it does not do away with it. If I can receive informa-

tion of events before they occur (as I will prove-that I ‘

L have), I present a nut for the consideration of the public
} - jaw, which even the scientists will find difficult to crack.
I It was at one time my annual custom to take my children
| to the sea-side, and one summer, being anxious to ascer-
i tain how far the table could be made to act without the
!) aid of “unconscious cerebration,” I arranged with my
) friends, Mr. Helmore and Mrs. Colnaghi, who had been in
‘\ the habit of sitting with us at home, that we should con-

e e,
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~ tinue to sit at the-sea-side on Tuesday evenings as there-
tofore, and-#%ey should sit in London on the Thursdays,
when I would try to send thein messages through ¢ Char-
lie,” the spirit I have already mentioned us being constantly
with us.

The first Tuesday my message was, “ Ask them how
they are getting on without us,” which was faithfully de-
livered at their- table on the following Thursday. The
return message from them which ¢ Charlie ” spelled out
for us on the second ’1‘uesday,~ was : ¢ Tell her London is
a desert without her,”-to which I emphatically, if not
elegantly, answered « Flddle-de-dee !” A few days after-

“said, “I am afraid ¢ Charlie’ is already tired of playing at
pstman, for to all our questions about you last Thursday,
he4dvould only rap out, ‘ Fiddle-de-dee.””

The circumstance to which this little episode is but an
introduction happened a few days later. Mr. Colnaghi and
Mr. Helmore, sitting together as usual on Thursday even-
ing, were discussing the possibility of summoning the
spirits of ZJiwving persons to the table, when * Charlie”
rapped three times to intimate they could.

“ Will you fetch some one for us, Charlie?”

“Yes.”

“ Whom will you bring?2—-

¢ Mrs. Ross-Church.”

“ How long will it take you to do so?”

¢ Fifteen minutes.”

It was in the middle of the night when I must have
been fast asleepy and the two young mei told me after-
wards that they waited the results of their experiment -
with much trepidation, wondering (I suppose) if I should
be conveyed bodily into their presence and box their ears
well for their impertinence. Exactly fifteen minutes after:
wards, however, the table was violently shaken and the
words were spelt out. “Iam Mrs. Ross- Church Hou
dared yo{g send for me?” They we P
they said“they were), but they described my manner as
most arbitrary, and said I went on repeating, * Let me go
back ! Let me go back! There is a great danger hanging
over my children! I must go back to my children!”
(Add here I would remark par parentiiése, and in contra-
diction of the guardian angel theory, that T have always
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found that whilst the spirits of the departed come and go
as they feel inclined, the spirits of the living invariably
beg to be sent back again or permitted to go, as if they
were chained by the will of the medium.) On this occasion
I was sq positive that I made a great impression on my
two friends, and the next day Mr. Helmore sent me a
cautiously worded letter to find out if all was well with us
at Charmouth, but without disclosing the reason for his
curiosity. -

The facts are, that on the morning of Friday, the day
after the séance in London, my seven children and two
nurses were all sitting in a small lodging-house room, when
my brother-in-law, Dr. Henry Norris, came in from ball

_practice with the volunteers, and whilst exhibiting hisrifle

to my son, accidentally discharged,it in the midst of them,
the ball passing through the wall within two inches of my
eldest daughter’s head. When I wrote the account of this
to -Mr. Helmore, he told me of my visit to London and
the words I had spelt out on'the occasion. But how did
I know of the occurrence the night before it took place ?
And if I—being asleep and unconscious-——did zo¢ know of
it, ¢ Charlie ” must have done so. . ‘
My erial visits to my friends, however, whilst my body
was In quite another place, have been made stiil more pal-
pable than this. Once, when living in the Regent’s Park,
I passed a very terrible and painful night. Grief and fear
kept me awake most of the time, and the morning found
me exhausted with the emotion I had gone through. About

eleven o’clock there walked in, to my surprise, Mrs. Fitz-

gerald (better known as a medium under her maiden name
of Bessie Williams), who lived in-the Goldhawk Road, Shep-
herd’s Bush. ¢TI couldn’t help coming to you,” she com-

" menced, for I--shall not be easy until I know how you

are after the terrible scene you have passed through.” I
stared at her. ‘“ Whom have you seen? ” I asked. *“ Who
has told you of it?” ¢ Yourself,” she replied. “1I was
waked up this morning between two and three o’clock by
the sound of sobbing and crying in the front garden. I
got out of bed and opened the window, and then I saw
you standing on the grass plat in your night-dress and cry-
ing bitterly. I asked you what was the matter, and you
told me so and so, and so and'so.” And here followed a
detailed account of all that had happened in my own

P
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house on the other side of London, with'the zery words
that had been used, and every action that hagd happened.

’ I had seen no one and spoken to no one betWeen the oc-
I, currence ahd the time Mrs. Fitzgerald called upon me. If
& her story was untrue, w40 had so minutely informed her

of a circumstance which it was to the interest of all con-
cerned to keep to themselves?

When 1 first joined Mr. d’'Oyley Carte’s “ Patience”
Company in the provinces, to play the part of “ Lady
Jane,” I understood I was. to have four days’ rehearsal.
However, the lady whom I succeeded, hearing I had
arrived, took herself off, and the manager requested I
would appear the same night of my arrival. This was
rather an ordeal to an artist who had never sung on the
operatic stage before, and who was not note perfect. How-
ever, as a matter of obligation, }.eonsented to do my best /
but I was very nervous. At the end of the second act,
during the balloting scene, Lady Jane has to appear sud-
denly on the stage, with the word “ Away!” I forget at '
this distance of time whether I made a mistake in pitching .
the note a third higher or lower. I know it was not out of:
harmony, but it was sufficiently wrong to send the chorus
astray, and bring my heart up into my mouth. It never
occurred after the first night, but I never stood at the
wings again waiting for that particular entrance but I
“ girded. my loins together,” as it were, with a kind of
dread lest I should repeat the error. After a while I per-
ceived a good deal of whispering about me in the company,
and T ‘asked’ poor Federici (who played the colonel) the
reason of it, particularly as he had previously asked me
to stand as far from him as I could upon the stage,
as I magnetized him so strongly that he couldn't sing if I
was near him. “Well! do you know,” he said to me in
answer, ““ that a very strange thing occurs occasionally with
reference to you, Miss Marryat. While you are standing
on the stage sometimes, you appear seated in the stalls.
Several pbople have seen it beside myself. I assure you
it is true.”

“But when do you see me ?” I enquired with amaze-
ment. -—

“It’s always at the same time,” he answered, “just
before you run on at the end -of thé second act Of course
it’s only an appearance, but it's’ 'very queer,” ] told him

{
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-then of the strange feelings of distrust of myself I experi-
enced each night at that very moment, when my spirit seems
> to have preceded myself upon the stage.

I had a friend many years ago in India, who (hke many
other friends) had permitted time and separation to come
between us, and alienate us from each other. I had not
seen him nor heard from "him for eleven years, and to all
appearance ‘our friendship was at an end. One evening
the medium I have alluded to above, Mrs. Fitzgerald, who
was a personal friend of mine, was at my house, and after
dinner she put her feet up on the sofa—a very unusual
thing for her—and closed her eyes. She and I were quite
alone in the drawing-room, and after a little while I
whispered softly, ¢ Bessie, are you asleep ? ” The answer
came from her control ¢ Dewdrop,” a wonderfully sharp
Red Indian girl. “ No ! she’s in a trance. There’s some-
body coming to speak to you ! I don’t want him to come.
He'll make the medium ill. But it’s no use. I see him
creeping round the corner now.”

% But why should it make herill? ” I argued, believing
we were about to hold an ordinary séance.

¢ Because he’s a Ziwe one, he hasn’t passed over 'yet,”
replied Dewdrop, “ and live ones always make my medium
feel sick. But it’s no use. I can’t keep him out. He

) may as well come. But don’t let him stay long.”
“ Who is he, Dewdrop ?” I demanded curiously.
iy ' « I don’t know ! Guess yox will! He’s an old friend
il . of yours, and his name is George.” Whereupon Bessie
fi Fitzgerald laid back on the sofa cushions,and Dewdrop
1 ceased to speak. It was some time before there was any
N result. The medium tossed and turned, and wiped the
il . perspiration from her forehead, and pushed back her hair,
g . and beat up the cushions and threw herself back upon
‘!' them with a sigh, andwent through all the pantomime of a
. man trying to court sleep in a hot climate. Presently she
o .opened her eyes and glanced languidly around her. Her
h unmistakable actions and the name “George ” (which was

SR

! that of my friend, then resident in India) had naturally
| ) aroused my suspicions as to the identity of the influence,
f& . and when Bessie opened her eyes, I asked softly, ¢ George,
" is that you ?” At the sound of my voice the medium started
b violently and sprung into a sitting posture, and then, look-
i/ ‘ " ing all round the room in a scared manner, she exclaimed,

\';}\ ot *
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« Where am I? . Who brought me here ? ¥ Then catching
sight of me, she continued, “ Mrs. Rgss-Church !—Flor-
ence ! Is thi§ your room? O !'let mie g 1%, Do let me
go!”

This was not complimentary, to saythe least of it, from
a friend whom I had not met for eleven years, but now that
I had got him I had no intention of letting him go, until I
was convinced of his identity. But the terror of the spirit
at finding himself in a strange place seemed so real and
uncontrollable that-I had the greatest difficulty in persuad-
ing him to stay, even .for a few minutes. He kept on
reiterating, ¢ Who brought me here ? I did not wish to
come. Do let'me go back. I am so very cold ” (shiver-
ing convulsively), “so very, very cold.” -

“ Answer me a few questions,” I said, “and then you
shall go. Do"you know who I am?”

‘ Yes, yes, you are Florence.”

‘ And what i is your name ?” He ga.ve it at full length.
¢ And do you care for me still ?”

“Very much. But let me go.”

“In a minute. Why do you never write to me ?”

« There are reasons. Iamnot afreeagent. Itisbetter
as it is.’

“Idon’t think so. I miss your letters very much. Shall
I ever hear from you again?”

“Yes 1”.

¢ And see you?”

“Yes ; but not yet. Let me go now. I don’t w1$h to
stay. You are making me very unhappy.” ;

If I could describe the fearful manner in which, during
this conversation, he glanced every momentat the door
like a man who is afraid of being discovered in a guilty
action, it would carry with it to my readers, as it did to me,_
the most convincing proof that the medium’s body was
animated by a totally different influence from her own. I
kept the spirit under control until I had fully convinced
myself thay he knew everything about our former friend-
ship and his own present surroundings ; and then I let him
~ fly back to India, and wondered if he would wake up the
next morning and imagine he had been laboring under
nightmare.

These experiences with the spirits of the living are cer-
tainly amongst the most curious I have obtained. On more
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than one occasion, when I have been unable to extract the
truth of a matter from my acquaintances I have sat down
alone, as soon as I believed them to be asleep, and sum-
moned their spirits to the table and compelled them to
speak out. Little have they imagined sometimes how I
came to know things which they had scrupulously tried to
hide from me. I have heard that the power to summons
the spirits of the living is not given to all media, but I
have always possessed it. I cando so when they are awake
as well as when they are asleep, though itis not-so easy.

A gentleman once Zared me to do this with him, and I
only conceal his name because I made him look ridiculous.

I waited tiil I knew he ;was engaged at a ‘dinner-party, and
then about nine o’clock in the evening I sat down and
summoned him to come to me. It was some little time
before he obeyed, and when he did come, he was emin-
ently sulky. I got a piece of paper and pencil, and from
his dictation I wrote down the number and names of the
guests at the dinner-table, also the dishes of which he had
partaken, and then in pity for, his earnest-entreaties I let
him go again. “ Yot are ma.kmg me ridiculous,” he said,

“ everyone is laughing at me.’

“Butwhy? What areyou doing?” T urged.

“Jam standing by the mantel-piece, and I have fallen
fast asleep, he answered: The next morning he came
pell-mell into my presence.

“What did you do to me last night?” he demanded.
“T was at the Watts Philips, and after dinner I went fast
asleep with my head upon my hand, standing by the
mantel-piece, and they were all trying to wake me and
couldn’t. Have you been playing any of your tricks upon
me?”" ’

‘I only made you do what you declared I couldn’t,” I
replied. “ How did you like the white soup and the tur-
bot, and the sweetbreads, etc., etc.”

He opened his eyes at my nefariously obtained know-
ledge, and still more when I produced the paper written
from his dictation. This is not a usual custom' of mine—
it would not be interesting enough to pursue as a custom—
but I am a dangerous person to dare to do anything,

The old friend whose spirit visited me through Mrs.
Fitzgerald had lost a sister to whom he was very tenderly
attached before he made my acquaintance, and I knew little

“«
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of her beyond her name. One evening, not many months
after the interview with him which I have recorded, a spirit
came to me, giving the name of my friend’s sister, with this.
message, “ My brother has returned to England, and
would like to knoWw your address. Write to him to the
Club, Leamington, and tell him where to find you.” I
replied, “ Your brother has not written tome, nor inquired
after me for the last eleven years. He has lost all interest
in me, and I cannot be the first to write to him, unless I
am sure that he wishes it.”

“He has no¢ lost all interest in you,” said the spmt
“he thinks of you constantly, and I hear him pray for you.
He wishes to hear from you.”

“ That may be true,” I replied, “but I cannot accept it
on your authority. If your brother really wishes to renew
our acquaintance, let him write and tell me s0.”

“ He does not know your address, and I cannot getnear
ehough to him to influence him.”

“ Then things must remain as they are,” I replied some-
what testily. “I am a public person. Heé can find out my.

_address, if he chooses to do so.”

The spirit seemed to reflect for a moment ; then she
rapped out, “ Wait, and I will fetch my brother. He shall
come here himself and tell you what he thinks about it.”
In a short time there was a different movement of the table,
and the name of my old frieid was given. After we had
exchanged a few words, and I had told him I required a
test of his identity, he asked me to get a pencil and paper,
and write from his dictation. I did as he requested, and he
dictated the following sentence, * Long time, indeed, has
passed since the days you call to mind, but time, however
long, does not efface the past. It has never made me cease
to think of and pray for you as I felt you, too, did think of
and pray for me. Write to the address my sister gave you.
I want to hear from you.”

Notwithstanding the perspicuity and apparent genuine-
ness of this message, it was some time before I could make
up my mind to follow the directions it gave me. My pride’
stood in the way to prevent it. Zen days afterwards, how-
ever, having received several more visits from the, sister, I
-did as she desired me, and sent a note to her brother to
the Leamington Club. The answer came by return of
post, and contained (amongst others) zke identical words
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he had told me to write down. Will Mr. Stuart Cumber-

land, or any other clever man, explain to me w4aeg.or wko

it was that had visited me ten days beforehand, zhd dic-

tated words which could hardly have been in my corres-
pondent’s brain before he received my letter? I am ready

to accept any reasonable explanation of the matter from

the scientists, philosophers, chemists, or arguists of the

world, and I am open to conviction, when my sense con- -
vinces me, that their reasoning is true. But my present
beliefis, that not a single man or woman will be found able
to.account on any ordinary grounds for such an extraor-
dinary instance of “ unconscious cerebration.”

Being subject to “optical illusions,” I naturally had
several with regard to my spirit child, “ Florence,” and she
always came to me clothed in a white dress. One .night,
however, when I was living alone in the Regent’s Park, I
saw ¢ Florence ” (as I imagined) standing in the centre of
the room, dressed in a green riding habit slashed with
orange color, with a cavalier hat of grey felt on her head,
ornamented with a long green feather and a gold buckle.
She stood with her back to me, but I could see her profile
as she looked over her shoulder, with the skirt of her habit
in her hamd. This being a most extraordinary attire in
which to see ‘ Florence,” T felt curious on the subject, and
the next day I questioned her about it.

“ Florence ! " I said, “ why did you come to me last night
in a green riding habit ?”

3y Ao i
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“1 didnot come to you last night, mother! It was my
sister Eva,”

}‘ . “Good heavens!” T exclaimed, ‘“is anything wrong
/I with her?”
i “No'! sheis quite well.”

“ How could she come to me then? ” .

“She did not come .in reality, but her thoughts were
| much with you, and so youa saw her spirit clairvoyantly.”
E ) My daughter Eva, who was on the stage,was at that
i : time fulfilling a stock engagement in Glasgow, and very
much employed. I had not heard from her for a fortnight,
l oy . which was a most unusual occurrence, and I had begunto
Vo feel uneasy. This vision made me more so, and I wrote at
i once to ask her if all was as it should be. Her answer
i was to thiseffect: “I am so sorry I have had no time to
¥ write to. you this week, but I have been so awfully busy.
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We play ¢The Colleen Bawn’ here next week, and I have
had to get my dress ready for ‘ Anne Chute.’ Tt's s effect-
ive. I wish you could see it. A green hakit slashed witk
orange, and a grey felt hat witha long green feather and

‘@ big gold buckle I tried it on the other night,and it looked

SO nice, etc., etc.”

Well, my darhng girl had had her wish, and I 2ad seen
it.
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” CHAPTER V.

Pl

OPTICAL ILLUSIONS.

As T have alluded to what my family termed my ¢ optical
illusions,” I think it as well to describe a few of them, which
appeared by the context to be something more than a mere
temporary disturbance of my visual organs. I will pass

ver such as might be traced, truly or otherwise, to physi-
3&1 causes, and confine myself to those which were subse-
quently proved to be the reflection of something that,
unknown to me, had gone before. In 1875 I was much
engaged in giving dramatic readings in different parts of
the country, and I visited Dublin for the first time in my
1ifé, 16T that purpose, and put up at the largest and best-
frequented hotel there. Through the hospitality of the
residents and the duties of my professional business, T was
engaged both day and night, and whenff did get to bed,
I had every disgggyition to sleep, as thé saying is, like a
“top.” But theré was something in the hotel that would
not letme do so. T had a charming bedroom, cheerful,
bright and pretty, and replete with every comfort, and I
would retire to rest ‘“dead beat,” and fall off to sleep at
once, to be waked perhaps half-a-dozen times a night by
that inexplicable something (or nothing) that rouses me
whenever I am about to enjoy an “ optical illusion,” and to
see figures, sometimes one, sometimes two or three, some-
times a whole group standing by my bedside and gazing
at me with looks of the greatest astonishment, as much as

* to ask what right I had to be there. But the most remark-

able part ¢f the matter to me was, that all the figures were
those of men, and military men, to whom I was too well
accustomed to be able to mistake. Some were officers and
others soldiers, some were in uniform, others in undress,
but they all belonged to the army, and they all seemed to
labor under the same feeling of intense surprise at seeing
me in the hotel. These apparitions were so life-like and
-appeared so frequently, that I grew quite uncomfortable
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about them, for however much one may be used to see
“ optical illusions,”- it is not pleasant to-fancy there are
about twenty strangers gazing at one every night as one
lies asleep. Spiritualism is, or was, a tabooed subject in
Dublin, and I had been expressly cautioned not to mention
it before my new lacquaintances. However, I could not
keep entire silence on this subject, and’ diping ez famille
one day, with a hospitable family of the nq/me of Robinson,
I related to them my nightly experiences at the hotel.
Father, mother, and-son exclaimed simultaneously. “ Good
gracious,” they said, ¢“ don’t you know that that hotel was
built on the site of the old barracks? The house imme-
diately behind it, which formed partof the old building, was.
vacated Dy its last tenants on account of its being haunted.
Every evening at the hour the soldiers used to be marched
up to bed, they heard the tfamp, tramp, tramp of the feet
ascending the staircase.” . 1

“That may be,” I replied, “but -they Awew their house
stood on the site of the barracks, and Zdidn’s.”

My eldest daughter was spending"«%%'oliday with me
once after my second marriage, and during the month of
August. She had been very much overworked, and I made
her lie in bed till noon. "One morning I had been to her
room at that hour to wake her, and on tuning to leave it
(in the broad daylight, remember), I encountered a man on
the landing outside her door. He was dressed in a white
shirt with black studs down the front, and a pair of black
cloth trousers. He had dark hair and eyes, and small
features ; altogether, he struck me as having rather a sinis-
tef and unpleasant appéarance. I stood still, with the open
door in my hand, and gazed at him. He looked at me
also for a minute, and then turned and walked upstairs to
an-upper storey where the nursery was situated, beckoning
me, with a jerk of his hand, to follow him. My daughter
(remarking a peculiar expression in my eyes, which I am
told they assume on- such occasions) said, ¢ Mother ! what
do you see?” :

“ Only a spirit,” I answered, “ and he has gone upstairs.”

“ Now, what zs the good of seeing them in that way,”
said Eva, rather impatiently (for this dear child always
disliked and avoided Spiritualism), and I was fain to con-
fess that I really did zof know the especial good of
encountering a sinister-looking gentleman in shirt\ and

Ne—"
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trousers, on a blazing noon in' August. After which the
circumstance passed from my mind, until recalled again.

A few months later I had occasion to change the child-
ren’s nurse, and the woman who took her place was an
Icelandic girl named Margaret Thommassen, who had only

_been in Enohnd for three weeks. I found that she had

been educated far above the average run of domestic ser-
vants, and was well acquainted with the writings of Sweden-
borg and-other authors. One day as .I walked up the
nursery stairs to visit the children in bed, I encountered
the same man I had seen outside my daughter’s room,
standing on the upper landing, as though waiting my
approach. He was dressed as before, but this time his
arms were folded across his breast and his face, downcast,
as though he were unhappy about something. He disap- -
peared as I reached the landing; and I mentioned the
circumstance to no one. A few days later, Margaret
Thommassen asked me timidly if I believed in the possi-
bility of the spirits of the departed returning 20 this earth.
When I replied that I did, she appeared overjoyed, and
said she had never hoped to find anyone in England' to
whom she could speak aboutit. She then gave me 2 mass
of evidence on the subject which forms a large part-of the

" religion of the Icelanders. She told me that she felt uneasy

about her eldest brother, to whom she was strongly
attached. He had left Iceland a year before to become a
waiter in Germany, and had promised faithfully that so long
as he lived she should hear from him every month, and
when he failed to write she must conclude he was dead.
Margaret told me she had heard nothing from him now
for three'months, and each night when “the nursery light
was put out, someome came and sat at the foot of her bed
and sighed. She then produced his, photograph, and to
my astonishment I recognized at once the man who had
appeared to me some months before I knew that such a
woman as Margaret Thommassen existed. He was taken
in a shirt and trousers, just as I had seen him, and wore-
the same repulsive (to me) and sinister expression. I then
told his sister that I had already seen him twice in that
house, and she grew very excited and anxious to learn the
truth. In consequence I sat with her in hopes of obtain-
ing some news of her brother, who immediately came to
the table, and told her that he was dead, with the circum-
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. stances under which he had died, and ‘the address where
she was to write to obtain particulars. . And on Margaret
Thommassen writing as shé was directed, she obtained the
practical proofs of her brother’s death, without which this
story would be worthless. »

My sister Cecil lives with her family in Somerset, and
many years ago I went down there to visit her for the first
téme since she had moved into a new house which I had
never seen before. She put me to sleep in the guest
chamber, a large, handsome room, just newly furnished by
QOetzmann. But I could not steep in it. The very first
night some one walked up and down the room, groaning
and sighing close to my ears, and he, she, or it especxally
annoyed me by contmually touching the new stiff counter-
pane with a ¢ scrooping” sound that setmy teeth on edge,
and sent my heart up into my mouth. I kept on saying,
“Goaway! Don’t come near me!” for its proximity in-
spired me with a horror and repugnance whieh I have sel-

- dom felt under similar circumstances. I did not say any-
thing at first to my sister, who is rather nervous on the
/subject of “bogies,” but on the third night I could stand
it no longer, and told her plainly the room was haunted,
and I wished she would put me in her dressing-room, or
with her servants, sooner than let me remain thele as I
could get no rest. Then the truth came out, and she con-
fessed that the last owner of the house had committed sui-

- cide in that very room, and showed me the place on the
boards, underneath the carpet, where the stain of his bood
still remained. Alively sort of room to sleep all alone in.

Another sister of mine, Blanche, used to live in a haunted
house in B_ruges, of which a description will be found in

the chapter headed, * The Story of the Monk.” Long, how- .

ever, before the monk was heard of, T could not sleep in
her house on account of the disturbances in my room, for
which my sister used to laugh at me. But even when my
husband, Colonel Lean, arid I stayed theretogether, it was
much the same. One night I waked him to see the figure
of a woman, who had often visited me, standing at the foot
of the bed. She was quaintly attired in a sort of leathern
boddice-or jerkin, laced up the front overawoollen petticoat
of some dark color. She wore a cap of Mechlin lace, with
the large flaps at the side, adopted by Flemish women to
this day ; her hair was combed tightly off her forehead, and
she wore a profusion of gold ornaments.
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My husband could describe heras vividly as I did, which
proves how plainly the apparition must have shown itself.
I waked on several occasions to see this woman busy
(apparently) with the contents of an old carved oak armoir
which stood in a corner of the room, and which, I suppose,
must have had-something to do with herself. My eldest
son joined me/at Bruges or this occasion. Hewasa young
fellow of twenty, who had never practised, nor even enquired
into Spiritualism—fresh from sea, and about as free from

fear or superstitious fancies as a mortal couldbe. He was”

put to sleep in a room on the other side of the house, and
I saw from the first that he was grave about it, but I did
not ask him the reason, though I felt sure, from personal
experience, that he would hear or see-something before
long. In afew days he came to me and said—

“ Mother ! I'm going to take, my mattress into the co-
lonel’s dressing-room to-night and sleep there.” I asked
him -why. He replied, “It’'s impossible to stay in that
room any longer, I wouldn’t mind if they!d let me sleep,

.but they won’t. There’s something walks about half the
night, whispering and muttering, and touching the bed--

clothes, and though I don’t believe in -any of your rubbishy
spirits, I'll be ¢jiggered’ if I sleep there any longer.” - So
he was not * jiggered ” (whatever that may be), as he
refused to enter the room again.

I cannot end this chapter more appropriately than by
relating a very remarkable case of “ optical illusion ” which

" was seen by myself alone. It was in the month of July,

1880, and I had gone down alone to Brighton for a week'’s
quiet. I had some important literary work to finish, and
the exigencies of the London season made too many de-
mands upon my time. So I packed up my writing materials,
and took a lodging .all to myself, and set hard to work. I
used to write all day and walk in the evening. It was light
then till eight or nine o’clock, and the Esplanade used to
be crowded till a late hour. I was pushing my way, on the
evening of the gth of July, through the crowd, thinking of
my work more than anything else, when I saw, as I fully.
thought, my step-son, Francis Lean, leaning with his back
against the palings at the edge of the chﬁ' and smiling at
me. He was-a handsome lad of eighteen wHo was supposed
to have sailed in his ship for the Brazils five montiis before.

But he had been a wild young fellow, causing his father

:
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much trouble and anxiety, and my first impression was one
of great annoyance, thinking naturally that, since I saw
him there, he had never sailed at all, but run away from his
ship at the last moment. I hastened up to him, therefore,
but as I reached his side, he turned round quite method-
ically, and walked quickly down a‘flight of steps that led
to the beach. I followed him, and found myself amongst a
group of ordinary seamen mending <$heir nets, but I could
see Francis nowhere., I did not know what to make of the
occurrence, but it never struck me that it was not either the
lad himself or some one remarkably like him. The same
night, however, after I had retired to bed in a room that
was unpleasantly briliant with -the moonlight streaming in
at the window, I was roused from my sleep by someone
turning the handle of my door, and there stcod Francis in
his naval uniform, with the peaked cap on his head, smiling
at me as he had done upon the cliff. I started up in bed
intending to speak to him, when he laid his finger on his
lips and faded away. This second vision ‘made me think
something must have happened to the boy, but I determined
not to say anything to my husband about it until-it was
verified. Shortly after my return to London, we. were
gomg, in company with my own son (also a sallor) to see
his sliip which was lying in the docks, when, as we were
driving through Poplar, I again saw my stepson Francis
standing on the pavement, and smiling at me. That time
I spoke. I said to Colonel Lean, I am sure I saw Francis
standing there. Do you think it is possible he may not
have sailed after all ?” But Colonel Lean lauOhed at the
idea. He believed it to be a chance likeness I had seen.
Only the lad was too good-looking to have many duplicates
in this world. We visited the seaside after that, and in -
September, whilst we were staying at Folkestone, Colonel
Lean received a letter to say that his son Francis had been
drowned by the upsetting of a boat in the surf of the Bay
of Callao, 1n the Brazils, on t4e 9t/ of July—the day I had
seen him twice in Brighton, two months before we heard
that he was gone.
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CHAPTER VI 1

- . ON SCEPTICISM.

THERE are two classes of people who have done more harm L 1
to the cause-of Spiritualism than the testimony of all the
scientists has done good, and those are the enthusiasts
and the sceptics. The first believe everything they see or
hear. Withéut giving themselves the trouble to obtain
proofs of the genuineness of the manifestations, they rush
impetuously from one acquaintance to the other, detailing
their experience with so much exaggeration and such un-
bounded faith, that_they make the absurdity of it patent
to all. They are generally people of low intellect, credu-
lous dispositions, and wcak neryes. They bow down

-before the influences as if they were so many little gods
descended from heaven, instead of being, as in the majority
of instances, spirits a shade less holy than our own, who,
for their very shortcomings, are unable to rise above the
atmospheye that surrounds this gross and material world.
These are the sort of spiritualists whom Puncz and other
comic papers have very justly ridiculed. Who does not
remember the picture of the afflicted widow, for whom the ?
medium has just called up the departed ]ones ?

“ Jones,” she falters, “ are you happy? ”

¢ Much happier than I was down here,” growls Jones: ™~
“Q ! then you must be in”heaven !” ‘
“On the contrary, quite the reverse,” is the reply.

- Who also has not sat a séance ywhere such people have
not made themselves so ridiculous as to Dbring the cause
they profess to adore into contemipt and ignominy. @ Yet
to allow thewords and deeds of fools to affect one’s inward
and private conviction of a matter would be tantamount to
giving up the pursuit of everything in which one’s fellow
creatures can take a part.

The second class to which I alluded—the sceptics—have
not done so much injury to Spiritualism as the enthusiasts,
because tliey are as a rule, so intensely bigoted and hard-,
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headed, and narrow-minded, that they overdo their protes-
tations, and render them harmless. The sceptic refuses to
believe any?king, because he has found out one thing to
be ‘a fraud: " If one medium deceives, all the mediums
must ‘@,c'éive’. If one séance is a failure, none can be
successful. If he gains no satisfactory test of the presence

. of the spirits of the departed, no one has cver gained such

a test. Now, such reason is neither just nor logical.
Again, a sceptic fully expects Zis testimonyto be accepted

" and believed, yet he will never believe any truth on the

testimony of another person. And if he is told that,
given certain conditions, he can see this or hear the other,
he says, “ No! I will see it and hear it without apy con-
ditions, or else I will proclaim it all a fraud.” /In like
manner, we might say to a savage, on showipg him a

watch, “If you will keep your eye on those hands, you
~ will see them move round to tell the hours and minutes,”.

and he should reply, “.I must put the watch into boiling
water—thosé are my conditions—and if it won't go then,
I will not believe it can go at all.”

- I don’t mind a man Dbeing a sceptic in Spiritualism. I
don’t see how he can help (considering the belief in-which
we are reared) being a sceptic, until he has proved so
strange a matter for himself. But [ Zo objcct to aman ora
woman taking part ina séauce with the sole intention of
detecting deceit, not w/hen it has happencd, but before it
has happened—of Dringing an argumentative, disputa-
tious mind, full of the idea that it is going t» be tricked
and humbugged into (perhaps) a private circle who are
sitting (like Rosa Dartle) ¢ simply for information,” and
scattering all the harmony and good-will about him broad-
cast. He couldn’t do it to.a human ass:mbly without
breaking up the party. Why should he expect to be more
kindly welcomed by a spiritual one? I have seen an
immense deal of courtesy shown under such circumstances
to men whom I should have liked to see kicked downstairs.
I have seen them enter a lady’s private drawing-room, by
invitation, to witness manifestations which were never;
under any circumstances, made a means of gain, and have
heard them argue, and doubt, and contradict, until they
have given their hostess'and her friends the lie to their
faces. And the-world in general would be quite ready to
side with these (so-called) gentlemen, not because their
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word or their wisdom was better worth than that of their
fellow guests, but because they protested against the truth
of a thing which it had made up its mind to be impossible.
I don’t mind a sceptic myself. as I said before, but he must
be unbiassed, which few sceptics are. "As. a rule, they
have decided the question at issue for themselves before
they commence to investigate it.

I find that few people “outside the pale of Spiritualism
have heard of the Dialectical Society, which was a scientific
society assembled a few years ago for the sole purpose of

. enquiring into the truth of the matter. It was composed

of forty members,—ten lawyers, ten scientists, ten clergy-
men, and ten chemists (I think that was the arrangement),
and they held forty séances, and the published report at
the close of them was, that not one of these men of learn-
ing and repute could find any natural cause for the wonders
he had witnessed. I know that there are a thousand
obstacles in the way of belief. The extraordinarily contra-

dictory manner in which Protestants are brought up, to

believe in one and the same breath that spirits were
common visitants to earth at thé periods' of which the
Bible treats, but that it is impossible they can return to it

now, although the Lord is the same yesterday, to-day, and -

for ever. The conditions of darkness for the creation of
materialized spirits, and the resemblance they sometimes
bear to the medium, are two fearful stumbling-blocks. Yet
one must know that @// things are créated in the dark, and
that even a seed cannot sprout if you let the light in upon
it, while as for the resemblance between the spirit and the
medium, from whom it takes the material being that enables
it to appear, if investigators would only persevere with their
enquiries, they would find, as I have, that that is a dis-
appointment which has its remedyin Time. When people
call on me to explain such things, I can only say that I
know no more how they come than they do, or that I know
how / came, a living, sentient creature, into-the world.
Besides (as I have said before), I write these pages to tell
only what I have seen, and not to argue how it came to
pass that I saw it. i

I have a little story to tell here which powerfully illus-
trates the foregoing remarks. The lines,

“ A woman convmced against her will
Is of the same opinion still,”

=
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might have been penned with as much truth of sceptics.
Men who are sceptical, Z.¢., so thoroughly wrapt up in con-
ceit of their powers of judgment.and determination that it
becomes impossible for them to believe themselves mis-
taken, will deny the evidence of all their senses sooner
than confcss they may be in the wrong, Such an one may’
be a clever scientist or a shrewd man of business, but he
can never be a genius. For genius is invariably humble
of its own powers, and, therefore, open to conviction.
But the lesser minds, who are only equal to grasping such
details as may have been drummed into them by sheer

“ force of study, appe:r to have no capability of stretching

beyond a certain limit. They are hedged in and cramped
by the opinions in which they have been reared, or that
they-have built up for themselves out of the petty material
their brain affords them, and have lost their powers of
elasticity. “ Thusfar shalt thou go and no further,” seems
to be the fiat pronounced on too many men’s reasoning
faculties. Instead of believing the power of God and the
resources of nature to be 111un1table, they want to keep
them within the little circle that encompasses their own
brains. *“Ican’t seeit, and therefore it cannot be.” There
was a time when I used to take the trouble to try and con-
vince such men, but I have long ceased to do so. It is
quite indiff. rent to me what they believe’or don’t believe,
And with such minds, even if they were convinced of its
possibility, they. would probably make no good use of
spiritual intercourse. For there is no doubt it can be
turned to evil uses as well as to good.

Some years ago I was on friendly terms with a man of
this sort. He was a doctor; accounted clever in his pro-
fession, and I knew him to be an able arguist, and thought
he had common sense enough not to eat his own words,
but the sequel proved that I was mistaken. * We had
several conversations together on Spiritualism, and as Dr.
H was a complete disbeliever in the existence of a
God and a future life, I was naturally not surprised to
find that be did not place any credence in the account
I gave him of my spiritualistic ‘experiences. ~Many
medical men attribute such experlences entirely to a
diseased condition of mind or body.

But when I asked Dr.H what he should think if he
saw them with his cwn eyes, I confess I was startled to
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hear him answer that he should say his eyes deceived him.
“ But if you heard them speak ? 7 I continued.

T should disbelieve my ears.”

¢ And if you touched and handled them? ”

¢ I should mistrust my sense of feeling.”

“Then by what means,” I argued, “ do you know that
I am Florence Marryat? You can only see me and hear
me and touch me! What is there to prevent your senses
misleading you at the present moment? ”

But to this argument Dr. H only returned a pitying
smile, professing to think me, on this point at least, too
feeble-minded to be worthy of reply, but in reality not
knowing what on earth to say. He often, however, recurred
to the subject of Spiritualism, and on several occasions
told me that if I could procure him the opportunity of sub-
mitting a test which he might himself suggest, he should be
very much obliged to me. It was about this time that a
young medium named William Haxby, now passed away,
went to live with Mr. and Mrs. Olive in Ainger Terrace,
and we were invited to attend a séance given by him. Mrs.
Olive, when giving the invitation, informed me that Mr.
Haxby had been very successful in procuring direct writing
in sealed boxes, and she asked me, if T wished to try the
experiment, to take a secured box, with writing materials
in it, to the séance, and see what would happen to it.

Here was, I thought, an excellent opportunity for Dr.
H s test, and I sent for him and told him what had
been p: oposed I urged him to prepare the test entirely
by himself, and to accompany me to the séance and see
what occurred,—to all of which he readily consented. In-
deed, he became quite excited on the subject, being certain

it would prove a failure ; and in my presence he made the-

following preparations :—

I. Half a sheet of ordinary cream-laid note-paper and
half a cedar-wood black lead pencil were placed in a
jeweller’s cardwood box.

I1. The lid of the box was carefully glued down all round

to the bottom part.

III. The box was wrapt in white writing paper. Whlch
was gummed over it.

# IV. It was tied eight tlme,s with a peculiar kind of silk
made for tying up arteries, and the eight knots were knots
known to (as Dr. H— informed me) medical men only.

-
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V. Each-of the eight knots was sealed with sealing-wax,
and impressed with Dr. H ’s crest seal, which he always
wore on his watch-chain.

VI. The packet was again folded in brown paper, and
sealed and tied to preserve the inside from injury.

When Dr. H had finished it, he said to me, ¢ If the
spirits (or anybody) can write on that paper without cut-
ting the silk, 7 will belicve whatever you wisk.” 1 asked,
“ Are you guife sure that the packet could not be undone
without your detecting it?” His answer was—* That
silk is not to be procured except from a medical man; it
1s manufactured expressly for the tying of arteries ; and the
knots I have madeiare known only to medical men. They
are the knots we use in tying arteries, The sealis my own
crest, which never leaves my watch-chain, and I defy any-
one to undo those knots without cutting them, or to tie
them again, if cut. I repeat—if your friends can make, or
-cause to be made, the smallest mark on that paper, and
return me the box in the condition it now is, 7 wi// believe
anything you choose.” And I confess I was very dubious
of the result myself, and almost sorry that I had subjected
the doctor’s incredulity 10 so severe a test.

On the evening appointed we attended the séaznce, Dr.
H taking the prepared packet with him. He was
directed to place it under his chair, but he tied a string to
it and put it under his foot, retaining the other end of the
string in his hand. The meeting was not one for favorably
impressing an unbeliever in Spiritualism. There were too
many people present, and too many strangers. The or-
dinary manifestations, to my mind, are worse than useless,
unless they have been preceded by extraordinary ones ; so
that the doctor returned home more sceptical than before,
and I repented that I had taken him there. One thing had
occurred, however, that he could not account for. The
packet which he had kept, as he thought, under his foot
the whole time, was found, at the close of the meeting, to
have disappeared. Another gentleman had brought a
sealed box, with paper and pencil in it, to the séance,; and
at.the close it was opened in'the presence of all assembled,
and found to contain a close]y written letter from his-
deceased wife. But the doctor’s box had evaporated, and
was nowhere to be found. The door of the room had
been locked all the time, and we searched the room
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thoroughly, but without success. Dr. He— was naturally
triumphant.

“ They couldn’t undo my knots and my seals,” ‘'he said,
exulting over me, “ and so they wisely did not return the
packet. Both packets were of course taken from the room
during the sitting by some confederate of the medium. The
other one was easily managed, and put back again—mine
proved unmanageable, and so they have retained it. I
knew it would be so ! ”

And he twinkled his eyes at me as much as to say, “I
have shut yox up. Youwill not venture to describe any of
the marvels you have seen to me after this.” Of course
the failure did not discompose me, nor shake my belief. I
never believed spiritual beings to be omnipotent, omni-
present, nor omniscient. They had failed before, and
doubtless they would fail again. Butif an acrobatic per-
former fails to turn a double somersault on to another man’s
head two or three time$, it does not falsify the fact that he
succeeds: -on the fourth occas1on I was sorry that the test
had been a failure, for Dr. ’s sake, but I did not
despair of seeing the box ag"un. And at the end of a
fortnight it was left at my house by Mr. Olive, with a note
to say that it had been found that morning on the mantel-
piece in Mr. Haxby’s bedroom, and he lost no time in
returning it to me. It was wrapt in the brown paper, tied
and sealed apparently just as we had carried it to the
séance in Ainger Terrace; and I wrote at once to Dr.
H zumouncing its return, and asking him to come over
and open it in my presence. He came, took the packetin
his hand, and having stripped off the outer wrapper,
examined it carefully. There were four tests, it may be
remembered, applied to the packet.

I. The arterial silk, procurable only from a medical
man.

II. The knots to be tled only by medical men.

III. Dr. H—'s own crest, always kept on his watch
chain, as a seal.

IV. The lid of the cardboard box, glued all round to the
bottom part.

As the doctor scrutinized the silk, the Lnots, and the
seals, I watched him na.rrowly

“Are,you quite sure,” 1 asked, “thatit is the same
paper in which you wraptit?”
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“1 am guite sure.” f
“ And the same silk? ”
¢ Quite sure.”
“ Your knots have not been untied?”
1 am positive that they have not.”
¢ Nor your seal been tampered with?”

“ .. “Certainly not ! Itis just as I sealed it.”

“Be careful, Dr. H ) I continued. “ Remember I
shall write down all you say

“I am willing to swear to itin a court of justice,” he
replied.

“ Then will you open the packet?”

Dr. H took the scissors and cut the silk at each seal
and knot, then tore off the gummed white writing paper
(which was as fresh as when ‘he had put it on), and tried
to pull open the card-board box. But as he could not do
this in consequence of the lid being’ glued down, he took
out his penknife and cut it all round. As he did so, he
looked at me and said, ‘“Mark my words. There will be
nothing written on the paper. It is impossible!”

He lifted the 1id, and behold #%e¢ box was empty ! The
half sheet of notepaper and the half cedar wood pencil had

- both entirely disappeared. Not a crumb of lead, nor a

shred of paper remained behind. I looked at the doctor,
and the doctor looked completely bewildered.

“ Well !” 1 said, interrogatively.

He shifted about—grew red—and began t6 bluster.

“ What do you make of it? ” I asked. ¢ How do you
aecount forit?”

“In the easiest way in the world,” he replied, trying to
brave it out. ‘“It’s the most transparent deception I ever
saw. They've kept the thing a fortnight and had time to
do anything with it. A child could see through this.
Surely your bright wits can want no help to an explana-
tion.”

“I am not so bright as you give me credit for,” I
answered. “ Will you explain your meaning to me?”

“ With pleasure. They have evidently made an invisible
slit in. the joining of the box cover, and with a pair of fine
forceps drawn the paper through it, bit by bit. For the
pencil, they drew that by the same means to the slit and
then pared it, little by little, with a lancet, till they could

. shake out the fragments.”
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¢« That must have required very careful manipulation,” I
observed.

« Naturally. But they’ve taken a fortnight to do it
in.”

“ But how about the arterial silk?” I said.

“ They must have procurcd some from a surgeon.”

¢ And your famous knots ? .

“ They got some surgeon to tiec them ! ”

‘ But your crest and seal ? ”

“QOh! they must have taken a facsimile of that in order
to reproduce it. It is very cleverly done, but quite ex-
plicable ! ” - -

“But you told me before you opened the packet that
you would take your oath in a court of justice it had not
been tempered with.”

¢« I was evidently deceived.” .

“ And you really believe, then, that an uneducateddad
like Mr. Haxby would take the trouble to take impressians
of seals and to procure arterial silk and the services of a
surgeon, in order, not to mystify or convert yox, but to
gratify me, whose box he believes it to be.”

“I am-sure he has done so!”

“But just now you were equally sure he had zof done
so. Why should you trust your senses in one case more
than in the other? And if Mr. Haxby has played a trick
on me, as you suppdse, why did you not discover the slit
when you examined the box,.before opening? ”

¢ Because my eyes misled me !”

¢« Then after all,” I concluded, “the best thing you can
say of yourself is that you—a man of reputed science, skill,
and sense, and with a strong belief in your own powers—
are unable to devise a’tést in which you shall not be qut-
witted by a person so inferior to yourself in age, intellect
and education as young Haxby. But I will give you
another chance. Make up another packet in any way you
like. Apply to it the severest tests which your ingenuity
can devise, or other men of, genius can suggest o you, and
det me give it to Haxby and see if the contents can be ex-
tracted, or tampered with a second time.”

“ It would be useless,” said Dr. H ¢ If they were
extracted through the iron panels of a fireproof safe, I
would not believe it was done by any but natural means.”

¢ Because you do not wis% to believe,” I argued.
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“You are right.” he confessed, 1 do no# wish to believe.
If you convinced me of the truth of Spiritualism, you would
upset all the theories I have held for the best part of my
life. I don’t believe in a God, nor a soul, nor a future ex-
istence, and I would rather not believe in them. We have
quite enouorh trouble, iif my opinion, in this life, without
looking forward to another, and I would rather chel}g/ to my

and for
ever.’

So there ended my attempt to convince Dr./H , and
I have often thought since that he was but a type of the
genus sceptic. In this world, we mostly believe what we
want to beheve, and the thomht of a future troubles us in
proportlon to the lives we lead ere. Itmust often strike
spiritualists (who mostly look forward to the day of their
departure for another world, as aschoolboylooks forward to
the commencement of the holidays) as a very strange thing,
that people, as a rule; evince so little curiosity on the sub-
ject of Spiritualism. The idea of the spirits of the departéd
returning to this world to hold communication with their
friends may be a new and startling one to them, but the
very wonder of it would make one expect to see them
evince a little interest in a matter which concerns us all.
Yet the generality of Carlyle’s British millions either pooh-
pooh the notion as too utterly ridiculous for their exalted
minds to entertain, of inform you, with superior wisdom,
that if Spiritualism is true, they cannot see the use of it, and
have no craving for any further knowledge. If these same
people expected to go to Canada or Australia in a few
months’ time, how eagerly they would ask questions con-
cerning their future home, and . procure the best informa-
tion on what to do, whilst they remained in England, in
order to fit themselves for the journey and the change.

But a journey to the other world—to the many worlds
which perhaps await us—a certain proof that we shall live
again (or rather, that we shall never die but need only
time and patience and well-living here to reunite us to the
dear one gone before)—#/4at is a subject not worthy of our
trying to believe—of not sufficient importance for us to
take the trouble of ascertaining. I pity from my soul the
men and women who have no dead. darling buried in their
hearts whom they Z£7zozw they shall meet in a home of God’s
own choosing when this life ends.
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The old, cold faiths have melted away beneath the sun -
of Progress. We can no longer be made to believe, like
little children, in a shadowy indefinite Heaven where the .
saints sit on damp clouds with harps in their hands for- |
ever singing psalms and hymns and heavenly songs. That o
sort of existence could be a Heaven to none, and to most '
it would be a Hell. We do not accept it now, any more
than we do the other place, with its typical fire and brim-
stone, and pitch-forking devils with horns and tails. But
what has Religion given us instead? Those whose com-
mon-sense will not permit them to believe in the parson’s
Heaven and Hell generally believe (like Dr. H—) in &z
nothing at all. But Spiritualism, earnestly and faithfully
followed, leaves us in no doubt. Spiritualists know where
they are going to. The spheres are almost as familiarto
them as this earth—it is not too much to say that many
live in them as much as they do here, and often they seem
the more real, as they are the more lasting of the two.
Spiritualists are in no manner of doubt w/o their eyes will
see when opening on another phase of life. ZV%ey do not
expect to be carried straight up into Abraham’s bosom,
and lie snugly there, whilst revengeful demons are tortur-
ing tﬁose who were, perhaps, nearest and dearest to them
down; below. They have a better and more substantial
religipn than that—a revélation that teaches them that the
works we do in the flesh must bear their fruit in the spirit,
and that no tardy deathbed repentance, no crying out for
mercy because Justice is upon us/like an unruly child howl-
ing as soon as the stick is produced for chastisement—
will avail t6 wipe off the sins we have indulged in upon
earth.” They know their expiation will be a bitter one, yet
not without Hope, and that they will be helped, as well as
help others, in the upward path that leads to ultimate

erfection. The teaching of Spiritualism is such as largely

to increase belief in our Divine Father’s love, our Saviour’s
pity, and the aggels’ ministering help. But it does more
than this, more than any religion has done before. It
affords the proof—the only proof we have ever received,
and our finite natures can accept—of a future existence.
The majority of Christians /ope "and #rust, and say they
believe. 1t is the Spiritualist only that Zrozes:

I think that the marvellous indifference displayed by the
crowd to ascertain these truths for themselves must be
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due, in a large number of instances, to the unnatural but
universal fear which is entertained of Death and all things
connected with it. The same people who loudly declaim
again the possibility of seing a ‘ ghost,” shudder at the
idea of doing so. The creature whom they have adored
and waited on with tenderest devotion passes away, and
they are afraid to entér the room where his body lies. That
which they clung to and wept over yesterday, they fear to
look at'or touch to-day, and the idea that he would return

and speak to them would inspire them with horror. But:

why afraid of an impossibility? Their very fears should

teach them that there is a cause. From numerous notes

made on the subject I have invariably found that those who
have had the opportunity of testing the reality of Spirit-
ualism, and either rejected or denied it, have been selfish,
worldly, and cold-hearted people who neither care,nor are
cared for, by those who have passed on to another sphere,
Plenty of love is sure to bring you plenty ‘of proof. . The
mourners, who have lost sight of what is dedrest to them,
and would give all they possess.for one more look at the
face theyloved so much, or one more tone of the voice that

was music to their ears, are only too eager and grateful to.

hear of a way by which their longings may be gratified, and
would take any trouble and go to any expense to accom-
phsh what they desire.

It is this intense yearning to speak again w1th those that
have left us, on the part of the bereaved, that has led to
chicanery on the part of media in order to gralify. it.
Wherever money is to be made, unfortunately cheating
will step in; but because some tradesmen will sell you
brass for gold is no reason to vote all jewellers thieves:
The account of the raising of Samuel by the witch of
Endor is an instange that my argument is correct. The
witch was ev1dent1y an impostor, for she had no expecta-
tion of seeing Samuel, and was frightened by the appari-
tion she had evoked but Spiritualism must be a truth,
because it was Samuel himself who appeared 'and rebuked
Saul for calling him back to this earth. What becomes,
in the face of this story, of the impassable gulf between
the earthly-and spiritual spheres? That atheists who be-
lieve in nothing should not believe in Spiritualism is credi-
ble, natural, and consistent. But that Christians should

reject the theory is-tantamount to acknowledging that they
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found their hopes of salvation upon a lie. There is no way
of getting out of it. If it be émpossible that the spirits of
the departed can communicate with men, the Bible must
be simply a collection of fabulous’ statements; if it be
wrong to speak with spirits, all the men whose histories
are therein related were sinners, and the Almighty helped
them to sin; and if all the spirits who have been heard
and seen and touched in modern times are devils sent on

earth to lure us to our destruction, how are we to distin- -

guish between them and the Greatest Spirit of all, who
walked with mortal Adam and Eve in the garden of Eden.
“QO! yes!” I think I hear somebody cry, ‘but that was
in the Bible;” asif the Bé)le were a period or a place.
And did it ever strike you that there is something else
recorded in the Bible? ¢ And He did not many miracles
there because of their unbdelief.” And yet Christ came to
call’ “not the righteous but.the sinners to repentance.”

Surely, then, the unbelieving required the conviction of
the miracles more than those who knew Him to be God.
Yet there He did them not, decause of their. unbelief, be-
cause their scepticism produced a condition/ in which
miracles could not be wrought. And yet the'nin€teenth
century ‘is surprised because a sceptic, whose jarring ele-
ment upsets all union and harmony, is not an acceptable
addition to a spiritual meeting, and that the mis¥icles of
the present—gross and feeble, compared to those of the
past, because worked by grosser material though"grosser
agents—ceased to be manifested Wben hlS unbelief in-
trudes itself upon them. EA
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CHAPTER VII.
THE STORY OF JOHN POWLES.

ON the 4th of April, 1860, there died in India a young
officer in the 12th Regiment M.N.IL., of the name of John
Powles. He was an intimate friend of my first husband
for several years before his death, and had consequently
become intimate with me ; indeed, on several occasions
he shared our house and lived with us on the terms of a

brother. I was Very young at that time and susceptible

to influence of all sorts—extremely nervous, moreover, on
the subject of “ghosts,” and yet burning with curiosity
to learn something of the other world—a topic which it is
most difficult to induce anybody to discuss with you.
People will talk of dress, or dinner, or their friend’s pri-
vate affairs—of anything, in fact, sooner than Death and
Immortality and the world to come which we must all
inevitably enter. Even parsons—the legalized exponents
of what lies beyond the grave—are no exceptions to the
rule. When the bereaved sufferer goes to them for com-

fort, they shake their heads and ¢ hope ”and * trust,” and -
© < say .“God’s mercy has no limits,” but they cannot give

him one reasonable proof to rest upon that Death is but a
name. .John Powles, however, though a careless and irre-
ligious man, liked to discuss the Unseen. We talked
continually on the subject, even when he was apparently
in perfect health, and he often ended our conversation by
assuring me that should he die first (and he always pro-
phesied truly that he should not reach the age of thirty)
he would (were such'a thing possible) come back to me.
T used to laugh at the, absurdity of the idea, and remind
him how many friends had made the same promise to each
other and never fulfilled it. For though I firmly believed
that such things 4ad been, I could not realize that they
would ever happen to me, or that I should survive
the shock if they did. John Powles’ death at the last
was very sudden, although the disease he died of was of
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long standing. He had been under the doctor’s hands
for a few days when he took an unexpected turn for the
worse, and my husband and myself, with other friends,
were summoned to his bedside to say good-bye to him.
When I entered the room he said to me, “So you see it

has come at last. Don’t forget what I said to you about ———————

it.” They were his last intelligible words to me, though
for several hours he grasped my dress with his hand to
prevent my leaving him, and became violent and unman-
ageable if T attempted to quit his side. During this time,
in the intervals of his delirium, he kept on entreating me
to sing a certain old ballad, which had always been a great’
favorite with him, entitled * Thou art gone from my gaze.”
I am sure if I sung that song once during that miserable
day, I must have subg it a dozen times. At last our poor
friend fell into convulsions which recurred with little inter-
miission until his death, which took place the same evening.
His death and the manner of it caused me a great shock.
He had been a true friend to my husband and myself for
years, and we both mourned his loss very sincerely..That,
and other troubles combined, had a serious effect upon my
health, and the doctors advised my immediate return to
England. When an officer dies in India, it is tlie custom
to sell all his minor effects by auction. Before this "took
place, my husband asked me if there was anything belong-
ing to John Powles thas I should like to keep in remem-
brance of him. The choice I made was a curious one. He

had possessed a dark green silk necktie, which was a fav- -

orite of his, and when it became soiled I offered to turn it
for him, when it looked as good as new. Whereupon he |
had worn it so long that it was twice as dirty as before, so
I turned it for him the second time, much to the amuse-
ment of the regiment. When I was asked to choose a
keepsake of him, I said, “Give me the green tie,” and I
brought it to England with me.

The voyage home was a terrible affair. I was suffering
mentally and physically, to such a degree that I cannot
think of the time without a shudder. John Powles’ death,
of course, added to my distress, and_during the many
months that occupied a_voyage “by long sea,” I hoped
and expected that his spirit would appear to me. With
the very strong belief in the possibility of the return to
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earth of the departed—or rather, I should say, with my

, strong belief ¢z my -belief—I lay awake night after night,

thinking to see my lost friend, who had so often promised
to come back to me. I even cried aloud to him to appear
and tell me where he was, or what he was doing, but I

“never heard or saw a single thing. There was silence on

every side of me. Tendays only after I landed in England
I was delivered of a daughter, and when I had somewhat
recovered my health and spirits—when I had lost the
physical weakness and nervous excitability, to which most

- medical men.would have attributed any mysterious'sights

or sounds I might have-experienced before—then I com-
.menced_to_&now and to_fee/ that John Powles was with me
again. I did not see him, but I felt his presence. I used
to lie awake at night, trembling under the consciousness
that he was sitting at my bedside, and I had no means of
penetrating the silence between us. Often I entreated him
to speak, but when a low, hissing sound came close to my
ear, I would scream with terror and rush from my room.
All my desire to see or communicate with my lost friend
had deserted me. The very idea was a terror. I was

horror-struck to think he had returned, and I would neither

sleep alone nor remain alone. I was advised to try a
livelier place than Winchester (where I then resided); and
a house was taken for me at Sydenham. But there, the
sense of the presence of John Powles was as keen as be-
fore, and so, at intervals, I continued to feel it for the
space of several years—until, indeed, I became an inquirer
into Spiritualism as a science.

I have related in the chapter that contains an account

of my first séance, that the only face I 'recognized as be-
_longing to me was that of my friend John Powles, and

how excited I became on seeing it. It was that récognition
that brought back all my old longing and curiosity to
communicate with the inhabitants of the Unseen World.
As soon as I commenced investigations in my home circle,
John Powles was the very first spirit who spoke to me
through the table, and from that time until the present I
have never ceased to hold communion with him. He is
very shy, however, (as he was, whilst with us) of convers-
ing before strangers, and seldom intimates his presence
except I am zlone. At such times, however, he will talk
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7
by the hour of all such topics as interested him during his
earth life. )

Soon after it became generally known that I was
attending séances, 1 was introduced to Miss Showers, the
daughter of General Showers of the Bombay Army. This
young lady, besides being little more than a child—I
think she was about sixteen when we met—was not a pro-
fessional medium. The séances to which her friends were
invited to witness the extraordinary manifestations that
took place in her presence were strictly private. They
offered therefore an enormous advantage to investigators,
as the occurrences were all above suspicion, whilst Miss
Showers was good enough to allow herself to be tested in
every possible way. I shall have occasion to-refer more
particularly to Miss Showers’ mediumship further on—at
present, therefore, I will confine myself to those occasions
which afforded proofs of John Powles’ presence.

Mrs. and Miss Showers were living in apartments when
I visited them, and there was no means nor opportunity of

“deceiving their friends, even had they had any object in

doing so. I must add also, that they knew nothing of my
Indian life nor experiences, which were things of the past
long before I met them. At the first sitting Miss Showers
gave'me for “ spirit faces,” she merely sat on a chair behind

_ the window curtains, which were pinned together half-way

up, so as to leave a V-shaped opening at the ‘top. The
voice of “Peter” (Miss Showers’ principal control) kept
talking to us and the medium from behind the curtains all
the time, and making remarks on the faces as they appeared
at the opening. Presently he said to me, “Mrs. Ross-
Church, here’s a fellow says his name is Powles, and he
wants to speak to you, only he doesn’t like to show bim-
self because he’s not a bit like what he used to be.” “ Tell
him not to mind that,” I answered, “I shall know him
under .any circumstances.” “Well! if he was anything
like that, he was a beauty,” exclaimed Peter ; and pre-
sently a face appeared which I could not, by any stretch
of imagination, decide to resemble in the *shghtest degree
my old friend. It was hard, stiff and unlifelike. After it
had disappeared, Peter said, “ Powles says if you'll come
and sit with Rosie (Miss Showers) often, he'll look quite
like himself by-and-by,” and of course I was only too
anxious to accept the invitation.
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As I was setting out another evening to sit with Miss
Showers, the thought suddenly occurred to me to put the
green necktie in my pocket. My two daughters accom-
panied me on that occasion, but I said nothing to them
about the necktie. Assoon as we had commenced, how-
ever, Peter called out, “Now, Mrs. Ross-Church, hand
over that necktie. Powlesis coming.” ¢ What necktie?”
I asked, and he answered, “ Why Powles’ necktie, of
course, that you've got in your pocket. He wants you to
put it round his neck.” The assembled party looked at me
inquisitively as I produced the tie. The face of John
Powles appeared, very different from the time before, as he

had his own features and complexion, but his hair and.

beard (which were auburn during life) appeared phos-
phoric, as though made of living fire. I mounted on a chair
and tied the necktie round his throat, and asked him'if he
would kiss me. He shook his head. Peter called out,
¢ Give him your hand.” I did so, and as he kissed it, his
moustaches durned me.” I cannot account for it. I can
only relate the fact. ~After which he disappeared with
the necktie, which I have never .seen since, though we
searched the little room for it thoroughly.

The next thing I have to relate about John Powles is so
startling that I dread the criticism it will evoke ; but if I
had not startling stories to tell, I should not consider them
worth writing down. I left my house in Bayswater one
_Sunday evening to dine with Mr. and ‘Mrs. George Neville
in Regent’s Park Terrace, tohave a séance afterwards with
Miss Showers. There was a large company present, and
I was placed next to Miss Showers at table. During din-
ner she told me complainingly that her mother had gope to
Norwood to spend the night, and she (Rosie) was afkaid
of sleeping alone, as the spirits worried her so. In a
moment it flashed across me to ask her to return to Bays-
water and sleep with me, for I was most desirous of test-
ing her powers when we were alone together. Miss Showers
accepted my invitation, and we arranged that she should
go home with me. After dinner, the guests sat for a séaznce,
but to everybody’s surprise and disappointment, nothing
occurred. It was one o’clock in the morning when Miss
Showers and I éentered a cab to return to Bayswater. We
had hardly started when we were greeted with a loud peal

- of laughter close to our ears. ‘“ What’s the matter, Peter?”
g
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demanded Miss Showers. “I can’t help laughing,” he
replied ¢ to think of their faces when no one appeared.!
Did jyou suppose I was going to let you waste all your
power with them, when I knew I was going home with you
and Mrs, Ross-Church? I mean to show you what a real
good séance is to-night.”

When we reached home I let myself in with a latchkey.
The house was full, for I had seven children, four servants,
and a married sister staying with me ; but they were all in
bed and asleep. It was cold weather, and when I took Miss
Showers into my bedroom a fire was burning in the grate.
My sister was occupying a room which opened into mine ;
but I lecked her door and my own, and put the keys under
my pillow. Miss Showers and I then undressed and got
into bed. When we had extinguished the gas, we found
the room was, comparatively speaking, light, for I had
stirred the fire ilgba blaze, and a street lamp just opposite
the window threw’bars of light through the venetian blinds,
right across the céiling. As soon as Miss Showers had
settled herself in bed, she said, “ I wonder what Peter is
going to do,” and T replied, ““ I hope he won’t strip off the
bed-clothes.” We were lying under four blankets, a
counterpane, and an eider-down duwe#, and as I spoke, the
whole mass rose in the air, and fell over the end of the bed,
leaving us quite unprotected. We got up, lita candle, and
made- the bed again, tucking the clothes well in all round,
but the minute we laid down the same thing was repeated.
We were rather cross the second time, and abused Peter
for being so disagreeable, upon which the voice declared
he wouldn’t do it any more, but we shouldn’t have pro-
voked him to try. I said, “ You had much better shew
yourself, to us, Peter. That is what I, want you to do.”
He replied, ““ Here I am, my dear, closetoyou!” I turned
my head, and there stood a dark figure beside the bed,
whilst another could be plamly dlstmgmshed walking about
the toom. I said, “I can’t see your face,” and he replied,
“I'll come nearer to you!” Upon this the figure rose in
the air until it hung suspended, face downward over the
bed. 1In this posmon it looked like a huge bat with out-
spread wings. ' It was still indistinct, except as to sub-
stance, but Peter said we had exhausted all the phosphorus
in our bodies by the long evening we had spent, and left
him nothing to light himself up with. After a while he
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lowered himself on to the bed, and lay between Miss
Showers and myself on the outside of the dwwez. To this
we greatly. objected, as he was very heavy and took up a
great deal of room ; but it was some time before he would
go away.

During this mamfestatxon, the other spirit, whom Peter
called the «“ Pope,” kept walking about and touching every-
thing in the room, which was full of ornaments ;' and Peter
called out several times, ¢ Take care, Pope! take care!
Don’t break Mrs. Ross-Church’s things.” The two made
so much noise that they waked my sister in the adjoining
room, and she knocked at the door, asking in an alarmed
voice,  Florence ! w/kom have you there? You will wake
the whole house.” When I replied, “ Never mind, it’s only
spirits,” she gave one fell shriek and dived under her bed-
clothes. She maintains to this day that she fully believed
the steps and voices to be human. At last the manifesta-
tions became so rapid, as many as eight and ten hands
touching us at once, that I asked Miss Showers if she
would mind my tying hers together. She was very amiable
and consented willingly. I therefore got out of bed again,
‘and having securely fastened her hands in the sleeves of
the nightdress she wore, I sewed them with needle and
thread to the‘mattress. Miss Showers then said she felt
sleepy, and with her back to me—a position e was
obliged to maintain on account of her hands being sewn
down—she apparently dropt off to sleep, though I knew
subsequently she was in a trance.

For some time afterwards nothing occurred, the figures
had disappeared, the voices ceased, and I thought the
séance was over. Presently, however, I felt a hand laid on
my head and the fingers began to gently stroke and pull
the short curls upon my forehead. I whispered, “Who is
this? ” and the answer came back, * Don’t you know me ?
Iam Powles! Atlast—atlast—after a silence of ten years
I see you and speak with you again, face to face.” “ How
can I tell this is youwr hand?” I said. ¢ Peter might be
materializing a hand in order to deceive me.” The hand
immediately left my head and the dack of it passed over my
mouth, when I*felt it was covered with short hair. I then
remembered how hairy John Powles’ hands had become
from exposure to the Indian sun whilst shooting, and how
I had nicknamed him “ Esau” in consequence. I recol-
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lected also that he had dislocated the left wrjét with a —
cricket ball. “Let me feel your wrist,” I said, and my ¥
hand was at once placed on the enlarged bone. ‘I want

- to trace your hand .to where it springs from,” I nextsug-

] gested ; and on receiving permission I felt from the fingers
. and wrist to the elbow and shoulder, where it terminated z#

- the middle of Miss Showers back. Still I was not quite
[

satisfied, for I used to find it very hard to believe in the
identity of a person I had cared for. I was so terribly
afraid of being deceived. I want to see your face,” I
continued. *‘I cannot show you my face to-night,” the »
voice replied, “but you shall feel it;” and the face, with o -
beard and moustaches, was laid for a moment agpinst my
own. Then the hand was replaced on my hair, gnd whilst
it kept on pulling and stroking my curls, Jolm Powles’
own voice spoke to me of everything that had foccurred of
importance when he and I were friends on earth. Fancy,
. two people who were intimately associated for years, meet-
ing alone after a long and painful separation, think of all
the private things they would talk about together, and you
will understand why I cannot write down the conversation
that took place between us that night here. In order to
convince me of his identity, John Powles spoke ofall the
troubles I had passed through and was then enduring—he
mentioned scenes, both sad and merry, which we had
witnessed together ; he recalled incidents which had
slipped my memory, and named places and people known
only to ourselves. Had I been a disbeliever in Spiritualism, ‘
that night must have made a convert of me. Whilst the . ('t?

A

voice, in the well-remembered tones of my old friend, was

. ' speaking, and his hand wandered through my hair, Miss :
Showers continued to sleep, or to appear to sleep, with her °
back towards me, and her hands sewn into her nightdress
sleeves, and the sleeves sewn down to the bed. But had she ’
been wide awake and with both hands free, she could not
have spoken to me in John Powles’ unforgotten voice of
things that had occurred when she was an infant and thou- !
sands of miles away. And I affirm that the voice spoke to i
me of things that no one but John Powles could possibly ' “
have known. He did not fail to remind me of the promise
he had made, and the many times he had tried to fulfil it .
before, and he assured ‘'me he should be constantly with * *
me from that time. It was daylight before the voice ceased
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speaking, and then both Miss Showers and I were so
exhausted, we could hardly raise our heads from the pil-
lows. I must not forget to add that when we JZd open
our eyes again upon this work-a-day world, we found there
was hardly an article in the room that had not changed
places. The pictures were all turned with their faces to the
wall—the crockery from the washstand was piled in the
fender—the ornaments from the mantel-piece were on the
dressing-table—in fact, the whole room was topsy-turvy.

When Mr. William Fletcher gave his firstlecture in Eng-
land, in the Steinway Hall, my husband, Colonel Lean, and
I, went to hear him. We had never seen Mr. Fletcher
before, nor any of his family, nor did he know we were
amongst the audience. Our first view of him'was when he
stepped upon the platform, and we were seated quite in the
body of the hall, which was full. It was Mr. Fletcher’s
custom, after his lecture was-concluded, to describe such
visions as were presented to him, and he only asked in
return that if the people and places were recognized, those
who recognized them would be brave enough to say so,
for the sake of the audience and himself. I can understand
that strangers who went there and heard nothing that con-
cerned themselves would be very apt to imagine it was all
humbug, and that those who claimed a knowledge of the
visions were simply confederates of Mr. Fléfcher. But
there is nothing more true than that circumstances alter
cases. I entered Steinway Hall as a perfect stranger, and
as a press-writer, quite prepared to expose trickery if I
detected it. And this is what I heard. After Mr. Fletcher
had described several persons and scenes unknown to me,
he took out a handkerchief and began to wipe his face, as
though he were very warm.

“J am mo longer in England, now,” he said. « The

-scene has quite changed, and I am” taken over the sea,

thousands of miles away, and I am in a chamber with all
the doors and windows open. Oh! how hot it is! I think
I am somewhere in the tropics. O! I see why I have been
brought here! It is to see a young man die! Thisisa

.death chamber. He is lying on a bed. He looks very

pale, and he is very near death, but he has only been ill a
short time. His hair is a kind of golden chestnut color,
and he has blue eyes. He is an Englishman, and I can

. see the letter ¢ P’ above his head. He has not been happy
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on earth, and he is quite content to die. e pushes all
the mﬁuences that are round his bed away from him. Now
I see a lady come and sit down beside him. He holds her
hand, and appears to ask her to do something, and I hear
a strain of sweet music. It is a song he has heard in
happier times, and on the breath of it his spirit passes away.
It is to this lady he seems to come now. She is sitting on
my left about-half way down the hall. A little girl, with
her hands full of blue flowers, points her out to'me. The
little girl holds up the ﬁowers and I see they are woven
into a resemblance of the letter F. She tells me that is the
initial letter of her mother’s name and her own. And I see
this message written.

“ ¢To my dearest friend, for .such you ever, were to me
from the beginning. I have been with you through all
your time of trial and sorrow, and I am rejoiced to see that
a happier era is beginning for you. I am always near you.
The darkness is fast rolling away, and happiness will suc-
ceed it. Pray for me, and I shall be near you in your
prayers. I pray God to bless you and to bless me, and to
bring us together again in the summer land.’

¢ And I see the spirit pointing with his hand far away,
as though to intimate that the happiness he speaks of is
only the beginning of some that will extend to a long dis-

tance of time. I see this scene more plainlv than any I
have ever seen before.”

These words were written down at the time they were
spoken. Colonel Lean and I were sitting in the very spot
indicated by Mr. Fletcher, and the little girl with the blue
flowers was my spirit child, “ Florence,”" whose history I
shall givé in the next chapter. . But my communications
with John Powles, though very extraordinary, were not
satisfactory to me. Iam the “ Thomas, surnamed Didy-
mus,” of the spiritualistic world, who wants to see and
touch and handle before I .can altogether believe. I
wanted to meet John Powles and talk with him face to

face, and it seemed such an impossibility for him to mate- .

rialize in the light that, after his two failures with Miss
Showers, he refused to try— I was always worrying him to
tell me if we should meet in the body before I left this
world, and his answer was always, “ Yes! but not just
yet ! » 1 had no idea then that I should have to cross the
Atlantic before I saw my dear old friend again.

&
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CHAPTER VIIL
MY SPIRIT CHILD.

THE same year that John Powles died, 1860, I passed
through the greatest trouble of my life. It is quite un-
necessary to my narrative to relate what that troyble was,
nor how it affected me, but I suffered terribly both in mind
and body, and it was chiefly for this reason thay/the medi-
cal men advised my return to England, whicirT reached on
the 14th of December, and on the 3oth of the same month
a daughter was born to me, who survived herbirth for only
ten days. The child was born with a most peculiar
blemish, which it is necessary for the purpose of my argu-
ment to describe. On the left side of the upper lip was a
mark as though a semi-circular piece of flesh had been cut
out by a bullet-mould, which exposed part of the gum.
The swallow also had been submegged in the gullet, so that
she had for the short period of her earthly existence to be
fed by artificial means, and the jaw itself had been so
twisted that could she have lived to cut her teeth, the
double ones would have been in front. This blemish was
considered to be of so remarkable a type that Dr. Frede-
rick Butler of Winchester, who attended me, invited several
other medical men, from Southampton and other places, to
examine the’ infanz with him, and they all agreed that @
similar case had wever come under their notice before. This
is a very iniportant factor in pny narrative. I was closely
catechized as to whether I had suffered any physical or
mental shock, that should account for the injury to my
child, and it was decided that the trouble I had experienced
was sufficient to produce.it. The case, under feigned names,

‘was fully reported in the Lancet as something quite out of

the common way. My little child, who was baptized by the
name of “Florence,” lingered until the roth of January,
1861, and then passed quietly away, and when my first
natural disappointment was over I ceased to think of her
except as of something which ¢ might have been,” but
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never would be again. In this world of misery, the loss of
an infant is soon swallowed up in more active trouble.

Still Inever quiteforgot my poor baby, perhaps because at -

that time she was happily the “one dead lamb "~ of my little
flock. In recounting the events of my first séance with Mrs.
Holmes, I have mentioned how a young girl much muffled
up about the mouth and chin appeared, and intimated that
she came for me, although I could not recognize her. I was
so ignorant of the life beyond the grave at that period, that
it never-struck me that the baby who had left me at ten
days old had been growing since our separation, until she
had reached the age of ten years. I could not Interpret
Longfellow (whom I considerone of the sublimest spirit-
ualists of the age) as I can now.

¢ Day after day we think what she is deing,
In those bright realms of air: ;
Year after year, her tender steps pursuing,
Behold her grown more fair.

¢¢ Not as a child shall we again behold her :

For when, with rapture wild, .

In our embraces we again enfold her,
She will not be a child ;

But a fair. maiden in her father’s mansion,
Clothed with celestial grace.

And beautiful with all the soul’s expansion,
Shall we behold her face !>’

. . . .

s .

The first séaznce made such an impression on my mingd”
that two nights afterwards I again presented myself
time alone) at Mrs! Holmes’ rooms to attend another.
was a very different circle on the second occasion. There
were about thirty lzfople ptesent, all strangers to each
other, and the manftfestations were proportionately ordi-
nary. Another professional medium, a Mrs. Davenport,
was present, as one of her controls, whom she called
¢ Bell,” had promised, if possible,; to show her face fo her.
As soon, therefore, as the first spirit face appeared (which

‘was that of the same little girl that I had seen before),

Mrs. Davenport exclaimed, “ There’s ¢ Bell,” ¢ Why 1.7
I said, “that’s the little nun we saw on Monday.” “O!
no! that’s my ¢Bell,’” persisted Mrs. Davenport. But

Mrs. Holmes took my side, and was positive the spirit
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came for me. She told me she had been trying to com-
municate with her since the previous séance. *“1I know

she is nearly connected with you,” she said. ¢ Have you.

never lost-a relation of her age? ” “ Neper /"’ 1 replied ;
and at that declaration the little spirit moved away, sor-
rowfully as before.

_A few weeks after I received an invitation from Mr.
Henry Dunphy (the gentleman ‘who had introduced me to
Mrs. Holmes) to attend a private séance, given at kis own
house in Upper Glaucester Place, by the well-known
medium Florence Cook. The double drawing-rooms were
divided by velvet curtains, behind which Miss Cook was
seated in an arm-chair, the curtains being pinned together
half-way up, leaving a large aperture in the shape of a V.
Being a complete stranger to Miss Cook, T was surprised
to hear the voice of her control direct that 7 should stand
by the curtains and hold the lower parts together whilst
the forms appeared above; lest the pins should give way,
and necessarily from my position I could hear every word
that passed between Miss Cook and her guide., The first
face that showed itself was that of a man unknown to me ;
then ensued a kind of frightened colloquy between the
medium and her control. * Take it away. Go away!
I don’t like you. Don’t touch me—you frighten'me ! Go
away !” I heard Miss Cook exclaim, and then her guide’s

_voice interposed itself, ¢ Don’t be silly, Florrie. Don’t

be“unkind. It won’t hurt you,” etc., and immediately
afterwards the same little girl I had seen at Mrs. Holmes’
rose to view at the aperture of the curtains, muffled up as
before, but smiling with her eyes at me. I directed the
attention of the company to her, calling her again my

“little nun.” I was surprised, however, at the evident.

distaste Miss Cook had displayed: towards the spirit, and
when the séance was concéluded and she had regained her

normal condition, I asked her if she could recall the faces

she saw under trance. ‘Sometimes,” she replied. I told
her of the “little nun,” and demanded the reason of her
apparent dread of her. “I can hardly tell you,” said Miss
Cook ; “I don’t know anything about her. She is quite

a stranger to me, but her face is not fully developed, I -

think. There is something. wrong about her moutk. She
frightens me.”

This remark, though matle with the utmost carelessness,,
set me thinking, and after I had returned home, I wrote to
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Miss Cook, asking hegto inquire of her guides w/o the
little spirit was. . S

She replied as follows :

¢ Dear Mrs. Ross-Church, I have asked ¢ Katie King,’
but she cannot tell me anything further about the spirit
that came through me the other evening than-that sheis a
young girl closely connected with yourself.”

I was not, however, yet convinced of the spirit’s iden-
tity, although * John Powles” constantly assured me that
it was my child. I tried hard to communicate with her at
home, but without success. I find in the memoranda I
kept of our private séances at that period several messages
from ¢ Powles ” referring to “ Florence.” In one he says,,

110t because she is too pure, but because she is too weak.
~"She will speak to you some day. ° She is x0# in heaven.”
This last assertion, knowing so lttle as I did of a future
state, both puzzled and grieved me. I could not believe
that an innocent infant was not in the Beatific Presence—.
yet I could not understand what motive my friend could
have in leading me astray.. I had yet to learn that once

. received into Heaven no spirit could return to earth, and

that a spirit may have a training to undergo, even though
it has never committed*a mortal sin. A further proof,
however, that my dead child had never died was to reach
me from a quarter where I least expected ®. I was editor
of the magazine London Society atthat time, and amongst
my contributors was, Dr. Keningale Cook, who had mar-
ried Mabel Collins, the now well-known writer of spiritual-
istic novels. One d&§*Dr. Cook brought me an invitation
from his wife (whom I had never met) to spend Saturday
to Monday with them in theircottage at Redh#tf, and I ac-
cepted it, knowing nothing of the proclivities of either of
them, and they knowing as little of my private history as
I did of theirs. And I must take this opportunity to ob-
serve that, at this period, I had never made my lost child

~ -the subject of. conversation even with my most intimate

friends. The memory of her life” and death, and the trou-
bles that caused it,"was not ahappy one, and of no interest
to any.but myself. So little, therefore, hadit been dis-
cussed amongst us that until “ Florence” reappeared to
revive the topic, my. e/der children. were ignorant that
their sister had been marked in any way differently from
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"themselves. It may, therefore, be supposed how unlikely

it was that utter strangers and public media should have
gained any inkling of the matter. I went down to Redhill,
and as I was sitting withthe Keningale Cooks after dmner,
the subject of Spiritualism came on the #gpss, and I was
informed that the wife was a powerful trance medium,
which much interested me, as I had not, at that period,
had any experience of her particular class of mediumship.
In the evening we ‘“ sat ” together, and Mrs. Cook having
become entranced, her husband took shorthand notes of
her utterances. Several old friends of their family spoke
through her, and I was listening to them in the listless
manner in which we hear the conversation of strangers,
when my attention was aroused by the medium suddenly
leaving her seat, and falling on her knees before me, kiss-
ing my hands and face, and sobbing violently the while.
I waited in expectation of hearing who this might be, when
the manifestations as suddenly ceased, the medium re-
turned to her seat, and the voice of one of her guides said
that the spirit was unable to speak through excess of emo-
tion, but would try again later in the evening. I had almost

_ forgotten the circumstance in listening to other communi-

cations, when I was startled by hearing the word
«“ Mother !” sighed rather than spoken. I was about to
~“make some excited reply, when the medium raised her
hand to enjoin silence, and the following communication
was taken down by Mr. Cook as she pronounewd the
words. The sentences in parentheses are my replies to
her.

“ Mother! T am ¢ Florence.’ I must be véry'quiet. 1
want to feel I have a mother still. I am so lonely. Why

should I be so? I cannot speak well. I want to be like’

one of you. I want to feel I have a mother and sisters.
I am so far away from you all now.”

(““ But I always think of you, my dear dead baby.”)

“That’s just it—your daby. But I'm not a baby now.
" I shall get nearer. They tell me I shall. I do not know
if I can come when you are alone. It's all so dark. I
know you are there, but so dimly. I've grown all by my-
sel/f. I'm not really unhappy, but I want to get nearer
you. I know you think of me, but you think of me as a
baby. You don’t know me as. I ez. You've seen me,
because in my love I have forced myself upon you. I've
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not been amongst the flowets yet, but I shall be, very soon
now ; but I want my motker to take me there. All has
been given me that can be given me, but I cannot receive
it, except in so far ?

Here she seemed unable to express herself.

(“ Did the trouble I had before your birth affect your
spirit, Florence? ”)

“QOnly as things cause each other: I was w1th you,
mother, all through that trouble. I should be nearer to
you, t}zan any child you have, if I could only get close to
you.”

(“I can’t bear to hear you speak so sadly, dear. I have
always believed that you, at least, were happy in Heaven.”)

“I am nof in Heaven! But there will come a day,
mother—I can laugh when I say it—when we shall go to
heaven fogether and pick blue flowersg~b/lue flowers. They
are so good to me here, but if your eye cannot bear the
daylight you cannot see the buttercups and daisies.”

I did not learn till afterwards that in the spiritual lan-
guage blue flowers are typical of happiness. The next
question I asked her was if she thought she could write
through me.

“I don’t seem able to write through ‘you, but why, I
know not.”

(“ Do you know your sisters, Eva and Ethel ? )

“No! no!” in'a weary voice. * The link of sisterhood
is only through the mother. .That kind of sisterhood does
not last, because there is a higher.”

( Do you ever see your father? )

“No! he is far, far away. I went once, not more.
Mother, dear, he’ll love me when he comes here. They've
told me so, and they always tell truth here! I am but a
child, yet not so very little. I seem composed of two
things—a child in ignorance and a woman in years. Why
can’t I speak at other places? I have wished and tried!
I’'ve come very near, but it seems so easy to speak ‘now.
This medium seems so different.”

(“I wish you could come to me when 1 am alone,
Florence.””)

“You shall/ know me! 1 wz// come, mother, dear. I
shall always be able to come here. I do come to you, but
not in the same way.” '

She spoke in such a plamtwe, melancholy voice that
Cook, thinking she would depress my spirits, said, Don’t
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make your stale out to be sadder than it really is.” Her
reply was very remarkable.

“Zam,as I am ! Friend! when you come here, if you
find that sadness 7s, you will not be able to alter it by
plunging into material pleasures. Qur sadness makes the
world we live in. It is not deeds that make us wrong.
It is the state in which we were born. Mother! you say I

/}i;ed sinless, That is nothing. I was born iz a state.
ad I lived, I should have caused you more pain than you
can know. I am better here. I was not fit to battle with
the world, and they took me from it. Mother! you won’t
let this make you sad. You must not.”

(““ What can I do to bring you nearer to me? )

“I don’t know what will bring me nearer, but I'm helped
already by just talking to you. There’s a ladder of bright-
ness—every step. I beliéve I've gained just one step now.
O'! the Divine teachings are so mysterious., Mother! does

it seem strange to you to hear your ‘baby’ say things as if .

she knew them? I'm going now. Good-bye!”
And so “Florence” went. The next voice that spoke
was that of a guide of the medium, and T asked her for a

. personal description of my daughter as she then appeared.

She replied, ¢ Her face is downcast. We have tried to
cheer her, but she is very sad. It is the state &% whick ske

was born. Every physical deformity is the mark of a con- |

dition. A weak body is not necessarily the mark of a
weak spirit, but the pr7son of it, because the spirit might
be too passionate otherwise. You cannot judge in what
way the mind is deformed because the body is deformed.
It does not follow that a canker in the body is a canker in
the mind. But the mind may be too exuberant—may need
a canker to restrain it.” N

I have copied this conversation, word for word, from
the shorthand notes taken at the time of utterance ; and
when it is remembered that neither Mrs. Keningale Cook
nor her husband knew that I had lost 4 child—that they
had never been in my house nor associated with any of
my friends—it will at least be acknowledged, even by, the
most sceptical, that it was a very remarkable coincidéhce
that I should receive such a communication from the lips
of a perfect stranger. Only once after this did “ Florence ”
communicate with me through the same source. She found
congenial media nearer home, and naturally availed hersélf
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= of them. But the second occasion was almost more con-
vinicing than the first. I went one afternoon to consult
my solicitor in the strictest confidence as to how I should
act under some very painful circumstances, and he gave me
his advice. The next morning as I sat at breakfast, Mrs.
Cook, who was still living at Redhill, ran into my room
with an apology for the unceremoniousness of her visit, on
the score that she had received a message for me the night
before which ‘“Florence” had begged her to deliver with-
out delay. The message was to this effect : * Tell my
mother that I was with her this afternoon at the lawyer’s,
and she is zo# to follow the advice given her, as it will do
harm instead of good.” Mrs. Cook added, “I don’t know
to what ‘ Florence’ alludes, of course, but I thought it
best, as I was coming to town, to let you know at once.”

The force of this anecdote does not lie in the context.
The mystery is contained in the fact of a secret interview
having been overheard and commented upon. But the
truth 1s, that having greater confidence in the counsel of
my visible guide than in that of my invisible one, I abided
by the former, and regretted it ever afterwards.

The first conversation I held with “ Florence” had a
great effect upon me. I knew before that my uncontrolled
grief had been the cause of the untimely death of her body,
but it had never struck me that her spirit would carry the
effects of it into the unseen world. It was a warning to
me (as it should be to all motligrs) not to take the solemn
responsibility of maternity upon themselves without be-
ing prepared to sdcrifice their own feelings for the sake of
their children. ‘Florence ”* assured me, however, that
communion with myself in my 1mproved condmon of
happiness would soon lift her spirit from its state of de-
pression, and consequently I seized every opportunity of
seeing and speaking with her. During the succeeding
twelve months I attended numerous séances with various
media, and my spirit child (as she called herself ) never
failed to manifest through the influence of any one of
them, though, of course, in different ways. Through
some she touched me only, and always with an infant’s
hand, that I might recognize it as hers, or laid her
mouth against mine that I might feel the scar upon her
lip ; through others she spoke, or wrote, or showed her
face, but I never attended a séance at which she omitted
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to notify her presence. Once at a dark circle, held with
Mr. Charles Williams, after having had my dress and that
of my next neighbor, Lady Archibald Campbell, pulled
several times as if to atgract our attention, the darkness
opened before us, and there stood my child, smiling at us
like a happy dream, her fair hair waving-about her temples,
and her blue eyes fixed on me. She was clothed in white,
but we saw no more than her head and bust, about which
her hands held her drapery. Lady Archibald Campbell
saw her as plainly as I did. On another occasion Mr.
William Eglinton proposed to me to try and procure the
spirit-writing on his arm. He directed me to go into
another room and write the name of the friend I loved best
in the spirit world upon a scrap of paper, which I was to
twist up tightly and take back to him. I did so, writing
the name of “John Powles.” When I returned to Mr.
Eglinton, he bared his arm, and holding the paper to the
candle till it was reduced to tinder, rubbed his flesh with
. the ashes. I knew what was expected to ensue. The
name written on the paper was to reappear in red or white

letters on the medium’s arm. The sceptic would say it"

was a trick of thought-reading, and that, the medium know-
ing what I had written, had prepared the writing during
my absence. But to his surprise and mine, when at last
he shook the ashes from his arm, we read, written in a
bold, clear hand, the words—¢ Florence is the dearest,” as
though my spirit child had given me a gentlé rebuke for
writing any name but her own. It seems curious to me
now to look back and remember how melancholy she used
to be when she first came back to me, for as soon as she
had established an unbroken communication between us,
she developed into the merriest little spirit I have ever
“known, and though her childhood has now passed away,
and she is more dignified and thoughtful and womanly,
she always appears joyousand happy. She has manifested

largely to me through the mediumship of Mr. Arthur Col-

man. I had known her, during a dark séance with a very.
small private circle (the medium being securely held land
fastened the while) run about the room, like the child she
was, and speak to and kiss each sitter in turn, pulling off
the sofa and chair covers and piling them up in the middle
of the table, and changing the ornaments of everyone pre-
sent—placing the gentlemen’s neckties round the throats
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of the ladies, and hanging the ladies’ earrmgs in the but-
tonholes of the gentlemen’s coats—just as she might have
done had she been still with us, a happy,.petted child, on
earth. I have known her come in the dark and sit on my

- lap and kiss my face and hands, and let me feel the defect

inher mouth with my own. One bright evening on the
gth of July—my birthday—Arthur Colman walked in quite
unexpectedly to pay me a visit, and as I had some friends
with me, we agreed to have a séance. It was impossible to
make the room dark, as the windows were only shaded by
venetian blinds, but we lowered them, and sat in the twi-
light. The first thing we heard was the voice of ¢ Florence ”
whispering—* A present for dear mother’s birthday,” when
something was put into my.hand. Then she crossed to
the side of a lady present and dropped something into her
hand, saying, ‘ And a present for dear mother’s friend !’
I knew at once by the feel of it that what “ Florence” had
given me was a chaplet of beads, and knowing how often,
under similar circumstances, articles are merely carried
about a room, I concluded it was one which lay upon my
drawing-room mantel-piece, and said as much. I was
answered by the voice of « Almee,” the medium’s nearest
control.

“You are mistaken,” she said, ““¢ Florence’ has given
you a chaplet you have never seen before. She was ex-
ceedingly anxious to give you a present on your birth-
day, so I gave her the beads which were buried with me.
They came from my coffin.” I held them in my hand.
All T ask is, that you will not shew them to Arthur until I
give you leave. He is not well at present, and the sight of
them will upset him.”"

I was greatly astonished, but, of course, I followed her
instructions, and when I had an opportunity to examine
the beads, I'found that they really were strangers to me,
and had not been in the house before. The present my
“lady friend had received was a large, unset topaz. The
chaplet was made of carved wood and steel. It was not
till months had elapsed that I was given permission to show
it to Arthur Colman. He. immediately recognized it as
the one he had himself placed in the hands of *“ Aimée ” as

she lay in her coffin, and when I saw how the sight affected -

him, I regretted I had told him anything about it.. Ioffered
to give the beads.up to him, but he refused to receive
them, and they remain in my possession to’this day.
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But the great climax that was to prove beyond all

question the personal identity of the spirit who communi-

cated with me, with the body Lhad brought into the world,

was yet to come. Mr. William Harrlson the editor of the
Spiritualist (who, after seventeen years’ patient research
into the science of Spiritualism, had never received a per-
sonal proof of the return of his own friends, or relations)
wrote me word that he had received a message from his
lately deceased friend, Mrs. Stewart, to the effect that if he
would sit with the medium, Florence Cook, and one or two
harmonious companions, she would do her best to appear
to him in her earthly likeness and afford him the test he
had so long sought after. Mr. Harrison asked me, there-
fore, if I would join him and Miss Kidlingbury—the secre-
tary to the British National Association of Spiritualists—
in holding a séance with Miss Cook, to which I agreed,
and we met in one of the rooms of the Association for that
purpose. It was a very small room, about 8 feet by 16 feet,
was uncarpeted and contained no furniture, so we carried
in three cane-bottomed chairs for our accommodation.
Across one corner of the room, about four feet from the
floor, we nailed an old black shawl, and placed a cushion
behind it for Miss Cook to lean Ker head against. Miss
Florence Cook, who is a brunette, of a small, slight figure,
with dark eyes and hair which she wore in a profusion of
curls, was dressed in a high grey merino, ornamented with
crimson ribbons.  She informed me previous to sitting, that
she had become restless during her trances lately, and in

the habit of walking out amongst the circle, and she asked’

me as a friend (for such we had by that time become) to
scold her.well should such a thing occur, and order-her to
go back into the cabinet as if shegvhe*'ia\child oradog;”
and I promised her I would do so. After Florence Cook
had sat down on the floor, behind the black shawl (which
left her grey merino skirt exposed), and laid her head
against the cushion, we lowered the gas a little;-and took
our seats on the three cane chairs. The medium appeared
very uneasy at first, and we heard her remonstrating with
the influences for using her so roughly. - Ina few minutes,

however, there was a tremulous movement of the black .

shawl, and a large white hand was several times thrust into
view and withdrawn again. Ihad never seen Mrs. Stewart

(for whom we were expressly sitting) in this life, and could
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not, therefore, recognize the hand ; but we all remarked
how large and white it was. In another minute the shawl
was lifted up, and a female figure crawled on its hands and
knees from behind it, and then stood up and regarded us.
It was impossible, in the dim light and at the distance she
stood from us, to identify the features, so Mr. Harrison
asked if she were Mrs. Stewart. The figure shook its head.
Ihad lost a sister a few months previously, and the thought
flashed across me that it might be her. “ Isit you, Emily? ”
I asked ; but the head was still shaken to express a nega-

'tive, and a similar Juestion on the part of Miss Kidling-

bury, with respect to a friend of her own, met with the
same response. “ Who caz it be ?”" I remarked curiously
to Mr. Harrison. .

¢ Mother ! “don’t you know me ?” sounded in “ Flor-
ence’s” whispering voice. .I started up to approach her,
exclaiming, “ O ! my darling child! I never thought I
should meet you here ! ” But she said, “ Go back to your
chair, and I will come to you !” I reseated myself, and
“Florence” crossed the room and sat down oz my Zap.
She was more unclothed on that occasion than any mate-
rialized spirit I have ever seen. She wore nothing on her
head, only hér hair, of which she appears to have an im-
mense quantity, fell down her back and covered her
shoulders. Her arms were bare and her feet and part of
her legs, and the dress she wore.had no shape or style, but
seemed like so many yards of soft thick muslin, wound
round her body from the bosom to below the knees.” She
-was a heavy weight—perhaps ten stone—and had well-
covered limbs. In fact, she was then, and has appeared
for several years past, to be, in point of size and shape, so
like her eldest sister Eva, that I always observe the re-

- semblance between them. This séance took place at a

period when “ Florence ” must have been about seventeen
yearsold. ~

¢“Florence, my darling,” I said, “is this really you?”
 Turn up the gas,” she answered, ““ and look at my mouth.”
Mr. Harrison did as she desired, and we all saw distinctly
that peculiar defect on the lip with which she was born—
a defect, be it remembered, which some of the most ex-

_perienced members of the profession had affirmed to be

“ 50 rare as never to have fullen under their notice before.”
She also opened her mouth that we might see she had no
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gullet. I promised at the commencement of my book to
confine myself tofacts, and leave the deduction to be.drawn

from‘them to my readers, so I will not interrupt my narra- -

tive to make any remarks upon this incontrovertible proof
of identity. I know it struck me dumb, and melted me
into tears. At this juncture Miss Gook, who had been
moaning and moving about a good déal behind the black
shawl, suddenly exclaimed, & T can’t stand this any longer,”

and walked out into the room. There she stood in her
grey dress and crimson ribbons whilst “ Florence ” sat on

my lap in white drapery. But only for a moment, for -

directly the medium was fully in view, the spirit sprung up
and darted behind the curtain. Recalling Miss Cook’s
injunctions to me, I scolded her heartily for leaving her
seat, until she crept back, whimpering, to her former po-
sition. The shawl had scarcely closed behind her before
¢« Florence ” reappeared and clung to me, saying, “ Don’t
let her do that again. She frightens me so.” She was
actually trembling all over. ¢ Why, Florence,” I replied.

“Do you mean to tell me you are frightened of your me-

dium.? . In this world it is we poor mortals who are fright-
ened of the spirits.” “I am afraid she will send me away,
mother,” she whispered. However, Miss Cook did not
disturb us again, and “ Florence ” stayed with us for some
time longer. She clasped her arms round my neck, and
laid her head upon my bosom, and kissed me dozens of
times. She took my hand and spread it outyand said she

A -

felt sure I should recognize her hand when she thrustitout-

. side the curtain, because it was so.much like my own. I

was suffering much trouble at that time, and ¢ Florence ”

told me the reason God had permitted her to show herself
to me in her earthly deformity was so that I might be sure
that she was herself, and that Spiritualism was a truth to
comfort me. *Sometimes you doubt, mother,” she said,
‘and think your eyes and ears have misled you ; but after
this you must never doubt again. Don’t fancy I am like
this in the spirit land. The blemish left me long ago.
But I put it on to-night to make you certain. Don’t fret,
dear mother. Remember 7 am always near you. No one
can’take me away. Your earthly children may grow up
and go out into the world and leave you, butyou will always
have your spirit child close to you.” I did not, and cannot,
calculate for how- long ¢ Florence” remained visible on

pegy

v

SRty

T
S

. ST
it

o T

=

e ek et 7

VIR



86 THERE IS NO DEATH.
that occasion. Mr. Harrison told me afterwards that she
had remained for nearly twenty minutes. But her un-
~ doubted presence was such a stupendous fact to me, that I
could only think that ske¢ was there—that I actually held
in my arms the tiny infant I had laid with my own hands
in her coffin—that she was no more dead than I was my-
self, but had grown to be a woman. So I sat, with my
arms tight round ~her, and my heart beating against hers,
until the power decreased, and “ Florence ” was compelled
to give me a last kiss and leave me stupefied and bewildered
by what had so unexpectedly occurred. Two other spirits
materialized and appeared after she had left us, but as
neither of them was Mrs. Stewart, the séance, as far as Mr.
Harrison was concerned, was a failure. I have seen and
heard ¢ Florence ” on numerous occasions since the one I
. have narrated, but not with the mark upon her mouth,
which she assures me will never trouble either of us again.
"I could fill pages with accounts of her pretty, caressing
ways and her affectionate and sometimes solemn messages ;
but I have told as much of her story as will interest the
general reader. It has been wonderful to me to mark how
her ways and mode of communication have changed with
. " the passing years. It was a simple child who did not know
how to express itself that appeared to me in 1873. Itisa
: woman full of counsel and tender warning that comes to
: me in 189o. But yet she is only nineteen. When she
P reached that: age, “ Florence ” told me she should never

= : grow any older in years or -appearance, and that she had
w - reached the climax of womanly perfection in the spirit world.

: Only to-night—the night before Christmas Day—as I write
- her story, she comes to me and says, ¢ Mother ! you must

not give way to sad thoughts. The Past is past. Let it
1 be buried in the blessings that remain to you.”

And amongst the greatest of those blessings I reckon
my belief in the existence of my spirit-child.

Ll I
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.CHAPTER IX.
THE STORY OF EMILY. -

My’sister Emily was the third daughter of my late father,
and several years older than myself. She was a handsome
woman—strictly speaking, perhaps, the handsomest of the
family, and quite unlike the others. She had black hair
and eyes, a pale complexion, a well-shaped nose, and small,
narrow hands and feet. But her beauty had slight detrac-
_tions—so slight, indeed, as to be imperceptible to strangers,
“but well known to her intimate friends. . Her mouth was a
little on one side, one shoulder was half an inch higher than
the: other, her fingers were not quite straight, nor her toes,
and her hips corresponded with her shoulders. She was
clever, with a versatile, all-round talent, and of a very happy
and contented dxsposmon She married Dr. Henry Norris
of Charmouth, in Dorset, and lived there many years be-
fore her death. She was an excellent wife and mother, a
good friend, and a sincere Christian; indeed, I do not
believe that a more earnest, self-denying, better woman
ever lived in this world. But she had strong feelings,
and in some things she was very bigoted. One was Spirit-
ualism. She vehemently opposed even the mention of it,
declared it to be diabolical, and never failed to blame me
for pursuing such a wicked and unholy occupation. She
was therefore about the last person whom I should have
expected to take advantage of it to commuunicate with her
friends.

My sister Emily died on the 20th of April, 1875s.
Her death resulted from a sudden attack of pleurisy,

+ and was most unexpected. I was sitting at an early dinner -

with my children on the same day when I received a tele-
gram from my brother-in-law to say, “ Emily very ill ; will
telegraph when change occurs,” and I had just despatched
an answer to ask if I should go down to Charmouth, or
“could be of any use, when a second message arrived, ‘“All

is over. She died quietly at two o’clock.” Those who have
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received similar shocks will understand what I felt. I was
quite stunned, and could not realize that my sister had
passed away from us, SO completely unanticipated had been
the news. I made the nécessary arrangeménts for going
.down to her funeral, but my head was filled with nothing
- but thoughts of mely the while, and conjectures of Zow
she had died and of w%a# she had died (for that was, as yet,
unknown to me), and what she had thought and said;
above all, what she was thmkmg and’ feeling at that moment
I retired to rest with my brgin in a whirl, and lay half the
night wide awake, staring into the darkness and wondering -
where my sister was. /MVow was the time (1f any) for my -
cerebral organs to play me a trick, and conjure up a vision
of the person I was thinking of. But I saw nothing; no
sound broke the stillness ; my eyes rested only on the dark-
ness. I was quite disappomted and in the morning I told
my children so. I loved my sister Emily dearly, and I
hoped she would have come to wish me good-bye. On the
following night I was exhausted by want of sleep and the
emotion I had passed through, and when I went to bed I
was very sleepy. I had not been long asleep, however,
before I was waked up—I can hardly say by what—and
there at my bedside stood Emily, smiling at me. When. I-
lost my little ¢ Florence,” Emily had been unmarried, and
she had taken a great interest in my poor baby,-and nursed
her during her short lifetime, and, I believe, really mourned
her loss, for (although she had children of her own) she
always wore a little likeness of “ Florence ” in a locket on
her watch-chain. When Emily died I had of course. been
for some time in communication with my spirit-child, and
when my sister appeared to me that night, “ Florence” was
in her arms, with her head resting on her shoulder. I
recognized them both at once, and the only thing which
~ looked strange to me was that Emily’s long black hair was
combed right back in the Chinese fashion, giving her fore-
head an unnaturally hlghg%.*ppearance This circumstance
made the greater 1mprcssxoﬁ “@h me, because we all have
such high foreheads with the hair growing off the temples
that we have never been able to wear it in the styie I speak
of. With this exception my sister looked beautiful and

most happy, and my-little girl clung to-herlovingly —Emily
did not speak aleud, but she kept on looking down at
“ Florence,” and up at me, whilst her lips formed the words,
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“Little Baby,” which was the name by which she had -

always mentioned my spirit-child. In the morning I men-

“tioned what I had seen to my elder girls, adding, “ I hardly

knew dear Aunt Emily, with her hair scratched back in
that fashion.”

This apparition happened on the Wednesday night,
and on the Friday following I travelled down to Char-
mouth to be present-at the funeral, which was fixed

for Saturday. I found my sister Cecil there before me.
“As soon as we were alone, she said to me, “ I am so glad

you came to-day. I want you to arrange dear Emily nicely
in her coffin. The servants had laid her out before my
arrival, and she doesn’t look a bit like herself. ButI
ven’t the nerve to touch her.” It was late at night, but

I thok a candle at once and accompanied Cecil to the
ath-chamber. Our sister was lying, pale and calm, with
smile upon her lips, much as she had appeared to me,
nd with all ker black hair combed back from.her forehead.
e servants had arranged it so, thinking it looked neater.

It was impossible to make any alteration till the morning,
but when our dear sister was carried to her grave, her hair
framed her dead face in the wavy curls in which it always
fell when loose ; a wreath of flowering syringa was round
her head, a cross of violets on her breast, and in her waxen,
beautifully-moulded hands, she held three tall, white lilies.
I mention this because she has come to.me since with the

semblance of these very flowers to ensure her recognition.

After the funeral, my brother-in-law gave me the details of
her last illness. He told me that on the Monday afternoon,
when her illness first took a serious turn and she became
(as he-said) delirious, she talked continually to her father,
Captain Marryat (to whom she had been most reverentially
attached),'and who, she affirmed, was sitting by the side of
the bed. Her conversation was perfectly rational, and only
disjointed when she waited for a reply to her own remarks,

She spoke to him of Langham and all that had happened
there, and particularly expressed her surprise at his having

~a@beard; saying,  Does hair growupthere; father? ” Iwas

the more impressed by this account, because Dr. Norris,
like most medical men, attributed the circumstance entirely
to the distorted imagination of a wandering brain. And yet

. my father (whom I haveé never seen since his death) has
been descnbed to me by various clairvoyants, and always

O
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as wearing a beard, a thing he never did during his lifetime,
as it was the fashion then for naval -officers to wear only
side whiskers. In all his plctures he is represented as clean
shorn, and as he was so well known a man, one wotld
think that (were they dissefnbling) the clairvoyants, in
describing his personal’ chardcteristics, would follow the
clue given by his portraits.

For some time after my sister Emily’s death I heard
nothing more of her, and for the reasons I have given,
I never expected: to see her again until we met in
the spirit-world. About two years after her death,
however, my husband, Colonel Lean, bought two tickets
for a,series of séances o 'be held in the rooms of the
British National Association of Spiritualists under the
the mediumship of Mr. William Eglinton. This was the
first time we had ever seen or sat with Mr. Eglinton, but
we had heard a great deal of his powers,sand were curious
to test them. On the first night, which was a Saturday,
we assembled with a party of twelve, all complete strangers,
in the rooms I have mentioned, which were comfortably
lighted with gas. Mr. Eglinton, who is a young man in-
clined to stoutness, went into the cabinet, which was placed
in the centre of us, with spectators all round it. The cabi-
net was like a large cupboard, made of wood and divided
into two parts, the partition being of wire-work, so that the
medium might. be padlocked into it, and a curtain drawn
in front of both sides. After a while, a voice called out to
us not to be frightened, as the medium was coming out to

get more power, and Mr. Eglinton, in a state of trance and .

dressed in a suit of evening clothes, walked out of the cabi-
net and commenced a tour of the circle. He touched
every onein turn, but did not stop until he reached Colonel
Lean, before whom he remained for some time, making
magnetic passes down his face an@fiyure. He then turned
to re-enter the cabinet, but as he did so, some one moved
the curtain from inside and Mr. Eglinton actually held the
curtain to one side to permit the materialized form to pass
out before he went into the cabinet himself. The figure
that appeared was that of a woman clothed in loose white
garments that fell to her feet. Her eyes were black and her
long black hair fell over her shoulders. I suspected at the
time who she was, but each one in the circle was so certain
she came for him or for her, that I said nothing, and only

2
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mentally asked if it were my sister that I might receive a
proof of her identity. On the following evening (Sunday)
Colonel Lean and I were “sitting” together, when Emily
came to the table to assure us that it was she whom we
had seen, and that she would appear again on Monday and
show herself more clearly. I asked her to think of some
means by which she could prove her identity with the spirit
that then spoke to us, and she said, “I will hold up my

‘right hand.” Colonel Lean cautioned me not to mention

this promise to any one, that we might be certain of the

. correctness of the test. Accordingly, on the Monday even-

ing we assembled for our second séaznce with Mr. Eglinton,
and the same fornd appeared, and walking out much closer

e[ Colonel Lean, anxious not
to be deceived by his own senses, asked the company what
the spirit was,doing. ¢ Cannqt you see ? ” was the answer.
¢ She is holding up her hand.” On this occasion Emi
came with all her old characteristics about her, and titere
would have been no possibility of mistaking her (at least
on my part) without the proof she had promised to, give
us. : ,

The next startling assurance we received o”f? her prox-
imity happened in a much more unexpected manner.- We
were staying, in the autumn of the following year, at a
boarding-house in the Rue de Vienne at Brussels, with a
large party of English visitors, none of whom we had ever,
seen till we entered the house. Amongst them were several
girls, who had never heard of Spiritualism before, and were
much interested in listening to the relation of our experi-
ences on the subject. One evening when I was not well,
and kKeeping my own room, some of these young ladies got
hold of Colonel Lean and said, “Oh! do céme-and sit in
the dark with us and tell us ghost stories.” Now sitting
in the dark and telling ghost stories to five or six nice |
looking girls is an occupation few men would object to,
and they were all soon ensconced in the dark and deserted
salle-a-manger. Amongst them was a young girl of sixteen,
Miss Helen Hill, who had never shown more interest than
the rest in such matters. After they had been seated in
the dark for some minutes, she said to Colonel Lean, ¢ Do
you know, I can see a lady on the opposite side of the table
quite distinctly, and she is nodding and smiling at you.”
The colonel asked what the lady was like. ¢ She is very
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nice looking,” replied the girl, “ with dark eyes and hair,
but she seems to want me to notice her ring. ' She wears
a ring with a”larp€ blue stone in it, of such a funny shape,
and she keeps on twisting it round afrd round her finger,
and pointing to it. Oh! now she has got up and is walk-
ing round the room. Only fancy! she is holding up her
feet for me to see. They are bare and very white, but her
toes are crooked !” Then Miss Hill became frightened
and asked them to get a light. She declared that the figure
had come up, closeto her, and torn thé lace off her wrists.
And when the light was procured and her dress examined,
a frill of lace that had been tacked into her sleeve that
morning had totally disappeared. The young ladies grew
nervous and left the room, and Colonel Lean, thinking the
description Helen Hill had given of the spirit tallied -with
that of my sister Emily, came sttaight up to me and sur-
prised me by an abrupt question as to whether she had

- been in the habit of wearing any particular ring (for he had

not seen her for several years before her death). I told

him that her favorite ring was an uncut turquoise—so large%%; c

and uneven that she used to call it her “ potato.” ¢ Had
she any peculiarity about her feet?” he went on,-eagerly.
“Why do you wish to know?” I said. ‘ She had crooked
toes, that is all.” “ Good heavens !’ he exclaimed, ¢ then
she has been with us in the selle-G-manger.” 1have never
met Miss Hill since, and I am not in a position to say if she

‘has evinced any further possession- of clairvoyant power ;-

but she-certainly displayed it on that occasion to a remark-

of my sister Emily, and was very nfuch disturbed and

_ able degree ; for she had never even ‘l{ld of the existence

annoyed when told that the apparition\she had described
was reality and not imagination. - _— .
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CHAPTER X, \
' THE STORY OF THE GREEN LADY.

TrE story I_have to tell now happened a very short time
ago, and every detail is as fresh in thy mind as if I had
heard and seen it yesterday. Mrs. Guppy-Volckman has
been fong] known to the spiritualistic world asa very power- -
ful medium, also as taking a great private interest in Spirit- .
ualism, @1ch all media dq not.~Her means justify her, too,
in gratifying her whims ; and hearing that a certain house
in Broadstairs was haunted she became eager to ascertain
the truth. The house bemg empty, she procured the keys
from the landlord, and proceeded on a voyage of discovery
alone. She had barely recovered, at the time, from a most .
dangerous illness, which had left a partial paralysis of the
lower limbs behind it ; it was therefore with considerable
difficulty that she gained the-drawing-room of the house,
which was eq the first floor, and when there she abandoned
her crutches{ ind sat down on the floor to recover herself.
Mrs. Volckman was now pérfectly alone. She had closed
the front door after her, and she was moreover almost

helpless, as it was with great diﬂiculty that she could rise

without assistance. It was on a summer’s evening towards
the dusky hour, and she sat on the bare floor of the empty
house waiting to see what might happen. After some time
(I tell this part of the story as I received it from her lips)
she heard a rustling or sweeping sound, as of a long silk
train coming down the uncarpeted stairs from the upper
storey, The room in which she sat communicated with
another, which led out upon the passage, and it was not

- long before the door between these two apartments opened

and the figure of a woman appeared. She entered the
room in which Mrs. Volckman sat, very cautiously, and
commenced to walk round it, feelmg her way along the
walls as though she were blind or tipsy. She was dressed
in a green satin robe that swept behind her—round the
upper ‘part of her body was a kind of scarf of glistening
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white material, like silk gauze—-and on~her head was a
black vélvet cap, 'or coif, from underneath which her long
black hair fell down her ‘back. Mrs. Volckman, although
used all her life to manifestations and apparitions of all

" - sorts, told me she had never felt so frightened at the sight

of one before. She attempted to rise, but feeling her in-
capability of doing so quickly, she screamed with fear. As
soon as she dldg; the woman turned round and ran out

of the Xoom,-ap ently ‘as ftightened as herself. Mrs. -

“Volc got hold of her crutches, scrambled to her feet,
found her way downstairs, and reached the outside of the

house in safetyl Most people would never have entered it

again. She, on thé contrary, had an interview.with the
lanflord, and actually, then and there, purchased a lease

. of the house and entered upon possession, and as soon as
it was furnished and ready for occupation, she invited a

party of friends to go down and stay with her at Broad-

stairs, and make the acquaintance of the ‘Green Lady,”

as we had christened her. Colonel Lean and I were
amongst the visitors, the others consistirjg of Lady Archi-
bald Campbell, Miss Shaw, Mrs. Olive, Mrs. Bellew, Colo-
nel Greck, Mr. Charles Williams, and Mr. and Mrs. Henry
Volckma.n, which, with our host and hostess, made up a
circle of twelve. ‘We assembled there on a bright day in
July, and the house, with its large rooms and windows
facing the sea, looked cheerful enough. The room in whic

Mrs. Volckman had seen the apparition was furnished as

drawing-room; and the room adjoining it, which wis .

divided by a portiére only from the larger apartment, she
had converted for convenience sake into her bedroom.
The first evening we sat it was about seven o’clock, and
so light that we let down all the'venetians, which, however,
did little to remedy the evil. We had no cabmet nor cur-
tains, nor darkness, for it was full moon at the time, and
the dancing, sparkling waves were quite visible through the
interstices of the venetians. We simply sat round the table,
holding hands in an unbroken circle and laughing and
chatting with each- other. In a few minutes Mrs. Volck-

man said something was rising beside her from the carpet, .
and in a few more the “ Green Lady ” was visible to us all

stan -between the medium and Mr. Williams. She was
just as she had been described to us, both in dress and
appearance, but her face was as white and as cold as that

¢
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of a corpse, and her eyes were closed. She leaned over
the table and brought her face close to each of us in turn,
but she seemed to have no power of speech. Aflerstay-
ing with us about ten minutes, she sunk as she had risen,
through the carpet, and disappeared. The next evening,

under precisely similar circumstances, she came again.,

This time€ she had evidently gained more vitality in a ma-
terialized condition, for when I urged her to telf me her
name, she whispered, though with much difficulty,
and when Lady Archibald observed that she

- had no hands, the spirit suddenly thrust out a little hand,

and grasped the curls on her forehead with a v1olence
that gave her pain. Unfortunately, Mr. Williams’ profes-
sional engagements compelled him to leave us on the fol-
lowing day, and Mrs. Volckman had been too recently Hl
to permit her to sit alone, so that we were not able to hold
another séance for the “Green Lady” during our visit.
But we had not seen the last of her. One evening Mrs.
Bellew and I were sitting in the bay window of the draw-
ing-room, just ¢ between the lights,” and discussing a very
private matter indeed, when I saw (as I thought) my
.hostess maid -raise the portiére that hung between the
apartments and stand there in a listening attitude. I im-
mediately gave Mrs. Volckman the hint. “Let us talk of
something else,” I said, in a low voice. *Jane is in your
bedroom.” “O ! no! she’s not,” was the reply. “Butl
saw her lift the portiére,” 1 persisted ; “she has only just
dropped it.” ¢ You are mistaken,” replied my hostess,
¢ for Jane has gone on the beach with' the child.” T felt
sure I had n#o# been mistaken, but I held my tongue "and
said nomore. The conversation was resumed, and as we
were deep in the delicate matter, the woman appeared for
the second time.

“ Mrs. Volckman,” I whispered, ‘ Jane isreally there.
She has just looked in again.”

My friend rosé from her seat. ‘ Come with me, she
said, “ and I will convince you that you are wrong.’

I followed her into the bedroom, where she showed me
that the door commumcatmg with the passage was locked

'

- inside.

“Now, do you see,” she continued, that no one but,
the ¢Green Lady’ could enter thm%om but through the
one we are sitting in.’ o

4
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“ Then it must have been the ¢ Green Lady,’” I replied,
“for I assuredly saw a woman standing in the door-
way.ii .
“That is likely enough,” said Mrs. Volckman ; “but if
she comes again she shall have the trouble of drawing back
the curtains.” .

And thereupon she gunhooped the portiére, which con-
sisted of two curtains, and drew them right across the door.
We had hardly regained our seats in the bay window

- before the two curtains were sharply drawn aside, making

the brass rings rattle on the rod, and the ¢ Green Lady”
stood in the opening we had just passed through. Mrs.
Volckman told her not to be afraid, but to come out and
speak to us ; but she was appareptly not equal to doing so,
and only stood there for a few minutes gazing atus. I
imprudently left my seat and approached her, with a view
-to making overtures of friendship, when she dropped the
curtains over her figure. I passed through them imme-
diately to the other side, and found the bedroom empty
and the door locked inside, as before. ’

—
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CHAPTER XI.
THE STORY OF THE MONK.

A 1ADY named Uniacke, a resident in Bruges, whilst on a
visit to my house in T.ondon, met and had a séance with
William Eglinton, with which she was so delighted that she
immediately invited him to go and stay with her abroad,
and as my husband and I were about to cross over to
Bruges to see my sister, who also resided there, we travelled
in company—MTr. Eglinton living at Mrs. Uniacke’s home,
whilst we stayed with our own relations. Mrs. Uniacke
was a medium herself, and ‘had already experienced some
very noisy and violent demonstrations in hér own house.
She was, therefore, quite prepared for her visitor, and had
fitted up a spare room with a cabinet and blinds to the
windows, and everything that was necessary. But, some-
what to her chagrin, we were informed at the first sitting
by Mr. Eglinton’s control, “ Joey,” that all future séances
were to take place at my sister’s house instead. We were
given ng reason for the change ; we were simply told to
obey it. \ My sister’s -house was rather a peculiar one, and
I have already alluded to it, and some of the sights and
* sounds by which it was haunted, in the chapter headed
«“Optical Illusions.” The buildinf-‘-is-so ancient that the
original date has been completély lost. A stone set into
one of the walls bore an inscription to the effect that it was
restored in the year 1616. And an obsolete plan of the
city shows it to have stood in its present condition in 1562.
Prior to that period, however, probably about the thirteenth
century, it is supposed, with three houses on either side of
it, to have formed a convent, but no printed record remains
of the fact. Beneath it are subterraneous passages, choked
with rubbish, which lead, no one knows whither. I had
stayed in this house several times before, and always felt

unpleasant influences from it, as I have related, especially
in a large room on the lower floor, then used asa drawing-
room, but which is said to have formed, originally, the

7 .
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chapel to the convent. Others had felt the influence
beside myself, though we never had had reason to suppose .
that there was any particular’ cause for it. When we ex-
pressed curiosity, hoWwever, to léarn why ¢ Joey ” desired
us t0 hold our s¢ance in my-sister’s house, he told us that
the medium had not béen brought over to Bruges for oxr
pleasure or edification, but that there was a great work to
be done there, and Mrs. Uniacke had been expressly
influenced to invite him over, that the purposes of a higher
power than his own should be accomplished, Conse-
quently, on the following evening Mrs. Unjacke brought
Mr. Eglinton.over to my sister’s house, and “ Joey” hav-
ing been asked.to-choose a room for the sitting, selected
an entresol on the upper floor, which led by two shogt pas-
sages to the bedrooms. The bedroom, doors being locked
a dark-gurtain was hung at the entrance of one of these .
passages, and “Joey ” declared it was a first-rate cabinet.
We then assembled in the drawing-room, for the purposes

of music and conversation, for we intended to hold the \

séance later in the evening. The party consisted only of '

the medium, Mrs. Unijacke, my sister, my husband, and

myself. After I had sung a song or two, Mr. Eglinton-
became restless and moved away from the piano, saying

the influence was too strong for him. He began walking -

up and down the room, and staring fixedly at the deor,

before which hung a portiére. Several times he exclaimed- '

with knitted brows, ¢ What is the matter with that door?
There is something very peculiar about it.” -Once he

approached it quickly, -but “ Joey’s ”"voice was heard from

behind the portiére, saying, “Don’t come too near.” Mr.
Eglinton then retreated to-a sofa, and appeared to be fight-
ing violently with some unpleasant influence. He made
the sign of the cross, then extended his fingers towards
the door, as though to exorcise it.: finally he burst into a
mocking, scornful peal of laughter that lasted for some
minutes: - As it concluded, a diabolical expression came
over his face. He clenched his hands, gnashed his teeth,
and commenced to grope in a crouching position towards-

the door. We concluded he wished to get up to the room ~

where the ’cabinet was, and let him have his way. He
crawled, rather than walked, up the steep turret stairs,
but on reaching the top, came to himself suddenly and fell
back several steps. My husband, fortunately, was just

“__‘
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behmd him and saved him from a fall. He complained
greatly of the influence -and of a pain in his head, and we
sat at the table  to receive directions. Ina few seconds
the same spirit had taken possessign of him. - He left the
table and groped his way towards the bedrooms, listening -
apparently to every sound, and with his hand holding an
imaginary knife which wias raised every now and-then as if
tostrike. - The expression on Mr. Eglinton’s face during
this possession is too horrible to.describe. The worst pas- .
sions were written as legibly there as though they had been :
labelted. There was a short flight of stairs leading from
the entress/ to the corridor, closed at the head by a padded

- door, which we had locked: for fear of accident. When,
apparently in pursuit of his object, the-spirit led the .
medium up to this door and hefound it fastened, his moans

' . weére terrible. Half-a-dozen times he -made his weary R

round of the room, striving to get downstairs to accomplish
2 some end, and to return to us mOW
" this juncture, he was*so exhausted th is controls, )
__“Daisy,” took-possession of him and talked with us for )
] }*/- . some time. Weasked “Daisy ” what the spirit was like _
that had controlled Mr. Eglinton last, and she said she did -
not like him—he had a bad face, no hair on the top of his
- head,.and along black frock. From this we concluded he
had been-a monk or a priest. When “Daisy” had fin-
ished speaking to us “ Joey” desired Mr. Eglinton to go
into the cabinet ; but as so6m.as he rose, the same spirit -
_gol\pgssession again and led “him grgxellmg as before to-

2 "ward§ the bedrooms. His “ guides ” ‘therefore carried him. .
L into fhe cabinet before our eyes. He was elevated far -
abovg our heads, his feet touching each of us in turn ; he

carried past the unshaded window, which enabled

us to judgeof the height he was from the ground, and finally

over a large table, into the cabinet.

Nothiglg, however, of consequence occurred, and “ Joey”
us to take the medium downstairs to the supper

Yok
Accordingly we adjourned“there; and during supper Mr. A
Eglinton appeared to be quite himself, and laughed with L
us over what had taken place. A3 soon as the meal was o o
over, however, the old restlessness. returned on him, and
he began pacing up and down the room; walking out every
, now and then mto the corridor. In a few minutés we per-

-
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ceived that the uneasy spirit again controlled him, angd-wé
allfollowed. He went steadily towards the drawing-room,
but, on finding himself pursued, turned back, anf three
times pronounced emphatically the word *“ Go.” He then
entered the drawing-room, which was in- darkness, and
closed the door behind him, whilst we waited outside. In
a little while he reopened it, and speaking in quite a dif-
ferent voice, said “ Bring a light ! I have something to say
to you.” When we reassembled with a lamp we found the
medium controlled by a new spirit, whom * Joey” after-
wards told us was-one of his highest guides. ZMotioning us
to be seated, he 5tood before us and said, “I have been
selected from amongst the controls of this medium to tell

you the history of the unhappy being who has so disturbed

you this evening. He is present now, and the confession
of his crime through my lips will help him to throw off the
earthbound condition to which it has condemned him.
Many years ago, the house in which we now stand was a
convent, ahd underneath it were four subterraneous pas-

sages running north, south, east, and west, which commu--

nicated with all parts of the town. (I must here state that
Mr. Eglinton had not previously been informed of any
particulars -relating to the former history of my sister’s
home, neither were Mrs. Uniacke or myself acquainted
with it.)

¢ In this convent there lived a most beautiful woman—a
nun, and ih one of the neighboring monasteries ‘a priest
who, against the strict law of his Church, had conceived
and nourished a passion for her. He was an Italian who
had been obliged to leave his own country, for reasons
best known to himself, and nightly he would steal his way

““to this house, by means of one of the subterraneous pas-

sages, and attempt to overcome the nun's scruples, and

make her listen to his tale of love ; but she, strong in the -

faith, resisted him. At last, maddened one day by her
repeated refusals, and his own guilty passion, he hid him-
self in/one of the northern rooms in the upper story of this
House, and watched there in the dark for her to pass him

_ on her way from her devotions in' the ¢hapel ; but she did-

not come. Then he crept downstairs stealthily, with a
dagger hid beneath his robes, and met her in the hall. He
conjured her again to yield to him, but again she resisted,
and he stabbed her within the door on the very spot where

b
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the medium first percexved him. Her pure soul sought.
immediate consolatién in the spirit spheres, but his has
been chained down ever since to the scene of his awful
crime. He dragged her body down the secret stairs (which
are still existent) to the vaults beneath, and hid it in the
subterraneous passage.

¢« After a few days he soughtit again, and buried it. He
lived many years after, and committed many other crimes,
though none SO foul as this. It is his unhappy spmt that
asks your prayers to help it to progress. Itis for this
purpose that we were brought to this city, that we m)ght

~—gid’in releasing the miserable soul that cannot rest.”

Tasked, “By what name shall we pray for him ? ”

“ Pray for. ¢ the dlstressed Bemg ’= Call him by no other
name.” .

“ What is your own name?”

“1 prefer to be unknown. May God bless you alland”
keep you in the way of prayer and truth and from a.ll evil
courses, and bring you to everlasting life. Amen.”

" The medium then walked up to the spot he had indicated
as the scene-: .of the murder, and knelt there for some
minutes in prayer..

Thus concluded the first séance at whlch the monk was
introduced to us. But the next day as I sat at the table
with my sister-only; the name of “ Hotftense Dupont-” was
given us, and the following conversation was rapped out.

“Who are you?"’

“Iam thenun. I didlove him. .I couldn’t help it, It
is such 4 relief to think that he will be prayed for.”

“When did he murder you ?”

“In 1498.” -

_“What was his name FASE

T cannot tell you.”

% ¢ His age.”.~
) \‘ ~ﬁve '”
‘And y
: \Twenty- o
“ Aré yau commg to see us to-morrow ? ”
“T am net sure.” i
On that etkeEumg by ¢ Joey’s ” orders, we assembled at
é’even Mr. Eglinton did not feel the influence in the
\ drawmg—room hat day, but directly he'entered the séance
?om, he was p ssessed _by the same spirit. His actions
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more graphic than on the first occasion. He
wafched”from the window for the coming of his viCtim
through the courtyard; and then recommenced his crawling
stealthy pursuit, coming back each time from the locked
door that barred his egress with such heart-rending
moans that no one could have listened to him unmoved.
At last, -his agony was so great, as he strove again and
again, like some dumb animal, to pass through the walls
that divided him from the spot he wished to visit, whilst
the perspiration streamed down the medium’s face with
the struggle, that we attempted to make him speak to us.
We implored him in French to tell us his trouble, and be- -
lieve us to be his friends ; but he only pushed us away. .
At last we were impressed to pray for him, and kneeling
down, we repeated all the well-known Catholic prayers.
As we commenced the “ De Profundis” the medium fell
prostrate on the earth, and seemed to wrestle with his
agony. At the “Salve Regina” and * Ave Maria” he
lifted his eyes to heaven and clasped his hands, and in the
“Pater Noster” he appeared to join. But directly we
ceased praying the evil passions returned, and his face
became distorted in the thirst for blood. It was an experi-
ence that no one who had seen could ever forget. At last
my sister fetched a crucifix, which we placed upon his
breast. It had not been there many seconds before a
different expression camc over his face. He seized it in
both hands, straining it to his eyes, lips, and heart, hold-
ing it from him at arm’s length, then passionately klssmg

. it, as we repeated the ‘“ Anima Christi.” Finally, he held
‘the crucifix out for each of us to kiss ; a beautiful smile
" broke out on the medium’s face, and the spirit passed out

_ of him.

Mr. Eglinton awoke on that occasion terribly exhausted.
His face was as white as a sheet, and he trembled vio-
lently. His first words were: “ They are doing some-
thing to my forehead. Burn a piece of paper, and give
me the ashes.” He rubbed them between his eyes, when
the sign of the cross became distinctly visible, drawn in

‘deep red lines upon his forehead. The controls then said,
. exhausted as Mr. Eglinton was, we were to place him in

the cabinet, as their work was not yet done. He was
accordmg]y led in trance to the arm-chair behind the cur-

. tain, whilst we formed a circle in front of him. In'a few

>
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seconds the cabinet was illuminated, and a cross of fire
appeared outside of it. This manifestation having been
seen twice, the heady and shoulders of a nun appeared
ﬂoating outside the curtain. Her white coif and “ chin-
piece”” were pinned just as the “ religieuses” are in the
habit of pinning them, and she seemed very anxious to
show herself, ‘coming close to each of us in turn, and re-
appearing several times. Her face was that of a young
and pretty woman. “ Joey” said, * That’s the nun, but
you'll understand that this is only a preliminary trial, pre-
paratory to a more perfect materialization.” I asked the
apparition if she were the ‘ Hortense Dupont” that had
communicated through me, and she nodded her head

, several times in acquiescence. Thus ended our second

séance with the Monk of Bruges.

On the third day we were all sitting at supper in
my sister's house at about ten o’clock at night, when
loud raps were heard about the room, and on giving
the alphabet, “Joey” desired us to go upstairs and sit,
and to have the door at the head of the staircase (which
we had hitherto locked for fear of accidents) left open;
which we accordingly did. As soon as we were seated at
the table, the medium became entranced, and the same
pantomime which I have related was gone through. He
watched from the window that looked into the courtyard,
and silently groped his way round the room, until he had
crawled on his stomach up the stairs that led to the padded
door. When he found, however, that the obstacle that
had hitherto stood in his way was removed (by its being
open) he drew a long breath and started away for the
winding turret staircase, listening at the doors he passed
to find out if he were overheard. When he came to the
stairs, in descending which we had been so afraid

he might hurt himself, he was carried down them in °

the most wonderful manner, only placing' his hand on
the balustrades, and swooping to the bottom in one
flight. We Hhad placed a lamp in the hall, so that as we
followed him we could obgerve all his actions. When he
reached the bottom of the staircase he crawled on his
stomach to the door of the drawing-room (originally the
chapel) and there waited and listened, darting back into
the shadow every time he fancied he heard a sound.

Imagine our little party of four in that sombre old house,
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the only ones waking at that time of night, watching by
the ghastly light of a turned-down lamp the acting of that
terrible tragedy. We held our breath as the murderer
crouched by the chapel door, -opening it noiselessly to
peep within, and then, retreating with his imaginary dagger
in his hand, ready to strike as soon as his victim appeared.
At last she seemed to come. In an instant he had sprung
to meet her, stabbing her first in a half-stooping attitude,
and then, apparently, finding her not dead, he rose to his
full height and stabbed her twice, straight downwards For
a moment he seemed paralyzed at what he had done,
starting back with both hands clasped to his forehead.

Then he flung himself prostrate on the supposed body,
kissing the ground frantically in all directions. Presently
he woke to the fear of detection, and raised the corpse
suddenly in his arms. He fell once beneath the supposed
weight, but staggering to his feet again, seized and dragged
it, slipping on the stone floor as he went, to the head of
the staircase that led to the cellars below, where the
mouth of one of the subterraneous passages was_stili to
be seen. The door at the head of this flight was mdodern,
and he could not undo the lock, so, prevented from drag-
ging the body down the steps, he cast himself again upon
1t, kissing the stone flaor of the hall and moaning. At last
he dragged himself on his knees to the spot of the murder,
and began to pray. We knelt with him, and as he heard
our voices he turned on his knees towards us with out-
stretched hands. I suggested that he wanted the crucifix
again, and went upstairs to fetch it, when the medium
followed me. When I had found what I sought, he seized
it from me eagerly, and carrying it to the window, whence
he had so often watched, fell down again upon his knees.
After praying for some time he tried to speak to us. His
lips moved and his tongue protruded, but he was unable
to articulate. Suddenly he seized each of our hands in
turn in both of his own, and wrung them violently. He
tried to bless us, but the ‘words would not come. The same
beautiful smile we had seen the night before broke out

. over his countenance, the crucifix dropped from his hands,

and he fell prostrate on the floor. The next moment Mr.
Eglinton was asking us where he was and what on earth
had happened to him, as he felt so’jueer. He declared
himself fearfully exhausted but said he felt that a great
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calm and peace had come over him notwithstanding the
weakness, and he believed some great good had been
accomplished. He was not again entranced, but “ Joey ”
ordered the light to be put out, and spoke to us in the
direct voice as follows :—

¢ I’ve just come to tell you what I know you will be very
glad to hear, that through the medium’s power, and our .
power, and the great power of God, the unhappy spirit who
has been confessing his crime to you is freed to-night from
the heaviest part of his burden—the being earth-chained to
the spot. I don’t mean tosay that he will go away at once
to the spheres, because he’s got a lot to do still to alter the -
conditions under which he labors, but the worst is over.
This was the special work Mr. Eglinton was brought to
Bruges to do, and Ernest and I can truly say that, during
the whole course of our control of him, we have never had
to put forth our own powers, nor to ask so earnestly for the
‘help of God, as in the last threedays. You have all helped
in a good work,—to free a poor soul from earth, and to set
him on the right road, and we¢ are grateful to youand tothe
medium, as well as he. He will be able to progress rapidly
now until he reaches his proper sphere, and hereafter the
spirits of himself and the woman he-murdered will work
together to undo for others the harm they brought upon
themselves. She is rejoicing in her high sphere at the
work we have done for him, and will be the first to help
and welcome him upward. There are many more earth-
bound spirits in this house and thé surrounding houses
who are suffering as he was, though not to the same extent,
nor for the same reason. But they all ask for and need
your help and your prayers; and this is the greatest and
noblest end of Spiritualism—%¥o aid poor, unhappy spirits
to free themselves from earth and progress upwards. After
a while when this spirit can control the medium with calm-
ness, he will come himself and tell you, through him, all his
history and how he came to fall. Meanwhile, we thank
you very much for allowing us to draw so much strength
from you and helping us with your sympathy, and I hope
you will believe me always to remain, your loving friend,
Joey.”

This account, with very littie alteration, was published
in the Spéritualist newspaper, August 29th, 1879, when

-
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the séances had just occurred. There is a sequel to the
story, however, which is almost as remarkable as itself, and
which has not appeared in print till now. From;Bruges
on this occasion my husband and I went to Brygsels,
where we diverted ourselves by means very dissimglar to
anything so grave as Spiritualism. There were many sales
going on in Brussels at that moment, and one of our amuse-
ments was to make a tour of the salerooms and inspect'the
articles put up for competition. - During one of these visits
I was much taken by a large oil pointing, in # massive
frame, measuring some six or seven feet square. .It re-
presented a man in the dress of a Franciscan monk=—:.e.,
a brown serge robe, knotted with cords about the waist—
kneeling in prayer with outstretched hands upon a mass
of burning embers. It was labelled in the catalogue as
the picture of a Spanish monk of the order of Saint Francis
Xavier, and was evidently a painting of some value. I
was drawn to go and look at it several days in succession
before the sale, and I told my husband that®I coveted its
He laughed at me .and said it would fetcha
great deal more money than we could afford to give
for it, in which opinion I acquiesced. The day, of the sale,
however, found us in our places to watch the proceedings,
and when the picture of the monk was put up.I bid a small
sum for it. Col. Lean looked at me in astonishment, but

I whispered to him ‘that I was only in fun, and I should

stop at a hundred francs., The bidding was very languid,
however, and to my utter amazement, the picture was

_knocked down to me for sewenty-two francs: 1 could

hardly believe that it was true. Directly the sale was ‘con-
cluded, the brokers crowded round me to-ask what I would
take for the painting, and they told me they had not thought
of bidding until it should have reached a few hundred
francs. But I told them I had got my bargain, and I meant
to stick by it. When we returned next day to make ar-

rangements for its being sent to us, the auctioneer informed -

us that the frame alone in which it had been sent for sale
had costithreg hundred francs, so that I was well satisfied
with my ‘pafchase. This occurrence took place a short
time before we returned to England, where we arrived long
before the painting, which, with many others, was left to

~ follow us by a cheaper and slower route. -

The Sunday after we reached home: (ha#ing seen no

friends in the meanwhile), we walked into Steinway Hall®
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_as usual into a state of trance, and described what
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to hear Mr. Fletcher’s lecture.  Atits conclusion he passed

Ee*ﬁa'w
before him. In the midst of mentioning people, places,
and. incidents unknown tq us, he suddenly exclaimed :
“ Now I see a very strange thing, totally unlike anything
I have ever seen before, and Fhardly know how to describe
it. A man comes before me—a foreigner—and in a dress
belonging to some monastic order, a brown robe of coarse
cloth or flannel, with a rope round his waist and beads
hanging, and bare feet and a shaved head. He is dragging
a picture on to the platform, a very large painting in a
frame, and it looks to me like aportrait-of himself, kneeling
on a carpet of burning wood. No ! I am wrong. The
man tells me the picture is 7of 2 portrait of himself, but of
the founder of his Order, and it is in the possession of some
people in this hall to-night. The man tells me to tell
these people that it was AZs spirit that influenced them to
buy this painting at some place over the water, and he did
so in order that they might keep it in remembrance of
what they have done for him. And he desires that they
shall hang that picture in some room where they may see
it every day, that they may never forget the help which
spirits on this earth may render by their prayers to spirits
that have passed away. And he offers them through me
his heartfelt thanks for the assistance given him, and he

says the'day is not far off when he shall pray for himself

and for them, that their kindness may return into their own
bosoms.” ’ ‘

The oil painting reached England in safety some ‘weeks
afterwards, and ‘was hung over the mantel-piece mn our

. dining-room, where it remained, a familiar object to all
. our personal acquaintances.
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CHAPTER XII.

THE MEDIUMSHIP OF MISS SHOWERS.

SoME time before I had the pleasure of meeting Miss
Showers, I heard, through friends living in the west of
England, of the mysterious and marvellous powers possessed
by a young lady of their acquaintance, who was followed
by voices in the air, which held conversations with her,
and the owners of which were said to have made them-
selves V;S}

my _informants utterly disbelieved in Spiritualism, and
thought the phenomena were due to trickery. At the same
time I conceived a great desire to see the girl of sixtéen,
who, for no gain or apparent object of her own, was so
clever as to mystify everyone around her ; and when she
and her mother came to London, T was amongst the first
to beg for an introduction, and I shall never forget the
experiences I had with her. She was the first private
medium through whom my personal friends returned to
converse with me ; and no one but a Spiritualist can ap-
preciate the blessing of spiritual communications through
a source that is above the breath of suspicion. I have
already written at length about Miss Showers in “The
story of John Powles.” She was a child, compared to my-

. self, whose life had hardly commenced when mine was

virtually over, and neither she, nor any member of her
family, had ever had an opportunity of becoming acquainted
with even the names of my former friends. Yet (as I have
related) John Powles made Miss Showers his especial
mouthpiece, and my daughter * Florenc¢e ” {then a little
child) also appeared through her, though atlong intervals,

" and rather timidly. Her own controls, however, or cabinet

spirits (as they call them in America)—i.e., such spirits as
are always about the medium, and help the strangers to
appear—* Peter,” ¢ Florence,” * Lenore,” and ¢ Sally,”
were very familiar with me, and afforded me such facilities

of testing their medium as do not often fall to the lot of

le. I listened with curiosity, the more so, as
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inquirers. Indeed, at one time, they always reqté(ed that'
L should be present at their séances, so that I considered
myself to be highly favored. And I may mention here
that Miss Showers and I were so much ez 7apport that her
manifestations were always much stronger in my presence.
We could not sit next each other at an ordinary tea or
supper table, when we had no thought of, or desire to hold
a séance, without manifestations occurring in the full light.

hand, that did not belong-to either of us, would make
- itself apparent under the table-cloth between us—a hand
with power to grasp ours—or our feet would be squeezed
or kicked beneath the table, or fingers would suddenly
appear, and whisk the food off our plates. Some of their
jests were inconvenient. I have had the whole contents
of a tumbler, which I was raising to my lips, emptied over
my dress. It was generally known that our powers were
sympathetic, and at last ¢ Peter ” gave me leave, or, rather,
ordered me to sit in the cabinet with * Rosie,” whilst the
manifestations went on outside. He used to say he didn’t
care for me any more than if I had been * a spirit myself.”
- One evening “ Peter” called me- into the cabinet (which
was simply a large box cupboard at one end of the dining-
room) before the séance began, and told me to sit down at
the medium’s feet and *‘be a good girl and keep quiet.”
Miss Showers was in a low chair, and I sat with my arms
resting on her lap. She did not become. entranced, and
we talked the whole time together. Presently, without
any warning, two figures stood beside us. I could not
have said ‘where they came from. I neither saw them rise
from the floor nor descend from the ceiling.- There was
no beginning to their appearance. In amoment they were
simply zkere— Peter” and * Florence” (not my .child,
but Miss Showers’ control of the same names).

“ Peter ” sent™ * Florence ” out to the audience, where

we heard her speaking to them and their remarks upon
her (there being only a thin curtain hung before the en-
trance of the cabinet), but he stayed with us himself. We
could not see him distinctly in the dim light, but we. could
distinctly hear and feel him. He changed our ornaments
and ribbons, and pulled the hair-pins out of our hair, and
made comments on what was going on outside. After a
while “ Florence” returned to get more power, and both
spirits spoke to and touched us at the same time. During
®
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“the whole of this ségnce my arms rested on Miss Showers’
lap, and she was awake and talking to me about the
spirits.

One evening, at a sitting at Mr. Luxmore’s house in
Hyde Park Square, the spirit “ Florence ” had been walk-
ing_amongst the audience in the lighted front drawing-
room for a considerdble time—even sitting at the piano
and accompanying herself whilst she ‘sung us #song in
what she called “the planetary language.” She greatly

- resembled her medium on that occasion, and several per-

sons present remarked that she did so. I suppose the in-
ferred doubt annoyed her, for before she finally left us she
asked for a light, and a small oil lamp was brought to her
which she placed in my hand, telling me to follow her and,
look at her medium, which I accordingly did. ‘ Florence ”
led the way into the back drawing-room, where I found
Miss Showers reposing in an arm-chair. The first sight of
her terrified me. For the purpose of making any change °
in her dress as difficult as possible, she wore a high, tight-
fitting black velvet frock, fastened at the back, and high
Hessian boots, with innumerable buttons. But she' now
appeared to be shrunk to half her usual siz€, and the dress
hung loosely on-her figure. Her arms had disappeated,
but putting my hands up the dress sleeves, I found them
diminished to the size of those of a little child—the fingers
reaching only to where the elbows had been. The same
miracle had happened to her feet, which only occupied
half her_boots.  She looked in fact like the mummy of a
_girl-of four or six years-old: "The spirit told me to feel her
“face. The forehead was dry, rough, and burning hot, but

~from the chin water was dropping freely oﬁ;to the bosom
of her dress. ¢ Florence” said to me, “I wanted yox to
see her, because I know you are brave enough to tell.
people what you have seen.’

There was a marked difference in the personality of the
two influences-* Florence” and “ Lenore,” although both
at times resembled Miss Showers, and sometimes more
than others. “ Florence ” was taller tban her medium, and
a very beautiful woman. ¢ Lenore” was much shorter
and smaller, and not so pretty, but more vivacious and
pert. By the invitation of Mrs. Macdougal Gregory, I
attended several séances with Miss Showers at her resi-
.dence in Green Street, when these spirits: appeared.
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¢ Lenore ” was fond of saying that she wouldn’t or couldn’t
come out unless 7 held her hand, or put my arm round her
waist. To tell the truth, I didn’t care for the distinction,
for this influence was very peculiar in some things, and to
" me she always appeared “uncanny,” and to leave an un-
pleasant feeling behind her. She was seldom completely
formed, and would hold up a foot which felt like wet clay,
and had no toes to it, or not the proper quantity. On
occasions, too, there was a charnel-house smell about her,
as if she had been buried a few weeks and dug up again,
an odor which I have never smelt from any materialized
spirit before or after.: One evening at Mrs. Gregory’s,
when “Lenore” had insisted upon walking round the
~ circle supported by my arm, I nearly fainted from the
-smell. It resembled nothing but that of a putrid corpse,
and when she returned to the cabmet I was compelled to
leave the room and retch from the nausea it had caused
me. It was on this occasion that the sitters called
“Lenore ” so many times back into the circle, that all the
power was gone, and she was in danger of meltmg away
before their eyes. Still they entreated her to remain with

them a little longer. At last she grew impatient, and -

complained to me of their unreasonableness. She was then
raised from the floor—actually floating just\outside the
curtain—and she asked me to put my hands up her skirts
and convince myself that she was half-dematerialized. I
_did as she told me, and felt that she had 7o Zggs, although
she had been walking round the room afew minutes before.
I could feel nothing but the trunk of a body, which was
completely lifted off the ground. - Her voice, too, had
grown faint and her face indistinct, a,nd ihanother moment
" she had totally disappeared. -
- One ‘evening at Mrs.  Gregory’s, after the séance

was eoncluded, - ¢ Florence ” 'looked round. the cur- '

tain ‘and called to me to come inside of it. I did so
and found myself in total darkness. I said, * What’s
the good of my coming here? I can’t see anything.”
« Florence ” took me by one hand, and answered, ¢ I will
lead you! Don’t be afraid.” Then some one else grasped
my other hand, and “ Peter’s”’ voice said, “ We’ve got you
.safe. We want you to fegl the medium.” The two figures
led me between them to the sofa on which Miss Showers was
lying. They passed my hand all over her head and body.
/
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I felt, as before; her hands and feet shrunk to half their -
usual size, but her heart appeared to have become propo-
tionately increased. When my hand was placed upon it,
it was leaping up and down violently, and felt like a rabblt
or some other live animal bounding-in her bosom. Her
brain was hurning as before, but her extremities were icy
cold. There was no doubt at all of the abnormal condi-
tion into which the medium had been thrown, in order to
produce these* strong ppysmal roanifestations.which were
borrowed, for the time being, from her life, and could
never (so they informed me) put the w/hole of what they
borrowed back again. This seems to account for the in-
variable deterioration of health and strength that follows
physical manifestations in both sexes. These were the
grounds alone on which they explained to me the fact that,
on several occasions, when the materialized spirit has
been violently seized and held apart from the medium, it
has been found to have become, or been changed into the
medium, and always with injury to the latter—as in the
case of Florence Cook being seized by Mr: Volckman and
Sir George Sitwell. Mr. Volckman concluded because
when he seized the spirit “ Katie King,” he found he was
holding Florence Cook, that the lJatter must have imper-
sonated the former; yetI shall tell you in its proper
place how I have sat in the same room with ¢ Katie
King,” whilst Miss Cook lay in a trance between us. The
medium nearly lost her’life on the occasion alluded to,
from the sudden disturbance of the mysterious link that
‘bound her to the spirit. I have had it from the lips of the
Countess of Caithness, who was one of the sitters, and
stayed with Miss Cook till she was better, that she was in
convulsions the whole night after, and that it-was some
time before they believed she would recover. If a medium
could simulate a materialized spirit, it i hardly likely that
she would (or could) simulate conyulsions th a medical

. man standing by her bedside. « You see,” ‘said Miss

Showers’ “ Florence,” whilst pointing out to me the de-
creased size of her medium under trance, ‘“ that ¢ Rosie’ is
half her usual size and weight. 7 haye borrowed the other
half from her, which, combined with contributions from the
sitters, goes to make up the body.in which I shew myself
to you. If you seize and hold me tight, you agre holding
her, z.e,, half of her, and you increase the action of -the
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vital half to such a degree that, if the two halves did not

reunite, you woul kill her. Yousee that I can detach
certain particles from her organism.forgmy own use, and
when 1 dematerialize, 1 restore thesé faartticles to her, and
she becomes once more her normal size. - You only hurry
the reunion by violently detaining me, so.as to injure her.
But you might drive her mad, or kill her in the attempt,
because the particles of brain, or body, might become n-
jured by such a violent collision. If you believe I can take
them from her (as you &¢€ 1 do) in order to render my in-
visible body visible to you, why can’t you believe 1 can
make them fly together again on the approach of danger.
And granted the one POWET, 1 see no difficulty in acknow-
ledging the other.”

One day Mrs. Showers invited me to assist at a

séance to be given expressly for friends living at a .dis:
tanée. When 1 reached the house, however, 1 found
the friends were unable t0 be present, and the meeting
. was adjourned. Mrs. Showers apologized for the altera-

tion of plan, but I was glad of it. 1 had often sat with

«Rosie ” in company with others, and I wanted to sit with
her quite alone, Or rather to sit withher in a room quite
alone, and see what would spontaneously occur, without.
any solicitation on our parts. We accordingly annexed the
drawing-room_for our sole use—locked the door, extin-
guished *he lights, and sat down on'a sofaside by side, with
our arms round each other. The manifestations thatfol

were not all nice ones. They formed an experience to be
passed through once, but not willingly repeated, and I
should not relate them hete, excepting that they afford so
strong a proof that they were produced by a power outside
and entirely distinct from our OWn—a power, which having
once called into action, we had no means of repressing.
We had sat in the dark for sdme minutes, without hearing’
or ‘seeing anything, when 1 thoughtlessly called out,
“Now, Peter, do your worst,” and extending my -arms,
.singing, “ Come ! for my arms are empty.” Ina moment
a large, heavy figure fell . with- such force into my out”
stretched arms as to bruise my shoulder—it seemed like a
form made of wood or iron, rather than flesh and blood—
and the rough treatment that ensued for both of-us is almost
. beyond description. It seemed.as if the reom were filled
" with materialized creatures, who were determined to let us
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consider that nine-tenths of the spirits freed from the
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know 'they were not to be trifled with. Our faces and
hands were slapped, our hair pulled down, and our clothes
nearly torn off our backs. My silk skirt being separate
from the bodice was_gorn off at the waistband, and the
trimming ripped from'it, and Miss Showe t §
-was_also much damaged. -~ 'We were both thoroughly
frightened, but no expostulations or. entreaties had any
effect with our tormentors. At the same time we heard
the sound as of a multitude of large birds or bats swooping
about the room.” The fluttering of wings was incessant,
and we could hear them “scrooping ” up and down the
walls. In the midst of the confusion, “ Rosie” was
whisked out of my arms (for fright had made us cling
tighter than ever together) and planted on the top of a
table at some distance from me, at which she was so
frightened  she began tocry, and I called out, “Powles,
where are you? Can’t you stop them?” My appeal was
heard. Peter’s voice exclaimed, ¢ Hullo! here’s Powles
coming !” and all the noise ceased. We heard the advent
of my friend, and in another moment he was smoothing
down the ruffled hair and arranging the disordered dresses
and telling me to light the gas and not be frightened. As
soon as I could I obeyed his directions and found Rosie
sitting doubled up in the centre of the table, but the rest
of the room and furniture in its usual condition. “ Peter ”

there was nothing but our torn skirts and untidy appear-
ance to prove that we had not been having an unholy .
dream. ¢ Peter” is not a wicked- spirit—far from it—

but he is a very earthly and frivolous one.: But when we ’

flesh are both earthly and frivolous (if not worse), I know .
not what right we have to expect to receive back angels in ‘
their stead. . ’
At one time when my sister Blanche (who was
very sceptical as to the possibility of the occurrences
I related having taken place before me) was staying in my
house at Bayswater, I asked Miss Showers if she would .
give us a séance in my own home, to which she kindly as- 3
sented. This was an unusual concession  on her part,
because, in consequence of several accidents and scandals
that had occurred from media being forcibly detained (as
I have just alluded to), her mother was naturally averse to o
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her sitting anywhere but in their own circle, However, on
my promising to invite no strangers, Mrs. Showers herself
brought her daughter to my house. We had made no
preparation for the séance except by opening part of the
foldmg doors between the dining-room and study, and
rtain over the aperture. But I had carefully
locked the door of the should be no
egress from it excepting through the dining-room,
placed against the locked door a heavy writing-table laden
with books and ornaments to make “assurance doubly
sure.” We sat.first in the drawing-room above, where
there was a piano. The lights were extinguished, and

Miss Showers sat down to the instrument and played the

accompaniment to a very simple melody, “Under the
willow she’s sleeping.” Four voices, sometimes alone and
sometimes @/ together, accompanied her own. One was a
baritone, supposed to proceed from ¢ Peter,” the second,
a soprano, from * Lenore.” The third was a rumbling
bass, from an influence who called himself ¢ The Vicar of
Croydon,”.dnd sung in a fat, unctuous, and conceited voice ;
and the fourth was a cracked and quaverihg treble, from
another spirit called ¢ The Abbess.” These were the
voices, Mrs. Showers told me, that first followed her daugh-
ter about the ‘house in Devonshire, and gained her such
an unenviable notoriety there. The four voices were per-
fectly distinct from one another, and sometimes blended

most ludicrously and tripped each other up in a way which
made the song a medley—upon which each one would

[ declare it was the fault of the other. “The Vicar of Croy-

don ” always required a great deal of solicitation before he
«could be induced to exhibit his powers, ‘but having once
commenced, it was difficult to make him leave off again,
whereas “ The Abbess” was always complaining that they
would not allow her to sing the solos. An infant’s voice
also sung some baby songs in a sweet childish treble, but
she was also very shy and seldom was heard, in comparison
with the rest. “ All ventriloquism!” I hear some reader
¢ry. If so, Miss Showers ought to have made a fortune in
exhibiting her talent in public.” I have heard the best
ventriloquists in the world, but I never heard one who
could produce four voices at the same time.
After the musical portion of the séance was over, we
descended to the dining-room, where the gas was burning,
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and the medium passed through it to the secured study,
where a mattress was laid upon the floor for her accommo-
dation. “ Florence” was the first to appear, tall and
beautiful in appearance, and with upraised eyes like a:nun..
< She measured her height against the wall with me, and we
found she was the taller of the two by a couple of inches,—
. my height being five feét six, the -medium’s five feet, and
the spirit’s five feet eight, an abnormal height for a woman.
¢« Lenore” came next, very short indeed, looking like a
child of four or six, but she grew before our eyes, until her
head was on a level with mine. She begged us all to
observe that she had 7oz got on “ Rosie’s ” petticoat body.
She said she had borrowed it on one occasion, and Mrs.
Showers had recognized it, and slipped upstairs in the
middle of the séamce and found it missing from her
daughter’s chest of drawers, and that she had been so
angry in consequence (fearing Rosie’s honor might be
impeached) that she said if *“Lenore ” did not promise
never to do so again, she should not-be allowed to assist
. at the séances at all. So Miss “ Lenore,” in_rather a pert
and defiant mood, begged Mrs. Showers to, see that what
she wore.was her own property, and not that of the mediym.
She was succeeded on that occasion by a strange being,
totally different from the other two, who called herself
¢ Sally,” and said she had been a cook. She was one of
those extraordinary influences for whose return to earth one
: can hardly account ; quick, and clever, and amusing as she
: could be, but with an unrefined wit and manner,and toall
: appearance, more earthly-minded than ourselves. But do
‘ we not often ask the same question with respect to those
: still existent here below? What were they born for?
! What good do they do? Why were they ever permitted
i to come? God, without whose permission nothing happens,
i alone can answer it.
z We had often to tease  Peter” to materialize and show
i himself, but he invariably refused, or postponed the work to
ity another occasion. His excuse was that the medium being .
At so small, he could not obtain sufficient power from her to
W . make himself appear as a big man, and he didn’t like to
A _ come, “looking like a girl in a billycock hat.” “I came
Al once to Mrs. Showers,” The said, “and she declared I was
| . ¢ Rosie’ dressed up, and so I have resolved never to show
' myself again.”” At the close of that séance, however, -
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¢« Peter ” asked me to go into the study and see him wake
" the medium. When I entered it and made my-way up to
the mattress, I found Miss Showers extended on it ina
deep sleep, whilst “ Peter,” materialized, sat at her feet.
He made me sit down next to him and take his hand and
feel his features with my own hand. Then he proceeded
to rouse “ Rosie ” by shaking her and calling her by name,
holding me by one hand, as he did so. As Miss Showers
yawned and woke up fxom her trance, the hand slipped
from mine, and “ Peter ” evaporated. When she satup I
said to her gently, “T am here! Peter brought me in and
was sitting on the mattress by my side till just this mo-
ment.” ‘““Ha, ha!” laughed his voice close to my ear,
“and I'm here still, my dears, though you can’t see me.’

Who can account for such things? I have witnessed
them over and over again, yet I am unable, even to this
day, to do more than believe and wonder.
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- CHAPTER XIIL

THE MEDIUMSHIP OF WILLIAM EGLINTON.
g
In the stories I have related of “ Emily ” and ¢ The Monk”
I have ailuded freely to the wonderful powers exhibited by.
William Eglintof;but the marvels there spoken of were by
no means the only ones I have witnessed through his
mediumship. At the séance which produced the appari-
tion of my sister Emily, Mr. Eglinton’s control “Joey™
made himself very familiar. “ Joey ” is a remarkably small
man—perhaps two-thirds lighter in weight than the me-
dium—and looks more like a little jockey than anything
else, though he says he was a clown whilst in this world,
and claims to be the spirit of the immortal Joe Grimaldi.
He has always appeared to us clothed in a tight-fitting
white dress like a woven jersey suit, which makes him look
still smaller than he is. He usually keeps up a continuous
chatter, whether visible or invisible, and is one of the
cleverest and kindest controls I knew. He is also very
devotional, for which the public will perhaps give him as
little credit now as they did whilst he was on earth. On
the first occasion of our meeting in the Russell Street
Rooms he did not show himself until quite the last, but he
talked incessantly of and for the other spirits that appeared.
My sister was, as I have said, the firstyto show herself—
then came an extraordinary apparition. On the floor, about
three feet from the cabinet, appeared a head—only the
head and throat of a dark man, with black beard and
moustaches, surmounted by the white turban usually worn
by natives. It did not speak, but the eyes rolled and the
lips moved, as if it tried to articulate, but without success.
“Joey ” said the spirit came for Colonel Lean, and was
that of a foreigner who had been decapitated. Colonel
Lean could not recognize the features ; but, strange to say,
he had been present at the beheading of two natives in
Japan who had been found guilty of murdering some Eng- -
lish officers, and we concluded from “ Joey’s” description
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that this must be the head of one of them. I knelt down
on the flogr and put my face on a level with that of the
spirit, {tbjt I might assure myself there was no body
attachéd to it and concealed by the curtain of the cabinet,
.and I can affirm that it was & %ead only, resting on the
neck—that its eyes moved and its features worked, but
that there was nothing further on the floor. I questioned.
it, and it evidently tried hard to speak in return. The
mouth opened and- the tongue was thrust out, and made a
sort of dumb sound, but was unable to form any words,
and after a while the head sunk through the floor and dis-
appeared. If this was not one of the pleasantest appari-
dons I have seen, it was one of the most remarkable,
There was no possibility of trickery or deception. The
decapitated head rested in full sight of the audience, and
had all the peculiarities of the native appearance and ex-
pression.  After this the figures of two or three English-
men came, friends of others of the audience—then * Joey ”
said he would teach us how to ““ make muslin.” He walked
right outside the cabinet, a quaint little figure, not much
bigger than a boy of twelve or thirteen, with a young, old

face, and dressed in the white suit I have described. He .’

sat down by me and commenced to toss his hands in the
air, as though he were juggling with balls, saying the
while, “ This is the way we make ladies’ dresses.” As he
did so, a small quantity of muslin appeared in his hands,
which he kept on moving in the same manner, whilst the
flimsy fabrie increased and increased before our eyes, until
it rose in billows of muslin above ¢ Joey’s ” head and fell
over his body to his feet, and enveloped him until he was
completely hidden from view. He kept on chattering till
the last moment from under the heap of snowy muslin,
telling us to be sure and “ remember how he made ladies’
dresses "—when, all of a sudden, in the twinkling of an eye,
the heap of muslin rose into the air, and before us stood
the tall figure of ¢ Abdullah,” Mr. Eglinton’s Eastern guide.
There had been no darkness, no pause to effect this change.
The muslin had remained or the spot where it was fabri-
cated until “ Joey ” evaporated, and “ Abdullah” rose up
from beneath it. "Now ¢ Abdullah” is not a spirit to be
concealed easily. He is six foot two—a great height for
a native—and his high turban adds to his stature. He is
a very handsome man, with an aquiline nose and bright
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black eyes—a Persian, I believe, by birth, and naturally
dark in complexion. He does not' speak English, but
“ salaams ” continually, and will approach the sitters when
requested, and let them examine the jewels, of which he
wears a large quantity in his turban and ears' and round
his throat, or to show them and-let them feel that he has
lost one arm, the stump being plainly discernible through
his thin clothing. ‘ Abdullah ” pessesses all the character-
istics of the Eastern nation, which are unmistakable to one
who, like myself, has been familiar with them in the flesh.
His features are without doubt those of a Persian; so is
his complexion. His figure is long and lithe and supple,
- as that ofa cat, and he can bend to the ground and rise
again with the utmost ease and grace. Anybody who could
pretend for a moment to suppose that Mr. Eglinton by
“ making up ” could personate ‘ Abdullah ” must be a fool.
It would be an impossibility, even were he given unlimited
time and assistance, to dress for the character. There isa
peculiar boneless elasticity in the movements of a native
which those who have lived in the East know that no Eng-
lishmen can imitate successfully. ¢ Abdullah’s ” hand and
feet also possess all the characteristics of his nationality,
being narrow, long and nerveless, although I have heard
that he can give rather too good a grip with his one hand
when he chooses to exert his power or to show his dislike
to any particular sitter. He has always, however, shown -
the utmost urbanity towards us, but he is not a particu-
larly friendly or familiar spirit. When ‘Abdullah ” had
retired on this occasion, “ Joey ” drew back the curtain
that shaded the cabinet, and showed us his medium and
himself. There sat Mr. Eglinton attired in evening dress,
with the front of his shirt as smooth and spotless as when
it left the laundress’ hands, lying back in his chair in a
deep sleep, whilst little Joey sat astride his knee, his white
suit contrasting strangely with his medium’s black trousers.
Whilst in this position he kissed Mr. Eglinton several
times, telling him to wake up, and not look so sulky ; then, ,
having asked if we all saw him distinctly, and were satisfied
he was not the medium, he bade God bless us, and the
curtains closed once more upon this incomprehensible
scene. Mr. Eglinton subsequently became an intimate
friend of ours, and we often had the pleasure of sittin
with him, but we never saw anything more wonderful (to
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my mind) than we did on our first acquaintance. When
he accompanied us to Bruges (a,s/iold in the history of the
“Monk "), ¢ Joey ” took great trouble to prove to us in-
“controvertibly that he is not an ‘““emanation,” or double,
of his medium, but a creature completely separate and
wholly distinct.” My sister’s house being built on a very
old-fashioned principle, had all the bedrooms communica-
ting with each other. The entresol in which we usually
assembled formed thé connecting link to a series of six
chambers, all of which opened into each other, and the
entrance to the first and last of which was from the
entresol.

We put Mr. Eglinton into No. 1, locking the connecting
door with No. 2, so that he had no exit except into our
circle as we sat round the curtain, behind which we placed
his chair. “Joey ” having shown himself outside the cur-
tain, informed us he was going through the locked doorat,
the back into our bedrooms, Nos. 2, 3 and 4, and would
bring us something from each room.

Accordingly, in anéther minute we heard his voice in No.
2, commenting on all he saw.there ; then he passed into
No. 3, and so on, making a tour of the rooms, until he
appeared at the communicating door of No. 5, and threw
an article taken from each room into the entresol. He
then told us to lift the curtain and inspect the medium,
which we did, finding him fast asleep in his chair, with the
door behind him locked. .“Joey” then returned by the
way he had gone, and presented himself once more out-
side the cabinet, the key of the locked door being all the
time in our possession. .

¢ Ernest ” is another well-known control of Mr. Eglin-
ton’s, though he seldom appears, except to give some mar-
vellous test or advice. He is a very earnest, deep-feeling
spirit, like his name, and his symbol is a cross of light;
sometimes large and sometimes small, but always bright
and luminous. “ Ernest? seldom shows his whole body.
It is generally only his face that is apparent in the midst
of. the circle, a more convincing manifestation for the
sceptic or inquirer than any number of bodies which are
generally. attributed to the chicanery of the medium.

- “ Ernest” always speaks in_the direct voice in a gentle,
bass tone, entirely distinct from  Joey’s ” treble, and his
appearance is usually indicative of a harmonious and suc-
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cessful ideeting.  “ Daisy;” a North American Indian girl,
is another control of William Eglinton’s, but I have only
heard her speak in trance. I do not know which of these
spirits it is who conducts the manifestations of writing on
the arm, with which Mr. Eglinton is very successful ; son¥e-
times it seems to be one, and sometimes the other. As he
was sitting with our family at supper one evening, I men-
tally asked “ Joey ” to write something on some part of his
body where his hand could not reach, This was in order
to prove that the writing had not been prepared by chemi-
cal means beforehand, as some people are apt to assert.
In a short time Mr. Eglinton was observed to stop eating,
and grow very fidgety and look uncomfortable, and on
being questioned as to the cause, he blushed and stammered,
and could give no answer. After a while he rose from
table, and asked leave to retire to his room. The next
morning he told us that he had been so uneasy at supper,
it had become impossible for him to sit it out; that on
reaching his room he had found that his back, which irri-
tated him as though covered with a rash, Zad a sentence
written across it, of which he could only make outa few
words by looking at it backwards in a glass ; and as there
were only ladies in the house beside himself, he could not
call in an interpreter to his assistance. One day, without
consulting him, I placed a small card and a tiny piece of
black lead between the leaves of a volume of the'ZLeisure
Hour, and asked him to hold the book with mé on the
dining table. I never let the book out of my hand, and
it was so. thick that I had difficulty afterwards in finding
my card (from. the corner of which I had torn a piece)

again. Mr. Eglinton sat with me in the daylight with the

family about, and all he did was to place his hand on mine,
which rested on the book.. The perspiration ran down his
face whilst he did so, but there was no other sign of power,
and, honestly, I did not expect to find any writing on m
card. When I had shaken it out of the leaves of the book,
however, I found a letter closely written on it from my
daughter “ Florence ” 1o this effect :—

¢ DEAR MaMA,—I am so glad to-be able to communicate with you
again, and to demonstrate by actual fact that I am really present. Of
course, you quite understand that I do not write this myself, ¢ Charlie ’
is present with me, and so are many more, and we all unite in sending
you our love,

“¢ Your daughter, FLORENCE.”

~—




THERE IS NO DEA TH. 123

Mr. Eglinton’s mediumship embraces various phases of
phenomena, as may be gathered from his own relations of
them, and the testimony of his friends. A narrative of his
spiritual work, under the title of “’Twixt two Worlds,”
has been written and published by Mr. John T. Farmer,
and contains some exhaustive descriptions of, and testimo-
nies to, his undoubtedly wonderful gifts. In it appear
several accounts. written by myself, and. which, for the
benefit of such of my readers as have not seen the book in
question, I will repeat here. The first is that of the

“Monk,” given in extensosas I have given it in the ele- °

venth chapter of this book. The second is of a séance held
on the 5th September, 1884, The circle consisted of Mr.
and Mrs. Stewart, Coloneland Mrs. Wynch, Mr. and Mrs.
Russell-Davies, Mr. Morgan, and Colonel Lean and my-
self, and was held in Mr. Eglinton’s private chambers in
Quebec Street. We sat in the front drawing-room, with
one gas-burner alight, and the door having been properly
‘ secured, Mr, Eglinton went into ‘the back room, which
was divided by curtains from the front. He had not left us
a couple of minutes before a man stepped out through the
portiére, and walked right into the midst of us. He was
a large, stout man, and.very dark, and. most of the sitters
remarked that he had a very pecuhar smell. No one
recognized him, and after appearing two or three times he
left, and was immediately succeeded by-a woman, very
much like him, who also had to leave us without any recog-
nition. These two spirits, before taking a final leave, came
out Zogether, and seemed to examine the circle curiously.
After a short interval a much smaller and slighter man
came forward, and darted in a peculiar slouching attitude
round the cu'cle Colonel Lean asked him to shake hands.

He replied by seizing his hand, and nearly dragging him off
his seat. He then darted across the room, and gave a
similar proof of his muscular power to Mr. Stewart. But
when I asked him to notice me, he took my hand and
squeezed it firmly between his own. He had scarcely
disappeared before “ Abdullah,” with hig one arm and his
six feet two of height, stood before us, and salaamed all
round. Then came my daughter Florence, a girl of nine-
teen by that time, very slight and feminine in appearance.
She ‘advanced two or three times, nedr enough to touch.me
with her hand, but seemed fearful to approach nearer. But
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the next moment she returned, dragging Mr. Eglinton aftet
her. He was in deep trance, breathing with difficulty, but
* “Florence” held him by the hand and brought him up to
my side, when he detached my hands from those of the
sitters either side of me, and making me stand up, he
placed my daughter in my arms. As she stood folded in
my embrace, she whispered a few words to me relative to a
subject known to no one but myself, and she placed m
hand upon her heart, that I might feel she was a living
woman. Colonel Lean asked her to go tohim. She tried
and failed, but having retreated behind the curtain to
gather strength she appeared the second time wifg A/r.
Eglinton, and calling Colonel Lean to her, embraced him.
; This is one of the most perfect instances on record of a
i spirit form being seen distinctly by ten witnesses with the
: medium under gas. The next materialization that appeared
was for Mr. Stewart. This gentleman was newly arrived
from Australia, and a stranger to Mr. Eglinton. As soon
as he saw the female form, who beckonéd him to the por:
tiére to speak tg her, he exclaimed, “My God ! Pauline,”
with such genuine surprise and conviction as were unmis-
takable. The spirit then whispered to him, and putting
her arms round his neck, affectionately kissed him. He
* turned after a while, and addressmg his wife, told her that
) ’~ the spirit bore the very form and-features o eir hiece
| - Pauline, whom they hadlost the year before. Mr, Stewart
I8 expressed himself entirely satisfied with the identity of his

e S

S i

; ; niece, and said she looked just as she had done before she
“‘ was taken ill. I must not omit to say that the medium
::E": also appeared with this-figure, making the third time of

: showing himself in one evening with the spirit form.

' The nextapparition, being the'seventh that appeared, was
that of a little child apparently about two yéars old, who
supported itself in walking by holding on to a chalr I

. ' stooped down, and tried to talk to this baby, butit only
cried in a fretful manner; as though frightened -at finding
itself with strangers, and turned away. The attention of
the circle was diverted from this sight by seeing ““Abdullah ”

i " dart between the curtains, and stand with the child in our

; _ view, whilst Mr. Eglinton appeared at the same moment

. between the two forms, making a #7ia juncta in uno.

: Thus ended the séance. The ‘'second one of which I

wrote took place on the 27th of the same month, and under
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very smﬂar circumstances. The circle this time consisted
of Mrs. Wheeler, Mr. Woods, Mr. Gordon, The Honorable .
Gordon Sandeman, my daughter Eva, my son Frank, ’
Colonel Lean, and myself. Mr. Eglinton appeared on thls.
occasion to find ‘some difficulty in passing under contral,
and he came out so frequently into the circle to gather
" power, thatI guessed we were going to have uncommonly
good manifestations. The voice of *“ Joey,” too, begged us
under 7o circumstances whatever, to lose hands, as they
were going to try soamething very difficult, and we might
- defeat their efforts at the very moment of victory. When
the medium was at last under control in the back drawin
- room, a tall man, with an uncovered head of dark hair, ang
a large beard, appeared and walked up to a lady in the
company. She was very much affected by the recognition
of the spirit, which she affirmed to be that of her brother.
She called him by name and kissed him, and informed us,
that he was just as he had been in earth life. Her emotion
was so great, we thought she would ‘have fainted, but after
a while she became calm again. We next heard the notes
of a clarionet. I had been told that Mr. Woods (a stranger
just arrived from the Antipodes) had lost a brother under
peculiarly "distressing- circumstances, and that he hoped
(though hardly expected) to see his brother that evening.
I: was the first time I had ever seen Mr. Woods ; yet so
remarkable was the likeness between the brothers, that <
when a spirit appeared with a clarionet in his hand, Icould *
not help knowing who it was, and exclaimed, * Oh, Mr.
Woods, there is your brother!”. The figure walked up to
Mr. Woods and grasped his hand. As they appeared thus
with their faces turned to one another. they were strikingly
alike both in feature and expression. Tl his spirit’s head was
also bare, an unusual oceurrence, and cov ered with thick,
crisp hair. He appeared twice, and said distinctly, « God
bless you!” each time to his brother. Mr«, Wheeler; who
‘had known the spirit in earth life, was startled by the tone
of the voice, which she recognized at once ; and Mr. Mor-
gan, who had been an intimate friend of his in Australia,
confirmed the r /ecogmtlon We asked Mr. Woods the
meaning of the 'clarionet, which was a black one, hand-
somely inlaid with silver. He told us his brother had been
an excellent musician, and had won .a similar instrument
as a prize at some musical competition. * But,” he added
Pl
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w0nderingly, “his clarionet is locked up in my house in

Australia.” My daughter  Florence” came out next, but
only a little way, at which I was'disappointed, but ]oey »
said they were reserving the strength for a manifestation
further on. He then said, *“ Here comes a friend for Mr.
Sandeman,” and a man, wearing the masonic badge and
scarf, appeared and made the tour of the circle, giving the

masonic grip to those of the craft present. He was a good
looking young man, and said he hadpinet some of those.
present in Australia, but no one seemed to recognize him.
He was succeeded by a male figure, who had materialized
on the previous occasion. As he passed through the cur-
tain, a femalie. figure appeared beside him, bearing a very
bright light, as though to show him the way. She did not
come beyond the portilre, but every one in the room saw
her distinctly. " On account of the dress and complexion
of the male figure, we had wrongly christened him ¢ The
Bedouin ;” but my son, Frank Marryat, who is a sailor, now

- found out he was an East Indian by addressing him in

Hindustani, to which he responded in a low voice. Some
one asked him to take a seat amongst us, upon which he
seized a heavy chairgin one hand and flourished it above
his head. He then squatted, native fashion, on his
haunches on the floor and left us, as before, by vamshmg
suddenly.

“Joey” now announced that they were going to try the
experimeut of “showing us how the spirits were made from
the medium.” This was the crowning triumph of the even-
ing. Mr. Eglinton appeared in the very midst of us in
trance. He entered the.room backwards, and as if
fighting with thg power that pushed him in, his eyes were
shut, and his breath was drawn with difficulty. As hes
stood thus, holding on to a chair for support, an airy mass
like a cloud of tobacCo smoke was seen on his left hip, his
legs became illuminated by lights travelling up and down
-them, and a white film settled about his head and shoulders._
The mass increased, and he breathed harder and harder,
.whilst invisible hands pulled the filmy drapery out of his
£ip in long strips, that amalgamated as soon as formed,
and fell to the ground to be succeeded by others. The

cloud continued to grow thicker, and we were eagerly

watching the process, when, in the twinkling of an eye; the
mass had evaporated, and a spirit, full formed, stood beside

1
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him. No onecould say Zow it had been raised’ .n tne xery -
midst of us, nor whence it came, but ¢ gas there. I
Eglinton then retired with the new-born spjrit behind the
curtains, but in another moment he came (or he was thrown
out) amongst us again, and fell upon the floor. The cur-
tains opened again, and the full figure of “ Ernest” ap-

_.peared and raised the medium by the hand. = As he saw.

" him, Mr. Eglinton fell on his knees, and “Ernest” drew -
him out of sight.< Thus ended the second -of- these two
wonderful séances.” The published reports of them were
signed with the, full names and addressgs of those who
witnessed them. . ) :

William Eglinton’s powers embrace various phases of -
phenomena, amongst which levitation is a common occur- :
rencé ; indeed; I do not think T have ever sat with him at _ :
a séance during which he has nof been -levitated. I have “»
seen him' on several occasions rise, or be carried; into the .
air, so that his head touched the ceiling, and his feet were o
above the sitters’ heads. On one occasion whilst sittihg T
with him a perfectly new manifestation was developed. As

- each spirit came the name was announced, written én the - 3
gir in letters of fire, which moved round the circle in front - f=
of the sitters. As the names were those of friends of the
‘audience and mot of friends of Mr. Eglinton, and' the
phenomenon ¢nded with a letter written to me in the same
manner on private affairs, it could not be attributed to a
previously arranged trick. I have accompanied Mr. Eglin-
ton, in the capacity of interpreter, to a professional séance
in Paris consisting of some {orty persons, not one of whom
could speak a word of English whilst he was equally igno-
rant of foreigh languages. Aund I have heard French and
German spirits return through him to converse with their
friends, who were radiant with joy at communicating with
them-again, whilst their medium could not (had he been . <=
conscious) have understood or pronounced a single word -
of all the news he was so glibly repeating. Iwill concludes ’
this testimony to his powers by the account of a sitting
with him for slate writing—that much abused and most -

- maligned manifestation. . Because a few ignorant pig-
headed people who have never properly investigated the .
science of Spiritualism decide that a thing cannot be,
‘¢ because it can’t,” men of honor and truth are voted char-
latans and tricksters, and those who believe in them fools
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and blind. The’ day will dawn yet when it will be seen
which of the two classes best deserve the name.

Some years ago, when I first became connected in busi-
ness with Mr. Edgar Lee of the St. Stepien’s Review, 1
found him much interested in the subject of Spiritualism,
though he had never had an opportunity of investigating
it, and through my introduction I procured him a test,
séance with William Eglinton. We met one afternoon at’
the medium’s house in Nottingham Place for that purpose,

_ and sat at an ordinary table in the back dining-room for

slate-writing. Theslate used on the occasion (as Mr. Lee
had neglected to bring his own slate as requested) was one
which was presented to Mr. Eglinton” by Mr. Gladstone.
It consisted of two slates of medium size, set in mahogany
frames, with box hinges, and- which, when shut, were
fastened with a Bramah lock and key. On the.table cloth
was a collection of tiny piecés of different colored chalk.
In the front room, which was divided from us by folding
doors, were some bookcases. Mr. Eglinton commenced
by asking Mr. Lee to go into the front room by himself,
and select, in his mind’s eye, any book he chose as the
oné from which extracts should be given. Mr. Lee having
done as he was told, returned to his former place beside

- us, without giving a hint as t> which book he had selected.

Mr. Gladstone’s slate was then delivered over to him to
clean with sponge and water ; that done, he was directed
to_choose four pieces of chalk and place them between the
slates, to lock them and retain the key: The slates were
left on the table in the sight of all; Mr. Lee’s hand
remained on them all the time. All that Mr. Eglinton did
was to place 4#s hand above Mr. Lee’s. - -

“You chose, I think,” he commenced,  four morsels of
chalk—white, blue, yellow and red. Please say which word,
on which line, on which page of the book you selected just
now, the white chalk shall transcribe.”

Mr. Lee answered (I forget the exact numbers) some-
what in this \Vlse, “ The 3rd word on the 15th line of the
1oznd page,” he having, it must be remembered, no
knowledge of the contents of the volume, which he had not
even touched with his hand. Immediately he had spoken,
a scratching noise was heard between the two slates. When
it ceased, Mr. Eglinton put the same question with regard
‘to the blue, yellow and red chalks, which was- 51m11arly
r@sponded to. 'He then asked Mr. Lee to unlock the
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slates, read the words, and then fetch the book he had
selected, and compare notes, and in each instance the
word had been given correctly. Several other experiments
were then made, equally curious, the number of Mr. Lee’s
watch, which he had not taken from his pocket, and which
he said he did not know himself, being amongst them.
Then Mr. Eglinton said to Mr. Lee, *“ Have you any friend
in the spirit-world from whom you would like to hear? If
so, and you will mentally recall the name, we will_try and
procure some writing from him or her.” (I must say here
that these two were utter strangers to each other, and had
met for the first time that afternoon, and indeed [as will be
seen by the context] 7 had a very slight knowledge of Mr.
Edgar Lee myself at that time.) Mr. Lee thought for a
moment, and then replied that.there was a dead friend of
his from whom he should like to hear. The cleaning and
locking process was gone through again, and the scratch-
ing re-commenced, and when it concluded, Mr. Lee un-
locked the slates and read a letter to this effect :—

“ MY DEAR WiLL,—I am quite satisfied with your decision respect-
ing Bob, By all means, send him to the school you are thinking of.
He will get on better there. His education requires more pushing than
it gets at present. Thanks for all you have done for him. God bless
you.—Ycur affectionate cousin, R. TASKER.”

I do not pretend to give the exact words of this letter; for
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though they were afterwards published, I have not a copy
by me. But the gist of the experiment does not lie in the
exactitude of the words. When I saw the slate, I looked,
at Mr. Lee in astonishment. .
“Who is it for ? ” P asked.

“Tt is all right,” he replied ; “itis for me.
my cousin, who left his boy in my charge.
© is William Tasker.”

Now, I had never heard it hinted before that Edgar Lee
was only a nom de plume, and the announcement came on
me as a genuine surprise. So satisfied was Mr. William
Tasker Edgar Leé with his experimental séance, that he
had the slate” photographed and reproduced in the .Sz
Stephen’s Review, with an account of the whole proceed-
ings, which were sufficient to make any one stop for a,

moment in the midst of the world’s harassing duties and
think, :
’ 9

Itis from
My real name
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CHAPTER XIV.
THE MEDIUMSHIP OF ARTHUR COLMAN.
ARTHUR COLMAN was so intimate a friend of Mr. Eglin-

ton’s, and so much associated with him-in my thoughts in
the days when I first knew them both, that it seems only

. natural that I should write of him next. His powers were

more confined to materialization than Eglinton'’s, but in
that he excelled. e is the most wonderful materializing
medium I ever met in England ; but of late years, owing
to the injury it did him in his professmn he has been com-
pelled, in justice to himself, to give up sitting for physical
manifestations, and, mdeed sitting at all, except to oblige
his friends. I cannot but consxder this decnsmn on his part
as d great public loss ; but until the public takes more
interest in the next world than they do in this, it will not
make-it worth the while of such as Mr. Colman to devote
their: llves health and strength to their enlightenment. For
16 bé a good physical medium means llterally to part, little

. by little, with one’s own life, and no man can be expected
.to do so much for the love of a set of unbelievers and’

sceptics, who will use up all his powers, and then go home

~ to call him a rogue and a cheat and a trickster. If, as I

am persuaded, each one of us is surrounded by the influ-
ences we gather of our own free-will about us—the loving
and noble-hearted by angels, the selfish and unbelieving
by devils—and we consider how the latter preponderate
over the former in this world, is it to be wondered at that
most séances are conducted by an assemblage of evil spirits
brought there by the sitters themselves? Sceptical, blas<
phemous and sensual men and women collect together to
try and find out the falsehood, not ¢%= trutkh, of Spiritual-
ism, and are tricked by the very influences that attend

- their footsteps and direct their daily lives; and ‘therein

lies the danger of Spirituglism as a pursuit, taken up out
of curiosity rather than a desire to learn. It gives in-

sreased power to the evil that surrounds ourselves, and

-
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the devil that goes out of us returns with seven other
devils worse than himself, The drgnkard, who, by giving
rein to a weakness which he knows he should resist, has
attracted to him the spirits of drunkards gone before, joins
a séance, and by the collaboration of forces, as it were,
bestows increased power on the guides he has chosen for
himself to lead him into greater evil. This dissertation,
however, called forth by the never-ceasing wonder I feel at
the indifference of the world towards such sights as I have
“seen, has led me further than I intended from the subject
,of my chapter.

Arthur Colman is a young man of delicate constitution
and appearance, who was at one time almost brought down
to death’s door by the demands made by physical pheno:
mena upon his strength ; but since he has given up sitting,
he has regained his health, and looks quite a_ different
person. This fact proves of itself what a tax is laid upon
the unfortunate medium for such manifestations. Since he

has resolved, however, never to sit again, I am all the more -

anxious to record what I have seen throtugh him, probably
for the last time. When I first knew my husband Colonel
Lean, he had seen nothing of Spiritualism, and was pro-

" portionately curious, and naturally a little sceptical on the

subject, or, rather let me say, incredulous. He was hardly
prepared to receive all the marvels I told him of without
proof; and Mr. Colman’s guide, “ Aimée,” was very
anxious to convince him of their truth. She arranged,
therefore, a séance at which he was to be present, and which
was to be held at the, house of Mr. and Mrs. George
Neville. " The party dined there together previously, and
consisted only of Mr, and Mrs. Neville, Arthur Colman,
Colonel Lean, and myself. As we were in the drawing-
room, however, after dinner, and before we had commenced
the séante, an American lady, who was but slightly known
to any of us, was announced. We had particularly wished
to have no strangers present, and her advent proportion-
ately annoyed us, but we did not know on what excuse to
get.rid of her. She was a pushing sort of person; and
when Mrs. Neville told her we were going to hold a séance,
“as a sort of hint that she might take her leave, it only
made her resolve to stay ; indeed, she declared she had
had a premonition of the fact. She said that whilst in her
own room that morning, a figure had appeared standing
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by her bed, dressed in blue and white, like the pictures of
the Virgin Mary, and that all day'she had had an impres-
sion that she must spend the evening with the Nevilles,
and she should hear something more about it. We could
not get rid of the lady, so we were obliged to ask her to
remain and assist at the séance, which she had already made
up her mind to do, so we commenced our preparations.
The two drawing-rooms communicated by folding doors,
which were opened, and a portiére drawn across the open-
ing. In the back room we placed Mr. Colman’s chair.. He
was dressed in a light grey suit, which we seeured in the
following manner :—His hands were first sewn inside the
sleeves of the coat, then his arms were placed behind his
back, and the coat sleeves sewn together to the elbow.
We then sewed his trouser legs together in the same way.
We then tied him round the throat, waist and legs with
white cottos, which the least movement on his part would
break, and the ¢nds-of each ligamént were sealed to the

wall of the room with wax, and stamped with my seal with .

“« Florence Marryat” onit. Considering him thus secure;
without any possibility of escape unless we discovered it,
we left him in the back room, and arranged ourselves on a

. row of five chairs before the portiére in the front one,

which was lighted by a single gas-burner. I sat at tlie
head of the row, then the American lady, Mrs. Neville,
Colonel Lean and Mr. Neville. I am not sure how long
we waited for the manifestations; but I do not think it
was many minutes before a female figure glided from the
side of the curtain and took a vacant chair by my side.
1said, “ Who is this 2” and she whispered, ‘ Florence,”
and laid her head down on my shoulder, and kissed my
neck.. I was turning towards her to distinguish her fea-
tures more, fully, when I became aware thata secondfigure
was standing in front of me, and ‘ Florence ” said “ Mother,
there is Pow]es ;7 and at the same time, as he bent down
to speak to me, his beard touched my face. I had not
had time to draw the attention of my friends to the spirits

".that steod Dy me, when I was startled by hearing one

exclamation after another from the various sitters. The
American lady called out, ¢ There’s the woman that came
to me this morning.”” Mr. Neville said, *“That is my
father,” and Colonel Lean was asking some one if he would
not give his name, I looked down the line of sitters, Bg-

'
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fore Colonel Lean there stood an old man with a long,
white beard ; 2 somewhat similar figure was in front of
Mr. Neville. Before the dark curtain appeared a woman
dressed in blue and whxte, like a nun; and meanwhile,
« Florence ” and « Powles ” still maintained their station
by my side. As if this were not enough of itself to turn a
mortal’s brain, the por¢iére was at the same moment drawn
aside, and there stood Arthur Colman in his grey suit,
freed from all his bonds, but under the control of ¢ Almee,”
“who called out joyously to my husband, ¢ Now, Frank,
will you believe ?” She dropped the curtain, the appari-
tions glided or faded away, and we passed into the back
drawing-room, to find Mr. Colman still in trance, just as
we had left him, and witk all the seals and stitches intact.
Not a thread of them all was broken. This is the largest
nunfber of spirits I have ever seen at one time with one
medium. I have seen two materialized spirits at a time,
and even three, from Mr. Williams and Miss Showers and
Katie Cook ; but on this occasion there were five apparent
with the medium, all standing together before us.- And
this is the sort of thing that the majority of people do not
consider it worth their while to take a little trouble to see.
I have already related how successfully ‘ Florence” used
to materialize through this medium; and numerous friends,
utterly unknown to him, have revisited us through his
means. His trance mediumship is as wonderful as his
physical phenomena ; some people might think more so.
Amongst others, two spirits have come back to us through
Mr. Colman, neither of whom he knew in this life, and both
“of whom are, in their way, too characteristic to be mistaken.
One is Phillis Glover the actress ; ‘the other my stepson,
Francis Lean, who was drowned by an accident at sea.
Phillis Glover was a woman who led a very eventful life,
chiefly in America, and was a versatile genius in conversa-
tion, as in everything else. She was peculiar also, and had
a half-Yankee way of talking, and a store of familiar say-
‘%'lngs and anecdotes, which she constantly introduced into

er conversation. She was by no means an ordinary per-
son whilst in this life, and in order to imitate her manner
and speech succssefully, one would need to be as clever

a person as herself. And, without wishing to .derogate

from the powers of Mr. Colman’s mind, he knows, and I
know, that Phillis Glover was cleverer than either of us.
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When her influence or spirit therefore returns through him,
it is quite unmistakable. It is not only that she retains
all her little tricks of voice and feature and manner (which
Mr. Colman has never seen), but she alludes to circum-
. stances that took place in this life and people she was

- associated with here that he has never heard of. More,

_ she will relate her old stories and anecdotes, and sing her
old songs, and give the most incontrovertible tests of her
identity, even to recalling facts and incidents that have
entirely passed from our minds. When she appears through
him, it is Phillis Glover we are sitting with again and talk-
ing with, as familiarly as we did in the daiys gone by.
“ Francis,” in his way too, is quite as remarkable. The
circumstances of his death and .the events leading to it
were unknown to us, till he related them through Mr.
Colman ; and he speaks to us of the contents of private
letters, and repeats conversations and alludes to .circum-
stances and names that are known only\to him and our-
selves. He had a peculiar manner also—quick and nervous
—and a way of cutting his words short,\which his spirit
preserves to the smallest particular, and which furnish the
strongest proofs possible of his identity to those who knew
him here-below. But these are but a very few amongst
the innumerable tests furnished by Arthur Colman’s
occult powers of the assured possibility ¢of communicating
‘with the spirits of those gone before us..
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CHAPTER XV.
THE MEDIUMSHIP OF MRS. GUPPY VOLCKMAN.

, -
TaE mediumship of this lady is so well known, and has
been so universally attested, that nothing‘I can write of
could possibly add to her fame; and as I made her ac-
quaintance but a short time before she relinquished sitting
for manifestations, I have had but little experience of her
powers, but such as I enjoyed were very remarkable. I
have alluded to them in the story of ‘ The Green Lady,”
whose apparition was due solely to Mrs. Guppy Volck-
man’s presence, and on that occasion she gave us ancther
wonderful proof of her mediumship. A sheet was pro-
cured and held up at either end by Mr. Charles Williams
and herself. It was held in the light, in the centre of the
room, forming a white wall of about five feet high, Z.e., as
high as their arms onveniently reach. Bozk the
hands of Mrs. Volckman add Mr. Willams were placed
outside the shécts%o that no trickery might be suspected
through their being concealed. In a short time the head
of a womgn appeared above the sheet, followed by that of
a man, 4nd various pairs of hands, both large and small,
which pobbed up and down, and seized the hands of the
spectators, whilst the faces went close to the media, as if
with/the intention of kissing them. This frightened Mrs.
Volckian, so that she frequently screamed and dropped
her end of the sheet, which, had there been any deception,

ust inevitably have exposed it. It seemed to make no
ifference to the spirits, however, who reappeared directly
they had the opportunity, and made her at last so nervous

more. The faces were life-size, and could move their dyes
and lips ; the hands were some as large as a man’s, and
covered with hair, and others like those of a woman or
child. They had all the capability of working the fingers
and grasping objects presented to them ; whilst the four
hands belonging to the media were kept in sight of the
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audience, and could not have worked machmery even if
they could have concealed it.

The first time I was introduced to Mrs. Volckman
(then Mrs. Guppy) was at a séance at her-own house
in Victoria Road, where she had assembled a large
party of guests, including several names well known
in art and literature. We sat in a well-lighted drawing-
room, and the party was so large that the circle round
the table was three deep. Mrs. Mary Hardy, the
American medium (since dead), was present, and the
honors of the manifestations may be therefore, I conclude,
divided between the two ladies. The table, a common
deal one, made for such occasions, with a round hole of
about twenty inches in diameter in the middle of it, was
covered with a cloth that hung down, and was nailed to
the -ground, leaving only the aperture free. (I must pre-
mise that this cloth had been nailed down by a committee

of the gentlemen visitors, in order that there might be no -

suspicion of a confederate hidden underneath it.) We
then sat round the table, but without placing our hands on
it. In a short time hands began to appear -through the
open space in the table, all sorts of hands, from the
woman’s taper fingers and the baby’s dimpled fist, to the
hands of old and young_men, wrinkled or muscular, Some
of the hands had rings on the fingers, by which the sitters
recognized them, some stretched themselyes out to be
grasped ; and some appeared in pairs, clasped together or
separate. One hand took a glove from a sitter and put it
on the other, showing the muscular force it possessed by
the way in which it pressed down each finger and then
buttoned the glove. Another pair of hands talked through

the dumb alphabet to us, and a third played on a musical -

instrument. I was leaning forward, before I had witnessed
the above, peering inquisitively down the hole, and saying,
« I wonder if they would have strength to take anything
down with them,” when a large hand suddenly appeared
and very nearly took me down, by seizing my Rose as if it
never meant to let go again. At all events, it took me a peg
or two down, for I remember it brought the tears into my

eyes with the force it exhibited. After the hands had’

ceased to appear, the table was moved away, and we sat
in a circlein the light. Mrs. Guppy did not wish to take
a part in the séance, except as a spectator, so slie retired

Y
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to the back drawing-room with the Baroness Adelma Vay
- and other visitors, and left Mrs. Hardy with the circle in

the front. Suddenly, however, she was levitated and car- -

ried in the sight of us all into the midst of our circle. As
she felt herself rising in the air, she called out, “Don’t
let go hands for Heaven’s sake.” We were standing in a
ring, and I had hold of the hand of Prince Albert of Solms.
As Mrs. Gupyy came sailing over our heads, her feet caught

his neck and mine, and in our anxiety to do as she had told -

us, we gripped tight hold of each other, and were thrown
forward on our knees by the force with which she was car-
ried past us into the centre. This was a pretty strong
proof to us, whatever it may be to others, that our senses
did not deceive us when we thought we saw Mrs. Guppy
over our heads in the air. The influence that levitated her,
moreover, placed her on a chair with such a bump thatit
broke the two front legs off. As soon as Mrs. Guppy had
rejoined us, the order was given to put out the light and to
wish for something. We unanimously asked for flowers, it
being the middle of December, and a hard frost. Simul-
taneously we smelt the smell of fresh earth, and were told
to light the gas again, when the following extraordinary
sight met our view. Inthemiddle of the sitters, still hold-
ing hands, was piled up oz ¢ke carpet an immense quantity
of mould, which had been torn up apparently with the
roots that accompanied it. There were laurestinus, and
laurels, and holly, and several others, just as'they had been
pulled out’of the earth and thrown down in the midst of us.
Mrs. Guppy looked anything but pleased at the state of
her carpet, and begged the spirits ‘would bring something
cleaner next time. ‘Lhey then told us to extinguish the
lights again, and each sitter was to wish mentally for some-
thing for himself. I wished for a yellow butterfly, know-
ing it was December ; and as I thought of it, a little card-
board box was put into my hand. Prince Albert whispered
to me, ““Have you got anything? ” ““Yes,” Isaid; ‘“but
not what I asked for, I expect they have given me a
piece of jewellery.” When the gas was re-lit, I opened the
box, and there lay fwo yellow butterflies ; dead, of course,
but none the less extraordinary for that. I wore at that
séance a tight-fitting, high white muslin dress, over a tight
petticoat body. ' The dress had no pocket, and I carried
my handkerchief, a fine cambric one, in my hand. When
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the séance was over, 1 found this handkerchief had dis-
appeared, at which I was vexed, as it .had been embroid-
ered for me by my sister Emily, then dead. I inquired of
every sitter it they had seen it, even making them turn out
their pockets in case they had taken it in mistake for their
own, but it was not to be found, and I returned home, as'I
thought, without it. What was my surprise on removing my
dress and petticoat bodice to find the handkerchief, neatly
folded into a square of about four inches, defween my stays
and the garment beneath them ; placed, moreover, over the
smallest part of my waist, where no fingers could have
penetrated even had my dress been loose. My woman
readers may-be able better than the men to appreciate the
difficulty of such a manceuvre by mortal means ; indeed it
would have been quite impossible for myself or anybody
else to place the handkerchief in such a position without
removing the stays. And it was folded so neatly also, and
placed so smoothly, that there was not a crumple in the
cainbric.

Bi
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CHAPTER XVIL.

THE MEDIUMSHIP OF FLORENCE COOK.

IN writing of my own mediumship, or the mediumship of
any other person, I wish it particularly to be understood
that I do not intend my narrative to be, by any means, an
account of @// séances held under that control (for were I
to include everything that I have seen and heard during my
researches into ®piritualism, this volume would swell to
unconscionable dimensions), but only of certain events
which I believe to be remarkable, and not enjoyed by
every onein like measure. Most people have read of the.
ordinary phenomena that take place at such meetings. My
readers, therefore, will find no description here of marvels
which—whether true or false—can be accounted for upon
natural grounds. Miss Florence Cook, now Mrs. Elgie
Corner, is one of the media who have been most talked of
and written about. Mr. Alfred Crookes took an immense
interest in her, and published a long account of his investi-
gation of Spiritualism under her mediumship. Mr. Henry.
Dunphy, of the Morning Post, wrote a series of papers for
London Society (of which magazine I was then the editor),

describing her powers, and the proof she gave of them.

The first time I ever met Florence Cook was in his private

house, when my little daughter appeared through her (vide
“ The Story of my Spirit Child”). On that occasion, as

we were sitting at supper after the séance—a party, of per-
haps thirty people—the whole dinner-table, with ;evegy-
thing upon it, rose bodily in the air to a level with our
knees, and the dishes and glasses swayed about in a péril-

ous manner, without, however, coming to any permanent

harm. I was so much astonished at, and interested by,

what I saw that evening, that I became most anxious to

" make the personal acquaintance of Miss Cook. She was.
the medium for the celebrated spirit, “ Katie King,” of:
whom so much has been believed and disbelieved, and the

séances she gave at her parents’ house in Hackney for the
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:. purpose of seeing this figure alone used to be crowded by
. .the cleverest and most sciertific men of the day, Sergeants-
." Cox and Ballantyne, Mr. S. C. Hall, Mr. Alfred Craokes,

and many othkrs, being on terms of the greatest intimacy
with her. Mr. William Harrison, of the Spzritualist paper,
was the one to procure me an introductign to the family
and an entrance to the séaznces, for which I shall always feel. .
grateful to him.

For the benefit of the uninitiated, let me begin by
telling who “ Katie King” was supposed .to be. Her
account of herself was that her name was “ Annie

“Owens Morgan ;” that she-was the daughter of Sir Henry
. Morgan, a famous buccaneer who lived about. the time of
the Commonwealth, and suffered death upon the high seas,
being, in fact, a pirate ; that she herself was about twelve
years old when Charles the First was beheaded; that she
married and had two little children; that she committed
more crimes than we shoyld like to hear of, having mur-
dered men with her own hands; but yet died quite young, at
about two or three and twenty. To all questions concern-
. ing the reason of her reappearance on earth, she returned
but one answer, That it was part of the work given her to
do to convince the world of the truth of Spiritualism. This
was theinformation I received from her own lips. She had
appeared to the Cooks some years before I saw her, and™
had become so much one of the family as -to walk about
the house at all times without alarming the inmates. She
often materialized and got into bed with her medium at
night, much to Florrie's annoyance ; and after Miss Cook’s
. marriage.to Captain Corner, he told me himself that he
used to feel at first as if he had married two women, and
was not quite sure which was his wife of the two.

The order of these séances was always the same. Miss

ook retired to a back room, divided from the audience by
a“thin damask curtain, and presently the form of ‘ Katie
King” would appear dressed in white, and walk out
amongst the sitters in gaslight, and talk like one of them-
selves. Florence Cook (as I mentioned before) is a very
small, slight brunette, with dark eyes and dark curly hair
and a delicate aquiline nose. Sometimes K':titie ”? re--
-sembled her exactly ; at others, she was totally different.
Sometimes, t0o, she measured the same height as her me-
dium ; at others, she'was much taller. Ihave alarge photo-
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-
graph of ¢ Katie ”,taken under hmehght Init she appears -._ :

- as the double of Florrie Cook, yet Florrie was lookirig on .
whilst the picture was taken. I have sat for her several txmes '\ '
with Mr. Crookes, and seen the t8sts applied which are men- |
tioned in his book on the subject. I have seen Fiorne s
dark curls naéled down 2o the floor, outside the curtain, in
view of the audience, whilst * Katie ” walked about and
talked with us. I haveseen Florrie placed on the scale of
a weighing machine constructed by Mr. Crookes for, the

-purpose, ‘behind the Curtain, whilst tlie balance remained
in sight. I have seen under these circumstances that, the
medium weighed cight .stone in a normal condition, and
that as soon as the materialized form was fully developed,
the balance ran up to four stone. Moreover, I have seen
both-Florrie and “ Katie ” together on several occasions, so
I can have no doubt on the subject that they were two
separate creatures. Still, I can quite understand how dif-
ficult it must have been for strangers to compare the strong
likeness that existed between the medium and the spirit,
without suspeciing they were one and the same person.

One evening  Katie” walked out and perched herself ;
upon my knee. I could feel she was a much plumperand I
heavier woman than Miss Cook; but she wonderfully
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not seem to consider it a compliment. She shrugged her
shouldcrs, made a grimace, and said, “I know I am; I -
can't help it, but I was much prettier than that in“earth-
life. You shall sce, some day—you shall see.” After'she
had finally retired that evening; she put her head out at -
the curtain ag#n and said, with the strong lisp she always
had, *‘ I want Mrs. Ross-Church.” I rose and went to her, .
when she pulled me inside the curtain, when Ifound it was -
so thin that the gas shining through it from the outer room

mads everything in the inner quite visible. “ Katie ” pulled = <™
my dress impaticntly and said, “Sit down on the ground,”
which I did. She then ' seated herself in my lap, saying,

** And now, dear, we'll have a good ‘ confab,’ like women do

on earth.” Tlorence Cook, meanwhile, was lying on a
mattress on the ground close to us, wrapped in a deep.
trance. “ Katie” seemed very anxious I should ascertain -
beyond doubt that it was Florrie. “ Touch her,” she said,

“take her hand, pull her curls. Do you see thatitis )
Florrie Iyt thelrc?” When I assured her I was quite ///
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satisfied there was no doubt of it, the spirit said, “ Then
look round this way, and see what I was like in earth life.”
I turned to the form in my arms, and what was my amaze-
ment to see a woman fair as the day, with.large grey or
blue eyes, a white skin, and a profusion of golden red hair.
“ Katie ” enjoyed my surpnse, and asked me, ‘“Ain’t I
prettier than Florrie now ? ” She then rose and procured a
pair of scissors from the table, and cut off a lock-of her own
hair and a lock of the medium’s, and gave them to me. I
have them safe to this day.. One is almost black, soft and
silky ; the other a coarse golden red. After she had made
me this present, ‘ Katie” said, “ Go back now, but den’t
tell the others to-night, or they’ll all want to see me.” On
another very warm evening she sat on my lap amongst the
audience, and I fe]t perspiration on her arm. This sur-
prised me ; and I asked her if, for the time being, she had
the veins, nerves, and secretions of a human being ; if-
blood ran through her body, and she had a heart and lungs.
Her answer was, “I have everything that Florrie has.”
On that occasion also she called me after her‘into the back
' room, and; dropping her white garment, stood perfectly
naked before me. ¢ N ow,” she said “you can see that I
am a woman.” Which mdeed she was, and a most beauti-
fully-made woman too ; and I examined her well, whilst
Miss Cook lay beside us on the floor. Instead of dlsmlssmg
me this time, “ Katie ” told me to sit down by the medium,
and, having brought me a candle and matches, said I was
to strike a light as soon as she gave three knocks, as Flor-
rie would be hysterical on awaking, and.need my assistance.
She then knelt down =and kissed me, andgl saw she was
still naked. ¢ Where is your dress, Katie ?” I asked. *“ Oh
that's gone,” she said ; ¢ I've:sent it on before me.” As
she spoke thus, kneelmg beside me, she rapped three times
on the floor. I struck the match almost simultaneously
with the signal ; but as it flared up, “ Katie King” was
' gone like a flash of lightning, and Miss Cook, as she had
predicted, awoke with a burst of frightened tears, and had
to be soothed into tranquillity again. On another occasion.,
« Katie King” was asked at the beginning of the séance,
by one of the tompany, to say w4y she could not appear
in the light of more than one gasburner. The question
seemed to irritate her, and she replied, ‘“ I have told you
all, several times before, that I can’t stay under a searching
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light. I don’t know @/iy ; but I can’t, and if you want to

_prove the truth of what I say, turn up all the gas and see

what will ha.ppen tome. Only remember, it you do there
will be no séance to-night, because I shan’t be able to
~come back again, and y must take your choice.

- Upon this assertion it was put to the—wate if the trial
should be made or not, and all present (Mr. S. C. Hall
was one of the party) decided we would prefer to witness

. the effect of a full glare of gas upon the materialized form

than to have the usual sitting, as it would settle the vexed
question of the necessity of gloom (if not darkness) for a
materializing séazce for ever. We accordingly told ¢ Katie”
of our ch01c and she consented to stand the test, though
she said afterwards we had put her to much pain. She
took up her station against the drawing-room wall, with
her arms extended as if she were cru;aﬁed Then three
gas-burners were turned en to stheir full extent in a room
about sixteen feet square. The effect upon “ Katie King ”
was marvellous. She looked like herself for the space of a
second only, then she began gradually to melt away. Ican
compare the dematerialization of her form to nothing but
a wax doll melting before a hot fire. First, the features
bétame blurred and indistinct ; they seemed to run into
each other. The eyes sunk in the sockets, the nose

disappeared, the frontal bone fell in. Next the limbs

appeared to give way under her, and she sank lower and
lower on the carpet like a crumbling edifice. At last there
was.nothing but her head left above the ground—then a
heap of white” drapery only, which disappeared with~a
whisk, as if 2 hand had pulled it after her—and we were
left staring by the light of three gas-burners at the spot on
which ¢ Katie King” had stood.

She was always attired in white drapery, but it varied in

. quality. Sometimes it looked like long cloth ; at others like

mull muslin or jaconet; oftenest it was a species of thick

cottonnet. The sitters were much given to asking “ Katie”

for a piece of her dress to keep as a souvenir of their visit ;

- and when they received it, would seal it up carefully in an

envelope and convey it home and’ were much surprised
on examining their treasure to ﬁnd it had totally disap-
peared.

“ Katie ” used to say that nothing material about her
could be made to last without taking away some of the
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medium’s vitality, and weakenmg heri in consequence. One -
evening, when she was cutting off pieces of her dress
rather lavishly, I remarked that it would require a great
deal of mending. She answered, “I'll show you how we
mend dresses in the Spirit World.” ~She then doubled up
the front breadth of her garment a dozen times, and cut
two or three round holes 1n it. I am sure when she let it
fall again-there must have been thirty or forty holes, and
¢ Katie ” said, “Isn’t that a nice cullender?”

She then commenced, whilst we stood close to her, to

" shake her skirt gently about, and in a minute it was as

perfect as before, without a hole to be seen. When we
expressed our astomshment, she told me to take the scis-
sors and cut off her hair. She had a profuswn of ringlets
falling to ker waist that night. I obeyed religiously, hack-
ing the hair wherever I could, whilst she kept on saying,
¢“Cut more! cut more! "not for yourself, you know,
because you can’t take it away.”

"So I cut off curl after curl, and as fast as they fell to the
ground, ¢ke hair grew again upon her head. When I had
finished, *“ Katie ”’ asked me to examine her hau', toseeifl

" could detect any place where I had used the scissors, and

I did so without any effect. Neither was the severéd hair
to be found. Ithad vanished eut of sight. * Katie” was

‘photographed many times, by limelight, by Mr. Alfred

Crookes, but her portraits are all too much like her medium
to be of any value in establishing her claim to a separate
identity. She had always stated she should not appear on
this earth after the month of May, 1874 ; and accordmgly,
on the z1st, she assembled her friends to say ¢ Good-bye ”

. to them, and I was one of the number. ¢ Katie” had

asked Miss Cook to provide her with a large basked\of
flowers and ribbons, and she sat on the floor and made up'
bouquet for each of her friends to keep in temembrance o
her. .

Mine, which consists of lilies of the valley#nd pink gera-
nium, looks almost as fresh to-day, nearly seventeen years
after, as-it-did when she gave it to me. It was accompanied
by the following words, which ‘ Katie” wrote on a sheet
of paper in my presence :—

“From Annie Owen de Morgan (a/ias ‘ Katie’) to her

friend Florence \/Iarryat Ross-Church With love. Pensez
a moi.

“May 215¢, 1874.”




THERE IS NO DEATH. 145

The farewell scene was as pathetic as if we had been
parting with a dear companion by death. ‘ Katie” her-

(’”"’*ﬁelf did not seem to know how to go. She returned again

!

*-and again-to have a last look, especially at Mr. Alfred

\. Crookes, who was as attached to her as she was to him.

Her prediction has been fulfilled, and from that day, Flo-

rence Cook never saw her again nor heard anything about .-
her. Her place was shortly filled by another influence, -
-who called herself “ Marie,” and who danced and sung in

a truly professional style, and certainly as Miss Cook never
either danced or sung. I should not have mentioned the
appearance of this spirit, whom I only say once or twice,
excepting for the following reasop. On Zze, occasion Miss
Cook (then Mrs. Corner) was giving/a public séance at
the rooms of the National British Association of Spiritual-
ists, at which a certain Sir George Sitwell, a very young
man, was present, and at which he declared that the me-
dium cheated, and that the spirit *“Marie” was herself,
dressed up to deceive the audience. Letters appeared in
the newspapers about it, and the whole press came down
upon Spiritualists, and declared them all to be either
knaves "or fools. These notices were published on the
morning of a day on which Miss Cook was engaged to give
another public séance, at which I was present. She was
naturally very much cut up about them. Her reputation
was at stake ; her honor had been called into question, and
being a proud girl, she resented it bitterly. Her present
audience was chiefly composed of friends; but, before
commencing, she put it to us whether, whilst under such a
stigma, she had better not sit at all-——We, who _had all
tested her and believed in her, were unanimous in repu-
diating the vile charges brought against her, and in begging
the séance should proceed. Florrie refused, however, to sit
unless some one remained in the cabinet with her, ;Qd she
chose me for the purpose. I-was therefore tied To her
‘securely with a stou} rope, and we remained thus fastened
together for the whdle of the evening. Under which con-
ditions “ Marie ” appeared, and sung and danced outside
the cabinet, just asishe had done to Sir George Sitwell
whilst her medium remained tied to me. So much for
men who decide a matter before they have sifted it to the
bottom. Mrs. Elgie Corner has long since given up

mediumship either private or public, and lives deep dewn
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in the heart of Wales, where the babble and scandal of the -
city affect her no longer. But she told me, only last year,
“that she would not pass through the suffering she had
endured on account of Spiritualism again for all the good
this world could give her.

~
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CHAPTER XVIL -
7HE MEDIUMSHIP OF KATIE COOK. =

I~ the matter of producing physical phenomena the Cooks
are a most remarkable family, all three daughters being
powerful media, and that without any solicitation on their
part. The second one, Katie, is by no means the least
powerful of the thtee, although she has sat more privately
than her sister Florence, and not had the same scientific
tests (I believe) applied to her. The first time I had an
opportunity of testing Katie’s mediumshify was at the pri-
vate rooms of Signor Rondi, in a circle of nine or ten
friends. The apartment was small and sparsely furni:hed,
being an artist’s studio. The gas was kept burning, and
before the sitting commenced the door was locked and
strips of paper pasted over the opening inside. The cabi-
net was formed of a window curtain nailed across one
corner of the room, behind which a- chair was placed for
the medium, who is a remarkably small and slight girl—
much slighter than her sister Florence—with a thin face
and delicate features. She was dressed, on this occasion,
in a tightfitting black gown and Hessian boots that
buttoned half-way to her knee, and which, she informed
me, she always wore when sitting (just as Miss Showers
did), because they had each eighteen buttons, which took
a long time to fasten and unfasten. The party sat in a
semicircle, close outside the curtain, and the light was
lowered, but not extinguished. There was no darkness,
and no holding of hands. I mention these facts to show
how very simple the preparations were. Ina few minutes
the curtain was lifted, and a form, clothed in white, who
called herself “ Lily,” was presented to our view. She
answered several questions relative to herself and the
medium ; and perceiving some doubt on the part of some
of the sitters, she seated herself on my knee, I being near-
est the curtain, and asked me to feel her body, and tell the
others how differently she was made from the medium. I
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had already realized that she was much heavier than Katie
Cook, as she felt like a heavy girl of nine or ten stone. I
then passed my hand up and down her figure. She had
full breasts and plump arms and legs, and could not have
been mistaken by the most casual observers for Miss Cook.
Whilst she sat on my knee, however, she desired my hus-
band and Signor Rondi to go inside the curtain and feel
that the medium was seated in her chair. When they did

they found Katie was only half entranced. She thrust
her feet out to view, and said, ¢ I amnot ¢Lily;’ feel my

boots.” My husband had, at the same moment, one hand .

on Miss Cook’s knee, and the other stretched out to feel
the figure seated on my lap. There remained no doubt in
%is mind of there being two bodies there at.the same time:
Presently *“ Lily ” passed her hand over my dress, and
remarked how nice and warm-it was, and how she wished
she had one on too. . I asked her, *“ Are you cold?” and
she said, * Wouldn’t you be cold if you had nothing but
this white thing on? ” Half-jestingly, I took my fur cloak,
which was on a sofa close by, and put it reund her shoulders,
and told her to wear it..* Lily ” seemed delighted. She
exclaimed, ¢ Oh, how warm itis ! May I take it away with

me ?” I said, “ Yes, if you will bring it back before I go

home. I have nothing else to wear, remember.” Shc
promised she would, and left my side. Inanother mnmcm
she called out, ¢ Turn up the gas!” We did so. * Liiy ”
was gone, and so was my large fur cloak ! We searched the
little room round forit. It had entirely disappeared.
There was a locked cupboard in which Signor Rondi kept
drawing materials. I insisted on its being opened, although
he declared it had not been unlocked for weeks, and we
found it full of dust and drawing blocks; but nothing else,
so the light was again lowered, and the séance resumed
In a short time the heavy cloak was flung, apparently from

the ceiling, evidently from somewhere higher than my

head, and fell right over it.

I laid it again on the sofa, and thought no more about it
until I returned home. I then found, to my astonishment,

and considerably to my annoyance, that the fur of my cloak,

(which was a new one) was all coming out. My dress was
covered with it, and from that day I was never able to wear
the cloak again. “Lily” said she had Je-materialized it,
to take it away. Of the truth of that assertion I had no
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proof, but Iam quite sure that she did not put it together

again when she brought it back. An army of moths
encamped in it could not have damaged it more, and I can
vouch that until that evening the fur had been as perfect
as when I purchased it.

I think my next sitting with Katie Cook was at a
séance held in Museum Street, and on the invitation
of Mr. Chas. Blackburn, who is one of the most earn-
est friends of Spiritualism, and has expended a large
amount of money in its research. The only other guests
were my husband, and General and Mrs. Maclean. We
sat round a small uncovered table with the gas burning
and without a cabinet, Miss Katiec Cook had a seat be-
tween General Maclean and myself, and we made sure of
her proximity to us during the whole séance. In fact, I
never let go of her hand, and even when she wished to use
her pocket-handkerchief, she had to do it with my hand
clinging to her own. Neither did she go into a trance.
We spoke to her occasionally during the sitting, and she

nswered us, though in a very subdued voice, as she com-
plained of bemg sick and faint. In about twenty minutes,
during which the wusual manifestations occurred, the
° materialized form of ““ Lily ” appeared iz the middle of the
table, and spoke to us and kissed us all in turn. Her face
was very small, and she was only formed to the waist, but
her flesh was quite firm and warm. Whilst ¢“Lily” occu-
pied the table in the full sight of all the sitters, and I had
my hand upon Miss Cook’s ﬁgureffor—kkept passing my
hand up and down from.her face to her knees, to make
sure it was not only a hand I held), some one grasped my
chair from behind and shook it, and when I turned my
head and spoke, in a moment one arm was round my neck
“and one round the neck of my husband, who sat next to
me, whilst the voice of my daughter ¢ Florence ’* spoke to
us both, and her long hair and her soft white dress swept
over our faces and hands. Her hair was so abundant and
long, that she shook it out over my lap, that I might feel
its length and texture. I asked * Florence” for a piece
of her hair and dress, and scissors not being forthcoming,
¢ Lily ” materialized more fully, and walked round from
the other side of the table and cut off a piece of ¢ Flor-
ence’s” dress herself with my husband’s penknife, but said
they could not give me the hair that time. The two spirits
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remained with us for, perhaps, half an hour or more, whilst
General Maclean and I continued to hold Miss Cook a
prisoner. The power then failing, they disappeared, but
every one present was ready to take his oath that two pre-
sences had been with us that never entered at the door. The
room was small and unfurnished, the gas was burning, the
medium sat for the whole time in our sight. Mrs. Mac-
lean and I were the only other women present, yet two
giris bent over and kissed us, spoke to us, and placed
their bare arms on our necks at one and the same time.
There was again also a marked difference between the
medium and the materializations. I have already described
her appearance. Both of these spirits had plump faces
and figures, my daughter “ Florence’s ” hands especially
being large and ﬁrm and her loose hair nearly down to
her knees.

I had the pleasure .of holding another séance with
,Katle Cook in the same fooms, when a new manifes-
tation occurred. She is (as I I have said) a very small °
woman with very short arms. I am, on the contrary, a
very larae woinan, with very long arms, yet the arm of the
~hand I held was 61011gated to such an extent that it reached
the sitters on the other side of the table, where it would
have been impossible for mine to follow it. I should think
the limb must have been stretched to thrice its natural
length, and that in the sight of everybody. I sat again
with Katie Cook in her own house, where, if trickery is
employed, she had every opportunity of tricking us, but
the manifestations were much the same, and certainly not
more marvellous than those she had exhibited in the houses
of strangers. ‘“Lily ” and * Florence ” both- appeared at
the same time, under circumstances that admitted of no
possibility of fraud. My husband and I were accompanied
on that occasion by our friends, Captain and Mrs. Kendal,
and the order of sitting round the table was as follows :—
Myself, Katie,. Captain K., Florence Cook, my ‘husband,
Mrs. Cook, Mrs. Kendal. Each member of the family, it
will be observed, was held between two detectives, and
their hands were not once set free, I must say also that
the séance was a free one, courteously accorded us on the
invitation of Mrs. Cook; and if deceptlon had been in-
tended, we and our friends might just as well have been
left to sit with Katie alone, whilst the other members of
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the family superintended the manifestation of the « ghosts”
outside. Miss Florence Cook, indeed (Mrs. Corner),

objected at first to sitting with us, on the score that her -

mediumship usually neutralized that of her sister, but her
mother insisted on her joining the circle, lest any suspicion
should be excited by her absence. The Cooks, indeed,
are, all of them, rather averse to sitting than not, and cor-
dially -agree in disliking the powers that have been thrust
upon them against their own will. .

These influences take possession of them, unfitting them
foy more practical work, and they must live. This is, I
believe, the sole reason that they have never tried to make
money by the exercise of their mediumship. But I, for
one, fully believe them when they tell me that they con-
sider the fact of their being media as the greatest misfor-
tune that has ever happened to them. On the occasion of
this last séance, cherries and rosebuds were showered 1n
profusion on_the table during the evening. These may
easily be believed to have been secreted in the room be-
fore the commencement of the sitting, and produced at the
proper opportunity, although the hands of everybody in-
terested in their production were fast held by strangers.
But it is less easy to believe that a lady of limited income,

~like Mrs. Cook, should.go to such an expense for an unpaid

séance, for the purpose of making converts of people who
were strangers to her. Mediumship pays very badly as it
is. I am afraid it would pay still worse if the poor media
had to purchase the means for producing he phenomena,
especially when, in a town like London, they run (as in
this instance) to hq{thouse fruit and flowers.

One more example of Katie Cook’s powers and I have
done. We were assembled one evening by the invitation of
Mr. Charles Blackburn at his house, Elgin Crescent. Wesat
in a small breakfast room on the basement floor,;so small,
indeed, for the size of the party, that as we m%ircled a
large round table, the sitters’ backs touched th wall on
either side, thus entirely preventing any‘ene crossing the
room whilst we were established there. The only picce of
furniture of any consequence in the room, beside the
chairs and table, was a trichord cabinet piano, belonging
to Mrs. Cook (who was keeping house at the time for Mr.
Blackburn), and which she much valued.

Katie Cook sat amongst us as usual. In the middle of
the séance her control Lily,” who was materialized, called
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. out, “ Keep hands fast. Don't let go, whatever youdo!”

And at the same time, without seeing anything (for we
were sitting in complete darkness), we became conscious
that something large and heavy ‘was passing or being-
carried over our heads. One of the ladies of the party
became. nervous, and dropped her neighbor’s hand with
a cry-of alarm, and, at the same moment, a weighty
body fell with.a fearful crash on the other side of the
room. “ Lily” exclaimed, ¢ Some one has let go hands,”
and Mrs. Cook called out ; “Oh! it's my piano.” Lights

* were struck, when we found the cabinet piano had actually

been carried from its original position right over our heads
to the opposite side of the room, where it had fallen on the
floor and been seriously damaged. The two carved legs
were broken off, and the sounding board smashed in. Any
one who had heard poor Mrs. Cook’s ;%gxemattions over
the ruin of her favorite instrument, and the expense it
would entail to get it restored, would have felt little doubt
as to whether ske had been a willing victim to this unwel-
come proof of her daughter’s physical mediumship.

%
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CHAPTER XVIIL
THE MERIUMSHIP OF BESSIE FITZGERALD.

ONE evening I went to have a cup of tea with my friend
Miss Schonberg at Shepherd’s Bush, when she proposed
that we should go and have a séanmce with Mrs. Henry
Jencken (Kate Fox), who lived close by. I hailed the
1dea, as I had heard such great things of the medium in
question, and never had an opportunity of testing them.
Consequently, I was proportionately disappointed when,
on sending round to her house to ask if she could receive
us that evening, we received a message to say that Mr.
Jencken, her husband, had died that morning, and she

-could see no one. Miss Schonberg and I immediately cast

about in our minds to see what we should do with our
time, and she suggested we should call on Mrs. Fitzgerald.
“Who is Mrs. Fitzgerald?” *I queried. ‘“ A wonderful
medium,” replied my friend, “ whom I nret at Mrs. Wilson’s
last week, and who gave me leave to call on her. Let us
go together. And accordingly we set forth for- Mrs. Fitz-
gerald’s residence in the Goldhawk Road. I only men-
tion these circumstances to show how utterly unpreme-
ditated was my first visit to her. We arrived at her house,
“and were ushered into a sitting-room, Miss Schonberg only
sending up her name. In afew minutes the door opened,
and a small, fair woman, dressed in -black velvet, entered
the room. Miss Schonberg saluted her, and was about to
tender some explanation regarding »y presence there, when
Mrs. Fitzgerald walked straight up to me and took my
hand. ' Her eyes seemed to dilate and contract, like the

opening and shutting off of a light, in a" manner which I .

have often seen’siqt_:/e, and she uttered rapidly, ¢ You have
been married once; you have been married twice; and
you will be married a third time.” I answered, “If you
know anything, Mrs. Fitzgerald, you must know that I am
very much attached to my husband, and that your informa-
tion can give me no pleasure to hear.” “ No!” she said,
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“no! I suppese not, but you cannot alter Fate.” She
then proceeded to speak of things in “my:past life
vl which had had the greatest influence over the whole of ii,
- occurrences of so private and important a, nature that it
becomes impossible to write them down here, and for that
very reason.doubly convmcmg; to the person whom they
concern, Presently Mrs?F itzgerald wandered fo her piano,
and commenced to play the air of the ballad so firmly con-
nected in my mind with’ John Powles, “ Thou art gone
from my gaze,” whilst she turned and nodded at me saying,
“ He's here !” In fact, aftef a couplé of hours’ conversa-
tion with her, I felt that this stranger in the black velvet
- dress had turned out every secret of my life, and laid it
naked and bare before me. I was wonderfully attracted to
her. Her personality pleased me ; her lonely life, living -
with her two babies in the Goldhayk Road, made me
"anxious to give her society and pleasure, and her wonder- . |
¥ ful gifts of clairvoyance and trance mediumship, all com- -
bined to make me desire her friendship, and I gave her a -
cordial invitation to my house in the Regent’s Park, where
‘sz for some years she Was a constant visitor, and always sure
*mof a hearty welcome. It was due to hef kindness that I
. first hadthe opportunity to study trance mediumship at my
leisure, and in a shdrt time we became so familiar with her
most constant ‘control, ¢ Dewdrop,” a Red Indian girl,
and so accustomed to speak through Mrs. Fitzgerald with
‘ our own friends gone before, that we welcomed her advent
v to our house as the signal for holding a spiritual party. For
‘ the sake of the uninitiated and curious, I think Ihad better
here describe ghat is meant by trance mediumship. A
person thus gifted has the power of giving him or herself
. up to the control of the influences in command, who send
him or her off to sleep, a sleep so deep and so like death
that the spirit is actually parted p7o fem from the body,
which other spirits, sometimes living, but far oftener dead,
enter and use as if it were their own. I have mentloned .
in my chapter on “Embodied Spirits ” how my living ’
“friend in India conversed with me through Bessie Fitzgerald
in this way, also how “ Florence ” spoke to me through the
. unconscious lips of Mabel Keningale Cook.
- Of course, I am aware that it would be so easy for a.
medium simply to close. her éyes, and, professing to be en-
_ tranced, talk a lot of commonplaces, which open-mouthed
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fools might accept as a new gospel, that it becomes imper-
ative to test this class of media strictly by what they utter,
and to place no faith in them until you are? convinced
that the matters they speak of cannot possibly have been
known to any one except the friend whose mouthpicce they

" profess to be. All this I fully proved for myself from
-repeated trials and rescarshes ; but the unfortunate partof
itis, that the more forcible and convincing the private
proof, the more difficult it is to place it before the public.
I must content myself, therefore, with saying that some of
my dead friends (so called) came back to me so frequently
through Bessie Fitzgerald, and familiarized themsclves so
completely with my present life, that I, forgot sometimes

+ that they had left this world, and flew to ‘them (or rather to
Bessie) to seek their adv1ce or ask their sympathy as

. naturally as if she were their eartly form. Of these my
daughter * Florence ” was necessarlly the_most often with
me, and she and “ Dewdrop ” generally divided the time
which Mrs. Fitzgerald spent with us between them. I
never saw a control so completely identified with its
medium as “ Dewdrop ” was with Bessie. It was difficult

at times to know which was which, and one could never -

be certain until she-spoke whether the spirit or the medium
had entered the house. When she 4id speak, however,
¢ there was no mistaking them. Their characters were so
different. . Bessie Fitzgerald, a quiet, soft spoken little
woman, devoted to her children, and generally unobtrusive ;
« Dewdrop ” a Sioux Indian gxr] wary and deep as her
tribe and cute and saucy as a Yankee, with an’ amount
of devilry in her that must at times have proved very
inconvenient. She used-to play Mrs. Fitzgerald tricks
in"those days that might have brouglit her into seri-
+ ous trouble, such as controlling her whilst travelling
dn an omnibus, and talking her Yankee Indian to the
passengers until she had made their hair stand on end,
- with the suspicion that they had a lunatic for a companion.
One evening we had a large and rather “swell” evening
. party, chiefly composed of ladies and gentlemen of-the
theatrical profession, and entirely of hon-spiritualists,
excepting ourselves. Mrs. Fitzgerald had been invited,to
this party, and:declined, because it was out of her line. We
were therefore rather astonished, when all the guests were
assembled, to hear her name announced and see her enter
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the room in a morning dress. Directly I cast eyes upon
her, however, I saw that it was not herself, but ¢ Dewdrop.”

~ The stride with which she walked, the waggish way she

rolled from side to side, the dev11ry in her eye, all be-
tokened the Indian control. To make matfers worse, she
went straight up to Colonel Lean, and, throwing herself on
the ground at his feet, affectionately laid her head upon his
knee, and said, “I'se come to the party.” Imagine the
astonishment of our guests! I was obliged at once, in
defence of my friend, to explain to them how matters
stood ; and though they looked rather incredulous, they
were 1mmense1y intgrested, and ¢ Dewdrop’s ” visit proved

‘to be #%2¢ event of the evening. She talked to each one

separatelv, telling them home truths,and prophesying their
future in a way that made their cheeks go pale with fright,
or red with conscious shame, and there was quite a contest
between the men as to whoshould take “ Dewdrop” down
to the supper table,. When-there, she made herself parti-
cularly lively, making personal remarks aloud that were,
in some instances, rather trying to listen to, and which
Bessie Fitzgerald would have cut out her tongue sooner

.than utter. She ate, 100, of dishes which would have made

Bessie ill for a week. This was another strange peculiarity
of “Dewdrop’s” control. She not only ousted the spirit ;

she regulated the internal machinery of her medium’s body.
Bessie in her normal condition was a very deilcate woman
with’a weak heart and lungs, and obliged-to Be most carc-
ful in her diet., She ate like a sparrow, and of the simplest
things. “ Dewdrop,” on the other hand, tiked indigestible
food, and devoured it freely 3 yet Bessw has told me that

" she never felt any inconvenience from the food amalga-

mated with her system whilst under “ Dewdrop’s » control.
One day when Mrs. Fitzgarald wis dining with us, we had
some apples at dessert, which she would have liked to par-

_ take of, but was too much afraid of the after conscquences.

“I dare not,” she said ; ““if 1 were to eat a raw apple, I
should have mdlgestxon for a weck.” She took some pre-
served gingér instead ; and we were proceeding with our
dessert, when' I saw her hand steal out and grasp anapple.
I looked in-her face, ¢ Dewdrop ” had taken her\phce
“ Dewdropy” I said, authoritatively, *you must noteat
that. You will hurt Bessie. Put it down directly.”

“I shan’t,” replied Dewdrop drawing ‘the dlsh
towards her R | hke apples. I m always wantmg Medy ’

.
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to eat them, and she won’t so she must go away till I've i
had as many as I want.” And in effect she ate three or i
four of them, and Bessie would never have been cogni- '
. zant of the fact unless I had informed her. On the occa-
sion of the party to which she came uninvited, < Dewdrop ”
remained with us to the very last, and went home in a cab,
and landed Mrs. Fitzgerald at her house without her being
aware that she had ever left it. At that time wé were con-
stantly at each other’s houses; and many an evening have
I spent alone with Bessie in the Goldhawk Road, her ser-
vant out marketing and her little children asleep’ in the
room overhead. Her baby was then a great fat fellow of
about fifteen months old, who was given to waking and
crying for his mother. .If ¢ Dewdrop ” were present, she was
always very impatient with these interruptions. ‘‘Bother
dat George,” she would say; “I must go-up and quiet
him.” Then she would dlsappear for a few minutes, while -
Bessie woke and talked to me,and then, in the t\vmklmg‘ of
,an eye, ‘“Dewdrop” would be back again. One day, -
apparently, ¢“ George” would not be comforted, for on
“Dewdrop’s ” return she said to me, “It's no good ; I've
had to bring him down. He’s on the mat outside the door ;"
and there, sure enough, we found the poor baby wailing in
his nightshirt.” Not being able to walk, how he had been
spirited from the top storey to the bottom I leave my
readers to determine. Bessie’s little girl Mabel promised .
to be as wonderful a medium as her mother. She would
come in from the garden flushed from her play with the -
¢ spirit-children,” ‘of whom she talked as fawiliar ly as of
her little neighbors next door. I have watched her playing
.at ball with an invisible child, and have seen the ball ‘
thrown, arrested half-way in the air, and then tossed back
. again just as if a living child had been Mab’s opponent. I
had lost several infants from premature birth during my .
second marriage,and the eldest of these, a girl, appeared to
. be aconstant companion of Mabel’s. She was always talking
of what ¢ Mrs. Lean’s girl ” (as she called her) had done
‘and said ; and one day she had a violent fit of weeping
because her mother-would- not promise to buy her a frock
like the one ¢ Mrs. Lean’s girl " wore.
4 propos of these still-born children, had a curious
: experience with Mrs. Fitzgerald. I had had no idea until
then that children so born possessed any- souls, or lived
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again, but “ Florence” undeceived me when she told me
she had charge ofher little brothers and sisters. She even
professed to know the names by which they were known in
the spirit world. When a still-born baby is launched upon
the other side, she said it is delivered over to the nearest
relative of ‘its parent, to be called by what name he may
choose. Thus my first girl was christened by Colonel
Lean’s mother ¢ Gertrude,” after a bosom friend of her’s,
and my second my father named * Joan,” as he said it was
his favorite female name. Upon subsequent inquiry, we
found that Mrs. Lean Zad a friend called ¢ Gertrude,” and
that ¢ Joan ” was distinctly Captain Marryat's beau ideal
of a woman’s name. However, that signified but little. I
bécame Very curious to see or speak with these unknown °
babies of mine, and used to worry “ Florence ” to bring
them to me. She would expostulate with me after this
fashion :  Dear mother, be reasonable. Remember what
babies they are, and that this world is quite strange to them.
“Nhen your carthly children were small you never
allowed them to be brought down before strangers, for
fear they should cry. ¢Gertie’ and ‘Yonnie’ would
behave just the same if I brought them back:to you now.”
However, I went on teasing her till she made the attempt,
and ¢ Gertie”’ returned through Mrs. Fitzgereld. It wasa
long time before we could coax her to remain with us, and
when she overcame her first shyness, it was like talking to
a little savage. *Gertie” didn’t know the meaning of
anything, or the names of anything. - Her incessant ques-
tions of “ What's a father? ” ¢ What a mother? ”¥¢ What's
a dog?” were very difficult to answer; but she would
chatter about the spirit-world, and what she did there, as
glibly-as possible. She told us that she knew her brother
Francis (the lad who was drowned at sea) very well, and
she “ ran races, and Francis ¢chivied’ her; and when he:
caught her, he held her under the fountain, and the spray
wetted her frock, and made it look like silver.” The word
“ chivied ” sounding to me very much of a mundane charac-
ter, I asked “ Gertie ” where she learned it; and she said,
“ Francis says ¢chivy,” so 7 may,” and it was indeed a
common expression with him. “Gextie” took, after a
while, such a keen interest’ in my ornaments- and china,
rather to their endangerment, that I bought a doll to see
if she would play withit. At first she was vastly delighted
I
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with the “little spirit,” as she called it, and nursed it just
as a mortal child would have done. But when she began
to question me as to the reason the doll did not.look ather,
or answer her, or move about, and I szid it was because it
was not alive, she was dreadfully disappointed. * No?
alive!” she echoed; “didn’t God make it?” and when
I replied in the negative, she -threw it to the other.end of
the room, and would never look at it again.

“ Gertie ” was about five years old at this period, and
seemed to have a great idea of her own importance.  She
always announced herself as ““ The Princess. Gertie,”” and
was very dignified in her behavior. One day, when a
lady friend was present when “ Gertie ” came and asked

het to kiss her, she extended her hand instead of her face,?

saying, * You may kiss my hand.”

“Yonnie” (as *“ Joan ” called herself) was but eighteen
months old, and used to manifest herself, roarizng like a

child forctbly dragged before strangers, and the only word

we could ever extract from her was ¢ Sugar-plums.”  Ac-
cordingly, I invested in some for her benefit, with which
she filled her mouth so full as nearly to choke the medium,
and “ Florence ” rebuked me seriously for my “carelessness,

and threatened never to bring “ Yonnie ” down to this

earth again. There had been®three other children—boys
—whom I was equally anxious to see again, but, for some
inexplicable reasom, “ Florence” said it was 1mpossxble
that they could manifest. The little girls, however, came
until we were quite familiar with them. I am aware that
all this must sound very childish, but had it not borne a
remarkable context, I should not have related it. All the
" wonder of it will be found later on.

Mrs. Fitzgerald suffered very much at this time from in-
somnia, which she always declared was benefitted:after a
visit to me. I proposed one night, therefore, when she had
stayed with us later than usual, that she should remain and
share my bed, and return home in the morning. She con-
sented, and at the usual hour we retired to rest together, I
‘taking care to lock the bedroom door and keep the gas burn-
ing ; indeed, Bessie was so nervous of what she might see
that she would not have remained in the dark for any con-
sideration. The bed we occupied was/What is called a half

tester, with a canopy and curtains on either side. As soon"

as ever Bessie got into it, she burrowed under the clothes
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like a dormouse, and went fast asleep. I was too curious to
see what might happen to follow her example, so my head
remained on the pillow, and my eyes-wide open, and turn-
ing in every direction. ; Presently I saw the curtains on
the opposite side.of the bed gently shaken, next a white
hand and arm appeared round them, and was passed up
and down the ridge that represented Bessie Fitzgerald’s
body ; finally, after several times stepping forward and
retreating again, a female figure emerged and walked to
the foot of the bedstead and-stood-there—regarding me.
She was, to all appearance, as solidly formed as any human
creature could be, and she was as perfectly distinct as

though seen by daylight. Her head and-bust reminded .

me at once of the celebrated ¢ Clytie,” they were so classi-
cally and beautifully formed. Her hair and skin were fair,
her eyes luminously liquid and gentle, her whole attitude
one of modest dignity. . She was clothed in some creamy
white material, thick and soft, and intermixed with dull
gold. She wore no ornaments, but in her right hand she
carried a long branch of pa]m or olive, or myrtle, some-
thing tall and tapering, and of dark green. She scarcely
could be said to smile at me, but there was an indescrib-
able appearance of peace and tranquillity about her, When
I described this apparition to Bessie in the morning, ‘she
recognized it at once as that of her control, “ Goodness,”

whom she had seen clairvoyantly, but she affirmed that T -

was the only person who had ever given her a correct des-
cription of this influence, which was the best and purest

about her. After ¢ Goodness” had remained in the same -
' position for a few minutes, she walked back again behind

the curtain, which served as a cabinet, and ¢ Florence ”
came out and had a whispered conversation with “me.
Next a dark face, but only a -face, said to be that of

« Dewdrop,” peeped out. four or five times, and disap- .
"peared again ; then a voice said, ‘“ No more ! good-night,” -

and I turned round to where Bessie lay sleeping beside
me, and went to sleep myself. After that, she often came,
when suffermg worse than usual from insomnia, to pass the
night with me, as she said my magnetism caused her to
sleep, and similar manifestations always occurred when we
were alone and together. §
Mrs. Fitzgerald’s mediumship was by no means use
however, for the sole purpose of gratifying curiosity or

¢
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foretelling the future. She was a wonderful medical
diagnoser, and sat for a long time in the service of a well-
known medical man. She would be ensconced in a corner
of his waiting-room and tell him the exact disease of each
patient that entered. She told me she could see the in-
side of everybody as perfectly as though they were made

of glass. This gift, however, induced her to take ona -

reflection (as it were) of the disease she diagnosed, and
after a while her failing strength compelled her to give it

,up. Her control “ Dewdrop ” was what she called herself,
‘“a metal spirit,? Z.e., her advice was very trustworthy
with regard to all speculations and mohetary transactions.
Many stockbrokers and city men used regularly to con-
sult Bessie before they engaged in any speculation, and
she received many valuable presents in return for her
assistance in * making a pile.” One gentleman, indeed,
settled a large sum of money when he died on bher little
son in gratitude for the fortune ¢ Dewdrop” had helped
him to accumulate. Persons who sneer at Spiritualism and
‘declare it to be useless, little know how much advantage is

- taken of spiritual forethought and prevision by those who
believe in it. I have-never been sorry but when I have
neglected to follow the advice of a medium whom I had
proved to be trustworthy.

In the autumn of 1883 I introduced my own entertain--

- ment of “ Love Letters ” to the provincial British public,
and it had an immediate and undeniable success.. My en-
gagements poured in rapidly, and I had already booked
“dates for the whole spring of 1884, when Mr. Edgar Bruce
offered me an engagement at the Prince of Wales’ (then
the Prince’s) Theatre, about to be opened in Piccadilly.
I had been anxiously waiting to obtain an eggagement on
the London boards, and was eager to accept it ; still, I
did not know if I would be wise in relinquishing my pro-
vincial engagéments. I wrote to Bessie to ask “ Dew-
drop ” what I should do; the answer was, “ Don’t accept,
only a flash in the pan.” Thereupon I sent to Mr. Bruce

"to ask how long the engagement was likely to last,
and his answer was that he expected “ The Palace of
Truth” to run a year at least, and at any rate I was to
consider myself one of a ¢stock company.” Thereupon I
cancelled all my entertainment engagements, returned to
London, appeared at the Prifce’s Theatre for just elever
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162 THERE IS NO DEATH.
weeks, and got into four law suits with my disappocinted
patrons for my trouble. o

It is one of the commonest remarks made by stupid
people, “If the spirits know anything, let& them tell
me , the name of the winner of the Derby, and then

\mll believe them,” ctc. I was speaking of this once
to “Dewdrop,” and she said, “We could \tell if we
choose, but, we are not allowed to do so. | If Spiritual-
ism was generally used for such things, all \the world
would rush to it in order to cheat one another. But
if you will promise me not to open it until after the Derby

. is run, I will give you the name of the winner|now in a
sealed envelope, to prove that what I say is the truth.”
We gave her the requisite materials, and she made a few
pencil marks on a piece of paper, and sealed it up, It was
the year that ¢ Shotover ” won the Derby. The &ay after
the race,#ve opened the envelope and found the frawing
of aman with a gun in his hand, a hedge, and a bird flying
away on _the other side ; very sketchy, but perfectly in-
" telligible to one who could read between the lines.| 3

I was at the theatre one night with Bessie in a box, when I
found out that “ Dewdrop ” had taken her place. 3‘ Dew-

-drop” was very fond of going to the play, and her re-
marks were so funny and so naive as to keep one con-
stantly amused. Presently,-between the acts, she said to

; ‘'me, “Do you see that man in the front row of the) stalls

" with a bald head, sitting next to the old lady with a fat
neck?” I replied I did. “ Now you watch,” said “Dew-
drop ; ” “I’'m going down there to have some fun. irst
T’ll tickle the old man’s head, and then I'll scratch the old
woman’s neck. Now, you and ‘Medie’ watch.” |The
next moment Bessie spoke to tee in her own voice, and I
told her what “Dewdrop ” proposed to do. * Oh, poor
things !” she said, compassionately, ‘“how she will tor-
ment them!” To watch what followed was a perfect
farce. TFirst, the old man put his hand up to his bald
head, and then he took out his handkerchief and flicked it,
then-he rubbed it, and finally scrubded it to alleviate the
increasing irritation. Then the old lady began the same
business with her neck, and finding it of no avail, glared at
the old man as if she thought %e had done it ; in fact, they
were both in such evident torture that there was no doubt
« Dewdrop ” had kept her promise, When she returned to
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me she said, “ There ! didn’t.you see me walkmg along
the front row of stalls, in my ‘moccasins and beads and
feathers, and all my war-paint on, tickling the old fellow’s
head?” “I didn’t see you, ‘Dewdrop,”” I answered,
“but I'm sure you were there.” “Ah! but the old fellow
felt me, and so did the old girl,” she replied.

Bessie Fitzgerald is now Mrs. Russell Davies, and
carries on her séances in Upper Norwood. No one who
attends them can fail to féel interested in the various phe-
nomena he will meet with there.
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CHAPTER XIX.

THE MEDIUMSHIP OF LOTTIE FOWLER.

: As I was introduced to Lottie Fowler'many years before I
met Bessie Fitzgerald, I suppose the account of her medium-
i ship should have come first; but I am writing this vera- -
il cious narrative on no fixed or artificial plan, but just as it
%{i ) occurs to me, though not from memory, because notes were
i taken of every particular at the time of occurrence. In
1874 I was largely employed on the London Press, and
constantly sent to report on anything novel or curious, and
; likely to afford matter for an interestingarticle. It was for
| such a purpose that I received an order from one of the
i principal newspapers in town to go and’have a complimen-
i tary séance with an American cldirvoyant newly arrived
[ in England, Miss Lottie Fowler. Until I received my
i directions I had never heard the medium’s name, and I
J:! knew very little of clairvoyance. She was lodging in Con-
duit Street, and I reached her house one morning as early
i as ten o'clock, and sent in a card with the name of the
i paperonly written on it. I was readily admitted. Miss
Fowler was naturally anxious to be noticed by the press
hiy and introduced to London society. I found her a stylish-
4 looking, well-dressed woman of about thirty, with a pleas-
! ant, intelligent face. Those of my readers who have only
i , met her since sickness and misfortune made inroads on her
! appearance may smile at my descpption, but I repeat that
: seventeen years ago Lottie Fowler was prosperous and
energetic-looking. She received me very cordially, and
asked me into a little back parlor, of which, as it was sum-
mer weather, both the windows and doors were left open.
Here, in the sunshine, she sat down and took my hand in
hers, and began chatting of what she wished and hoped to .
do in London. Suddenly her eyes closed and her head
fell back. She breathed hard for a few minutes, and then
sat up, still with her eyes closed, and began to talk in a
high key, and in broken English.. This was her well-known
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control, “ Annie,” without doubt one of the best clairvoy-
ants hvmg She began by explaining to me that she had
been a German girl in earth life, and couldn’t speak Eng-
lish properly; but I should understand her better when I
was more familiar with her. She then commenced with
my birth by the sea, described my father’s personality and
" occupation, spoke of my mother, my brothers and sisters,
my illnesses, my marriage, and my domestic life. Then
she said, ““ Wait! now I'll go to your house, and tell you
what I see there.” She then repeated the names of all my
children, giving a-sketch of the character of each one,
down to the “ baby with the flower name,” as she called
my little Daisy. After she had really exhausted the sub-
ject of my past and present, she said, “ You'll say I've
- read all this out of your mind, so now I'll tell you what I
see in the future. You'll be married a second time.”
Now, at this period'I was editing a fashionable magazine,
and drew a large number of literary men around me. I
kept open house on Tuesday evenings, and had innumer-
able friends, and I may (I don't say I %ed), but I may
have sometimes speculated what my fate might be in the
event of my becoming free. The séance I speak of took
place on a Wednesday morning ; and when “Annie ” told me
I should be married a second time, my thoughts involun-
tarily took to themselves wings, I suppose, for she imme-
diately followed up her assertion by saying, “ No! not
to the man who broke the tumbler. at your house last
night. You will marry. another soldier.” “No, thank
you,” I exclaimed ; ‘no more army men for me. I've had
enough of soldiers to last me a lifetime.” ‘‘ Annie ” looked
very grave. ‘You wi// marry another soldier,” she reiter-
ated; “I can see him now, walking up a terrace. He is
very tall and big, and has brown hair cut quite short, but
so soft and shiny. At the back of his head k€ looks as
sleek as a mole. He has a broad face, a pleasant, smiling
face, and when he laughs he shows very white teeth. Isee
him knocking at your door. He says, ‘Is Mrs. Ross-
Church athome?’ ‘Yes,sir.” Then he goesinto a room
full of books. * Florence, my wife is dead. Will you be
my wife?’ And you say ‘VYes’” ¢ Annie” spoke so
naturally, and I was so astonished at her knowledge of
my affairs, that it never struck me till I returned home
that she had called me by my name, which had been kept
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carefully from her. I asked her, ¢ When will my husband
die?” “I don’t see his death anywhere,” she answered.
“But how can I marry again unless he dies? ” I said. “I
don’t know, but I can’t tell you what I don’t see. I seea
house all in confusion, papers are thrown about, and every-
thing is topsy-turvy, and two people are going different
ways ; and, oh, there is so much trouble and so many tears !
But I don’t see any death anywhere.”

Ireturned home, very much astonished at all Miss
Fowler had said regarding my past and present, but
very incredulous with respect to her prophecies for the
future. Yet, three years afterwards, when much of
what she told me had come-to pass, I was travelling
from Charing Cross to Fareham with Mr. Grossmith,
to give our entertainment of “ Entre Nous,” when the
train stopped as usual to water at Chatham. On the
platform stood Colonel Lean, in uniform, talking to some
friends. I had never set eyes on him till that moment;
but I said at once to Mr. Grossmith, “ Do you see that
officer in the undress uniform? That is the man Lottie
Fowler told me I should marry.,” Her description had
been so exact t 1at I recognized him at once. Ofcourse, I
got well laughed at, and was ready after a while to laugh
-at myself. Two months afterwards, however, I was engaged
to recite at.the Literary Institute at Chatham, where I had
never set foot in my life before. Colonel Liean came to
the Recital; and introduced himself to me. He became a
; } visitor at my house in London (which, by the by, had been
! ‘ changed for one in a ferrace), and two years afterwards,
in, June 1879, we were married. 1 have so far overcome
b a natural scruple to make my private affairs public, in jus-
Y] . tice to Lottie Fowler. It is useless narrating anything to
i

-
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i do with the supernatural (although I have been taught
i) that this is a wrong term, and that nothing that exists is
) above nature, but only a continuation of it), unless one is
. prepared to prove that it was true. Lottie Fowler did not
‘ make a long stay in England on that occasion. She
returned to America for some time, and I was Mrs. Lean
before I met her again. The second visit was a remarkable
one. I had been to-another medium, who had made me
- very unhappy by some prophecies with regard to my hus-
band’s health ; indeed, she had said he would not live a
counle of years, and I was so excited about it that my

&

| [H]




Nz
THERE IS NO DEATH. 167

friend Miss Schonberg advised our going then and there to
see Lottie Fowler, who had just arrived in England, and
was staying in Vernon Place, Bloomsbury ; and though it
was late at night, we set off at once. The answer to our
request to see Miss Fowler was that -she wasf too tired to
receive any more visitors that day. ‘ Do ask her to see
me,” I urged. ‘I won’t detain her a moment; I only
want to ask her one question.”” TUpon this, we were
-admitted, and found Lottie nearly asleep. ¢ Miss Fowler,”
I began, K you told me five years ago that I should be
married a second time. Well, I 27 married, and now they
- tell me I shall Toose my husband » And then I told her
how ill he was, and what the doctors said, and what the
medium said. “You told me the truth before,” I con-
tinued ; ¢ tell it me now. Will he die?” Lottie took a
locket containing his hair in her hand for a ‘minute, and
then replied confidently, ¢ They know nothing about it.
He will not die—that is not yet—not for a long while.”
“ But when ?” 1 said, despairingly. * Leave that to God,
child,” she answered, ‘ and be happy now.” And in effect
Colonel Lean recovered from his illness, and became
strong and hearty again. But whence did Miss Fowler
gain‘the confidence to asserg that a man whom she had
never seen, nor even heard of, should recover from a disease
which the dgctors pronounced to be mortal? From that
time Lottie and I became fast friends, and continue so to
this day. It is a remarkable thing that she would never
take a sixpence from me in payment for her. services,
though I have sat with her scores of times, nor would she
accept a present, and that when she hasibeen sorely in
need of fungds. She said she had been told she should
never prosﬁder if she touched my money. She has one of

the most grateful and affectionate and generous natures -

possible, and has half-starved herself for the sake of others
who lived upon her. I have seen her under sickness, and
poverty, and trouble, and I think she is one of the kindest-
hearted and be t women living, and I am glad of even this
slight opportugity to bear testimony to ‘her disposition.
At one time sh

sitters, who used to pay her handsomely for a séance, but
of late years her clients have fallen off, and her fortunes
have proportionately decreased. She has now returned to
the Southern States of America, and says she has seen the

ad a large and fashionable cZientéle of -
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last of England. All I can say is, that I consider her a
great personal loss as a referee in all business matters as
well as a prophel for the future. She also,, like Bessie
Fitzgerald, is a great medical diagnoser. She was largely
consulted by phys:cmus about the Court at the time of the
Prince of Wales' dangerous illness, and predicted his.
recovery from the commencement. It was through her
mediumship that the body of the late Lord Lindesay of
Balcarres, which was stolen from the family vault, was
eventually recovered ; and the present Lord Lindesay gave
her a béautiful little watch, enamelled and set in diamom}s,
in‘commem®ration of the event. She predicted the riot
that-took place in London some years ago, and the Tay
Bridge disaster ; but who is so silly as to believe the pro-
phecies of medla now-a:days? There has hardly been an
event in my life, since I have known Lottie Fowler, that
she has not prepared me for beforehand, but the majority
-of them are too insignificant to interest the reader. One,
however, the saddest I have ever been called upon to
encounter, was wonderfully foretold. In February, 1886,
Lottie (or rather, “ Annie ”) said to me, “ There is'a great
trouble in store for you, Flotris 7 (she always called me
“ Florris ”) ; “ you are passing under black clouds, and
there is a coffin hanging over you. It will leave your '
house.” This made me very uneasy. No one lived in my
house but my husband and myself. I asked, “Is it my own
coffin?” “No!” “Isit my husband’s 20 “Nogit'is that .
of a, much younger person.’

I questioned her very closely, but she wo
any more, and I tried to dismiss the 1dea niy- mind.
Still it wouJd constantly recur, for-I knew,™¥m experience,
how true her predictions were. At lastI felt as if|I could
bear thé suspense no longer, and I went to her and said,
‘““You must tell me that the coffin you spoke of is|not for
one of my children, or the uncertainty will driv#me mad.”
“ Annie ” thought a minute, and then said slow]v "“No;
it is not for one of your chiidren.” ®Then I can bear
anything else,” I replied. The time went on, and in Apnl an
uncle of mine died. I rushed again to.Lotti& Fowler. “Is
this the death you prophesied? ” I asked her. * No,”
she replied ; ¢ the coffin’ must leave your house. But this
death will be followed. by another in the family,” which it
was within the week, The following Febrgary my nexi-
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door neighbors lost their only son. I had known-the boy
for years, and I was very sorry for them. As I was watch-
ing the funeral preparations from my bedroom window,
I saw the coffin carried out of the hall door, which adjoined
mine with only a railing between. Knowing that many
prophetical media . see the future in a series of pictures, it
struck me that Lottie must have seen this coffin leaving,
and mistaken the house for mine. I went to her again.
This proves how the prediction had weighed all this time
upon my mind: & Has not the death you spoke of taken
place zow 2" 1 asked her. ** Has not the coffin left my
house ? ”” ““ No,” she answered ; “it will be a relative, one
of the family. It is much nearer now than it was.” . I felt
uncomfortable, but I would not allow it to make me un-
happy. “Annie ” had said it was not one of my own. chil-
dren, and so long as they were spared I felt strong enough
for anything. ) . .

In' the July-following my eldest daughter came to
me irf much distress. * She had heard of the death of a
friend, one who had been - associated with her_in ‘her
professional life, and. the news had shocked her greatly.
She had.always been opposed to Spiritualism. She didn’t
see the good of it, and thought I believed in it a great deal
more than was necessary. I had often asked herto accom-
pany-me to séances, or to see trance media, and she had
refused. She used to say she had no one on the other side
she cared tospeak to. -But when her young friend died,
she begged mé fo take her to a medium to hear some news
of him, and wé went together to Lottie Fowler. ¢ Annie”
did notwait for any profnpting, but opened the ball at once.
“ You've come here to ask me how youn' can see your friend

who has just passed over,” she said. “ Well, he’s all right. |

He's in this room now, and.he says you will see him very

soon:” ¢ To which medium shall I go?” said my daughter.
“ Don’t go to any medium. Wait a little while, and you~

will see him with your owfi eyes.” My daughter Wass[ .

physical medium _herself, though I had prevented-her si-
ting for fear it should injure her health ; and I beljeved,

with her, that ¢ Annie "’ meant that herfriend would madn- -
ifest through her own-power. She turned to me and said, -

“ Oh, mother, I shall.be awfully frightened if he-appears to
" me at night ;” and * Annie” answered, “ No, you won’t
be frightened wherf; you see him. You will be very pleased.

s a

B

R

i

PR T (0 g e

'

Sy



-
by

170 THERE.IS NO DEATH.

Your meeting will be a source of great pleasure on both
sides.” My daughter had just signed alucrative engagement,
and was about to start on a provincial tour. Her next
request was,  Tell me what you see for me in the future.”
‘“ Annie” replied, “I cannot see it clearly. Anotherday .
I may be able to tell you more, but to-day it is all dim.
Every time Itry to see it a wall seems to rise behind your
head and shut it out.” Then she turned to me and said,
“ Florris, that coffin is very near younow. Ithangs right
‘ over your head!” I answered carelessly, “ I wish it would
come and have done withit. It is eighteen months now,
Annie, since you uttered that dismal prophecy !” Little
did I really believe that it was to be so quickly and so ter-
ribly fulfilled: Three weeks after that séance, my beloved
child (who was staying with me) was carried out of my
house in hercoffin to Kensal Green. I was so stunned by"
the blow, that it was not for some time after that I re-
membered “ Annie’s ” prediction. When I asked her wiy
she had tortured me with the suspense of coming evil for
eighteen months, she said she had been told to do so by
my guardian spirits, or my brain would have been injured
by the suddenness of the shock. When I asked why she
had denied it would be one of my children, she still main-
tained that she had obeyed a higher order, because’to tell
the truth so long beforehand would have half-killed me-as in- '
deed it would. * Annie ” said she had noidea, even during
that last interview, that the death she predicted was that
of the girl before her. She saw her future was misty, and
that the coffin was over my head, but she did not connect
the two facts together. Inlike manner I have heard almost
every event of my future through Lottie Fowler’s lips, and
she has never yet proved 1o be wrong, except-in one in-
stance of #me. She predicted an event for a certain year
-~ - and it did not take place till afterwards ; and it has
% Annie” so wary, that she steadfastly refuses now te/give
‘any dates. Ialways warn inquirers not to place faith in any
given dates. The spirits have told me they have 2y #ime
. 1n the spheres, but judge of it simply as the reflections of the
- future appears nearer, or further, from the sitfer’s face.
Thus, something that will happen years hence appears-
_ ‘cloudy and far off, whilst the events of next week or next}.
4 . month seem bright and distinct, and quite near.” This
=i . ’ is 2 method of judging which can only be gained by prac-
f { . tice, and must at all times be uncertain and misleading.
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I have often acted as amanuensis for Lottie Fowler, for
letters are constantly arriving for her from every part of the
world which can only be answered under trance, -and she
has asked me totake down the repliesas “ Annie ” dictated
them, I have answered by this means the most searching
questions from over the seas relating to health apd money
and lost articles.whilst Lottie was fast asleep and * Annie”

thanking me for acting go-between, and siying how won-
derfully correct and valuable the information *“ Anuie ” had
sent them had proved to be. Of course, it would be im-
possible, in this paper, to tell of the constant intercourse
I have had with Lottie Fowler during the last ten or twelve
years, and the manner in which she has mapped out my
future for me, preventing* my cherishing false hopes that
would never be realized, making bad bargains that would
prove monetary losses; and believing in apparent friend-
ship-that was only a cloak for selfishness and treachery.
I have learned many bitter lessons from het lips. I have
also made a good deal of money through her means. She
has told me what will happen to me between this time and
the time of my death, and I feel prepared for the cvil and
- content with the good. Lottie Fowler had very bad health
for some time before she left England, and it had become
quite necessary that she should go; but I think if the
British public had known what a wonderful woman was in
their midst, they would have made it better worth her
while to stay amongst them.
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! CHAPTER XX.

THE MEDIUMSHIP OF WILLIAM FLETCHER.

IT may be remembered in the “ Story of John Powles * that
when, as a perfect stranger to Mr. Fletcher, I walked one
evemng into the Stemway Hall, I heard him describe the
circumstances of my old frlend_’s death in a very startling
manner. Itmade such animpression on me that I became
anxious to hear what more Mr. Fletcher might have to say
to me in private, and for that purpose I wrote and made

‘an appointment with him at his private residence in Gordon

Square. I did not conceal my name, and I knew my name
must be familiar to him ; for although he had only just
arrived from America, I am better known as an author in
that country perhaps thanin this. But I had no intention
of gauging his powers by what he told me of my;extenor
life ; and by what followed, his guide “ Winona ” ev1dently
guessed my ideas upon the subject. After the séance I

wrote thus concerning it to the Banner 0f Light, a New
York Spiritualistic paper :— .

“T had seen many clairvoyants beforc, both in publlc .

and pnvate and had witnessed wonderful feats of skill on
their part in naming and describing concealed objects, and
reading print or writing when held far beyond their reach
of sight ; but I knew the trick of all that. If Mr. Fletcher
is going ’to treat me to any mental legerdemain, I thought,
as I took my way to Gordon Square, I shall'have wasted
both my time and trouble upon him ; and, I cenfess, as I
approached the house, that I felt doubtful whether I might
not be deceived against my senses by the clever lecturer,

whose eloquence had charmed me into desiring a more .

intimate acquaintance with him. Even the private life of
a professional person soon becomes public property in
London ; and had Mr. Fletcher wished to find out my
faults and fallmg,g he had but to apply to , say, my
dearest friend, or the one upon whom I had bestowed most
benefits, to learn the worst aspect of the worst side of my

~
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character. But the neat little page-boy answered my sum-
mons so promptly that I had ng time to think of turning
back again; and I was ushered through a «carpeted hall

and up a staircase into a double drawmmroom, strewn with
evidence that my clairvoyant friend possessed not only
artistic taste, but the means toindulgeit. The back room
into which I was shown was hung with paintings and fitted
with a luxurious causeuse, covered with art needlework,

-and drawn agajnst the open _window, through which I‘DIth
be seen some fine old trees in the garden below, and Mr.
Fletcher’s dogs enjoying themselves beneath their shade.

Nothmg could be further removed from one’s ideas of a
haunt of mystery or magic, or the abode of a man who was
forced to descend to trickery for a livelihood. In a few
minutes Mr. Fletcher entered the room and saluted me
with the air of a gentleman. e did not proceed to busi-
ness, however, until he had taken me round his rooms, and
shown me his favorite pictures, including a portrait of Sara
Bernhardt, etched by herself, ia the character of Mrs.
Clarkson in ZL’'Etrangére. After which we returned to
the back drawing-room, and without darkening the win-
dows or adopting any precautions, we took our seats upon
the causeuse facing each other, whilst Mr. Fletcher laid
his left hand lightly upon mine. In the course of a minute
I observed several convulsive shivers pass through his
frame, his eyes closed, and his head sunk back upon the
cushions, apparently in sleep. I sat perfectly still and
silent with my hand in his. Presently he reopened his

. eyes quite naturally, and sitting upright, began to speak to.

me in a very soft, thin, feminine voice. He (or rather his
guide “ Winona”) began Dby saying that she would not
wasle my time on facts that she might Have gathered from
the world, but would confine herself to speaking of my
tnner life.  Thereupon, with the most astonishing astute-
ness, she told me of my thoughts and feelings, reading them
off like a book. She repeated to me words and actions
that had been said and done in privacy hundred of miles
away. She dectailed the characters of my acquaintance,
showing who were true and who. were false, giving me
their’ names and ' places of residence. She told me the
motives I had had for certain actions, and what was -more
strange, revealed truths concerning myself which I had not

- recognized until they were presented to me through the
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medium of a perfect stranger. Every questionI put terher

. was accurately answered, and I was repeatedly mivited to

draw further revelations from her. The fact'being that I
was struck almost dumb by what I had heard, and rendered
incapable of doing anything but matvel at the wonderful
gift that enabled a man, not only to read each thought that
passed through my bram, buf to see, as in a mirror, scenes
that were being enacted miles away with the actors con-
ceined in them and the motives that animated them.
“ Winona” read the future for me as well as the past, and
the first distinct prophecy she. uttered has already most
unexpectedly come to pass. When I announced that I was
satisfied, the clairvoyant laid his head-back again uponthe
cushions, the same convulsive shudders passed through -
his frame, and. in. another minute he was smiling in my
face, and hoping I had a-good séanie.”

This is part of the letter I wrote concerning Mr. Fletcher
to the Banner of Light. Buta description of words, how-
ever strongly put, can never carry the same weight as the
words themselves. Soanxious am I to make this statement
as trustworthy as possible, however,*that I will now go
further, and give the exact words as ¢ Winona ” spoke them
to me on that occasion, and as T tagk _thesadown from her
lips. Some parts I must omit, not for my own sake, but
because of the treachery they justly ascribed to persons
still living in this world. But enough will, I trust, remain
to prove how intimately the spirit must have penktrated
to my inner life. This is, then, the greater part of what
“ Winona ” said to me on the 27th of June, 1879:

“You are a Child of Destiny, who never was a child.
Your life is fuller of tragedies than any life. I ever read yet.
I will not tell you of the past facts, because they are known
to the world, and I might have heard them from others.
But I will speak of yourself. I have to leave the earth-
world whep I come 1in contact with you, and enter a planet-
ary sphere in which you dwell (and ever must dwell)
alone. 1t is as if you were in a room shut off from the rest
of mankind. You are one of the world’s magnets. You
have nothing really in common with the rest. You draw
people to you, and live upon their life ; and when they -
have no more to give, nor you to demand, the liking fades
on both sides. It must be so, because the spirit requires-
food the same as the body; and when the store is:
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exhausted, the affection is starved out, and the persons
pass out of your life.  You have often wondered to your-
self why an acquaintance who seemed necessary to you to-
day you can live perfectly well without to-morrow. This
is the reason. More than that, ¥ you continue to cling to
those whose spiritual system you have exllausted, they
would poison you, instead of nourishing you: You may
not like it, but those you value most you should oftenest
part with. Separation will not decrease’ your influence
over them ; it will increase it. Constant intercourse ‘may
be fatal to your dearest affections. You draw so much on
others, you empty them, and they have nothing more to
give you. You have often wondered, too, why, after you
have lived in a place a little while, you become sad, weary,
and ill—not physically ill, but mentally so—and you feel
as if you must leave it, and go to another place. When
you settle in this fresh place, you think at first that it is
the very place where you will be content to live and die;
but after a little while the same weariness and faintuness
comes back again, and you think you cannot breathe till
you leave it, as you did the other. This is not fancy. Itis
because your nature has exhausted all it can draw from its
surroundings, and change becomes a necessity to life. You
will never be able to live long in any place without change,
and let me warn you never to settle yourself down aily-
where with the idea of living there entirely.” Were you
forced to do so, you would soon die. You would be starved
to death spiritdally. All people are not born under a fate,
but you were, and you can do very little to‘change it.
England is the country of your fate. You will never pros-
per in health, mind, or money in a foreign country. It is
good to go abroad for change, but never try to live there.
“You are thinking of going abroad now, but you will not
remain there nearly so long as youanticipate. Something
will arise to make you alter your plans—not a real trouble
—but an uneasiness. The plan you think of will not
.answer.” (This prediction was fulfilled to the letter.)
“ This year completes an era in your professional career—
not of ill-luck, so much as of stagnation. Your work has
been rather duller of late years. “The Christmas of 1879
will bring you brighter fortune. Some one who has appeared
to drop you will come forward again, and take up your
cause, and bring you in much money.” (This also came
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to pass.) “You have not nearly reached the zenith of
your success. Itis yet to,come. It is only beginning.
You will have another child, certainly oze, but I am not
sure if it will live in this world. I do not see its earth-life,
but'I see you in that condition. ’

- “ Your nervous system was for many years strang up to -
its highest tension—now-it-is- relaxed, and your physical
powers are at their lowest ebb. You could not bear a
child in your present condition. You must become much
lighter-hearted, more contented and at ease/before that
comes to pass. ~ You must have ceased to wish for a child,
or even to expect it. You have never had a heart really
at ease yet. All your happiness has been féverish.

1

“T sée your evil genius. She is out of your life at pre-
sent, but she crossed your path last yeat, and caused you
much heart-burning, and not without rgason. It seems to
me that some sudden shock or accident put an end to the
acquaintance ; but she will cross ypur path again, and
cause you more misery, perhaps, than anything else has
don = She is not young, but stout,/and not handsome, as
it seems to me. She is addicted o drinking. I see ber
rolling about now under the influence of liquor. She has
been married more than once. ¥ see the name -
written in the air. She would go any lengths to take that
you value from you, even to compassing your death. She
1s madly in love with what is fours. She would do any-

" thing to compass her ends—not only immoral things, but

filth—filth. I have no hesifation in saying this. When-
in public or private, flee from
(This information was correct
in-every detail. The ngme was given at full length. I
repeat it-as a specimen /of the succinctness of intelligence
given through trance hediumship.) * 1883 will be a most
unfortunate year for you. - You will have a severe illness,
your friends will nof know if you are going to live or die,
and during this illpess you will endure great mental agony,
caused through a woman, one of whose names begins with
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You will meet her some time before, and she will
profess to be your dearest friend. I see her bending over
you, and telling you she is your best friend, and you are
disposed to believe it. ~She is as tall as you are, but does
not look so tall from a habit she has of carrying herself.

She is not handsome, strictly speaking, but dark and very -

fascinating. She has a trick of keeping her eyes down
when she speaks. She is possibly French, or of French
extraction, but speaks English. She will get a hold. upon

’s mind that will nearly separate you.” (At this junc-
ture I asked, “ How can I preventit?”) “IfI told you,

that if you went by the 3 o’clock train from Gower Street,®

you would be smashed, you would not take that train.
When you meet a woman answering this description, stop
and ask yourself whether she is the one I have warned

you against, before you admit her across the -threshold of
your house. .

“——'s character is positive for good, and negative for
evil. If what is even for his good were urged upon him, he
‘would refuse to comply; but present evxl to him as a
possible good, and he will stop to consider whether it is not
so. If he is to be guided aright, it must be by making him
believe it would be impossible for him to go wrong.
Elevate his nature by elevating his standard of right,.
Make it impossible for him to lower himself, by convincing
him that he wowu/d be lowered. He is very conceited.
Admiration is the breath of his life. He is always thinking
what people will say of him or his actions. Heis very weak
under temptation, especially the temptation of flattery. He
is much too fond of women. You have a difficult task
before you, and-you have dorie much harm already through
your own fault. He believes toglittle,in the evil of others
—mmuch too little. If he were unfaithful to those who trust
him, he would be quite surprised to find he had broken
_their hearts. ¥our work is but Beginning. Hitherto all
has been excitément, and there has Deen but little danger.
+ Now comes moﬁotony and the fear of sat:ety Your fault
through life has been i not asserting the positive side of
your character. You were born to rule, and you have sat
down a slave. Elther through indolence or despair of suc-
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cess, you have presented a negative side to the insults
offered you, and in the end you have been beaten, You
make a great mistake in letting vour female friends read
all your joys and sorrows. Meén would sympathize and
pity. Women will only take advantage of them. Assert
your dignity as mistress in your own house, and don’t let
those visitors invite themselves who do not come for you.
You are, as it were, the open door for more than one false
friend. I warn you especially against two unmarried women
—at least, if they are married, I don’t see their husbands
anywhere. They are both too fond of — ; one very much
t0o fond of him, and you laugh at it, and give your leave
for caresses and endearments which should ﬁever be per-
mitted. If I were to tell them that they visit at your house
for , and not for you, they would be velry mdlonant
They give you presents, and really like you; but is
the attraction, and with one of them it only needs tlme,

place and opportunity to cause the ruin of and your-
self. She has an impediment in walking. I need say. no’
more. She wants to become still more familiar, and live
under the same roof with you. You must prevent it. The
other is doing more harm to herself than to anyone else.

She is silly and romantic, and must dream of some one.

It is a pity it should be encouraged by familiarity.
has no feeling for them beyond pity and friendship, but it
is not necessary he should love a woman to make her

" dangerous to him. As far as I can see your lives extend,

will love you, and you will retain _your influence over
him if you ckoose to do so. But itis in your own hands
what you make of him. = You must not judge his nature by
your own. You are shuttmg yourself up too much. You
should be surrounded Dy a circle of men, so that you might
not draw influence from alone. You should go out
more, and associate with clever men, and hear what they
have to say to you. You must not keep so entirely with

. It is bad for both' of you, You are making too
great a demand upon his spiritual powers, and you will
exhaust them too soon. A woman cannot draw spiritual
life from women only. She must take it from men. There
is another acquaintance I must warn you .against ; a
widow, fair hair, light eyes, not clever, but cunning. She
h#s but one purpose in visiting you. She would like to
stand in your.shoes. She would not hesitate to usurp your

- a
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rights. ‘Be civil to her if you will, /but do not encourage
her visits. It were best if she passed out of your lives
altogether. She can never bring/you any good luck. She
may be the cause of much .annoyance yet. should
have work, active and constant, or his health will fail,
living in 1dleness, spiritually and bodlly You tell him too
often that you love him. Let him feel there is always a
higher height 1o gain, a lower depth to fall to, in your
esteem. He is not the only man in the world. Why should
you deceive him by saying so ? You are much to blame.”
(Considering that Mr. Fletcher had never scen, or, as far
as I knew, heard of the persons he mentioned in‘this tirade,
it becomes a matter of speculation where or from whom he
gathered this keen insight to their character and person-
. alities, évery word of which I can vouch for as being strictly
true.)

‘““Many spirits are round you. Some wish to speak.
« « « « . . A grand and noble spirit stands behind
you, with his hands spread in blessing over your head. He
is your father. He sends this message: My dear child,
there were so many infliences antagonistic to my own in
your late married life, that I found it very difficult to get
near you. Now they are removed. The present conditions
are much more favorable to me, and I hope to be with
. you often, and to help you through the life that lies before
you. There isthe face of a glorified spirit, justabove your
head, and I see the name ‘Powles.” This spirit is nearer
you, and more attached to you than any other in Spirit

Land. He comes only to you, and one other creature.

through you—your second child.™ He says you will know
him by the' token, the song you 3ung to him upon. his
death-bed. His love for you is the best and purest, and
he is always by you, though lower influences sometimes
forbid his manifesting himself. Your child comes floating
down, and joins hands with him. She is a very pure and
beautiful spirit. She intimates that her name on earth was
the same as yours, but she is called by another name in
the spheres—a name that has something to do with flowers.
She brings.me a bunch of pure white lilies," tinged with

blue, with blue petals, tied with a piece of blue ribbon,.

and she intimates to me by gesture that her spirit-name has
something- to do with them. I -think T must go now,
but I hope you will come and sit with me again. I shall
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be able to tell you more next time. My name is * Winona,’
and when you ask for me I will come. Good-bye. . . . .”
This was the end of my first séance with Mr. Fletcher,
and I think even sceptics will allow that it was sufficiently
startling for the first interview with an entire stranger.
The followmg year I wrote again to the Banner of .ngﬁt
concerning Mr. Fletcher, but w111 only, give an extract from
my letter. “Itold you in my letter of last year that I
had held a séance with Mr. Fleicher of so private a nature
that it was impossible to make it public. During that
interview ¢ Winona® made several startling prophecies con-
cerning the future, which, it may interest your readers tor
know, “have already been fulfilled. Wishing to procure
some further proofs of Mr. Fletcher’s power before I wrote
this letter to you, I prepared a different sort of test for him
- last week. From a drawer full of old letters I selected,
with my eyes shut, four folded sheets of paper, w hich I
slipped into four blank envelopes, ready prepared for them
—still without looking—and closed them in the usual
manner with the adhesive gum, after which I sealed them
with sealing wax. I carried these envelopes™to Mr. Fletche,
and requested “Winona” to tell me the characters of the
persons by whom their contents had been written. She
placed them consecutively to the medium’s forehead, and
as she returned them to-me, one by one, I wrote her com-
ments on each on the side of the cover. On breaking the
seals, the character of each writer was found to be most
accurately defined, although the letters had all been. written
years before—(a fact which “ Winona ” had immediately
discovered). She also told me which of my correspondents
were dead, and which living. Here, you will observe,
there could have been no reaction of my own brain upon
that of the sensitive, as I was perfectly ignorant, until I
reopened the envelopes, by whom the letters had been sent
to me. Two months ago I was invited to join in a specu-
lation, of the ztdvxsablhty of which I felt uncertain. I went
therefore-to-Mr. Fletcher, and asked for an interview with
“Winona,” intending to consult her in the matter. But
before I had time to mention the subject, she broached it
to me, and went on to speak of the speculgtion itself, of
the people concerned in 1t§\and the money it was expected
to produce ; and, finally, explained to me how it would
collapse, with the means thy hat would bring it to an end,
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putting her decided veto on my having anything to do with f

it. I followed “ Winona’s " advice, and have been thankful/
. since that I did so, as everything has turned out just as .

she predicted.”

- i

I think those people who desire to gain the utmost good
they can out of clairvoyance should be more ready/ to
listen and learn, and less to cavil and to question. Many -
who have heard me relate the results of my experignce
have rushed off pell-mell to the same medium, perhaps,
and came away woefully disappointed. Were they to
review the interview they would probably find they had
done all the talking, and supplied all the informatioy, leav-
\ing the clairvoyant no work to do whatever.~ To such I

always'say, whether their aim is to obtain advice in their
business, or news of a lost friend, Be perfectly }assive,
until the medium has said all he or she may have/to say.

Give them time to become ¢z rapport with you, and quiet- 8
ude, that he may commune with the spirits you bring with 3;
you ; for it is #Zey, and not Zis controls, that furnish him i
with the history of your life, or point out the dapgers that W
are threatening. When he has finished speaking, he will 5
probably ask if you have any questions to put to him, and L
then is your turn for talking, and for gaining ar?' particular %
*  information you may wish to acquire. If these directions h
are carried out,.you are likely to have a much more satis- i
factory séance than otherwise. - . 3
1i
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CHAPTER XXI.

PRIVATE -MED

PEeorLE who wish t6 argue against Spifitualism are quite
sure, as a rule, that media will descepd to any trickery
and cheating for the sake of gain.  If you reply, as in my
own case, that the'séances have been gjven as a free-will
offering, they say that they e\:pected introductions or
popularity or advertisement in exchange. But what can
be adduced against the medium who lends his or her
powers to a person whom he has never seen, and probably
never will see,.and for no reason, excepting that his con-
-trols urge him to the deed? Sucha man is Mr. George
P]ummer of Massachusetts, America. In December, 1887,
when my mind was very unsettled, my friend Miss Schon-
berg advised me to write to this medium and ask his ad-
vice. She told me I must not expect an immediate reply,
as Mr. Plummer kept.a box into which he. threw all the
letters he received from strangers on spiritualistic subjects,
and when he felt impressed to do so, he went and took
out one,* haphazard, and wrote the answer that was dic-
tated to him. All I had to do was to enclose an addressed
envelope, not a stampetl one, in my letter, to convey the
answer back again. Accordingly, I prepared a diplomatic
epistle to this “effect. * Dear sir,—Hearing that you are
good enough to sit for strangers, I shall be tnuch obliged
if you willlet me know what you sce for me.—Yours truly,
F. Lane.” It willbe seen thgt I transposed the letters of
my name “Lean.” I addréssed the return envelope in
the same manner to the house in Regent’s Park, which I
then occupied, and T wrote it all in a fewned hand to con-,
ceal my identity as much as possible. The time went on
and T hear nothing from Mr, Plummer. [ was touring
in the prov{Qes for the whole of 1888, and at the end of

the year I came back to London and settled down ina
new house in‘a different quarter of the téwn. By this time
I had almost forgetten Mr. Plummer and my letter to him,
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and when in December, 1889, two years after I had sent it,
my own envelope in my own handwriting, forwarded by

the postal authorities from Regent’s Park, was breught to -

me, I did not at first recognize 1t. I kept twisting it about,
and thinking how like it was to my own writing, when the
truth suddenly flashed on me. I opened it and-read as
follows :

¢ GEORGETOWN, November 28th, 188g. )

¢¢ MRs. LANE,—Dear Madam,—Please pardon me ‘for seeming
neglect in answering your request. At the time of receiving your letter
1 could not write, and it got mislaid. Coming across it now, even at
the eleventh hour, I place myselfin conditionto answer, I see alady.
with dark blue eyes before me, of a very nervous life—warm-hearted—
impulsive—tropical in her nature. A woman of intense feeling—a
woman whose life has been one of constant disappointment. To-day
the current of life flows on smoothly but monotonous. I sense from
the sphere of this lady, a ‘weariness of life—should think she fc1t like
Alexander, because there are no more worlds for her to conquer. She
is her own worst enemy. Naturally generous, she radiates her refincd
magnetic sphere to others, and does not get hack that which she can
utilize. I see a bright complexioned gentleman in earth life—brave,
generous, and kind —but does not comprehend your interior life. And
yet thinks the world of you to-day. I feel from you talent of a marked
order. And yet lfeis a disappointment. Not but what you have
been successful in a r-fined, worldly-sense, but your spiritial nature
has been repressed. The society youmove in is one of intellectual cul-
ture ; that is not of the soul. And itis soul food that you are hungering
for to-day. You are an inspired woman. Thought seems to you, all
prepared, so to speak. Butit does not seem to free the tiny little mes-
sengers of your-soul life. Somehow I don’t feel that confidence in my-
S€1€in writing {o you. The best kind of a reading is usually obtained
in reading to a person direct. But it I don't meet your case we will
call it a failure and let it go. ‘The year of 1890 is going to be more
favorable to you than for the last ten years. I think in some way you
are to meet with more reciprocity of soul.  As the divining rod points
to the stream of water in the earth, so I find my intuitive eye takes
cognizance of your interior life. You will in a degree catch my mean.
ing through this, and it will come ciearer, more through your intuition
than through your intelect. I should say to you, follow your instincts
and intuitions always through life. If this throws any light over your
path I am glad.—I remain, most respectfully yours,

. ¢ . GEORGE PLUMMER.”
\ s

Now there are two noticeable things in"fhis letter. First,
Mr. Plummer's estimate of my interior life’ almost coincides
with Mr. Fletcher’s given in 1879, ten years before. Next,

although he read it through the medium of a letter written
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i in 1887, he draws a (pictuxg of my position and surround-
i ings in 1889. Both these things appeared to me very
' ‘ curious as coming from a stranger across the Atlantic,and
I answered his-letter at(once, still preserving my slight
incognita, and telling him“that as he had read so much of
my life from my handwriting of so long ago, I wished he
would try to read more from words which went fresh from
i : me to him. Ialso enclosed a piece of the handwriting of
X R a friend. Mr. Plummer did not keep me waiting this time.
His next letter was’dated February 8th, 18go.
!

« DEA(R MaDAM,—TI received yours of January 3rd, and would have
answered before, but the spirit did not move. I have been tied to a
sick room going on three months, with its cares and anxieties, Not
the best condition for writing. The best condition to reflect, your life,
to give your Soul strength, is to be at rest and have all earth conditions
nullified. But that cannot be to-day. So F will try to penetrate the
mystery of your life as best I can,, and radiate to ycu at least some
strength. The relation of soul is the difficulty of your life, and you
are so perfectly inspirational that it makes the condition worse. Grand
types of Manhood and Womanhood come to you from the higher life, .
and your spirit and soul catch the reflection, aud are disappointed be-
cause they cannot live that life. But you are getting a development
out of all this friction, Now if you would come in contact with that
nature that could radiate to you just what you could give to it, you
would be happy. Love is absolute, you well know. Oftenin the
exchange of thought we give cach other strength. A And then every
letter we write, every time we'shake hands, we give §ome of our own per-,
sonality out. You are too sensitive to the spheres of people. You
have such a strong personality of life that the p inspi -
could not make the perfect junction until you get so, you had rather die
thanlive. That was a condition of negation. Now you have been
running on a dead level of nothingness for two years and a half.”
(This was exactly the time since my daughter had been taken from
me), ¢/ mearn-itseems so to you, Buch a sameness of things. I get
from the writing of the gentleman. A good sphere—warm hearted—
true to his understanding of things. lle seems to be a sort of a half-
way house to you. THatis, you roam inthe Bea of Ideality, down
deep, you know. And he rather holds on to matter-of-fact—sort of
ballast for you. You need it. For you are, in fact, ripe for the other
life, though jt is not time to go yet. Although a writer, yet you are a
disappointed one. No mortal but yourself knows this. You have
winged your way in flights, grand and lofty, and cannot pez #, is what
N is the matter., Now, in time you will, more perfectly than to-day, by

‘the touch of your pen, portray your soul and its flights. Then I see
youhappy. This gentleman is an auxiliary power, whether the power
in full of your life I do not to-day get. You are emphatically 2 woman
of Destiny, and should follow your inppressions, for through that in-
tuitive law you will be saved. I mean by ©saved,’ leap, as it were,
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across difficulties instead of going round. . For your soul is more posi-
tive and awake to its necessities to-day than ever before in ycur life,

icularly in the last six months. Body marriages are good under
the physical law—bring certain unfoldments. ~But when mortal man
and woman reach  certain condition of development, they become
dissatisfied, and yearn for the full fruition of love. And there is ro«
limitation of this law. Women usually bow to the heart-love law,
that sometimes brings great joy and misery. The time is ripe for
rulers. There will be put into the figjd men,\and more specifically
women, who have exemplified love divine. They will teach the law so
plainly that they who run can Mﬂ. it can only be taught by
those who hive embodied it. -Some years ago,”in this country, there
was a stir-up. It did its work in fermentation, The Rext must be
humanization. The material world must come under the spiriteal.
Wom 11 come to the front as inspired powers, This is what comes
to me tb write to you to-day. If it brings strength, or one ray 'of sun-
shine tp you, I-am glad.—I remain, most respectfully yours,

' ) o GEORGE PLUMMER.”

Mn Plummer is not occupying a high position in th€
world,'nor is he a rich man. He gains no popularity by
his letters—he hears no applause—he reaps no personal
Benefit, nor will he take any money. Itwould be difficult,
with any degree of reason, to charge him- with cheating

_ the public for- the sake of emptying their pockets. I fail

to see, therefore, how he can obtain his insight yo~ene’s
inte{ior life by mortal means, nor, unless compelled by a
power superior to his own, why he should take the trouble
to obtain it.

—— ———Another—medium;—whese health—paid-the sacrifice de-

manded of her for the exhibition of a power’ over which,
at one time, she had no control, and which never brought
her in anything but the thanks of her friends, is: Mrs.
Keningale Cook (Mabel Collins), whom I have mentioned
in the “Story of my Spirit Child.” There was a photo-
grapher in London, mamed Hudson, who had™ been very
successful in developing spirit photographs. He would
prepare to take an ordinary photograph, and on develop-
ing the plate, one or more spirit forms would be found
standing by the sitter, in which forms were recognized the
fages of deceased friends. Of\course, the generality of
people said that the plates were prepared beforehand with
vague misty figures,” and the imagination of the sitter did
the rest. I had been for some time anxious to test.Mr.
Hudson’s powers for myself, and one morning very early,
betiveen nine and ten o’clock, I asked Mrs. Cook, as a
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medium, to at'éco'rfll.\ansy~ me to his studio. He was not pet-
sonally acquainted with either of us, and we went so early

that we found hipiTather unwillingﬁgzsct to work. Indeed, -
him at Dreakfast and

-at first he declined. We disturbec
in his shirt_sleeves, and he told us his studio had been
freshly painted, and it was quite impossible to use it until
dry. But we pressed him to take our photographs until
he consented, and we ascended to the studio. It was cer-
tainly very- difficult to avoid painting ourselves, and the
screen placed behind was perfectly wet. We had not
mentioned a word to Mr. Hudson about spirit phatographs,
and the first plate he took out and held up to the light, we
saw him draw his coat sleeve across. When we asked
him what he was doing, he turned to us and said, ¢ Are
you ladies Spiritualists¥” -When we .answered in the
affirmative, he continued, * I rubbed out the plate because
I thought there was something on it, and most sitters
would object. -I often have to destroy three or four nega~

tives before I get a clear picture.” We begged him notto,

rub out any more as we were curious to sce the results.
He, consequently, developed three photographs of us,
sitting side by side. The first was too indistinct to be of
any use. It represented us, with a third form, merely a
patch of white, lying on the ground, whilst a mass of hair
was over my knee. “Florence” afterwards informed me
that this was an attempt to depict herself. The second
picture showed Mrs. Cook and myself as before, with
“ Charlie ” standing behind me. I have spoken of *“ Char-
lie” (Stephen Charles Bernard Abbott) n ¢ Curious
N Coincidences,” and how much he was attached to me and
mine. In the photograph he is represented in -his cowl
and monk’s frock—with ropes round his waist, and his
face-looking down. In the third picture, an old lady in a
net cap and white shawl was standing with her two hands
on Mrs. Cook’s shoulders. This was her grandmother,
and the profile was so distinctly delineated, that her father,
Mr. Mortimer Collins, recognized it at once as the portrait
of his mother. The old lady had been a member of the
Plymouth Brethren sect, and wore the identical shawl of
white silk with:an embroidered bordér which she used to
wear during her last-years on earth, Ihave seen many

other spirit photographs taken by Mr. Hudson, but I ad-

here to my resolution to speak only of that which I have

sor
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proved by the exercise of my own senses. I have the two
photographs I mention to this day, and have often wished
that Mr. Hudson’s removal from town had not prevented
my sitting again to him in order to procure the hkenesses*
of other fnends

iss Caroline Pawley is a lady who advertises her will-
ingness to obtain messages for others from the spirit world,
but is forbidden by her guides to take presents or money.
I thought at first this must be a “#use.” ¢ Surely,” I said
to a friend who knew Miss Pawley, “I ought to take
books, or flowers, or some little offering in my hand.” « If
you do she will return them,” was thg reply. ¢ All that is
necessary is to write and make ‘an appointment, as her
time is very much taken up.” Accordingly I did write,
and- Miss Pawley kindly named an early date for my visit.
It was buta few months after I had lost my beloved
daughter, and I-longed for news of her. I arrived at Miss
Pawley’s residence, a a neat little house in the suburbs, and

-was reccived by nry hostess, a siveet, placid-faced woman,
who looked the embodiment of peace and calm happiness.

.tell you how

After we had exchanged greetings she said to me, “You
have lost a daughter.” ¢1I lost one about twenty years
ago—a baby of ten days old,” I replied. = “I don’t mean
her,” said M&ss* Pawlgy’, T mean a young womdn. I will

T came to know of it. I took out my memo-
randa yesterday and was ldéoking it through to see what

-

engagements I had made for to—day, and I read the names ]

aloud to myself. AsI came to the entry, ¢ Mrs. Lean, 3
o’clock,’ I heard a low voice say behind me, ¢ That is my
dear, dear mother!’ and when I turned round, I saw
standing at my eibow a young woman about the middle
height, with blue eyes and very long brown hair, and she
told me that it is sze whom you are grieving for at present.”

I made no answer to this speech, for my wound was too

- fresh to permit me to talk of her ; and Miss Pawley pro-

ceeded. “Come !” she said cheerfully, “let us get paper.
and pencil and see what the dear child has to say to us.”
She did not go under trance, but wrote rapldly for a few[
moments and then handed me a letter written in the follow-
ing manner. I repeat (what I hgvesaid before) that I do
not test the genuineness of such a/ manifestation by the act
itself. Anyone might have wrigen the letter, but no one
but myself could recognize the<familiar expressions and
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handwriting, nor detect the apparen?rnconsistencies‘ that
made it so convincing. It was written in two different
hands on alternate lmes, the first line being written by
“Eva,” and the next by * Florence,” and so on. Now,
my earthly children from their earliest days have never
called me anything but “ Mother,” whilst * Florence,” who
left me before she could speal constantly calls me
¢ Mamma.” This factalone couldnever have been known
to Miss Pawley. Added to which the jortion written by
my eldest daughter was in her own clear decided hand,
whilst ¢ Florence’s " contribution was in rather a chlldlsh
or “ young ladylike” scribble™
{The lines ran,thus. The italics are Floretice’ §i—
- C

- “My own beloved mother.

My dear, dear, dearest Mamm

You must not grieve so terribly for me. ’

And knowing all we have taught you, you should not

grieve.

Believe me, I am not unhappy.

Of course not, and she will be very happy soon.

But I suffer pain in seeing you suffer. )

Dear Mamma, do try to see that it is for the best. -~

Florefite is right.- It is best! dear Mother.

And we skall all meet so soon, you know.

God bless you for all your love for me. /’

Good-bye, dear, dearest Mamma.

Your own girl.
Your loving little Florence.”

I cannot comment on this letter. I “only make it public
in a cause that is sacred to me.

To instance another case of mediumship which is exer-
cised for nejther remuneration nor applause. I am
obliged in this example to withhold the name, because to
betray their identity would be to ill requite a favor which
was courteously accorded me. I had heard of a family of
the name of D who held private sittings once'a week,
at which the mother and brothers and sisters gone befere
materialized and joined the circle ;' and having expressed
my, “dasire, through a mutual acquamtmce, to ,a.s‘;lst at
their séances, Mr. D ‘kindly sent me an invitation to
one:. Ifound he was a high-class tradesman, living in &

3 . l

[SRAR . S U U U




THERE IS NO DEATH. 189

good.house in the Suburbs, and that strangers were very
seldom (if ever) admitted to their circle. Mr. D ex-
plained to me before the séance commenced, -that they re-
garded Spiritualism as a most sacred thing, that they sat
only to have communication. with their own relatigns, his
wife and children, and that his wife never manifested except
when they were alone. His earth family consfsted of a
young married daughter and her husband, and four or five
children of different ages. He had lost, I think/he told me,
a grown-up son, and two little ones. Williafi Haxby, the
medium, whom I wrote of in my chapter “ On Sceptics,”

and who had passed over since then, had been intimate
with their family, and often came back to them. . These
explanations over, the séznce began. The back and front
parlors’ were divided by lace curtains only. In the back,

where the young married daughter. took up her position on”

a sofa, were a piano and an American organ. In the front
parlor, which was lighted by an oil lamp, we sat about on

. chairs and sofas, but without any holding of hands. Ina’

very short time the lace curtains parted and a young man’s
face appeared. This was the grown-up brother. “ Hullo!
- Tom,” they all exclaimed, and the younger ones went up
.and kissed him. He spoke a while to his father, telling
what they proposed to do that evening; but saymg ‘his
mother would not be able to matenahze As’he was
speaking; a little boy stood by his side. ¢ IHere's Harry,”
cried the children, and they brought their spirit brother
‘out into the room between them. He seemed to be about
five years old. His father told him to come and speak to
me, and he obeyed, just like a little human "child, and
stood before me with his hand resting on my knce. Then
a little girl joined the party, and the two children walked
about the room, talking to everybody in turn. As we were
occupied with them, we hcard the notes of the American
organ. “Here’s Haxby,” said Mr. D “ Now we

shall have a treat.” (I must say here that Mr. Haxby

was an accomplished organist on earth.) As he heard his
. name he, too, came to the curtains, anl showed his face
with its ungainly features, and- intimated that he and
"“Tom ” would play a duet. Accordingly the two instru-

ment pealed forth together, and the spirits -réally played’

gloriously—a third influence joining in with some stringed
.anstrument. " This séance was so much less- wonderful than
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many I have written of, that I should not have included a
description of it, except to prove that all media .do nét ply
their profession in order to prey upon'their fellow-cteatures.
The D family are only anxious to avoid observation.
There could be no fun or benefit in deceiving each othet,
and yet they devote one evening in each week to holding
communion with those they loved whilst on earth and feel
are only hidden from them for a little while, and by a

very flimsy veil. Their séances. truly carry out the great
poet’s belief,

¢ Then the forms of the departed
Enter at the open door
o " The belovéd, the true-hearted,
-~ Come to visit me once more.
‘With a slow and noiseless. footstep -
Comes that messenger divine, ~
‘Takes the vacant chair beside me,
Lays her gentle hand in mine.
Uttered not, yet. comprehended,
Is the spirit’s voiceless prayer. Sy
* Soft rebukes, in blessings ended, :
Breathing from her lips of air.”

In the house of the lady I have mentioned in ““The
Story of the Monk,” Mrs. Uniacke of Bruges, I have wit-
nessed marvellous phenomena. They were not pleasant
manifestations, very far from it, but theré was no doubt
that they were genuine. Whether they proceeded from
the agency of Mrs. Uniacke, my sister Blanche, or a young
lady called Miss Robinson, who sat with them, or from the
power of all three combined, I cannot say, but they had
experienced them on several occasions before I joined

them, and were eager that'I should be a witness of them.

We sat in Mrs. Uniacke’s house, in a back drawing-room,
containing a piano and several book-cases, full of booksv—
some of them very heavy. <We sat round a table in com-

plete darkness, only we four women, with locked ddors

and bolted windows. Accustomed as I was to all sorts of
manifestations and mediumship, I was really frightened by
what occufred. The table was most violent in its move-
ments, our chairs were dragged from under us, and heavy

.
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articles were jthrown about the room. The more Mrs. : i’*
Uniacke expostulated and Miss Robinson laughed, the - =

.
e

vk

worse the tumult became. The books were taken from the
shelves and hurled at our heads, several of the blows seri-
ously hurting us ; the keys of the piano at the further end
of the room were thumped and crashed upon, as if they
- would be broken ; andin the midst of it all Miss Robmson
fell prone upon the floor, and commenced talking in
Flemish, a language of which she had no knowlédge: My
sister understands it, and held a conversation with the
girl; and she told us afterwards that Miss Robinson had -
~\ -announced herself by the name of a Fleming lately de- ’

. ceased in the town, and detailed many events of his life, |
and messages which he wished to be 'delivered to his -

. family—all of which were conveyed in good and intelligible
Flemish. When' the young lady had recovercd she re- °
sumed her place at the table, as my sister was anxious I
’should see another table, wlnch they called “ Made-
moiselle ” dance, whilst unseen-hands thumped the piano.
The manifestation not occurring, however, they thou§ht it
must be my presence, and ordered me away from the table.

I went and stood up close against the folding doors that led
into the front room, keeping my hand, with a purpose, on
the handle. The noise and confusion palpably increased
when the three ladies were left alone. * Mademoiselle,”
who stood in a corner of the room, commenced to dance
about, and the notes of the piano crashed forcibly. There
was somethmg strange to me abgut the manifestation of
the piano. It sounded as if itfvere played with feet in-
stead of hands. When the tumult was at its height, I sud- .
denly, and without warning, threw open the folding door
and let the light in upon the scene, and I saw #}e music-
stool mounied on the keyboard and hammering the notes .
down. . As the light was admitted, both “ Mademoiselle ”
and the music-stool fell with a crash to the floor, and the
séance/was over. The ladies were seated at the table,
and the floor and articles of furniture were strewn with the

- books which had been’ thrown down—the bookshelves
being nearly emptied—and pots of flowers. I was never at
such a pandemonium before or after.

The late Sir Percy Shelley and his wife Lady Shelley,
having no children of their own, adopted a little girl, who,
- when about four or five years, was seriously burned about
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the chest and shoulders, and confined for some months to
her bed. The child’s cot stood in Lady Shelley’s bedroom,
and when her adopted mother was about to say her
prayers, she was accustomed to give the little girl a pencil
and piece of paper to keep her quiet. One day the child
asked for pen and ink instead of a pencil, and on being

-refused began to cry, and said, “ The man said she must

have pen and ink.” As it was particularly enjoined that she
must not‘cry for fear of reopening her wounds, Lady

- Shelley provided her with the desired articles, and pro-

ceeded to her devotions. When she rose from them, she
saw to her surprise that the child had drawn an outline of
a group of figures in the Flaxman style, representing
mourners kneeling round a couch, with a sick man laid
upon it. She did not understand the meaning of the pic-

" ture, but-she was struck with amazement at the execution

of it, as was everybody who saw it. ~From that day she
gave the little girl a sheet of card-board each morning, .

~ with_pen and ink, and obtained a different design, the

child always ta]kmg glibly of ¢ the man” who helped her
to draw. This went on until the drawings numbered
thirty or forty, when a ¢ glossary of-symbols ” was written
out by this baby, who could neither write nor spell, which
explained the whole matter. At was then discovered that
the series of drawings represénted the life of the soul on
leaving the body, until it was lost “in the Infinity of God ”
—a likely subject to be chosen, or understood, by a child
of five. I heard this story from Lady Shelley’s lips, and I
have seen (and well exammed) the original designs. They
were at-one time to be published by subscnptlon, but I
believe it never came to pass. I have also seen the girl
who drew them, most undoubtedly under contrcl. She
was then a young married woman aiid completely ignorant
of anything relating to Spiritualis I asked her if she
remembered the circumstances under! which she drew the.
outlines, and she laughed and said no!. She knew she had
drawn them, but;she had no idea how.\ All she could tell
me was that she had never done ankthing wonderful since,
and she had no interest in Spmtuahsm whatever

-
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A

" CHAPTER XXII. - .-
- VARIZUS MEDIA.
A VERY strong and remarkable clairvoyant is Mr. Towns,
‘of Portobello Road. As d bustness adviser or foreteller
of the Future, I don’t think he is excelled. The jaquirer
after prophecy will not find a grand mansion to receive
him in Portobello Road. On the contrary, this soethsayer
keeps a small shop in the oil trade, and is himself only an
honest, and occasionally rather rough spoken, tradesman.
He will seg clients privately on any day when he is at
home, though it is better to make an appointment, but he

" bolds a circle on his premises each Tuesday evening, to.
which everybody is admitted, and where the contribution’
is anything you may be disposed to give, from coppers to-.

~gold. These meetings, which are very well attended, are

always opened byMr. Towns with prayer, after which a
hymn is sung, and-the séance commences. There is full
‘gas on all the time, and Mr. Towns sitsin the midst of the
cirgle. He does not go under trance, but rubs his fore-
hea®for a few minutes and then turns round suddenly and
addresses members of his audience, as it may seem, promis-
cuously, but it is just as hé\ is impressed. ‘He talks, as a
rule,.in metaphor, or allegorically, but his meaning 1s per-
fectly plain to the person he addresses. It is not only silly
women, or curious inquirers; who attend Mr. Towns’
circles. You may see plenty of grave, and often anxious,
business men around him, waiting to hear if they shall sell
out their shares, or hold on till the market rises ; where
they are to search for lost cé%{iﬁcate\x os papers of value ;
or on whom they are to fix the blame of money or articles
of value that have disappeared. Once in my presence a
serious-looking man had kept his eye fixed on him for some
time, evidently anxious to speak. Mr. Towns turned sud-

denly to him. “You want to know, sir,” he commenced, -

without any preface, ¢ where that baptismal certificate is
to be found.” “1 do, indeéd,” replied the man ; “itisa

¢
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case of aloss of thousands if it is not f‘orthcommg ” e Let
me see,” said Mr. Towns, with his finger t& his forehead.
“ Have you tried a church with a square tower without
any steeple, an ugly, clumsy building, white-washed inside,
standing in a‘village. .Stop I I can see the regjstrar books
—the village’s name is The entryds at page 200.
The name is The mothers name is Is that
the certificate you-want ? ” “ It is, indeed;” said the man ;
““and it is in the church at——? " ¢ Dldnt I say it wasin
the church at——.?” replied Mr. Towns, who does not like
to be doubted or contradicted. ¢ Go and you will find it
there.” And the man Z7i¢ go and did find it there. To

clients at these meetings, Mr. Towns is apparently not less

“successful with love affairs than with business affairs, and*~”

it is an interesting experience to attend them, if only for”
the sake of curiosity. But naturally, to visit him privately
is to command much more of his attention. He will not,
however, sit for everybody, and it is of no use attempting
to deceive him. He is exceedingly keen-sighted into
character, and if he takes a dislike to a man he will tell
him so without the slightest hesitation. No society lies are
manufactured in the little oil shop. A relative of mine,
who was not the most faithful husband in the world, and

.who, in consequence, judged of his wife’s probity by his

own, went, during her temporary absence, to Mr. Towns to .
ask him a dehcate question. The lady was well known to ,
the medium, but the husband he had never seen before,
and had no notion, who his sitter was, until he pulled out
‘a letter from his pecket, thrust it across the table, and
said, ¢ There ! look at that letter and tell me if 'the writer
is faithful to rhe.” Mr. Towns told me that as he took the

envelope in his hand, he saw the lady’s facg photographed -

upon it, and at the same moment, all the blackness of the
husband’s own life. He rose up like an avenging deity
and pointed to the door. “This letter,” he said, “ was
__written by. ! myan, and wash your own hands
cleangand #4en come and ask me questions about your

. wife.” And so the ““heavy swell ” had to slink downstairs
- again,. I have often gone myself-to Mr. Towns before

éngaging in any new business, and always received the”

best advice, and been told exactly what would occur during

its progress. When I was about to start on the “ Golden
2 :
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- listen to the conversations that go on between him and his ).A -
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Goblin ” tour in management with my-son—I went to him
to ask if it would be successful. He not only told me what
money it would bring in, but where the weak points would
occur. The drama was then completed, and in course of
- rehearsal, and had been highly commended by all who had
heard and seen it. Mr. Towns, however, whe had neither
seen nor heard it, insisted it would have to be altered before
it was a complete success. This annoyed me, and I knew
it would annoy my son, the author ; besides, I believed it
‘was a mistake, so I said nothing about it. Before it had
run 2 month, however, the alterations were admitted on
all sides to be necessary, and were consequently made.
Everything that Mr. Towns pregnosticated on that oc-
sion .came-to pass, even to the strakgers I should encounter
on tour, and how their acquaintance would affect my future

life ; also how long the tour would last, and in which towns’
it would achieve the greatest success. I can assure some-

of my professional friends, that if they would take the
. trouble” to-consult a trustworthy clairvoyant about their
engagements before booking them, they would not find
themselves so often in the hands of the bogus manager as
they do now. A short time"ago I received a summons to
the county court, and although I Zzew I was in the right,
yet law has so many loopholes that I felt nervous. The
case was called for eleven o’clock on a certain Wednesday,
and the evening before I joined Mr. Towns’ circle: When
it came to my turn to question him, I said; Do you see
where I shall be to-morrow morning ?” He replied, “I
can see you are_called to appear in a court-house, but the
_ case will be put off.” « Put off,” I repeated, “butitis fixed
for eleven. It can’t be putoff.” “Cases are sometimes
relegated to another court,” said Mr. Towns. Then I
thought he had quite gqt out of his depth, and replied,
“ You are making a mistake. * This is quite an ordinary
business. = It can’t go to a higher court. But shall I gain
it ?”.¢ In the afternoon,” said the medium.. His answers
so disappointed me that I placed no confidence in them,
and went to the county court on the following morning in
a netvous cendition. But he was perfectly correct. The
case was called for eleven, but as the defendant was not

‘forthcoming, it was passed over, and the succeeding.

bearings occupied so much ime, that. the magistrate
thought mine would never cpme off, so he relegated it at

«
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ck to another courf to be heard before the reglstra. ,
hd decided it at ance in mv favor, so that T gamed itin

the afternoon. ,

One afternoon in my ¢ green sallet ” days of Spiritualism,
when every fresh experience almost made my breath stop,
I turned into the Progressive Library in Southampton Row,
to ask if there were any new media come to town. Mr.
Burns did not know of any, but asked me if I had ever
attended one of Mrs. Olive’s séances, a series of which were
being held weekly in the Library Rooms. I had not, and
I bought a half-crown ticket for admission, and returned
there the same evening. When I entered the séance room,
the 'medium had not arrived, and I had time to take stock -
of the audience. .It seemed a very sad and sefious one.
There was no whispering nor giggling going on, and it
struck me they looked more like patients: waiting the
advent of the’ doctor, than people bound on an evening’s
amusement. And that, to my surprise, was what I after-
wards found they actually were. Mrs. Olive did not keep
us long waiting, and when she came-in, dressed in "a lilac -
muslin dress, with her golden hair parted plainly on her
forehead, her ey blue eyes, and a sweet, womanly smile

- ofor her circle, she looked as unlike the popular idea of a

professional medium as anyone could possibly do. She sat
down on a chair in the middle of the circle, and, having
closed her eyes, went off to sleep. Presertly she sat up,
and, still ‘with her eyes closed, said in a very pleasant but
decidedly manly, voice : “ And now, my friends, what can
I do foryou?”

A lady in the circle began to ask advice about her .
daughter. The medium held up her hand. ¢ Stop ! " she ex-
claimed, “ you are doing my work. Friend, your daughter
isill, you say. Then it is my business to see what is the
matter with her. Will you come here, young lady, and let
me feel your pulse.” Having done which, the medium pro-
ceeded to detail exactly the contents of the girl’s stomach,
and. to advise her what to eat and drink for the future.
Another lady then advanced with a written prescription.
The medium examined her, made an alteration or two in the
prescription, and told her to go on with it till further orders.
My curiosity was aroused, and I whispered to my- next

i
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neighbor to tell me who the control was., < Sir John
Forbes, a celebrated physician,” she replied. “ He has
almost as large a connection now.as he had when alive.”
I was not exactly ill at the time, but I was not strong, and
nothing that my family doctor prescribed for me seemed to
do me any good. So wishing to test the abilities of ¢ Sir
John Forbes,” T went up to the medium and knelt down by
her side. “What is the matter with me, Sir John?” I
began. “Don’t call me by that name,little friend,” he an-
swered ; “we have no titles on fthis side the world.”
“What shall I call you, then?” I said. “ Doctor, plain
Doctor,” was the reply, but in such a kind voice. “ Then
tell me whatis the matter with me, Doctor.” ¢ Come nearer,
and I'll whisper it in.your ear.” He¢ then gave me a detailed

account of the manner in which I suffered, and asked what .

1 hadbeen taking. When I told him. “ All wrong, all
wrong,” he said, shaking his head. “Here ! give me a
pencil and paper.” I had a notebook in my pocket, with a
metallic pencil, which I handed over to him, and he wrote
a prescription init. “Take that, and you'll be all the better,
little friend,” he said, as he gave ¥ to me back again.
When I had time to examine what }e had written, I found
to my surprisé that the prescgiption was in abbreviated
Latin, with the amount of each gngredlent given in the

regular medical shorthand. Mrs/Olive, a simple though
intelligent looking woman, seemed a very unlikely person
tome to be_educated up to this degree. However, I
determined to obtain a better opinion than my own, so the
next time my family doctor called to see me, I said: “I
have had a prescription given me, Doctor, which I am
anxious, with your permission, totry. I wish you would
glance your eye over it and see if you approve of my taking

it.” At the same time I handed him the note-book, and I

saw him grow very red as he looked at the prescription.
¢ Anything wrong?” I ipguired. ‘“O ! dear no !” he re-
plied in an offended tohe ; “you can try your remedy,
and welcome, for aught I care—only, next time you wish
to consult a new doctor, I advise*you to dismiss the old
one first.” “But this prescription was not written by a
doctor,” I argued. At this he looked still more offended.
“It's no use trying to deceive me, Mrs. Ross-Church !
That prescription was written. by no one but a medical
man,” It was a long time before I could make him really
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believe w/o had transcribed it, and under what circum-
" stances. When hg was convinced of the truth of my state-
: " ment, he was very much astonished, and laid all his pro-
‘ fessional pique aside. He did more. He not oply urged
C me to have the prescription made up, but he conféssed that
his first chagrin was due to the fact that he felt he should
have thought. of it himself. *“ 7%a#,” he said, pointing to
one ingredient, “ is the very thing'to suit your case, and
it makes me feel such a fool to think that a woeman should
think of what / passed over.”

Nothing would make this doctor believe in Spiritualism,
-though he continued to aver that only a medical man could
have prescribed the medicine ; but as I saw dozens of
other cases treated at the time by Mrs. Olive, and have.
seen dozens since, I know that she does it by a power not

i herown. For several years after that ¢ Sir John Forbes ”
i used to give me advice about my health, and when his
medium married Colonel Greck and went tolive in Russia,
he was so sorry to leave his numerous patients, and they to .
lose him, that he wanted to control me in order tha F—
k . might carry on his practice, but after several-attempts he
4 . gave it up as hopeless.- He said my brain was too active
. for any spirit to magnetize ; and heisnot the first, nor last,
who has made the’ same attempt, and failed. “Sir John -
i : Forbes ” was not Mrs. Olive’s only control. She had a
i charming spirit called *“ Sunshine,” who used to come for
! clairvoyance and prophecy; and a very comical négro
o named “ Hambo,” who was as humorous and full of native
oo wit and repartee, as negroes generally are, and as Mrs.
H : Olive, who is a very gentle, quiet woman, decidedly was
not. “ Hambo” was the business adviser and director, and
i sometimes. materialized, which the others did not. These"
a . three influences were just as opposite from one another, .
! . and from Mrs. Olive, as any creatures could possibly be. °
; ¢Sir John Forbes,” so dignified, courteous, and truly bene-
volent—such a thorough old gent/eman ; * Sunshine,” a
sweet, sympathetic Indian girl, full of gentle réproof for
wrongand exhortations to lead a higher life ; and “ Hambo,”
humorous apd witty, calling a spade a spade, and occa-
sionally descending to coarseness, but never unkind or
. .wicked. I knew them all over a space of years until I
regarded them as.old friends. Mrs. Greck is now a widow,
and residing in England. and, I hear, sitting again for her
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friends. 1If so, a great benefit in the person. of * Sir John
Forbes ” has returned for a portion of mankind.
I have kept a well-known physical medium to the last,
not because I do not consider his powers to be completely -
enuine, but because they are of a nature that will not
appeal tosuch as have not witnessed them. T allude to
Mr. Charles Williams, with whom I have sat many times
along, and ‘also with Mrs. Guppy Volckman.- The mani-
festations that take place athis séancesare always material.
. The much written of ¢ John King” is his principal control,-
\and mvanably appears under his medlumslup and « Ern—
est” is the name of another. I have seen Charles Williains
leave the cabinet under trance and wander in an aimless
manner about the room, whilst both “ John King” and
¢ Ernest ” were with the circle,and have heard them re-
prove him for rashness. I have also seen him under the
same circumistances, during an afternoon séance, mistake

the window curtains for the curtains of the cabinet,and -

.draw them suddenly aside, letting the full light of day in
~upon the scene, and showing vacancy where a moment
before two figures had been standing and ‘talking.

Once when “ John King'” asked “Colonel Lean what he
should bring him, he was told mentally to fetch the half-
hoop diamond ring from my ﬁnger and place it on that of
my husband.
and a heavy gold snake ring ;and I was holding the hand
of my neighbor all the tlme, and yet the ring.was abstract-
ed from between the other two and transferred to Colonel
Lean’s finger without my being aware of the circumstance.
These and various other marvels, I have seen under Mr.
Williams’ mediumship ; but as I can adduce no proof that
they were genuine, except my own conviction, it would
be useless to write them down here. Only I could not
close the.list of the media with whom I have familiarly sat
in London, and from whom I have received both kindness
and courtesy, without including his name, It is the same
with several others—with Mr. Frank Herne (now deceased)
and his wife Mrs. Herne, whom I first knew as Mrs. Bas-
sett, a famous medium for the direct spirit voice ; with
Mrs. Wilkinson, a clairvoyant who has a large clientéle of
wealthy and aristocratic patrons ; with Mrs. Wilkins and
Mr, Vango; both reliable, thougli, as yet, less well known

This half-hoop rmg was worn be\\\veen my wedding ring .
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to the spiritualistic public ; and with Dr. Wilson, the
astrologer, who will tell you  all you have ever done, and
ail you are ever going to do, if you will only give him the
opportunity of casting yeur horoscope. To all and each I
o " tender my thanks for having afforded me increased oppor-
tunities of  searching into the truth of a science that

possesses the utmost interest for me, and that has given-
me the greatest pleasure,
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CHAPTER XXIII.
< ON LAYING THE CARDS.

AT the-risk of being laughed at, I cannot re ain, in the
coursé of this narrative of my spiritualistic experiences,
from saying a few words about what is called “laying the
cards.”- ¢ Imagine!” I fancy I hear some dear creature
with nose « tip-tilted like a flower ”’ exclaim, “ any.sensible
woman believing in cards.” And yet Napoleon believed in
them, and regulated the fate of nations by them ; and the
only times he neglected their admonitions were followed by
the retreat from Moscow and the defeat at Waterloo. Still
I did not believe in card-telling till the belief was forced

upon me. Ialways thought it rather cruel to give imprison-

ment and hard labor to old women who laid the cards for

servant girls. Who can tell whether or no it is obtaining
money upon false pretences ; and if it is, why not inflict
the same penalty on every cheating tradesman who sells
inferior articles or gives short weight? Women would be
told they should look after their own interests in the one
case—so why not in the other ?  But all the difference lies
in who lays the cards. Vety few people can do it success-

. fully, and'my belief is that it must be done by a person with

mediumistic power, which, in some mysterious manner,
influences the disposition of the pack. I have seen cards
shuffled and cut twenty times in the hope of getting rid of
some number antagonistic to the, inquirer’s good fortune,
and yet each time the same: card would turn up in the
juxtapesition least t be desiréd. - However, to narrate my
own experience. When I was living in Brussels, years
before I heard of modern Spiritualism, I made the acquaint-
ance of an Irish lady called Mrs. Thorpe, a widow who was
engaged as a chdpgron for some young Belgian ladies of
high birth, who had lost their mother. We lived near each
other, and*she often came in to have a chat with me.
After a while I heard through some other friends that Mrs.
Thorpe was a famous hand at «“laying the cards;” and

i
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one day, when we were dlone, T asked her to tell me my
fortune. I didn’t in the least believe in it, but I wanted
to be amused. Mrs. Thorpe begged to be excused at once.
She told me her predictions had proved so true, she was
afraid to look into futurity any more. She had seen a somr
and heir for a couple who had been married twenty years
without having any children, and death for a girl just
about to become a bride—and both had come true ; and,
in fact, her employer, the Baron, had strictly forbidden
her doing it any more whilst in his house. However, this
only fired my curiosity, and I teased her until, on my
promising to preserve the strictest secrecy, she comphed
with my request. She predicted several things in which I
had little faith, but which I religiously wrote down in case
they came true——-the three most important being that my
husband, Colonel Ross-Church (who was then most seri-

- ously ill in India), would not die, but that his brother,

Edward Church, would ; that I should have one more child
by my first marriage—a daughter with exceedingly fair skin
and hair, who would prove to be theucleverest of all my
children, and that after her birth I'should never live with
my husband again. All these events were most_unlikely
to come to pass at that time, and, indeed, did not come to
pass for years afterwards, yet each one was fulfilled, and
the daughter who, unlike all her brothers and sisters, is
fair as a lily, will be by no means the last in the race for
talent. Yet these cards were laid four years before her
birth. Mrs. Thorpe told me she had learnt the art froma
pupil of the identical Italian countess who used to lay the
cards for the Emperor Napoleon. But it is not an art, and
it is not to be learnt. It is inspiration..

Many years after this, when I had just begun to study
“Spiritualism, my sister told me of a wonderful old lady, a
neighbor of hers, gho had gained quite an evil reputation
in the village by her prophetical powers with the cards.
Like Mrs. Thorpe, she had-kecome afraid of herself, and
professed to have given up the practice. The last time
she had laid them, a girl acquaintance, had walked over
joyously from an adjacent village to introduce her affianced
husband to her, and to beg her to tell them what would
bappen in their married life. The old lady had laid the
cards, and saw the death card turn ‘up three times with the’

- marriage ring, and told the young people, much to their
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chagrin, that they must prepare for a disappointment, as

‘their marriage would certainly be postponed from some °

obstacle arising in the way. She told me afterwards .that
she dared not tell them more than this. They left her
somewhat sobered, but still full of hope, and started on
‘their way home. - Before they reached it the young man
staggered and fell down déad. - No one had expected such

. _a catastrophe. He had been apparently in the best of

health and spirits. What was it that had made this old
lady foreseée what no one else had seen? -

These are no trumped-up tales after the prediction had
been fulfilled. Everyone knew it to be true, and became
frightened to look into the future for themselves. ‘I was an
exception to the general rule, however, and persuaded Mrs.
Simmonds to lay the cards for me; I had just completed
a two months’ sojourn at the seaside, was in robusthealth,
and anticipating my return home for the sake of meeting
again with a friend who was very dear to me. I shuffled
and cut the cards according to directions. - The old lady

" - looked rather grave. I don't like your cards,” she said,

‘ there is a good deal of trouble before you—trouble and
sickness. You will not return home so soon as you antici-
pate. You will be detained by illness, and when you do
return, you will find a letter on the table that will cut you
to the heart. I am sorry you have stayed away so long.
There has been treachery in your absence, and a woman
just your opposite, with dark eyes and hair, has got the

better of you. However, it-will be a sharp trouble, but

not a lengthy one. You will see the wisdom of it before
long, and be thankful it has happened.” I accepted my
destiny with complacency, never supposing (notwithstand-
ing all that I had heard) that it would come true. I was
within a few days of starting for home, and had received
affectionate letters from my friend all the time I had been
away. However, as Fate and the cards would have it, I
was taken ill the very day after they were laid for me, and
confined for three weeks with a kind of low fever to my
bed ; .and when weakened and depressed I returned to my
home I found #4¢ Zetter on my table that Mrs.. Simmonds
- had predicted for me, to say that my friendship with my
(supposed) friend was over and done with for ever.

this I began to have more respect for cards, or ratherfar.

‘ the persons who successfully laid them. In-1888, whenlI
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was touring with my company with the “ Golden Goblin,”
I stayed for the first time in my life in Accrington. Our
sojourn there.was to be only for a week, and, -as may be
supposed, the accommodation in the way of lodgmgs was
very poor. When we had been there a few days a lady of
the company said to me, ¢ There is such a funny old
woman at my lodgings, Miss Marryat ! I wish you’d come
and see her. She can tell fortunes with the cards, and I
know you believe in such things. She has told my husband
and me all about ourselves in the most wonderful manner ;
but you mustn’t come when the old man is at home, be-
cause he says it’s devilry, and he has forbidden her domg
it” T am very much interested in that sort of thing,”
replied, “and I will certamly pay her a visit, if you w1ll
tell me when I may come.” A time was accordingly fixed
for my going to the lady’s fooms, and on my arrival there
I was introduced to a greasy, snuffy old landlady, who
_didn’t. look as if she had a soul above a bottle of gin. .
However, I sat down at a table-with her, and the cards
were cut. She told me nqthing that my friends might-have
told her concerning me, but dived at once into the future.
My domestic affairs were in a very complicated state at ‘
that period, and I had no idea myself how they would-end.
h She saw the whole situation” at a glance—describéd the
i actors in the scene, the places they lived in, the people by
. whom they were surrounded, and exactly how the whole
; 1 : C business would end, and Zid end. - She foretold the
running of the tour, how long it would last, and which of
; . the company would leave before it concluded. She told
; - me that a woman in the company, whom I believed at that
N - time to. be attached to me, would prove  to be one of my
g greatest enemies, and be the cause of estrangement between
E ’ me and one of my nearest relations, and she opened my
eyes to that woman’s character in a way which forced me
afterwards to find out that to which I might have been
blind forever. And thisinformation emanated from a dirty, -
ignorant, old lodging keeper, who had probably never
heard of my name until it was thrust before her, and yet
told me things that my most intimate and cleverest friends
had no power to tell me. . After the woman at Accrington
I never looked at a card for the purpgse of divination until
. my attention was directed last year to a woman in London .
who is very clever at the same thing, and a friend asked -
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me to go with her and see what she could tell us. This
woman, who is quite of the lower class, and professedly a

dressmaker, received us in a bedroom, the door of which
was carefully locked. She was an- elderly woman and
rather intelligent and well educated for her position, but
she could adduce no reason whatever for her facility in

reading the cards. She told me “it came to her,” she didn’t

know why or how.

It.*“ came to her” with-a vengeance for me. She rattled
off my past, present and future as if she had been reading
from an open book, and she mentioned the description ofa
person (which I completely recognized) so constantly with
' reference-to my future, that I thought I would try ker by a
question. “Stop a mmute," I S’Ild “this person whom
you havée alluded to so often—have I ever met him?”
“Of course you have met him,” she replied, “you know
him intimately.” I don’t recognize the description,” I
returned, fallaciously. v The woman turned bund and
looked me full in the face. ¢ You -don't recognize him 2”
she repeated in an incredulous tone, *then you must be
very dull. Well! I'll tell you how to recognize him. Next
-time-you meet a gentleman out walking who raises his hat,
" and Dbefore he shakes hands with you, draws a written
or pripted paper from his pocket and presents it to
you, you can remember my words. Z%ef is the man I
mean.”

I'laughed at the quaintness of the idea and returned -

home. As I was walking-from the station to my own
house I met the person she had described. As he neared
. me he raised_his hat, and then’ ‘putting his hand in his-
-pocket he said, “ Good a.ftemoon ! T have something for
gou!. I met Burrows this morning. He was going on to
you, but as he was in a great hurry he asked me if I was
likely to see you to-day to give you this.” And he pre-
sented me with a printed paper of regulations which I had
asked the man he mentioned to procure for me.

Now, here was no stereotyped utterance of the cards—no
stock phrase—but a deliberate prophecy of an unfulﬁlled
event. It is upon such thlllgs that I base my opinion that,
given certain persons and certain circumstances, the cards
are a very fertile source Hf mformatlon, It is absurd in
cases like those I have related tg lay it alldown to chancey
}0 clever guessing, orto trickery, If my readers believe so,
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. .
let me ask them to try it for themselves. . If it is all folly,
and any stupid, ignorant old woman can do it, of course -
they must be able to master the trick. Let them getat - B
-pack of cards and lay them according to the usual direc- . T
tions—there are any number of books published that will
tell them how to do it—and then see if they can foretell a
single event of importance correctly. They will probably
find (as 7 do) that the cards are a sealed book to them. I
would give a great deal to be able to lay the cards withany
degree of success for myself or my friends. But nothing
“comes. to me.” The cards remain painted piecés of card-
board, and-nothing more. And yet an ignorant creature
who has no brains of her own can dive deep into -the
mysteries of-my mind, and turn my inmost' thoughts and
wishes inside out,— more, can pierce futurity and tell
me what ska// be® However, if my hearers continue to
doubt my story, I can only repeat my admonition to try
it for themselves. If they once succeed, they will not give
it up again. ) '




S

THERE IS NO DEATH. 207

N

' CHAPTER% XXIV.
_ SPIRITUALISM IN AMERICA.
1. Mrs. M. A. Williams.

I WENT to America on a professional engagement in Octo-
ber, 1884.f Some months beforehand a very liberal offer

had been made me by the Spiritualists of -Great Britain to .

write my experiences for the English press; but I declined
to do so until I could add my Amencan notes-to them. "I
corresponded (as I ‘have shown) with the Banner of
Light in New York ; and what I had heard of Spiritualism
in America had made me curious to witnessit. But I was
determined to test it-on a strictly private plan. I said to
myself : “I have seen and heard pretty nearly.all there is
to be seen and heard on the subject in England, but, with
one or two exceptions, I have never sat at any séance
where I was not known. Now I am going to visit.a strange
country where, in a matter like Spiritualism, I can concea

my identity, so as to afford the media no clue to my sur-
roundings or the names of my deceased friends.” -{ sailed
for America quite” determined to pursue a strictly secret
_ investigation, and with that end in view I never mentioned
the subject to anyone., .

I had a few days hoi‘lday in New York before proceed-
ing to Boston), where my work opened, and I stayed at
one of the largest hotels in the city. Ilanded on Sunday
morning, and on Monday evening I resolved to- make my
first venture. Had I been a visitor in Londen, I should
have had to search out the right sort of people, and make
a dozen inquiries before I heard where the media were
hiding themselves from dread of the law ; but'they order
such things better on the other side of the Atlantic. People
ar¢-allowed to hold their private opinions and their private
religion there without being swooped down upon and
clapped into prison for rogues and vagabonds. Whatever
the views of the ‘majority may be, upon this subject or any
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other (and Heaven Khows I would ha.ve each man strong
""" enough to cling to his opinion, and brave enough to
. _acknowledge i before the world), I think it is a discredit
to a civilized..country to allow old laws, that were made
& .o when we were little better than savages, to remainin force
3 at the present day.- We are far too-much over-ridden by
i - * _a paternal Government, which has_grown so blind and
- senile that it swallows camels while it is straining after a
_,._ . ..% gnat
b There was_no* obstacle to my wish, however, in New
York. Ihad butto glance down the advergggggt columns
of the newspapers to learn where the media 'lived, -and on
what days they held their public séances. 1t so happened
that Mrs. M. A. Williams was the only one who held open
house on Monday evenings for - Materialization ; and thither
I determined to go. There is no such pnvaéya.s Ina large
hotel, where no” one has the opportumty to see what his
neighbor is doing. As soon, therefore, as my dinner was
- concluded, I put on 4 dark cloak hat and veil, and walk-
ing out into the open, got mt& one of the'cars that ran
past the street where Mrs. Williams resided. Arrived at
the house, I knocked at the door,hxld was about to inquire
if there was to be any séance thexe, that evemng, when the ~
attendant saved me the trouble By saying, ¢ Upstairs, if
you please, madam,” and nothing more passed between us.
E When I had mounted the stairs, I found myself in a large
R T ~ room, the floor-of which was covered with a thick carpet,
CE nailed all round the wainscotting. ©On one side were some
thirty or forty cane-bottomed chairs, and directly facing ,
them was the' cabinet. This consisted of four uprights
nailed over the carpet, with iron rods \conuectmg them at
the top. There was no roof to it, butscurtains of 4 dark--
maroon color were usually. drawn atound, but when I °
entered, they were flung back over the iron rods, SO as to
dlsclose the interior. There was a stuffed armchair’ for the
use of the medium, and in front of the cabinet a narrow
table with papers and pencils on it, the use of which Idid
not at first discover. At the third side of the room was a
harmonium, so placed that the performer $at with his back
both to the cabinet and the sitters. A, large gas lamp,
almost like allmellght made in a square form like a lan-
tern, was fixed against the wall, so as to throw the light
" upon the cabinet, but it was ﬁtted with a sliding shade of -
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red silk, with which it could be darkened if necessary. I
was early, and only a few visitors were occupying the chairs.
I dsked a lady-if I-might-sit-where I chose, and on her
answering “ Yes,” I took the chair in the front row, exactly ~
opposite the cabinet, not forgetting that I was there in the
cause of Spiritualism as well as for my own interests. The

itted rapidly and theremust have been thirty-five or. T

forty people present, when Mrs. Williams entered the 'f
room, and nodding to those she knew, went into the cabi- ' i
“net. Mrs. Williams is a stout woman of middle age, with -

dark hair and eyes, and a fresh complexion. --She was L
dressed in a tight-fitting gown of pale blue, with a good ’
deal of lace about the neck and sleeves. She was accom- i3,
panied by a gentleman, and I then discovered for the first Al
time that it is usual in America to have, what they call, a

« conductor ” of the séance. The conductor sits close to ab
the cabinet curtains, and, if any spirit is too weak to shew
itself outside, or to speak audibly; he conveys the message '
" it may wish to gend to its friends; and when 1 knew how i
very few precautions the Americans take to prevent such o
outrages as have occurred in England, and h6w many -
more materializations take place in an evening there than ) *
here, I saw the necessity of a conductor to protect. the / )
medium, and to regulate the order of the séance. i /' i i
Mrs. Williams’ conductor opened the proceedings with
a very neat little speech. He said, “I see several strange
faces here this evening, and I am very pleased to see them,’
and I hope they may derive both pleasure and profit from
our meeting. Wehave only one rule for the conduct of our
séances, that you shall behave like ladies and gentlemen. :
You may not credit a]l you see, but remember this is our
religion, and the religion of many present, and as you
would behave yourselves reverently and decorously, if you .
were in a church of another persuasion to your own, so 1
.beg of you to behave yourselves here. And if any spirits
should come for you whom you do notjmmediately recog- . :
nize, don’t wound them by denying theit identity. They 4
may have been longing for this moment to meet you again,
and doing their very utmost to assume once.more the
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likeness-they wore on earth ; yet some £il. Don’t make i
~-their—faiture harder to bear by roughly repudiating”all i
nowledge of them. The strangers who are present to- ) - 5
ﬁg'ht may mistake the teéason Of this little table being i
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placed in front of the cabinet, and think it is intended to
keep them from too close an inspection of the spirits. No
such thing! On the contrary, all will. be_invited in turn
to come up and recognize their friends. But we make ita
rule at these séances that no materialized spirit, who is
strong enough to come heyond that table, shall be per-
mitted to return to the cabinet. T hey must dematerialize
in sight of the sitters, that no possmlc suspicion may rest
upon the medium. These pencils and papers are placed
here in case any spirit who is unable to speak may be
impressed to write instead. And now we will begin the
evening with a song.
The accompanist then played ¢ Footsteps of Angels 7
the ‘audience sung it with a will, and the curtains having
. been drawn round Mrs.'.Williams, the shade was drawn
across the gaslight, and the séance began.

I don’t think it could have been more than a minute or
two before we heard a voice whispering, ¢ Father,” and
three girls, dressed in white clinging garments, appeared
at the openmg in the curtains. n old man with-white
hair left his seat and walked up to the calingt, when they
all three came out at once and hung about This neck and
kissed him, and whispered to him. I almost forgot where
Iwas. They looked perfectly human, so joyous and
girl-like, somewhere between seventeen and twengy, and
‘they all spoke at once, so like what girls on earth would
do, that it was most mystifying. The old man came back
to his seat, wiping his'eyes. “ Are those your daughters,
sir? ”’ asked one of the sitters. ¢ VYes ! my three girls,” he
replied. I lost them all before ten years old, but you
see I've got them back again here.”. ®

Several other forms appeared after tlns-—one, a little
____ child-ef about three years old, who fluttered in and out of

the cabinet like a butterfly, and ran laughing away from

- the sitters who tried to catch her. Some of the meetings

that took place for the first time were very affecting. One
ybung man of about seventeen or eighteen, who was called
up to see his mother’s spirit, sobbed so bitterly, it broke
my heart to hear him. _There was not the least doubt
“73} if Ze recognized heror no.” He was so overcome, he hardly
raised his eyes for the rest of the evening. " One lady
brought her spirit-son up to me, that I might see how per-
feetly he had matenahzed She spoke of it as proudly as

——— . )
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she might have done if he had passed some difficult exami-
nation. The young man was dressed in a suit of evening
clothes, and he shook hands with me at his’ mother’s bld-
ding, with the firm grasp of a mortal. Naturally, I had
seen tco much in England for all this to surprise me. Still
I had never assisted ata séance where everything appeared
to be so strangely human—so little mystical, except indeed
the rule of dematerxahzmg before the sitters, which I had
only seen ¢ Katie King” do before. But here, each form,
after having been warned by the conductor that its time
was up, sunk down right through the carpet as though it
were the most ordinary mode of egression. Some, and
more especially the men, did not-advance beyond the cur-
tains ; then their friends were invited to go. up and speak
to them, and several went-inside the cabinet. There were
necessarily a good many forms, familiar to the rest, of whom
I knew nothing ; one was an old minister under whom they
had all sat, another a gentleman who had been a constant
attendant at Mrs. Williams’ séaznces.

Once the conductor spoke to me. “ 1T am notaware of
your name,” he said (and I thought, “ No ! niy friend, and
you won’t be aware of it just yet either!””), “but a spirit
here wishes you would come up to the cabinet.” I advanced,
expecting to see some friend, and there stood a Catholic
priest with his hand extended in blessing. I knelt dawn,
and he gave me the usual benediction and then closed the
curtains. ¢ Did you know the spirit ? ” the conducter asked
me. I shook my head ; and he continued, ¢ He was Father
‘Hayes, a well-known priest in this city. I suppose you are
a Catholic?” I told him “ Yes,” and went back to my seat.
The conductor addressed me again. “I think Father
Hayes must have come to pave the way for some of your
friends,” he snid. ¢ Here is a spirit who says she has come
for a lady named ¢ Florence,” who has just crossed the sea.
Do you answer to the description?” I was about to say
“Yes,” when the curtains parted again and my daughter
“ Florence ” ran across the room and fell into my arms.

“’Mother!” she exclaimed, “ I said I would come with you
and look after you{—didn’t I»”

1 looked at her. She was exactly the same in appear-
ance as when she had come to me in England—the same
luxuriant brown hair and features and figure, as 1 had seen
under the different mediumships of Florence Cook, Arthur
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Colman, Charles Williams and William Eglinton ; the same
form which in England had been declared to be half-a-
dozen different media dressed up to represent my daughter
stood before me .there m New York, thousands of miles -
across the sea, and by the power of a person who did not
even know who I was. If I had not been convinced before

how could T have helped being convinced then? ?

¢ Florence ” appeared as delighted as' I was, and kept
on kissing me and talking of what had happened to me on
board ship coming over, and was evidently quite ez fait
of all my proceedings. Presenllv she said, * There’sanother
friend of yours here, mother ! \Vuame over together. I'l
go and fetch him.” S..€ was going back to the cabinet
when the conductor stopped her. - *“You must not return
this way, please. Any other you like,” and she immedi-
ately made a kind of court curtscy and went down through
the carpet. I was standing where * Florence” had left
me, wondering what would happen next, when she came
up again a few feet off from me, head first, and smiling
as if she had discovered a new game. She was allowed to
enter the cabinet this tlme, but a moment afterwaids she
popped her head out again, and said, ‘“ Here’s your friend.
mother ! ” and by her side was standing William Eglinton’s
control, *“ Joey,” clad in his white suit, with a white cap
drawn over his head. ‘¢ Florence ’ and I have come over
to make new lines for you here,” he said: ““at least, I've
come over to put her in the way of doing it, but 1 can’t
stay long, you know, because I have to go back to
‘Willy.”

I really didn’t care if he stayed long or not. I seémed
to have procured the last proof I needed of the truth of
the doctrine I had held so long, that there is no such.thing
as Death, as we understand it in this world. Here were the
two spxrm.al beings (for believing in the identity of whom
‘I had called myself a credulous fool fifty times over, only
to believe in them more deeply still) in prdpria personein
New York,.claiming me in a land of strangers, who had not
yet found out who I was. I was more deeply affected than’
I had ever been underSuch circumstances before, and more .
deeply thankful. ¢ Florence ” made great friends with our
American cousins even on her first appearance. Mrs.
Williams’ conductor told me he thought he had never
heard anything more beautiful than the idea of the spirit- *
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child crossing the ocean to guard its mother in a strange

country, and particularly, as he could feel by her influence, .

what a pure and beautiful spirit she was. When I told
him she had left this world at ten days old, he said that
accounted for it, but he could see there was nothing earthly
about her.

I was delighted with this séance, and hoped to sit with
Mrs. Williams many times more, but fate decreed that I
should leave New York sooner than I had anticipated.

. The perfect freedom with which it was conducted charmed

me, and the spirits seemed so familiar with the sitters.
There was no ‘“Sweet Spirit, hear my prayer,” business
about-it. No fear of being detained or handled among the

spirits, and no awe, only, intense tenderness on the part of
- their relations. - It was to this cause I chiefly attributed

the large number of materializations I witnessed—jforzy
having taken place that evening. They spoke far more dis-
tinctly and audibly too than those I had seen in England,
but I believe the dry atmosphere of the United States is
far more favorable to the process of materialization. I pet-
ceived another difference, Although the female spirits
weré mostly ¢lad in white, they wore dresses and not
simply drapery, whilst the men were invariably attired in
the clothes (or semblances of the clothes) they would have
Jwor had they been still on earth. I left Mrs. Williams’
-rooms, determined to see as much as I possibly could of
mediumship whilst I was in the United States.
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CHAPTER XXV.

1I. Mrs. Eva Hatch.

I was so disappointed at being hurried off to Boston be-
fore I had seen any more of the New York media, that I
took the earliest opportunity of attending a ‘séazce there.
A few words I had heard dropped about Eva Hatch made
me resolve to visit her first:  She was one of the Shaker
sect, and I heard her spoken of as a remarkably pure and
honest woman, and most reliable medium. Her first ap-
pearance quite gave me that impression. She had a farr,
placid countenance, full of sweetness and serenity, and a
plump matronly figure. I went incognita, as I had done
to Mrs. Williams, and mingled unnoticed with the crowd.
Mrs. Hatch’s cabinet was quite different from Mrs. Wil-
liams’. It was built of planks like alittle cottage, and the
roof was pierced with numerous round holes for ventila-
tion, like a pepper-box. There was a door in the ceritre,
with a window on either side, all three of which were
shaded by dark curtains. The windows, I was told, were
for the accommodation of those spirits who had not the
power to materialize more than a face, or head and bust.
Mrs. Hatch’s conductor was a woman, who sat near the
cabinet, as in the other case, *

Mrs. Eva Hatch had not entered the cabinet five minutes
before she came out again, under trance, with a very old
lady with silver hair clinging to her arm, and walked
round the circlé.  As they did so, the old lady extended
her withered hand, and blessed .the sitters. She came
quite close to each one and was distinctly visible to all. I
was told that this was the spirit of Mrs. Hatch’s mother,
and ‘that it was her regular custom to come first and give
her blessing to the séance. I had never seen the spirit of
an aged person before, ‘and it was a beautiful sight. She
was the sweetest old lady too, very small and fragile look-
ing, and half reclining on her daughter’s bosom, but smil-
ing serenely upon every one there. When they had made
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the tour of the room, Mrs. Hatch re-entered the cabinet,
and did not leave it again until the sitting was concluded.
There were a great many sitters present, most of whom
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were old patrons of Mrs, Hatch, and so, naturally; their %
friends came for them first. It is surprising though, when T
once familiarizad with materialization, how little one grows P

to care to see the spirits who come for one’s next door
neighbor. They are like a lot of prisoners let out, one by
one, to see their friends and relations. The few moments
they have to spare are entirely devoted to home matters of
no possible interest to the bystander. The first wonder
and possible shoak<at secing the supposed dead return.in f
their old likenessto greet those they left on earth over, - !
one listens with ]ancma indifference, and perhaps a little -
impatience for one’s own turn to come, to the whispered
utterances of strangers. Mrs. Hatch’s  cabinet spirits”
-or “ controls,” however, were very interesting. One, who
called herself the “ Spirit of Prayer,” came and knelt down
in the middle of the circle, dand” prayed with us. She had k
asked for'the gas to.be extinguished first,” and as she
‘prayed she became illuminated with flashes of light, in the
shape of stars and crosses, until she was visible from head
to foot, and we could see her features and dress as if she
had been surrounded by electncxty
Two more cabinet spirits were a negro and neoress, who
appeared together, chanting some of their native hymns
and melodies. When I saw these apparitions, I thought
to myself: ¢ Here is a good opportunity to discover
- trickery, if trickery there is.” The pair were undoubtedly
of the negro race. There was no mistaking:their thick
lips and noses and yellow-white eyes; nor their polished
brown skins, which no charcoal can properly imitate. They
were negroes without doubt; but how about the negro
bouquet ? Everyone who has mixed with colored people
in the East or the West knows what that is, though it is
very difficult to describe, - bemor something like warm
rancid oil mingled with the fumes of charcoal with a little
worse thrown in. . Now,” I thought, *if these forms are -
human, there will be some odor attached to them, and that
Iam determined to find out.” * I caught, therefore, at the .°
dress of the young woman as she passed, and asked her if
she would kiss me. She left her companion directly, and
put her arms (which were bare) round my neck, and em- Y
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braced me several times ; and, I can declare, on my oath,
that she was as completely free from anything like the
smell of a colored woman 3s it was possible for her to be.
She felt as fresh and sweet nd pure as a little child.’

Many other forms appear: d were recognized by the
circle, notably/q»very handsome one who called herself the
Empress Josephine ; but as .they could not add a grain’s
weight to my testimony I pass them over. I had begun to
think that “ Florence ” was not going to visit me that.
evening, when the conductor of the séance asked if there
was anybody in the room who answered to the name of
‘ Bluebell.” I must indulge in a little retrospect here, and’
tell my readers that ten years previous to the time I am
writing of, I had lost my brother-in-law, Edward Church,
under very painful circumstances. He had been left an
orphan and in control of his fortune at a very early age,
and had lived with my husband, Colonel Ross-Church, and
myself. ~ But poor “ Ted ” had been his own'worst enemy.
He had possessed a most generous heart and affectionate
disposition, but these had led him into extravagances that
swallowed up his fortune, and then he had taken to drink-
ing and killed himself by it. I anduy children had loved
him dearly, but all our prayers and entreaties had had no
avail, and in the end he had become so bad that the doc-
tors had insisted upon our separation. Poor ¢ Ted ” had
consequently died in exile, and this had been a further
aggravation of our grief. For ten years I had been trying
to procure communication with him in vain, and I had
quite given up expecting to see him again. Only once had
I heard “ Bluebell ” (his pet name for me)" gasped out by
an entranced clairvoyant, but nothing further had come of
it. Now, as I heard it- for the second time, from a $tran-
ger’s hps in a foreign country, it naturally roused my
expectations, but I thought it might be only a message for
me from ¢ Ted.”

«“Is there anyone here who recognizes the name of

"¢ Bluebell ’? ” repeated the conductor. “ I was.once called

You had better come up to the cabinet,’{ she replied. I
rose at once and did as she told me, but when I reached
the curtain I encountered *“ Florence.” “ My darling child,”
I said, as I embraced her, *“ why did you ask for * Blue-

so by a friend,” I said. ‘Someone is askmifor that name.

Bell'?” She did not answer me, except by shaking her
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‘head, placing her finger on her lips, and pointing down- .
wards to the carpet. I did not know what to make of it.
I had never known her unable to articulate before. ¢ What
is the matter, dear?” I said; “can’t you speak to me to-
night? ” Still she shook her head, and tapped my arm
with her hand, to attract my attention to the fact that she
was pointing vigorously downwards. I looked down, too,
when, to my astonishment, I saw rise through the carpet
what looked to me like the ‘bald head of a baby or an old
man, and-a little figure, not more than three feet in height,
with Edward Church’s features, but no, hair on its head,
came gradually into view, and looked up in my face with a -
pitiful, deprecating expression, as if he were afraid I should
strike him. The face, however, was so unmistakably
Ted’s, though the figure was so ludicrously insignificant,
that I could not fail to recognize him. “ Why, Ted!” I
exclaimed, ‘ have you come back to see me at last 2 ” and
held out my hand. The little figure seized- it, tried to
convey it to his lips, burst into tears,qand sank dewn S |-
through the carpet much more rapidly than he had come :
up.
pI began to cry too. Itwas so pitiful. With her uncle’s
. disappearance “ Florence ” found her tongue. “ Don't cry, ' T
mother,” she said ; * poor Uncle Ted is overcome at see-
ing you. That's why he couldn’t materialize better. He i
was in such a terrible hurry. He'll look more like himself o
next time. I was trying so hard to help him, I didn’t dare !
to use up any of the power by speaking. He'll be so much . t
better, now he’s seen you. - You'll come here again, won’t E
you?” Itold her I certainly would, if I could ; and, in- ‘ i
deed, I was all anxiety to see my  poor brother-in-law T
again. To prove how difficult it would have been to de-
ceive me on this subject, I should like tosay a little about
Edward Church’s personal appearance. He was a very
remarkable looking man—indeed, I have never seen any- .
one a bit like him before or after. He was very small; L
not short only, but small altogether, with tiny hands and
feet, and a little head. His hair and eyes were of the
deepest black—the former parted ‘in the middle, with a
curl on either side, and was naturally waved. His com-
plexion was very dark, his features delicate, and he wore
a small pointed. moustache. As a child he had suffered
from an attack of conﬂu@t small-pox, which had deeply
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pitted his face, and almost eaten away the tip of his nose.
Such a man was not to- be easily -imitated, even if anyone
in Boston had ever heard of his inconsequential existence.
To me, though, he had been a.dear friend and brother,
" before the curse of Drink had seemed to change his nature,
and I had always been anxious to hear how he fared in
that strange country whither he had been forced to jour-
ney, like all of us, @/one. 1 was very pleased then to find
that business would not interfere with my second wvisit to
Mrs. £va Hatch, which took place two nights afterward.
On this occasion “ Florence” was one of the first to
appear, and “Ted” came with her, rather weak and
trembling on his second introduction to this mundane -
sphere, but no longer bald-headed nor under-sized. He
was his full height now, about five feet seven; his head
was covered with his black crisp hair, parted jdst as he'
used to wear it while on earth; in every particular he
resembled what he used to be, even down to his clothes.
I could have sworn I'had seen that very suit of clothes ;
the little cut-away coat he always wore, with the natty tie
and collar, and a dark blue velvet smoking cap upon his
head, exactly like one I remembered being in his posses-
sion. “ Florence ™still seemed to be acting as his inter-

preter and guide. When I said to him, *“ Why ! Ted, you - -

look quite like your old self to-day,” she answ@r@d, “He
can't talk to you, mamma, he is weak still, and he is so
thankful to meet you again. He wants me to tell you that
he has been trying to communicate with you often, but he
never could manage it in England. -He will be so glad
when he can talk freely to you.” . Whilst she was speak-
ing, “ Ted ” kept on looking from her to me like a deaf
and dumb animal trying to understand what was going on
‘in a manner that was truly. pitiful. I“Ss6oped down and
kissed his forehead. The touch seemed to break the spell
- that hung over him. * Forgive,” he uttered in a choked
voice. “There is nothing to forgive, dear,”.I replied,
« except as we all have need to forgive each other. You
know how we all loved you, Ted, and we loved you to the
last and gfieved for you deeply. You remember the child-
- ren, and how fond you were of them and they of you.
'They often speak to this day of their poor Uncle Ted.”
« Eva—Ethel,” he gasped out, naming my two elder
children. At this juncture he seemed suddenly to fail,
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and becdme so weak that ““ Florence ” took him back into-
jthe cabinet again.. No more spirits came for me that he
evening, but towards the close of the séance ¢ Florence ” .
and “ Ted ” appeared again together and embraced me
fondly. Florence ” said, * He’s so happy now, mother ;
he says he ¥hall rest in peace now that he knows that you
have forgiveh him. And he won’t ceme without his hair =
again,” she added, laughing. “I hope he won',” I an- :
swer r he fnghtened me.” And then they both I
kissed\me /¢ good-night,” and retreated.to the cabinet, and ’ b
I looked-after them longingly and wished I could go there B
too, . ;
9
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CHAPTER XXVIL -
, " 1IL. Fhe Misses Berry.

No one introduced me to the Misses Berry. I saw their
\ advertisement in the public papers and went incognita to
\ their séance, as I had done to those of others. The first
thing that struck me about them was the superior class of -
| patrons whom they drew. In the ladies’ cleak~room, where
J they left their heavy wraps and umbrellas, the conversation
l\ that took place made this sufficiently evident. -Helen and
\ Gertrude Berry were pretty, unaffected, lady-like girls ; and
their conductor, Mr. Abrow, one of lhe most courteous
\ | gentlemen I have ever met. The sisters, both highly
'mediumistic, never sat together, but on alternate nights, but
the one who did zof sit always took a place in the audience,
in order to prevent sgspicion attaching to her absence.
\Ge rtrugle Berty had been lately married to a Mr. Thompson,
and on account of her healthr gave up her séances, soon after
I made her aquaintance. She was 4 tall, finely-formed
oung woman, with golden hair and a beautiful complexion.
er sister Helen was smallér, paler and more slightly
pmlt She kad been gngaged to be married to a gentleman
who died shortly before the time fixed for their wedding,
and his spirit, whom she called ““ Charley,” was the principal
control at her séances, though he never showed himself. I
found the séance room, which was not very large, crammed
é&'ilh chairs which had all been engaged beforehand, so Mr.
Abrow fetched one from downstairs and placed it next his
,own for me, which was the very position I should have
S~ ixssen. I asked him afterwards how he dared admit a
tanger to such close proximity, and he replied that he was
a medium” himself and knew who he could and who he
could 7zof trust at a glance. As my professional duties
took me backwards and forwards to Boston, which was my
central starting-point, sometimes giving me only a day’s
rest theré, I was in the habit afterwards, when I found I
should h,avc “a mght off,” of wxrmg to Mr, Abrow fo keep_
S ~R .
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me a seat, so difficult was it to secure one unless it were
bespoken. Altogether-1 sat five or six.times with the
Berry sisters, and wished I could haveé sat fifty or sixty

tfmes instead, for I never enjoyed any séanées so muck in-

my life before. The cabinet was formed of an inner room
- with a separate door; which had to undergo the process of
being sealed up by a committee of strangers every evening.
Strips of gummed paper were provided for them, on which
they wrote their names before affixing themacross the inside

opening of the door. On the first night I inspectéd the .

chbinet also as a matter of principle, and gummed my paper
_with ¢ Mrs. Richardson ” written on it across tlie door. The
cabinet -e6ntained only a sofa. for Miss Helen Berry to
recline upon. . The floor was covered with a nailed-down
carpet. - The door which led into the ¢abihet was shaded
by two dark curtains hung with rings upon a brass rod.
The door of the séaste room was situated at a riglit angle
with that of the cabinet, both opening upon a square land-
ing, and, to make ‘assurancé doubly sure,” the door of
the séance room was left open, so that the eyes-of the sitters
- at that end commanded a view, diring" the entire sitting,
of the outside of the locked and gummed-over cabinet door.
To make-this fully understood, I append a diagram of the
‘two rooms— ° . :

Landing. | * . Cabinet.

S | B

— <

F

Séance room.

cooe

- By the position of these doors, it, will be seen how im-
possible it would have been for anybody to leave or enter
the cabinet without being detected by the sitters, who had
their faces turned towards the séance room door. The first
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. materialization that appeared that evening was a bride,
dressed in her bridal costume ; and a gentleman, who was
occupying a “chair in the front row, and holding a white
flower in his hand, immediately rose, went up to her, em-
braced her, and whispered a few words, then gave her the
white flower, which she fastened in the bosom of her dress,
after which he bowed slightly to the company, and, instead
of resuming his seat, left the room. Mr. Abrow then said
to me, “If you like, madam, you can take that seat now,”
and as the scene had excited. my curiosity I accepted his
offer, hoping to find some one to tell me the meaning of it. -
I found myself next to a very sweet-looking lady, whom I
afterwards knew personally as Mrs. Seymour. ‘Can you
tell me why that gentleman left so suddenly ?.” I asked her
in a whisper. ¢ He seldom stays through a séance,” she re-
plied ; “he is a Pusiness man, and has no time to spare,
but he is here every night. The lady you saw him speak to
is.his wife. She died on her wedding day, eleven years ago,
and he has never failed to meet her on every opportunity
since He brings her a white flower every time he comes.
She appears always first, 4n order that he may be able to

‘return to his work.” This story struck me as very
interesting, and I always watched for- this gentleman after-
wards, and never failed to-see him waiting for his bride,
with the white flower in his hand. ‘Do you expect to see
any friends to-night?” I said to my new acquaintance.
“Q!yes!” shereplied. “Ihave come tosee my daughter
¢Bell” She died some years.ago, and I am bringing'up the -
two little children she left behind her. I neverdo anything
for them without consulting their mother. Just now I
have to change. their nurse, and I have received several
excellent characters of others, and I have brought them
here this evening that ¢ Bell’ may tell me which to write
for. "I have the pattern for the children’s winter frocks,
too,” she continued, producing some squares of woolen
cloths, “and I always like to let *Bell’ choose which she
likes best.” This will give my readers some idea of how
much more the American spiritualists regard their departed
friends as still forming part of the home circle, and inter-
ested in their domestic affairs. ¢ Bell” soon after made her .
appearance, and Mrs. Seymour brought her up to me. She
was a young woman of about three or four and twenty,

" and looked very happy and smiling. She perused the

(
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servants’ characters as practically as her mother might have
done; but said she would have none of them, and Mrs.
Seymour was to wait till she received some more. The
right one had not come yet. She also looked at the
patterns, and indicated the one she liked best. Then,
" as she was about to retire, she whl\spered to her mother,
and Mrs. Seymour said, to my surprise (for it must be
remembered I had not disclosed my name to her),
*¢ Bell tells me she knows a daughter of yours in the spirit
life, called ‘Florence.” Is that the case?” I answered
Ihada daughter of that name ; and Mrs. Seymour added
“¢Bell’ says she will be here this evening, that she is a very
pure and very elevated spirit, and they are great {riends.”
\Very shortly after this, Mr. Abrow remarked, “ There is a
young girl in" the cabinet now, who says that if her

mother’s name is ¢ Mrs. Richardson,’ she must have married . -

for the third time since she saw her last, for she was ¢ Mrs.
Lean’ then.” At this remark Ilaughed ; and Mr. Abrow
said, ¢“Is she came for you, madam? Does the cap fit?”
T'was obliged to acknowledge then that I £ad given a false
name in order to avoid recognition. But the mention of
my married name, attracted no attention to me, and was
only a proof that it had not been given from any previous
knowledge of Mr. Abrow’s concerning myself. 1 was
‘known in the United States as “ Florence Marryat” only,
and to this day they believe me to be still “ Mrs. Ross-
Church,” that being the name under which my first novels
were written. So I recognized “ Florence ” at once in the
trick that had been played me, and had risen to approach
the curtain, when she came downding out and ran into my
arms. I don’t think I hadever seen her look so charming
and girlish before. She looked like an embodiment of
sunshine. She was dressed in a 16w frock which seemed
manufactured of lace and muslin, her hair fell loose down
her back to her knees, and her hands were full of damask
roses. This was in December, when hot-house roses were
‘selling for a dollar a piece in Boston and she held, perhaps,
twenty Their scent was delicious, ‘and she kept thrustmg
them under my nose, saying, ¢ Smell my roses, mother.
* Don’t you wish you had my garden? We have fie/lds of
them in the Summer Land! O! how I wish you were
-there.” ‘“Shan’t I come soon, darling? ”I said. “ No'!
., not yet,” replied “ Florence.” “ Youhave a lot of work to

paarevats o e

e e e

s b




224 THERE IS NO DEATH. _
do still.  But when you come, it will be all flowers for you
and me.”- I asked her if she knew ¢ Bell,” and she 'said,
“0!yes! We came together this evening.” Then I asked
her to come and speak to “Bell's” mother, and her
manner changed at orice. She became shy and timid, like
a young girl, unused to strangers, and quite hung on my
arm, as I took her up\to Mrs. Seymour’s side. - When she
~had spoken a few words to her i ery low voice, she
" turned to me and said, “ I g0 now,He we have a
great surprise for you this evening—a verygreat surprise.”
I told her I liked great surprises, when they were pleasant
ones, and “ Florence ” laughed, and went away. I found

+  that her début had created such a sensation amongst the
SltterS—lt being so: ual for a materialized spirit to

. ‘appear so strong and perfect on the first occasion of using

a medium—that I felt compelled to give them a little

explanation on the sub]ect. And when Itold them how
I had lost heras a tiny infant of ten days old—how she
had returned to me through varidus media in England,
and given such unmistakable proofs of her identity—and
how I, being a stranger in their country, and only landed
there a few weeks, had already met her through Mrs.
" Williams, Mrs. Hatch and Miss Berry—they said it was
one of -the most wonderful and perfect instances of
matenahzaﬁon——they had ever heard of. And when one
considers how perfect the chain is, from the time when
“ Florence ” first came back to me as a child, too weak to
speak, or even to understand where she was, to the years
through which she had grown and became strong almost
_beneath my .eyes, till she could “&dound” (as 1 have
narrated) into my, arms like a human being, and talk as
distinctly as (and far more sensible than) I did myself, I
think my readers will acknowledge also, that hers is no
common story, and that I have some reason to believe in
T Spiritualism. "~

Miss Berry’s cabinet spirits were quite different from
the common type. One was, or rather had been, a
dancing girl—nbt European, but rather more, I fancy, of
the Asiatic or Egyptian type.  Anyway she used to come
out of the cabinet—a lithe lissom creature liké a panther
or a snake—and execute such twists and bounds and
. pirouettes, as would have made her fortune -on the
stage. Indeed T used to think (Being always on the look-

N
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out for .chicanery) that no ‘uman cregture who could
dance as she did would ever waste her talents, especjally
in a smart country like America, on an audience 6f shirit-
ualists, whose  only motive for meeting was to see their
friends, and who would not pay an extra cent to look at a
“cabinet spirit.”  Another one was an Indian whom they
called ** The Brave.” He was also a lithe, active creature,
without an ounce of superfluous flesh upon his-body, but
plenty of muscle. He appeared to like the ladies of the
company very much, but evidently distrusted the men.
One stout, big man who was, I fancy, a bit of a sceptic,
wished to test the {* Brave’s” muscular power by feeling
his biceps, and was invited to step in front of the circle. for
that purpose.- He had no sooner approached him than
the Indian seized him up in his arms and threw him 7ig/¢
over his head. He did not hurt him, but as the gentleman

= BTS¢ ¢ SGD]

got-ap-agathe—satd el weigh-zoo-pounds;—anmd T
didn’t think any man in the room could have done that.”
The ladies in the circle mostly wore flowers in their bosorn
—bouquets, after the custom of American ladies—and they
began, one and all, to detach flowers from their bouquets
and give them to the * Brave,” “to give to his squaw.” He
nodded and gabbled some unintelligible Sioux or Cherokee
in reply, and went all round the circle on his knees. The
stout man had surmised that he was painted, and his long,
straight, black bair was a wig. When he came_to me I said,
« Brave'i may I try if your hair is a wig?” He nodded
and said, ¢ Pull—pull!” which I did, and found that it
undoubtedly grew on his head.' Then he took my finger
and drew it across his face several times to show he was
not painted. I had no flowers to-present-him-with, so I
said, “ Come here, Brave, and I'll give you something for
your squaw,” and when he approached near enough I
kissed him. He chuckled, and his.eyes sparkled with
mischief as he ran chatting in his native dialect behind the
curtains.. In another minute he dashed out again, and
coming wp to me ejaculated;-* No—give—squaw !” and
rushed back. Mr. Abrow laughed heartily at this incident,
and so did all the sitters, the former declaring I had
entirely captivated the ¢ Brave.” Presently the cabinet
curtains were shaken, and after a pause they parted slowly,
and the figure of an Indian squaw creptout. Anything -
—'tnore thalignant and vicious than her look I have seldom
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seen. Mr. Abrow asked her w/o.she wanted and w/hat
she wanted, but she would not speak. She stood there
silent, but scowlmg at me from beneath the tangles of her
. long black hair. At last Mr. Abrow said to her, “ If you
don’t want to speak to anyone in the circle you must go
away, as you are only preventing other splrlts from
coming.” The squaw backed behind the curtains again
rather sulkily, but the next time the ¢ Brave ” appeared she
came with him, and zever dldA he come again in my
presence but what his “squaw” stood at the curtains
and watched his actlons. Mrs, Abrow told me that the
“Brave” had been in the habit of manifesting at their
séances for years, but that they had never seen the “ squaw ” -
until that evening. Indeed, I don’t think they were very’
.grateful to me for ha.vmg by my rashness eliminated
this new feature in their evening’s entertainment, for
the “ squaw ” proved to be a very earthly and undeveloped
spirit, and subsequently gave them some trouble, as they
could not drive her away when they wanted to do so.
Towards the close of the evening Mr, Abrow said, ““ There
is a spirit here now whois very anxious to show himself,
but it is the first time he has ever attempted to full)r
materialize, and he is not at all certain of success. He
tells me there is a lady in the circle who has newly arrived
in America, and that this lady years ago sang a song by
his dying bed in India. If she will step up to the cabinet
"now and sing that song again he will try and shew himself
to her.”

Such of my readers as have perused ¢ The story of John
Powles” will recognize at once who this was, I did, of
course, and I confess that as I rose to approach the cabmet
I trembled like an aspen leaf. I had tried so often,’and
failed so often to see this dear old friend of mine, that to
think of meeting him now was like a veritable resurrection
from the dead. Thglk of it! We had parted in 1860,
and this was- 1884—twenty-four years afterwards. I had

been a girl'when we sald “Good-bye,” and he went forth
on that journey which seemed then so mysterious an one to”
me. I was a middle-aged woman now, who had passed
through so much from which /4e had been saved, that I felt
more like his mother than his friend. Of all my expe-
riences this was to me really the most solemn and interest-
ing. I hardly expected to see more than his face, but I
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walked up to the cabinet and commenced to sing in a very
shaky voice the first stanza of the old song he was so fond
of :— ’

“ Thou art gone from my gaze like a beautiful dream,
And I seek-thee in vain by the meadow and stream ;
Oft 1 breathe thy dear name to the winds passing by,
But thy sweet voice ismute to my bosom’slone sigh.
In the stillness of night when the stars mildly shine,

+ O! then oft my heart holds communion with thine,
For I feel thou art near, and where’er I may be,
That the Spirit*of Love keeps a watch over me.”

I had scarceily reached the finish of these lines when both
the curtains of the cabinet were drawn apart so sharply that
the brasssrings rattled on the rod, and John Powles stood
before me. Not a face, nor a half:formed figure, nor an

" apparition that was afraid t6 pass into the light—but /o/zn

Powles himself, stalwart and living, who stepped out
briskly and took me in.his arms and kissed me four or five
times, as a long-parted brother might have done ; and
_strange to say, I didn’t feel the least surprised at it, but
clung to him like a sister. For John Powles had never
once kissed me during his lifetime. Although we had lived
for four years in the closest intimacy, often under the same
roof, we had never indulged in any familiarities. I think
men and women were not so lax in their manners then as
they are now ; at anyrate, the only time I had ever kissed
him was when he lay dead, and“my husband had told me
to do so. And yet it seemed quite natural on meeting him
again to kiss him and cry over him. At last I ventured

to say, “ O, Powles ! is this really you?” “Look at me.

and see for yourself,” he answered. 1 looked up. It was
indéed himself He had possessed very blue eyes in earth
life, good features, a florid complexion, auburn hair,.and
quite a golden beard and.moustache. The eyes and hair

. and features were just the same, only his complexion was

<~

nd-he wore no beard. “ O ! ” I exclaimed, ““where

' 1s your beard ?” “ Don’t you remember I cut it off just

" | th# fact that he had done so owing to a Government order

| ?&?fé I left this world ? ” he said ; and then I recalled

| on the subject.
| And bearing on this question I may mention what seems
'a curious thing—that spirits almost invariably return to
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earth the first time just as they leftil, as though their
thoughts at the moment of parting clothed them on their
return, This, however, was not John Powles’ first attempt
at materialization, although it was his first success, for it
may be remembered he tried to show himself through Miss
Showers, and then he Zad a beard. However, when I saw
him through Miss Berry, he had none, nor did he resume
it during my stay in America. When we had got over the
excitement o# meeting, he began to speak to me of my
children, especially of the three who were born before his
death, and of whom he had been very fond. He spoke of
them all by name, and seemed quite interested in their
prospects and affairs. But when I began to speak of other -
things he stopped me. “I know it all,” he said, “I have
been with you in spirit through all your trials, and I can
never feel the slightest interest in, or affection for, those
who caused them. My poor frlend, you have mdeed had
your purgatory upon earth.” ¢ But tell me of yourself,
dear Powles ! Are you quite happy ? 7 I asked him. He
paused a moment and then replied, ¢ Quite hippy, waiting
for you.” * Surely you are not suffering still?” I said,
“ afterall these ycars? ¥ ““ My dear Florence,” he answered,
it takes more than a few years to expiate a life of sin.
But I am happier than I was, and every year the burden
is lighter, and coming back to you will help me so much.”
As he was spcaking to me the curtain opened again,
and there stood my brother-in-law, Edward Church, not
looking down-spirited and miserable, as he had done at
Mrs. Eva Hatch’s, but bright and smiling, and dressed in
evening clothes, as also T perceived, when I had time to
think of it, was John Powles. I didn’t know which to talk

‘to first, but kept turning from one to the other in a dazed

manner. John Powles was telling me that 4e was pre-
paring my house for me in the Summer Land, and would
come to take me over to it when I died, when ¢ Ted ”
interrupted him. ¢ That ought to have been my work, Blue-
bell,” he said, ¢ only Powles h‘ta‘ gnticipated me.” “I wish
I could go back with you both at once, I am sick of this
world,” I replied. ¢ Ted” threw his arms round me and
strained me to his breast. “ Q! it is so hard to part again.
How I wish I could carry you away in my arms to the
Summer Land ! Ishould have nothing left to wish for
then,” “You don’t want to come back then, Ted?” I
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asked him. “ Wa#n't to come back,” he said with a shudder ;
“not for anything ! Why, Bluebell, death is like an oper-
ation which you must inevitably undergo, but which you
fear because you know so little about it. Well, with me
the operation’s over. 1 know the worst, and every day
makes the term of punishment shorter. I am ttankful 1
left the earth so soon.” “ You-look just like your old self,
Ted,” I said ; ““the same little curls and scrubby little
moustache.” ¢ Pull them,” he answered gaily. “ Don’t go
away, Bluebell,-and say they were false and I was Miss’
Berry dressed up. Feel my biceps,” he continued, throw-
ing up his arm as men do, “ and’feel my heart,” placing
my hand above it, “feel how it is beating for my sister
Bluebell.”

I said to John Powles, I hardly know you in evening
costume. I never saw you in it before ” (which was true,
as all our acquaintance had taken place in India, where
the officers are never allowed to appear in anything but
uniform, especially in,the evenings). ‘I wish,” I continued,

- that you would come next time in uniform.” ¢Iwill try,”
he replied, and then their time was up for that occasion,
and they were obliged to go.
A comical thing- occurred on my second visit to the
Berrys. Of course I was all eagerness to see my brother-
in-law and ¢ Powles ” again,’and when I was called up to
the cabinet and saw a slim, dark, young man standing there,
I took him at once for ¢ Ted,” and, without looking at him,
was just about to kiss him, when he drew backwards and
said, “ I amnot ¢ Edward !’ I am his friend ¢ Joseph,’ to
whom he has given permission to make your acquaintance.”
" I then perceived that ¢ Joseph ” was very different from
“Ted,” taller and better looking, with a Jewish cast of
countenance. I stammered and apologized, and felt as
awkward as if I had nearly kissed a mortal man by mis-
take. * Joseph ” smiled as if it were -of very little con-
sequence. He said he had never met “Ted” on earth,
but they were close friends in the spirit world, and ¢ Ted”
had talked so much to him of me, that he had become very
anxious to see me, and speak to me. He was a very
elegant looking young man, but he did not seem to have
very much to say for himself, and he gave me the im-
pression that he had been a “masher ” whilst here below,
. and.had fiot quite shaken off the remembrance in the spirit

world, " '
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There was one spirit who often made her appearance at
these sittings and greatly interested ¥Je. This was a
mother with her infant of a few weeks old. The lady was
sweet and gentle Tookmg, but it was the baby that so im-
pressed me—a baby that never whined mor squalled, nor

" turned red in the face, and yet was made of neither wax

nor wood, but was palpably living and breathing. I used
always to go up to the cabinet when this spirit came, and
ask her to let me feel the little baby. It was a tiny crea-
ture, with a waxen-looking face, and she always carried it

‘enveloped in a full net veil, yet when I touched its hand,

the little fingers tightened round mine in baby fashion, as
it tried to convey them to-its moith. I had seen several
spirit children materialized before, but never such a young
infant as this. The mother told me she had passed away
in child-birth, and the baby had gone with her. She had
been a friend of the Misses Berry, and came to them for '
that reason. '
On Christmas Eve I happened to be in Boston, and
disengaged, and as I found it was a custom of the American
Spiritualists to hold meetings on that anniversary for
the purpose of seeing their spirit friends, I engaged a
seat for the occasion. I arrived some time before the
séance commenced, and next to me was seated a gentleman,
rather roughly dressed, who was eyeing everything about -
him with the greatest attention. Presently he turned to
me and said, rather sheepishly, “ Do you believe in this

sort of thing?” “I-do,” I replied, “and I have believed

in it for the last fifteen years.” “ Have you ever seen any-
body whom you recognized?” he continued. ¢ Plenty,”

Isaid. Then he edged a little nearer to me, and lowered his
voice. “Do you know,” he commenced, ‘that I have ridden
on horseback forty miles through the snow to-day to be pre-
sent at this meeting, because my old mother sent me a
message that she would meet me here! I don’t believe in
it, you know. T've never been ata séance before, and I feel
as if I was making a great fool of myself now, but I couldn’t
neglect my poor old mother’s message, whatever came

_ofit.” “Of course not,” I answered, “and I hope your

trouble will be rewarded” I had not much faith in my
own words; though, because I had seen people dis-

. appointed again and again over their first séance, from
cither the spmts of their friends being too weak to material-
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ize, or from too many trying to draw power at once, and
so neutralizing the effect on all. My bridegroom friend
was all ready on that occasion with his white flowers in
his hand and I ventured to address him and tell him how
very beautiful I considered his wife’s fidelity and his own.
He seemed pleased at my notice, and began to talk quite
freely about her. He told nfe she had returned to him
before her body was buried, and had been with him ever
since. ““She is so really and truly my wife,” he said, “as
I received her at the altar, that I could no more marry
again than I could if she were living in my house.” When
the séance commenced she appeared first as usual, and her
husband brought her up to my side. ““ This is Miss Florence
Marryat, dear,” he said (for by this time I had laid aside
my incognita with the Betrys). “You know her name,
don’t you?” “ Q! yes,” she answered, as she gave me her
hand, “I know you quite well. Iused to read your books.”
. Her face was covered with her bridal veil, and her husband
turned it back that I mightsee her. She was a very pretty
girl of perhaps twenty—quite a gipsy, with large dark eyes
and dark curling hair, and a brown complexion. ¢ She has
not altered one bit since the day we were married,” said
her husband, looking fondly at her, ¢ whilst I have grown
into an old man.” She put up her hand and stroked his
cheek. “ We shall be young together some day,” she said.
Then he asked her if she was not going to kiss me, and
she held up her face to mine like a child, and he dropped
the veil over heragain and led her away. The very next
spirit that appeared was my rough friend’s mother, and his
-astonishment and emotion at seeing her were very unmis-
takeable. When first he went up to the cabinet and saw
her his. head drooped, and his shoulders shook with the
sobs he could not repress. After a while he became calmer,
and talked to her, and then I saw him also bringing her up
to me. “I must bring my mother to.you,” he said, ¢ that
you may see she has really come back to me.” I rose, and
the old lady shook hands with me. She must have been,.at
the least, seventy years old, and was a most perfect spe-
cimen of old age. Her face was like wax, and her hair like
silver ; but every wrinkle was distinct, and her hands were
lined with blue veins. She had lost her teeth, and mumbled
somewhat in speaking, and her son said, ¢She js afraid
you will not understand what she says ; but she Wants you
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to know that she will be quite happy if her return will
make me believe in a future existence.” “ And will it?”
I asked. He looked at his mother. “I don’t understand
it,” he replied. ¢ Itseems too marvellous to be true ; but
how can I disbelieve it, when 4ere ske zs 2 And his words
were so much the echo of my own grounds for belief, that
I quite sympathized with them. ¢ John' Powles,” and
_«Ted,” and “ Florence,” all came to see me that evemng ;
and when I bid “ Florence” ““ good-bye ” she said, ¢ Oh, it
isn’t ¢ good-bye ’ yet, mother! I'm coming again, before
you go.” Presently something that was the very farthest
thing from my mind—that had, indeed, never entered it—
happened to me. I was told that a young lady wanted to
speak to me, and on going up to the cabinet I recognized
a girl whom [ Znew by sight, but had never spoken to—one
"of a large family of children, living in the same terrace in
London as myself, and who had died of malignant scarlet
fever abouta year before. ““ Mrs. Lean,” she said, hurrledly’,
*noting my surprise, ““ don’t youknowme? I am May L
“Yes, I do recognize you, my dear child,” I replied ; ¢ but
what makes you come to me?” ‘ Minnie and Katie are
so unhappy about me,” she said. “ They do not under-
stand. They think I have gone away. They do not know
what death is—that it is only like going into the next room,
and shutting the door.” “ And what can I do, May?” I
asked her. “Tell them you have seen me, Mrs. Lean. Say
I am alive—more alive,than they are ; that if they sit for

me, I will come to them and tell them so much they know -

nothing of now.” “ But where are your sisters ?” I said.

She looked puzzled. ¢ I don’tknow. I can’t say the place ;.

but you will meet them soon, and you will tell them.” “ If
I meet them, I certainly will tell them,” I said ; but I had
not the least idea at that moment where the ’ other girls
‘might be. Four months later, however, when I was stay-
ing in London, Ontario, they burst unexpectedly into my
hotel room, havmof @riven over (I forget how many miles)
to see me play Naturally I kept my promise ; but though
they cried when “ May * was alluded "to, they ev1dently
could not believe my story of having seen her, and so, I

suppose, the poor little girl’s wish remains ungratified. I
think the worst purgatory in the next world must be to find
how comfortably our friends get on without us in this. As
a rule, I did not take much interest in the spmts that did
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not come for me ; but there was one who appeared several
times with the Berrys, and seemed quite like an old friend
tome. This was “ John Brown,” not her Majesty’s ¢ Jo
Brown,” but the hero of the song—

¢« Hang John Brown on a sour apple tree,
_Bat his soul goes touting around.
Glory ! glory ! Halleluia !
For his soul goes touting around.”

‘When I used to hear this song sung with much shouting
and some profanity in England, I imagined (and I fancy
most people did) that it was a comic song in America.
it was no such thing It was a patriotic song; and
motive is (however comically put) to give glory to God,

with a simgularly benevolent countenance, iron grey hair,
muttod-chop whiskers, and deep china blue eyes. A kind
of man, as he appeared to me, made for. deeds of lpve

kind and‘heroic:3 A gentleman present on Christmas jeve
pushed forward eagerly to see the materialization,

Before this evening’s seance was concluded Mr. Abrow
¢ There is a little lady in the cabinet at present w
nounces herself as a very high personage. She says she-is

¢« ¢The Princess Gertie,” mother,” said * Florence,”
her head out of the curtains. “You've met her before in
England, you know.”. I went up to the cabinet, the cur-
tains divided, there stood my daughter “ Florence” as

“usual, but holding in front of her a little child of about

seven years old. I knelt down before this spirit of my own
creation. She was a fragile-looking little creature, very
fair and pale, with large grey eyes and brown hair lying
over her forehead. She looked like a lily with her little

white hands folded meekly in front of her. ¢ Are you my’
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little Gertie, darling?v‘” I said. “I am the ‘Princess ¢
Gertiey’ ” she replied, ¢ and ¢ Florence’ says you are my
mother.” “ And are you glad to see me, Gertie ? ” I asked.
She looked up ‘at her sister, who immediately prompted
her. ‘Say, ‘yes, mother,” Gertie.”” "*“Yes ! mother,” re-

peated the little one, like a parrot. ¢ Will you come to me,

darling? 7 I said. ¢ May Itake you inmy arms ?” ¢ Not
this'evening, mother,” whispered ¢ Florence,’ ¢ you couldn’t.

_ She is attached to me. Weare tied together. You couldn’t

séparate us. Next time, perhaps, the ¢ Princess’ will be
stronger, and able to talk more. I will take her back
now.” ‘ But where is ‘Yonnie’? ” I asked, and ¢ Flo-
rence ” laughed. “ Couldn’t manage two of them at once,”
she said. “‘ Yonnie’ shall come another, day,” and I .
returned to my seat, more mystified than usual.
I alluded to the ‘‘ Princess Gertie ” in my account of the -
mediumship of Bessie Fitzgerald, and said that my allusion
would find its signification further on. At that time I had
hardly believed it could be true that the infants who had
been-born prematurely and never breathed in this world
should be living, sentient spirits to meet me in the next, and
half thought some grown spirit must be tricking me for its
own pleasure. But here, in this strange land, where my
blighted babies had never been mentioned or thought of,
to meet the ¢ Princess Gertie ” here, calling herself by her
own name, and brought by her sister “ Florence,” set the
matter beyond a doubt. It recalled to mymind how once,
long before, when “ Aimée ” (Mr, Arthur Colman’s guide),
on being questioned as to her occupation in the spirit
spheres, had said she was “a little nurse maid,” and that
“ Florence ” was one too, my daughter had added, “Yes !
I'm mamma’s nurse maid. L have enough to do to look
after her babies. She just looked at me, and ‘tossed ’ me
back into the spirit-world, and she’s beer ¢ tossing’ babies
after me ever since.” ¥ n
'T had struck up a pleasant acquaintanceship with Mrs.
Seymour, ¢ Bell’s” mother, by that time, and when I
went back to my seat and told her what had occurred,
she said to me, “I wish you would share the expenses
of a- private séance.with meé here. We can have one
all to outselves for ten dollars (two pounds), ahd it
would be so charming to have an afternoon quite alone
with our children and friends.” I agreed readily, and we

i-
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made arrangements with Mr. Abrow before we left that L

evening, to have a private sitting on the afternoon follow- *

ing Christmas Day, when no one®was to be admitted e

except our two selves. When we met there the séance

room was lighted with gas as for the evening, but we pre- .

ferred to close the door. Helen Berry was the medium, =~ ~

and Mr. Abrow only sat with us. The rows of chairs looked

very empty without any sitters, but we established our- %

selves on those which faced the’cabinet in the front row.

The first thing which happened was the advent of the .

“ Squaw,” looking as malignant and vicious as ever, who « .

crept in in her dirty blanket, with her black hair hanging )

over her face, and deliberately took a seat at the further

end of the room. Mr. Abrow was unmistakably annoyed . ' E3

at the occurrence. He particularly disliked the influence

of this spirit, which he considered had a bad effect on the

séance.  He first asked her why she had come, and told

her her “Brave” was not coming, and to go back to

him. Then he ?‘{:severity, and ordered her to leave the
Ys
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séance, but it we all in vain. She kept her seat with per- :
sistent obstinac d showed no signs of ‘ budging.” I -
thought I would try what kindness woulddofor her, and-ap- &
proached her with that intention, but she looked so fierce ) :
and threatenipg, that Mr. Abrow begged-me not to go near

her, for fear she should do me some harm. So I left her L
alone, and she kept her seat through the whole of the * -
séance, evidently with an eye upon me, and distrusting my - .
behavior when removed from the criticism Jf the public. ; L
Her presence, however, seemed to make no difference to L
our spirit friends. They trooped out of the cabinet one

after another, until we had Mrs. Seymour’s brother and her. c
daughter ¢ Bell,” who brought little ““ Jimmie ” (a little T
son who, had gone home before herself) with her, and T
“ Florence,” ¢ Ted,” and “ John Powles,” all so happy and

prbwigmivysseina duvigs oy
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- strong and talkative, that T told Mrs. Seymour we only

Last, but not least (at all events in her own estimation)
came the * Princess Gertie.” Mr. Abrow tried to- make
friends with her, but she repulsed his advances vehemently. - -
¢« I don’t like you; Mr. Mans,” she kept on saying, ¢ you’s
nasty. I don’t like any mans. They’s a// nasty.” When
I told her she was very rude, and Mr. Abrow was a very
kind gentleman and loved little children, she still persisted
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she wouldn’t speak “to no mans.” She came quite alone
on this occasion, and I took her i my arms and carried
her across to Mrs. Seymour. She was a feather weight. I
felt as if I had nothing in my arms. I said to Mrs. Sey-
mour, ¢ Please téll ne what this child is like. Iam so
afraid of 'my senses deceiving me that I cannot trust my-
‘self.” "Mrs. Seymour looked at her and answered, “ She
has a broad forehead, with dark brown hair cut across it,
and falhng straight to her shoulders on either side. Her
eyes are a greyish blue, large and heavy lidded, her nose
is short, and her mouth decided for such a child. »

This testxmony, given by a stranger, of the apparition
of a child that had never lived, was an exact description
(of course in embryo) of her father Colonel Lean, who
had never set foot in America. Perhaps this is as good a
proof of identity as I have given yet. Our private séance
lasted for two hours, and although the different spirits kept
.on entering the cabinet at intervals to gain more péwer,
they were all with us on and off during the entire time.
The last pleasan‘t thmg Isaw was my dear “ Florence ” mak-
ing the ¢ Princess ” kiss her hand in farewell to me, and the
only unpleasant one, the sight of the sulky Squaw ”
creeping in after them with the evident conviction that her -
afternoon had been wasted.
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CHAPTER XXVIL . .
Cee T IV. The Doctor.

I woNDER if it has struck any of my readers as strange
that, during all these manifestations in England and Amer-
ca, I had never seen the form, nor heard the voice, of my
late father, Captain Marryat: Surely if fhese various
media lived by trickery and falsehood, and wished suc-
cessfully to deceive me, sosze of them would have thought
of trying to represent a man so well known, and whose
appearance was so familiar. Other *celebrated men and
women have come back and been recognized,from their

" portraits only, but, though I have sat at numbers of séences
given for me alone, and at which I have been the principal
person, my father has never reappeared at any. Especially,
if these manifestations are all fraud, might this have been
expected in America, Captain Marryat’s name is still “a
household word ” amongst the Americans, and his warks
largely read and appreciated, and wherever 1 appeared
amongst them I was cordially welcomed on that account.
-When once I had acknowledged my identity and my views
on Spiritualism, every medium in Boston and New Yotk had
ample time to get up an imitation of my father for my benefit
had they desired to do so. But never has He appeared to me ;
pever have I been told that he was present. Twice only
in the whole course ¢f my experience have I received the
slightest sign from him, and on those occasions he sent me
a message—once through Mr. Fletcher (as I have related),
and oncethrough his grandson and my son, Frank Marryat.
That time he told me he should never appear to me and I
need never expect him. But since the American media
knew nothing of this strictly private communication, and
I had seen, before I parted with them, seventeen of my
friends and relations, none of whom (except “ Florence,”
« Powles,” and “ Emily,”) I had ever seen in England, it
is at the least strange, considering his popularity (and
granted their chicanery) that Captain Marryat was not
amongst them.
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As soon as I became known at the Berry’s séances
several people introduced themselves to me, and ‘amongst
others Mrs. Isabella Beecher Hooker, the sister of
Mrs. Harriet Beecher Stowe and Henry Ward Beecher.
She was delighted to find me so interested in Spiritualism,
and anxious I should sit with a friend of her’s, a great
medium whose namie became so-rubbed out in my pencil
notes, that I am not sure if it was Doctor Carter, or Car-
teret, and therefore I shall speak of him here as simply
¢ the doctor.” The doctor was bound to start for Wash-
ington the following afternoon, so Mrs. Hooker asked me
to breakfast with her the next morning, by which time she
would have found out if he could spare us an hour before
he set out ¢n his journey. When I arrived at her house I
heard that he had very obligingly offered to give me a
complimentary séance at eleven o’clock, so, as soon as we
had finished breakfast,.we set out for his abode. I found
the doctor was quite a young man, and professed himself
perfectly ignorant on the subject of Spiritualism: He said
to me, ““‘I don’t know and I don’t profess to know w#a? or
“whko it 1s that appears to my sitters whilst I am asleep. I
know nothing of what goes on, except from hearsay. ‘I
don’t know whether the forms that appear are spirits, or
transformations, or materializations. You must judge of
that for yourself. There is one peculiarity in my séances.
They take place in utter darkness. When the apparitions
(or whatever you choose to call them) appear, they must
bring their own lights or you won’t see them, I have no
conductor to my séances. If whatever comes can’t

. announce itself it must remain unknown. But I think you
will find that, as a rule, they can shift for themselves. This
is my séance room.”

As he spoke he led us into an unfurnished bedroom, I

. say bedroom, because it was provided with the dressing

closet fitted with pegs, usual to all bedrooms in America.-

This closet the doctor used as his cabinet. ® The doos was
left open,.and there was no curtain hung beforeit. The
darkness he sat in rendered that unnecessary. The bed-

room was darkened by two frames, covered with black

American cloth, which fitted into the windows. The doc-
tor, having locked the bedroom door, delivered the key to
me. He then requested us to go and sit for a few minutes
in the cabinet to throw our influence about it. As we did
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so we naturally examined it. It wasonly a large cupboard..

It had no window and no door, except that which led into

the room, and no furniture except a cane-bottomed-chair. ~ --

When we returned to the séance room, the doctor saw us
comfortably established on two armchairs before he put
up the black frames to exclude the light. The room was
then pitch dark, and the doctor had to grope his way to

his cabinet. Mrs. Hooker and I sat for some minutes in ~ °

silent expectation. 'Then we heard the voice of a negress,
singing ¢ darkey” songs, and my_ friend told me it was

that of ¢ Rosa,” the doctor’s control. Presently “Rosa” ’

one, and faint lights, like sparks from a fife, could be
seen flitting about the open door of the cabinet. Then
the lights seemed to congregate together, and cluster
about a tall form, draped in some misty material, standing
just outside the cabinet. *Can’t you tell us who you
are ? ” asked Mrs. Hooker. “ You must tell your name,
you know,” interposed “ Rosa,” whereupon a low voice
said, “ I am Janet E. Powles.” :

Now this was an extraordinary coincidence. I had seen
Mrs. Powles, the mother of my friend “ John Powles,”
only once—when she travelled from Liverpool to London
to meet me on my return from India, and hearall the par-
ticulars of her son’s death. Buf she had continued to
correspond. with me, ‘and show me kindness till the day of
her own death, and as- she had a daughter of the same
name, she always signed herself “-Janet £. Powles.” Even
had I expected to see the old lady, and published the fact
in the Boston papers, that initial £ would have settled the
question of her identity in my mind,

. “Mrs. Powles,” T exclaimed, “how good of you to
come and see me.” ¢ Johnny has helped me to come;”
she replied. “He is so happy at having met you again,
He has been longing for it for so many years, and IThave
come to thank you for making him happy.” (Here was
another coincidence. “John Powles” was never called
anything but ““ Powles ” by my husband and myself. But
his mother had retained the childish name of * Johnny,”
and I could remember how it used to vex him when she
used it in her ‘letters to him. He would say to me,
«If she would only call me ‘John’ or ‘Jack, or any-
thing but ¢ Johnny. ””) I replied; “ I may not leave my

was heard to be expostulating with, or enccélu{vagmg some
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seat to go to you. Will you not come to me?” For the
doctor had requested us not to leave our seats, but to in-
sist on the spirits approaching us. ¢ Mrs. Powles ” said,

«I cannot come out further into the room to-day. I am -

too weak. But you shall see me.” The lights then ap-
peared to travel about her face and dress till they became

stationary, and she was completely revealed to' view under *

the “semblance of her earthly likeness.. She smiled and
said, “We were all at the Opera House on Thursday
night, and rejoiced at your success. ¢ Johnny’ was so
proud of you. Many of your friends were there beside
ourselves.” . ‘
I then saw that, unlike the spirits at Miss Berry’s, the
form of ¢ Mrs. Powles” was draped in a kind of filmy.
white, over a dark dress. All the spirits that appeared
with the doctor were so clothed, and I wondered if the
filmy substance had anything to do with the lights, which
looked like electricity. An incident which occurred
further. en seemed to confirm my idea. When ¢ Mrs.
Powles ” had gone, which we guessed by the extinguishing
of the lights, the handsome face and form of * Harry
Montagu” appeared. I had known him well in England,
before he took his fatal journey to America, and could
never be mistaken in his sweet smile and fascinating
manner. He did not come further than the door, either,
but he was standing within twelve or fourteen feet of us
for all that. He only said, ¢ Good-luck to you. We can’t
lose an interest in the old profession, you know, any more
than #Dthe old people.” “I wish you'd come and help
me, Harry,” I answered. “Oh, I do!” he said, brightly ;
‘““several of us do. We are all links of the same chain.
Half the inspiration in the world comes from those who
have gone before. But I must go!. I’m getting crowded
out. Here's Ada waiting to see you. Good-bye!” And
as his light went out, the sweet face of Adelaide Neilson
appeared in his stead. She said, “ You wept when you
heard of my death; and yet you never knew me. How
was that?”  “ Did I weep?” I answered, half forgetting ;
“if so, it must have been because I thought it so sad that
a woman so young, and beautiful, and gifted as you were,
should leave the world so so6n.” . “ Oh no! not sad;” she
answered, brightly ; ¢ glorious ! glorious! I would not be
back again for worlds.” “Have you ever seen your
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grave?” T asked her. She shook her head. “What are
graves to,us?  Only cupboards, where you keep our cast-
off clothes.” ¢ You don’t ask me what the world says
about you, now,” I said to her. ‘And I don’t care,” she
answered. “Don’t youx forget me! Good-bye!”

She was succeeded by’a spirit who called herself
¢ Charlotte Cushman,” and who spoke to me kindly about
my professional life. Mrs. Hooker told me that, to the
best of her knowledge, none of these three spirits had ever
appeared under the doctor’s mediumship before. But now
came out “Florence,” dancing into the room—/iterally
dancing, holding out in both hands the skirt of a dress,
which looked as if it were made of the finest muslin or
lace, and up'and down which' fireflys were darting with
marvellous rapidity. She looked as if clothed in electricity,
and infinitely” well pleased with herself. ¢ Loo{! ” she
exclaimed ; “look at my dress! isn’t it lovely? Look at
the fire! The more I shake it, the more fire comes! Oh,
mother ! if you could only have a dress like this for the
stage, what a senzsation you would make!” And she
shook her skirts about, till the fire seemed to set a light to
every part of her drapery, and she looked as if she were in
flames. I observed, “ I never knew you to take so much
interest in your dress before, darling.” ¢ Oh, it isn’t the
dress,” she replied; “it’s the fze /” And she really ap-
peared as:charmed with the novel experience as a child
with a new toy.

As she left us, a dark figure advanced into the room,
and ejaculated, “Ma ! ma!” I recognized at once the
pecyiliar intonation and mode of address of my stepson,

Francis Lean, with whom, since  he had announced his .

own death.to'me, I had had no: communication, except
through 4ranice mediumship. “Is that you, my poor boy,”
I said, “come closer to me. You are not afraid of me,
_are you?” “ O, no! Mal of course not, only I was at
the Opera House, you know, with the others, and that
piece you recited, Ma—you know the one—it’s all true,
Ma—and I don’t want you to go back to England. Stay
here, Ma—stay here !” Iknew perfectly well to what the
lad alluded, but I would not enter upon it before a stranger.

So I only said, “You forget my children, Francis—what-

would they say if I never went home again.” This seemed
to puzzle him, but after a while he answered, “ Then go to
. 16
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them, Ma ; go to them.” All this time he had been talk-
ing in the dark, and I only knew him by the sound of his
voice. I said, ¢ Are you not going to show yourself to me,
Francis, It is such a long time since we met.” “Never
since you saw me at the docks. That was me, Ma, and at
Brighton, too, only you didn’t haif believe it till you heard
I was gone.” “ Tell me the truth of the accident, Francis,”
I asked him. ¢ Was there foul play?” < No,” he re-
plied, “but we got quarrelling about Z%er you know, and
fighting, and that’s how the boat upset. It was my fault,
Ma, as much as anybody else’s.”

“ How was it your body was never found?” “It got
dragged down in an undercurrent, Ma. It was out at Cape
Horn before they offered a reward for it.” Then he be-
gan to light up, and as soon as the figure was illiminated
I saw that the boy was dressed in “jumpers” and “ jer-
sey ” of dark woollen material, such as they wear in the
merchant service in hot climates, but over it all—his head
and shoulders included—was wound a quantity of flimsy
white material I have before mentioned. “I can’t bear
this stuff. It makes me look like a girl,” said * Francis,”
and with his hands he tore it off. Simultaneously the
illumination ceased, and he was gone. I called him by
name several times, but no sound came out of the dark-
ness. It seemed as though the veiling which he dislikéd
preserved his materialization, and that, with its protection
removed, he had dissolved again.

. When another dark figure came out of the cabinet, and
approaching me, knelt at my feet, I supposed it to be
 Francis ” come back again, and laying my-hand on the
bent head, I asked, *‘ Is this you again, dear?” A strange
voice answered, with the words, “Forgive! forgive!”
« Forgive I” 1 lepeated “What have I to forglve ?” “The
attempt to murder your husband in 1856. Arthur Yelver-
ton Brooking has forgiven. He is here with me now. Will
you forgive too?” *“Certainly,” I replied, “ I have for-
given long ago. You explated your sin upon the gallows.

You cotild do no more.’

The figure sprung into a standing position, and lit up
from head to foot, when I saw the -two men standmg
together, Arthur Yelverton Brooking and the Madras sépoy
who had murdered him. I never saw anything more bril-
liant than the appearance of the sepoy. He was dressed
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completely in white, in the native costume, with a white
‘‘puggree” or turban on his head. But his * puggree ” was
flashing with jewels—strings of them were hung round his
neck—and his- sash held a magnificent jewelled dagger.
You must please to remember that I was not alone, but
that this sight was beheld by Mrs. Hooker as well as
myself (to whom it was as unexpected as to her), and that
I know she would testify to it to-day. And now to explain
the reason of these unlooked-for apparitions.

In 1856 my husband, then Lieutenant Ross-Church, was
Adjutant of the 12th Madras Native Infantry, and Arthur
Yelverton Brooking, who had for some time done duty
with the 12th, was adjutant of ‘another native corps, both
of which were stationed at Madras. Lieutenant Church-
was not a favorite with his men, by whom he was consid-
ered a martinet, and one day when there had been a review-

on the island at Madras, and the two adjutants were riding

home together, a sepoy of the 1zth fired at Lieutenant
Church’s back with the intent to kill him, but unfortunately
the bullet struck Lieutenant Brooking instead, who, after
lingering for twelve hours, died, leaving a young wife and
a baby behind him. For this offence the sepoy was tried

and hung, and on his trial the whole truth of course came

out. This then was the reason that the spirits of the mur-
dered and the murderer came like friends, because the
injury had never been really intended for Brooking.

.When I said that I had forgiven, the sepoy became (as
I have told) a blaze of light, and then knelt again and
kissed the hem of mydress. As he knelt there he became
covered, or heaped over, with a mass of the same filmy
drapery as enveloped * Francis,” and when he rose again
he was standing in a cloud. He gathered an end of it,
and laying it on my head he wound me and himself round
and round with it, until we were bound up in a kind of
cocoon. Mrs. Hooker, who watched the whole proceeding,
told me afterwards that she had never seen anything like 1t
before—that she could distinctly see the dark face and the
white face close together all the time beneath the drapery,
and that I was as brightly illuminated as the spirit. Of
this I was not aware myself, but Aéis brightness almost
dazzled me.

Let me observe also that I have been in the East Indies,
and within a few yards’ length of sepoys, and that I am
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-. sure I could never have been wrapt in the same cloth with
a mortal one without having been made pairfully aware of
it in .more ways than one. The spirit did not zzwind me
again, although the winding process had taken him some
time, He whisked off the wrapping with one pull, and
I stood alone once more. I asked him by what name I
should call him, and he said, * The Spirit of Light.”  He °
then expressed a wish to magnetize something I wore, so
as to be the better able ‘to approach me. I gave him a
brooch containing “ John Powles’” hair, whith his mother
had given me after his death, and he carried it back into
the cabinet with him. It was a valuable brooch of onyx
and pearls, and I was hoping my eastern friend would not
carry it #00 far, when I found it had been replaced and fas-
tened at my throat without my being aware of the circum-
stance. “ Arthur Yelverton Brooking” had disappeared
before this, and neither of them came back again. These
were not all the spirits that came under the doctor’s
mediumship during that séance, but only those whom.I had.
known and recognized. Several of Mrs. Hooker’s friends
appeared and some of the doctor’s controls, but as I have
said before, they.could not help my narrative, and so I omit :
to describe them. The séance lasted altogether two hours,
and I was very grateful to th€ doctor for giving e the oppor-
tunity to study an entirely new phase of the s?cience to me.
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. . CHAPTER XXVIII
V. Mrs. Fay.

THERE was a young woman called ©“ Annie Eva Fay,” who
came over from America to London some years ago, and
appeared at the Hanover Square Rooms, in an exhibition
after the manner of the Davenport Brothers and Messrs.
Maskelyne and Cook. She must not beé confounded with
the Mrs. Fay who forms the subject of this chapter,
because they had nothing to do with one another. Some
one in Boston advised me 7o# to go and sit at one of this
Mrs. Fay’s public séances. They were described to me as
being too physical and unrefined; that the influences were
of a low order, and the audiences matched them. How-
ever, when I am stiidying a matter, I like to see everything
I can and hear everything I can concerning it, and to form
my own opinion independent of that of anybody else. So
I walked off by myself one night to Mrs. Fay’s address,
and sat down in a quiet corner, watching everything that
occurred. The circle certainly numbered some members
of a humble class, but I conclude we should see that
everywhere if the fees were lower. Media, like,other pro-
fessional people, fix their charges according to the quarter
of the city in which they live. But every member was
silent and respectful, and evidently a believer.

-One young man, in deep mourning, with a little girl also -
" in black, of about five or six years old, attracted my atter-

tion at once, from his sorrowful and abstracted manner.
He had evidently come there, I thought, in the hope of
seeing some one whom he had lost. Mrs. Fay (as she
passed through the room’to hey cabinet) appeared a very

quiet, simple-looking little woman to me, without any loud- -

ness pr vulgarity about her. Her cabinet was composed
of two curtains only, made of some white material, and
hung on uprights at one angle, in a corner of the room;
the most transparent contrivance possible. Anything like
a bustle or confusion inside it, such as would be_occasioned
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by dressing or ¢ making up,” would have been appar/ent at
once to the audience outside; who were sitting by the light
of an ordinary gas-burner and globe. Yet Mrs. Fay had
not been seated there above a few minutes, when there
ran out into the séazce roonr two of the most extraordi-
nary materializations I had ever seen, and both of them
about as oppositeto VIrs Fay mappearanceas any creatures
‘could be.

One was an Insh cha.rWoman or apple-woman (she
might have been either) with a brown, wrinkled face, a
broken nose, tangled grey hair, a crushed bonnet, general
dirt and disorder, and a tongue that could talk broad Irish,
and call “a spade a spade” at one and the same time.
¢« Biddy,” as she was named, was accompanied by a street
newspaper boy—one of those urchins who run after car-
riages.-and turn Catherine-wheelsfin the mud, and who
talked ““ gutter-slang” in a style that was utterly unintelli-
gible to the decent portlon of the sitters. These two went
~on in a manner that was undoubtedly funny, but not at all
edifying and calculated to drive any enquirer into "Spirit-
ualism out of the rodm, under the impression that they
were evil spirits bent on our destruction. That either of
them was represented by Mrs. Fay was out of the question.
In the first place, she would, in that instance, have been
so clever an actress and mimic, that she would have made
her fortune on the stage—added to which the boy ““ Teddy ”
* was much too small for her, and “Biddy” was much too
large. Besides, no actress, however experienced could

have “made up ” in the time. I was quite satisfied, there-’

fore, that neither of them was the medium, even if I could
not have seen her figure the while, throucrh the thin
curtains, sitting in her chair. Why such low, physical
manifestations are permitted I am unable 1o say, It was
no wonder they had shocked the sensibility of my friend.
I felt half inclined myself when they appeared to get up
and run away. However, I was very glad afterwards that
I did not. They disappeared after a while, and were suc-
ceeded bya much pleasanter person, a cabinet spirit called
“Gipsy,” who looked as if she might have belonged to
one of the gipsy tribes when on earth, she was so brown and
arch and lively. Presently the young man in black was
called up, and I saw him talking to a female spirit very
earnestly, After a while he took  her hand and led her

o
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outside the curtain, and called the little girl whom he had

left on his seat by her name. The child looked up, screamed
“Mamma! mamma !” and flew into the arms of the spirit,
who knelt down and. kissed her, and we could hear the
child sobbing and saying, “ Oh ! mamma, why did you go
away P—why did you go away? ” It was a very affecting
scene—at least it scemed so to me. "The instant recogni-
tion by the little girl, and her perfect unconsciousness but
that her mother had returned iz propria persona, would
have been more convincing proof of the genuineness of
Spiritualism to a sceptic, than fifty miracles of greater im-
portance. When the spirit mother had to leave again the
child’s agony at parting was very apparent. *Take me
with you,” she kept on saying, and her father had actually
to carry her back to her seat. When'they got there they
both wept in unison. Afterwards he said to me in an
apologetic sort of way-——he was sitting next to me—*“Itis
the first time, you see, that Mary has seen her poor mother,
but I wanted to have her testimony to her identity, and I
think she gave it pretty plainly, poor child! She’ll never
be content to let me come alone now.” I said, I think it
is a pity you brought her so young,” and so'I did.

“ Florence ” did not appear (she told me afterwards the
atmosphere was so ‘“rough” that she could not), and I
began to think that no one would come for me, when a
common seaman, dressed in ordinary sailor’s clothesran
out of the cabinet and began dancing a horapipe in front

, of me. He danced it capitally too, and with any amount

of vigorous snapping his fingers to mark the time, and when
he had finished he ““ made a leg,” as sailors call it, and stood
before me. “ Have you come for me, my friend?” I
enquired. “Not exactly,” he answered, “but I came
with the Cap’en. I came to pave the way for him. The
Cap’en will be here directly. We was in the Avenger
together.” (Now all the world knows that my eldest
brother, Frederick Marryat, was drowned in the wreck of
the Avenger in 1847 ; butas I was a little child at the time,
and had no remembrance of him, I had never dreamt of
seeing him again. . He was a first, lieutenant when he died,

*so I do not know why the seaman gave him brevet rank,

but I repeat his words as he said them.) After a minute
or two I was called up to the cabinet, and saw my brother
Frederick (whom I recognized from his likeness) standing
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there dressed in naval uniform, but looking very stiff and
unnatural. He smiled when he saw me, but did not
attempt to kiss me. I said, “ Why ! Fred! is itreally you?
I thought you would have forgotten ail about me.” He
“replied, ¢ Forgotten little Flo? Why should I? Do you
thirnk I have never seen you since that time, nor heard
anvthing about you? -'I know everything—everything!”
“ You must know, then, that I have not spent a very happy
life,” I said. * Never mind,” he answered, “you needed
it. It has done you.good!” But all he said was without
any life in it, as if he spoke mechanically—perhaps because
it was the first time he had materialized.
~ T had said “Good-bye” to him, and dropped the cur-
tain, when I heard my name’ called twice, ‘*‘ Flo! Flo!”
and turned toreceive my sister * Emily” in my arms. She
looked like herself exactly, but she had only ‘tim'e to kiss
me and gasp out, “Se glad, so happy to meet again,” when
. she appeated to faint. Her eyes closed, her head fell back
on my shoulder, and before I had time to realize what was
going to happen, she had passed #47ougk the arm that sup-
ported her, and sunk down #47oxg/ the floor. The sensa-
tion of her weight was still making my arm tingle, but
“ Emily ” was gone—clean gone. 1 was Yery much disap-
pointed. I had longed:to see this sister again, and speak
to her confidentially ; but whether it was something antago-
nistic in the influence of this séence room (* Florence”
said afterwards that it was), or there was some other cause

for it, I know nqf, but most certainly my friends did not
. seem to flourish there. : ’

I had another horrible disappointment before I left.
A voice from inside the cabinet called out, *“ Here are two
babies who want the lady sitting under the picture.” Now,
there was only one picture hanging in the room, and I was

sitting under it. Ilooked eagerly towards the cabinet, and.

saw issue from it the ¢ Princess Gertie” leading a little
toddler with a flaxen poll and bare feet, and no clothing
but a kind of white chemise. This was “Joan,” the
“ Yonnie ” I had so often asked to see, and I rose in the
greatest expectation to receive the little pair. Just as they
gained the centre of the room, however, taking very short
and careful steps, like babies first set on their feet, the
cabinet gpirit “ Gipsy ” bounced out of the curtains, and
saying decidedly, “ Here! we don’t want any children

.
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about,” she placed her hand on the heads of my little ones,
and pressed them down through the floor. They seemed
to crumble to pieces before my eyes, and their place knew
them no more. I couldn’thelp feeling angry. I exclaimed,
“ 0! what did you do that for? Those were my babxes,
and I have been longing to see them so.” “1I can’t help

,” replied ¢ Gipsy,” “ but this isn't a séance for children.”

. I was so vexad that I took no more interest in the proceed-

ings. A great number of forms appeared, thirty or forty
in all, but by the time I returned to my hotel and began
to jot down my notes, I could hardly remember what they
were. 1 had been dreaming all the time of how much I
should haveliked to hold that little ﬂaxen-halred “Yonnie”
in my arms, “
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CHAPTER XXIX.
3 ) VI Virginia Roberts.

i WHEN I returned to New. York, it was under exceptional
:{ circumstances., I had taken cold whilst travelling in the
i Western States, had had a severe attack of bronchitis and
i pneumonia at Chicago, was compelled to relinquish my
- business, and as soon as I was well erough to travel, was
ordered back to New York to recuperate my health. Here
I took up my abode in the Victoria Hotel, where 4 lady,
whose acquaintance I had made on my former visit to the
city, was living. As I have no permission to publish thjs—
lady’s name, I must call her Mrs. S She had been a
Spiritualist for some time before I knew her, and she much
interested me by showing me an entry in her diary, made
Sfour years previous to my arrival in America.. It was an
aecount of the utterances of a Mrs, Philips, a clairvoyant
1 then resident in New York, during which she had prophe-
' sied my arrival in the city, described my personal appear-’
ance, profession, and general surroundings perfectly, and
foretold my acquaintanceship with Mrs. S . - The pro-
phecy ended with words to the effect that our meeting
would be followed by certain effects that would*influence
her future life, and that on the 17th of March, 1885, would -
commence a-new era’ in her existence.~ It was at the
beginning of March that we firstlived under the same roof.
- As soon as Mrs. S found that I was likely to have some
weeks of leisure, she became very anxious that we should
visit the New York media together ; for although she had
50 long been a believer in Spiritualism, she Had not (owing
to family oppositien) met with much sympathy on the sub-
- ject, or had'the opportunity of much investigation. So
we determined, as soon as I was well enough to go out in
the evening, that ye would attend some séazces. As it
happened, when that time came, we found the medium
most accessible to be Miss Virginia Roberts, of whom
neither of us knew anything but what we had legrned from
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the public papers. However, it was necessary that I should
be exposed as little as possible to the night air, and so we
fixed, by chance as it were, toisit Miss Roberts first.
We found her living with her motheraqd brother in a small
house in one of the Back streets of th€ city. She was a
young girl of sixteen, very reserved and rather timid-look-
ing, who had to be drawn out before she could be made to
talk. She had only commenced sitting a few months
before, and that because her brother (who was -also a
medium) had had an illness and been obliged to give up

JDis séances for a while. The séance room was veyy small,

the manifestations taking place almost in the midst of the
circle, and the cabinet (so-called) was the flimsiest con-
trivance I had ever seen. Four uprights of iron, not
thicker than the rod of a muslin blind, with cross-bars of
the same, on which were hung thin curtains of lilac print,
formed the construction of this cabinet, which shook and
swayed about each time a form left or entered it. A har-
monium for accompanying the voices, and a few chairs for «
the audience, was” all the furniture the room contained.
The first evening we went to see Miss Roberts there were
only two or three. sitters beside ourselves. The medium
seemed to be prétty nearly unknown, and I resolved, as I
usually do in such case$, not to expect anything, for fear
I should be disappointed.

Mrs. S ,on, the contrary, was all expectation and
excitement., If she had ever sat for materializations, it.
had been long before, and the idea was like a new one to
her. Aftertwo or three forms had appeared, of no interest -
to us, a gentleman in full’ evening dress walked suddenly
ouf of the cabinet, and said, “"Kate,” which was the name
of Mrs. S . He was a stout, well-formed man, of an
imposing presence, with dark hair and eyes, and he wore a
solitaire of diamonds of unusual brilliancy in his shirt front.
I had no idea who hé was ; but Mrs. S recognized him
at once as an old lover who had died whilst under a mis-
understanding. with her, and she was powerfully affected—
more, she was terribly frightened. It seems that’she wore
at her-throat a brooch which he had given her ; but every
time he approached her with-the view of touching it, she
shrieked so loudly, and threw herself into such a state of
nervous agitation, that I thought she would have to return
home again. However, on her being accommodated with
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a chair in the last row so that she might have the other
sitters between her and the materialized spirits, she man-
aged to calm herself. The only friend who appeared for
i me that evening was * John Powles ;” and, to my surprise
! and pleasure, he appeared in the qld uniform of the 12th
; Madras Native Infantry. This corpswore facings of fawn,
, . with buttons bearing the word ‘ Ava,” encircled by a
: wreath of laurel. The mess jackets were lined with wadded
fawn silk, and the waistcoats were trimmed with three lines =
of narrow gold braid. Their “karkee,” or undress uniform,
established in 1859, consisted of a tunic and trousers of a
sad green cloth, with the regimental buttons and a crimson
silk sash. The marching dress of all officersin the Indian
service is made of white drill, with a cap cover of the same
material. ‘Lheir forage cloak is of dark blue cloth, and hangs
to their heels, Theirforage cap has a broad square peak to
shelter the face and eyes. I mention these details for the,
benefit of those who are not acquainted with the general
dress of the Indian army, and to show how difficult it
would have been for Virginia Roberts, or any other medium,-
v to have procured them, even had she known the private
wish expressed by me to ““ John Powles ” in Boston, that
he would try and come to me in uniform. On this, first
occasion of his appearing so, he wore the usual. everyday
coat, buttoned up to his chin, and he made me examine
the buttons to see that they bore the crest and motto of
the regiment. And I may say here, that before I left New
York he appeared tome in every one of the various dresses
I have described above, and became quite a marked figure
_ in the city. )
When it was made known through the papers that an old
friend of Florence Marryat had appeared through the
mediumship of Virginia Roberts, in a” uniform of thirty ~
jears before, 1 received numbers of private letters inquir-
ing if it were true, and dozens of people visited Miss
-Roberts’ séances for the sole purpose of seeing him. He
took a great liking for Mrs. S , and when she had con-
quered her first fear she became quite friendly with him,
and I heard, after leaving New York, that he continued to
appear for her as long as she attended those séances.
There was one difference in the female spirits that came
through Virginia Roberts from those of other media.
Those that were strong enough to leave the cabinet inva-
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riably disappeared by floating upwards through the ceiling.
Their mode of doing this was most graceful. They would
first clasp their hands behind their heads and lean back-
ward ; then their feet were lifted off the ground, and they
were borne upward in a recumbent position. When I

related this to my friend, Dr. George Lefferts (under whom_

I was for throat treatment to recover my voice), he declared
_there must be some machinery connected with the uprights
that supported the cabinet, by which the forms were ele-
vated. He had got it all so “pat” that he'was able to
take a pencil and demoustrate to me on paper exactly how
the machinery worked, and how easy it would be to swing
full-sized human bodies up to the ceiling with it. How
they managed to 'disappear when they got there he was not
quite prepared to say ; but if he once saw the trick done,
he would explain the whole matter to me, and expose it
into the bargain. I told Dr. Lefferts, as I have told many
other clever men, that I shall be the first person open to
conviction when they can convince me,and I bore him off
" to a private séance with Virginia Roberts for that purpose
only. He was all that was charming on the occasion. He
gave me a most delightful dinner at Delmonico’s first (for
which I tender him in print my grateful recollection), and
he tested all Miss Roberts’ manifestations in the most
delicate and gentlemanly manner (sceptics as a rule are
neither delicate nor gentlemanly), but he could neither
open my eyes to chicanery nor detect it himself. He
handled and shook the frail supports of the cabinet, and
" confessed they were much too weak to bear any such weight
as he had imagined. He searched the carpeted floor and
the adjoining room for hidden machinery without finding
the slightest thing to rouse his suspicions, and yet he saw
the female forms float upwards through the whitewashed
ceiling, and came away from the séance room as wise as
when he had entered it. ’

But this occurred some weeks after. I must relate first
what happened after our first séazce with Miss Roberts.
Mrs. S—— and I were well enough pleased with the result
to desire to test her capabilities further, and with that intent

much tabooed by one section of the Ametican public as it
is encouraged by the other, and so we resolved-to breathe
" nothing of our intentions, but invite the girl to-dine and

we invited her to visit us at our hotel. Spiritualism is as .
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: spend the evening in ‘our rooms with us just as if she were
an ordinary visitor. Consequently, we dined together at
the Zable d’hote before we took our way upstairs. Mrs, A
S——and I had a private sitting-room, the windows of 4
which were draped with white lace curtains only, and we i
had no other means to shut out the light. Consequently,
when we wished to sit, all we could do was to place a *
chair for Virginia Roberts in the window recess, behind
one of these pairs of curtains, and pin them together in
front of her, which formed the airiest cabinet imaginable.
We then locked the door, lowered the gas, and sat down

. on a sofa before the curtains.

In the space of five minutes, without the lace curtains
having been in the slightest degree disturbed, Francis Lean,
my stepson, walked #%7ouglk them, and came up to my side.
He was dressed in his ordinary costume of jersey and
“jumpers,” and had a little worsted cap upon his head.
He displayed all the peculiarities of speech and manner I
have noticed before ; but he was much less timid, and
stood by me for a long time talking of, my domestic affairs, |
‘which were rather complicated, and giving me a detailed
account of the accident which caused his death, and which -
had been always somewhat of a mystery. In doing this,

. he mentioned names of people hitherto, unknown to_ me,
i but which I found on after inquiry to be/true. He seemred
quite delighted to be able to manifest /so. indisputably like
himself, and remarked more than oncef *I'm not much like
— a girl now, am I, Ma?” .
’ Next, Mrs. S ’s old lover came, whom she was
still considerably alarmed, and her father, who had beena .
great politician and a well’known man. Florence,” too,
of course, though never so lively through Miss Roberts as o
through other media, but still happy though pensive, and
full of advice how I was to act when I reached England
again. Presently a soft voice said, “ Aunt Flo, don’t you
know me?” -And I saw standing in front of me my niece
and godchild, Lilian Thomas, who had died as a nun'in
the Convent of the « Dames Anglaises.” at Bruges. She
was clothed in her nun’s habit, which was rather peculiar,
the face being surrounded by a white cap, with a crimped
border that hid all the hair, and surmounted by a whx%

o
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veil of some heavy woollen material which covered th
hedd and the black serge dress. “Lilian” had died o
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consumption, and the death-like; waxy complexion which
she had had for some time before was exactly reproduced.
She had not much to say for herself ; indeed, we had been
completely separated since she had entered the convent, but
she was undoubtedly #%Zere. She was succeeded by my
sister * Emily,” whom I have already so often described.
And these apparitions, six in number, and all recognizable,
were produced in the private room of Mrs. S—— and
myself, and with no other person but Virginia ‘Roberts,
sixteen years old.

It was about this time that we received an invitation to
attend a private séance in a large house in the city, occu-
pied by Mr. and Mrs. Newman, who had Maud Lord
staying with them as a visitor. Maud Lord’s mediumship
is a peculiar one. She places her sitters in a circle, hold-
ing hands. She then seats herself on a chair in the centre,
and keeps on clapping her hands, to intimate that she has

" not changed her position. The séance is held in darkness,

\

and the manifestations consist of  direct voices,” Z.e.
voices that every one can hear, and by what they say to
you, you must judge of their identity and truthfulness. I
had only witnessed powers of. this kind once before—
through Mrs. Bassett, who is now Mrs. Herne—but as no
one spoke to me through her whom I recognized, I have
omitted to give any account of it.

As soon as Maud Lord’s sitting was fully established, I
heard her addressing various members of the company,
telling them who stood beside them, and I heard them
putting questions to, or holding conversations with, crea-
ture who were invisible to me. The time went on, and I
believed I was going to be left out of it, when I heard a
voice close to my ear whisper, “ Arthur.” At the syme
moment Maud Lord’s voice sounded in my direction, saying
that the lady in the brown velvet hat had a gentleman
standmg near her, named “ Arthur,” who wished to be
recognized. I was the only lady present in a brown velvet
hat, yet I could not recall any deceased friend of the
name of ‘ Arthur ” who mxght wish to communicate with
me. (Itis a constant occurrence at a séaznce that the
mind refuses to remember a name, or a circumstance, and
on returning home, perhaps the whole situation makes it-
self clear, and one wonders how.one could have been so
dull as not to perceive it.) So I said that I knew no one
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in the spirit-world of that name, and Maud Lord rephed
““ Well, 4e knows you, at all events.” A few more minutes
elapsed when I felt a touch on the third finger of my left
hand, and the voice spoke again and said, * Arthur!
¢ Arthur’s ring” Have you quite forgotten ?” This action
brought the person to my memory, and I exclaimed, “Oh !
Johnny Cope, is it you? ”

To explain this, I must tell my readers that when I
went out to India in 1854, Arthur Cope of the Lancers
was a passenger by the same steamer; and when we

- landed in Madras, he made me a present of a diamond

ring, which I wore at that séance as a guard. But he was
never called by anything but his nickname of ¢ Johnny,”
so’that his real appellation had quite slipped my memory.
The poor fellow died in 1856 or 1857, and I had been
ungrateful enough to forget all about him, and should
never have rqmembered his name had it not been coupled
with the rinfl;\% It would have been still more remarkable,
though, if ud Lord, who had never seen me till that
evening, had discovered an incident which happened
thirty years before, and which I had completely forgotten. *

Before 1 had been many days in New York, I fell
ill again from exposing myself to the weather, this time
with a bad throat. Mr. S and I slept ip the same
room, and our sitting-roonr opened into the bedroom. She
was_indefatigable in her attentions and kindness to me
during my illness, and kept running backwards and for-
wards from the bedroom to the sitting-room, both by
night and day, to get me fresh_ poultices, which she kept

‘hot on the steam stove.

“One evening about eleven o’clock she got out of bed in
her nightdress, and went into the next room for this pur-

pose. Almost directly after she,entered it, I heard a -

heavy fall. I called her by name, and receiving no answer,
became frightened, jumped out of bed, and followed her.
To my constemation, I found her stretched out, .at full
length, on a white bearskin rug, and quite insensible.”She
was a delicate woman, and I thought at first that she had
fainted from fatigue ; but when she showed no signs of
returning consciousness, I became alarmed. I was very’
weak myself from my illness, and hardly able to stand,
but I managed to put on a dressing-gown and summon
the assistance of a lady who occupied the room-next to us,
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and whose acquaintance we had already made. She was]’/

strong and capable, and helped me to place Mrs. S—
upon the sofa, where she lay in the same condition. After
we had doneé all we could think of to bring her to herself
without effect, the next-door lady became frightened. She
said to me, ¢ I don’tlike this. I think weought to call in

a doctor. Supposing she were to die without regaining

consciousness.” I replied, “I should say the same, ex-,

cepting I begin to believe she hasnot fainted at all, but is
in a trance; and in that case, any violent attempts to
bring ber to herself might injure her. Just see how quietly
she breathes, and how very young she looks.”
When her attention was called to this fact,
door lady was astonished. Mrs. S——, who wa$ a woman
past forty, looked like a girl of sixteen.  She Avas a very
pretty woman, but with a dash of temper in |
sion which spoiled it. . Now with all the passions and
lines smoothed out of it, she looked perfectly-lovely. So
she might have looked in death. But she was not dead.
She was breathing. So I felt sure that the spirit had
escaped for a while and left, her free. I covered her up
warmly on the sofa, and detetygined to legve her thére till
the trance had p > a while I persuaded the
next-door lady to think as Iid, and to gg back to her own
bed. ~As soon as she had gone, I admiristered my own
poultice, and sat down to watch besid¢ my friend. The
time went on until seven in the morning—seven hours she
had lain, without moving a limb, uppn the sofa—when,
without any warning, she sat up and jgazed about her. I
called her by name, and asked her what she wanted ; but
I could see at once, by her expression, that she did not
know me. Presently she asked me] ¢ Whoare you?” I
told her. “Are you Kate's friend?” she said. I an-
swered, “ Yes.” *“Do you know/ who 7 am?” was the
next question, which, of course, I answered in the nega-
tive. Mrs. S—— thereupon gave me the name of a Ger-
man gentleman which I had never heard before. An
extraordinary scéne then follgwed. Influenced by the
spirit that possessed her, Mrs. S rose and unlocked a
cabinet of her own, which stood in the room, and taking
thence a bundle of old letters,- she selected several and
read portions of them aloud to me.  She then told me a
history of herself and the gentilgman whose spirit was speak-

/the next-’
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ing through her, and gave me several messages to deliver to
herself the following day. It.will be sufficient for me to
say that this history was of so private a nature, that it was
most unlikely she would have confided it to me or any
one,-particularly as she was a woman of a most secretive
nature ; but names, addresses, and even words of conver-
sations were given, in a manner which would have left no
room for doubt of their truthfulness, even if Mrs. S
had not confirmed them to be facts afterwards. This went
on for a long time, the spirit expressing the greatest ani-
mosity against Mrs. S—— all the while, and then the
power seemed suddenly to be spent, and she went off to
sleep again upon the sofa; waking up naturally about an
hour afterwards, and very much surprised to hear what
had happened tgo-her meanwhile. When we came to

consider the matter, we found that this unexpected seizure -

had taken place upon ?tke 17¢% of Marck, the day pre-
dicted by Mrs. Philips four years’ previously. as one on
which a new era would commence for Mrs. S . From
that time she continually went into trances, and used to

-predict the future for herself and others ; but whether she

has kept it up to this day I am unable to say, as I have
heard nothing from her since I left-America.

That event took place on the 13th of June, 1885. We
had been in the habit of spending our Sunday evenings in
Miss Roberts’ séaznce room, and she begged me not to miss
the last opportunity. When we arrived there, we found
that the accompanist who usually played the harmonium
for them was urable to be present, and Miss Roberts asked
if I would be his substitute. I said I would, on condition
that they moved the instrument on a line with the cabinet,
so that I might not lose a sight of what was going on.
This was accordingly done, and I commenced to play
“Thou art gone from my gaze.” Almost immediately
¢ John Powles ” stepped out, dressed in uniform, and stood

by the harmonium with his hand upon my shoulder. I

never was much of a singer, you know, Flo,” he said to
me ; “but if you will ‘sing that song with me, I'll try and
_go through it.” And he actually did sing (after a fashion)
the entire two verses of the ballad, keeping his hand on
my shoulder the whole time. When we came to the line,

T seek thee in vain by the meadow and stream,” he stooped

down and whispered in my ear, ¢ Not gzife in vain, Flo,

2 ?‘
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has it been ?” I do not know if my English Spiritualistic
friends can “cap ” this story, but in America they told
me it was quite a unique performance, particularly at a
public séance, where the jarring of so many diverse in-
fluences often hinders instead of helping the manifestations.

“Powles” appeared to be especially strong on -that
_occasion. Towards the middle of the evening a kiid of

whining was heard to proceed from the cabinet ; and Miss "
Roberts, who was not entranced said, There's a baby

coming out for Miss Marryat.” At the same time the face
of little *“ Yonnie ” appeared at the opening of the curtains,
but nearly level with the ground, as she was crawling out
on all fours. Before she had had time to advance beyond
them, ¢ Powles ” stepped over her and came amongst us.
“ Oh Powles!” I exclaimed, “you used to love my little
babies. Do pick up that one for me that-I may see it
properly.” He immediately returned, took up “ Yonnie,”
and brought her out into the circle on his arm. The
contrast of the.baby’s white kind of nightgown with his
scarlet uniform was very striking. He carried the child to
each sitter that it might be thoroughly examined ; and
when he had returned “ Yonnie ” to the cabinet, he came
out again on his own account. That evening I was sum-
moned into the cabinet myself by the medium’s guide, a
little Italian girl, who had materialized several times for
our benefit. . When I entered it, I.stumbled up against
Miss Roberts’ chair. There was barely room for me to
stand beside it. She said to me, “Is that yox, Miss Mar-
ryat ? ” and I replied, ¢ Yes ; didn’t you send for me ?”
She said “No ; I didn’t send, I know nothing about it!”
A voice behind me .said, ¢“/ sent for you !” and at the
same moment two strong arms were clasped round my

waist, and a man’s face kissed me over my shoulder. I
asked, “ Who are you ? ” and he replied, “ Walk out ofthe .

cabinet and you shall see.” I turned round, two hands
were placed upon my shoulders, and I walked back into
the circle with a tall man walking behind me in that posi-
tion. When I could look at him in the gaslight, I re-
cognized my brother, Frank Marryat, who died in 1835,
and whom I had never seen since. Of course, the other
spirits who were familiar with Mrs. S and myself came
to wish me a pleasant voyage across the Atlantic, but I

ave mentioned them all so often that I fear I must already

TR
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have tired out 'the patience of my readers. But in order
to:be impressive it 1s so necessary.to be explicit. All I
can bring forward in excuse is, that every word I have
written is the honest and unbiassed truth. Here, there-
fore, ends the account of my experience in Spiritualism up
to-the present moment—not, by any means, the half, nor
yet the quarter of it, but all I consider likely to interest

the general public. And those who have been interested

in it may see their own friends as I have done, if they will
only take the same trouble that I have done.
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A CHAPTER XXX.

‘ Qul BONO ?” )

think, before I close this book, I am justified in answering
it, at all events, as far as I myself am concerned. How
often have I sat, surrounded by an interested audience,
who knew me too well to think me either a lunatic or a
liar'; and after. I have told them some of the most mar-
vellous and thrilling of my experiences, they hdve assailed
nie with these questions, ¢ But whatzs it 7 And what good
does it do? What is it 27 ~There, my friends, I confess
you stagger me ! I can no more tell you what it is than 1
can tell you what yox are or what 7 am, We know that,
like Topsy, we “grew.” We know..that given certain
conditions and favorable accessorles, a child comes into
this worldgand a seed sprouts through the dark earth and
becomes a flower ; but though we know the cause and see
" the effect, the greatest man of science, or the greatest
botanls/cannot tell you how the child is made, nor how
the plant grows. Neither can I (orany one) tell you wkat
the power is that enaples a spirit to make itself apparent.

Ican only say. that it can do so, and refer you to the Crea-
tor of you and me and the entire® #niverse. The common-
est things the earth produces are all miracles, from the
growing of a mbustard seed to the expansion of a human
brain. What is more wpnderful than the hatching of an
egé ? . You see it done er day. It has become so com.

mon that you.,regard it as an event of no consequence.

You know the exact number of days the bird must sit to
produce a live chicken with all its functions ready for

My friends have so often asked me this question, that I _
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nature’s use, but you see nothing wonderful in it. All

.birds cando the same, and you would not waste your time

in speculating on the wondrous effect of heat upon aliquid
substance which turns to bone' and blood and;flesh and
feathers.

*

If you were as familiar with the reappearance of those
who have gone before as you are with chickens, you would
see nothing :%upernaturél in their manifesting themselves
to you, and nothing more miraculous than in the birth of a
child or the hatching of anegg. Why sliould itbe? Who
has fixed the abode of the spirit after death ? Who can
say where it d‘W"eIIS, or that it is not permitted to return
to this world, perhaps to live in it altogether ? Still, how-
ever the Almighty sends them, the fact remains that they
come, and that thousands can testify to the fact. As to
the theory advanced by some people that they are devils,
sent to lure us to our destruction, that is an insult to the
wisdom or mercy of an Omnipotent Creator. They cannot
come except by His permission, just as He sends children
to some people and withholds them from others,” And the.
conversation of most of those that I Have talked with isall
on the. side of religion, prayer, and self-sacrifigg.
friends, at all events, have never denied thé ey
a God or a Saviour. Théy have, on the .c
especially « Florence ™), been very quick tof8#fike me for,
anything I may have .done that was \\‘rong,fdr. neglect of
prayer and church-going, for speaking evil of my neigh-
bors, or any other fault. wTh‘éy have continually incul-
cated the doctrine that religion consists in unséﬁish, love
to our fellow-creatures, and in/devotion te.God. I do not

deny that there are frivolous and occasionally wicked °

spirits about us. Isitto be wonderedat ? For one spirit

- that leaves this world calculated to do good to his fellow-

creatures, a hundred leave it who willdo him harm.  Fhat
is really the reason that the Church discourages Spirit-

.
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-ualism. She does not disbelieve in it. She knows it to be
true ; but she also knows it to be dangerous. Since like
attracts like, the numbers of thoughtless spirits who still
dwell on earth would naturally attract the numbers of fe

+ thoughtless spirits who have left it, and their influence is e
best dispensed with. Talk of devils. I haveknown many
more devils in the flesh than out of it, and could name a
number of acquaintances who, when once.passed out of
“this woNd, I should steadfastly refuse-to have any com-
munication with. I have no doubt- myself whatever as to .

.wkat it is, or that I have seen my dear friends and children ~
as I knew them upon earth. But Zow they come or where
they go, I must wait until I join them to ascertain, even if . N
I shall do it then. - : .

The second question, however, I-«can more easily deal =~ -

. with, What good is i¢? The only wonder to me is that

people .who are not stone-blind to what'is going on in this |

world can put such a question. What good is it to have  ~

one’s faith in Immortality and another life confirmed in an

age of freethought, scepticism and utter callousness ? +When

- I looki around me, and see the young men nowadays—-ay

and the young women too—who believe in no hereafter,

-who lie down and die, like the dumb animals who cannot
- be made to understand the loveﬁof the dear God who

“created:them although they feel ity I.eannot think of any-
thing calculatedsto do them more good than the returm of

a father or a mother or'a friend, who could convince them o

by ocular demonstratlon that there is a future - life and '

-happiness and misery, accordifig to the one we have led /

" here below. . -

“ Oh, but,” I seem "to hear some readers exclalm, “we
do believe in all that you say. We have been taught so
from our youth up, and the Bible pomts to it in every
line.” You ma/y think you believe it, my frlenczs, and in a
theoretlcal way you- may ; but you do not realize i, and ‘

s ¢
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the whole of your lives proves it. Death, instead of being
the blessed portal to the Life Elysian, the gate of which
may swing open for'you any day, and admit you to eternal

. and unfading happiness, is a far-off misty phantom, whose

approach you dread, and the sight 6f which in others you
run away from. The majority of people -avoid the very
mention of death. They would not look at a corpse for
anything ; the sight of a coffin or a funeral or a graveyard
fills them with horror ; the idea of it for themselves*makes
them turn pale with fright. "Is #%és belief in the existence
of a tender Father and a blessed home waiting to receive
them on the other side? Even professed Christian expe-

. rience what they term a “ natural ” horror at the thought

of death ! " I have known pérsons of fixed religious princi-
ples who had passed their lives (apparently) 1‘n prayer,
and expressed their firm-belief in. Heaven waiting for them
fight against death with all their mortal energies, and try

thelr utmost to baffle the disease that was sent to carry

them to everlastmg happmess Is this logical ? It is tan-
tamount in my idea to the, pauper in the workhouse who
knows that directly the gate is open to let him through, he
will pass from skilly, oakum/amd solitary confinement to
the King’s Palace to enjoy youth, health, and prosperity
evermore ; and who, when he sees the gates beginning to
unclose, puts his back and all-his neighbors’ backs agamst .

- them to keep them shut as long as possible.

Death should not be a ¢ horror ” to_any one ; and if we
knew more about it, it would.cease to be so. It is t
mystery that’ appals us. We see our friends dle, no
word or sign comes back to tell us that-there.ss no eath,
SO we plcture them to ourselves mouldering in the d mp

earth till we nearly go.mad with grief and dismay<Some "

people think me heartless because I never go 'near the

. graves of those whom I-love- best. Why should I? I° R

mxght with more reasonr gq and: sit beside a pi}el of their
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cast-off garments. I could see them, and they would

" actually retain’ more of their identity and influence than

the corpse which I could #of see. I mourn their loss just
the same, but I mourn it as I should do if they had settled
for life in a far distant land, from which I could only enjoy
occasional glnnpses of their i nappmess

And I may say emphatically that the greatest good
Spiritualism does is to remove the fear of one’s own death.
One can never be quite certain of the changes that circum-
stances may bring about, nor do I like to boast overmuch.
Diseageand weakness may destroy the nerve I ﬂatter my-
self on possessing ; but I think I may say that as matters
stand at present / kave no fear of death whatcv.r, and the
only trouble I can foresee in Passing’ through it will be to
witness the distress of my friends. But when I remember
all those who have gathered on the other side, and whom I
firmly believe will be present to help me in my passage

there, I can feel nothing but a great curiosity to pierce the

.mysteries as yet unrevealed to me, and a greu']onvmg for

the time to come when I shall’ join those whom I.loved so -
much on earth. Not to be happy at once by any manner
of means.. Iam t0<; sinful a 'mortal for that, but “ to wcrk
out my salvation” in the way God sees best for me, to
make my own heaven or hell according as I have loved
and succomed my fellow-creatures here below. Yet how-
ever much I may be destined to suffer, never without hope
and assistance from those whom I have loved and never
without feeling that thlough the goodness of God each

struggle or reparation brings me near to the fruition of‘

eternal happiness. 7kis is my belief, zhis is the good th-
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the certain knowledge that we can never die has done for
" me, and the worst I wish for anybody is that they may
share it with me.

% Oh! though oft depressed and lonely,
All my fears are laid aside,
If I but remember only
Such as these have lived and died.”’

THE END.

@
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