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DECEASE OF MR. JAMES BURNS.
We regret to have to announce the somewhat sudden 

decease of Mr. James Burns, the proprietor and editor of the 
“ Medium,” which he had conducted for twenty-five years. 
He passed away on the morning of Sunday last, December 
30th, at the age of sixty-one years and ten months, having 
been born on February 26th, 1833. He had long suffered 
from diabetes, but, being a man of strong determination, he 
kept perseveringly to his work when he really needed rest; 
and though he was compelled at last, on the Monday 
before his decease, to take to his bed, he persisted in rising 
two days afterwards, to the great consternation of his wife, 
in order to pen some articles for last week’s “ Medium.” 
For that issue he wrote “ Twenty-five Years Ago and 
Now,” reviving some memories of the long past, and com­
paring, or rather contrasting, the state of Spiritualism at 
the time when his paper was started with its condition at 
the present day; and he also contributed, under the title 
of “ Personal Paragraphs,” some remarks al>out the state 
of his health, in the course of which he said :—

I have been stricken down with serious illness. On Monday
I was taken with high fever and pain on the right side. For
twenty-four hours no one knew that I ailed, but since then I 
have received much kind and salutary attention from my sons
and Mrs. Bums. I shall not be able to undertake any public
work for some time.

I suppose I am now the oldest editor in the spiritual work 
that is now in action. Mr. Shorter was first in the field, but 
through loss of sight he has been incapacitated for many years. 
Strange to say I am also nearly blind ; I do not see what I am 
writing. I have been to various opticians, and they can im­
prove my sight very little. After a long examination, I was told 
that I required a pair of spectacles for reading and a pair for 
distance. This will cost me two guineas. By this my sight would 
be saved from extinction. But where is the money to come from ?

From the last words of this very sad and pathetic 
utterance our readers will gather the painful fact that 
Mr. Bums—after a quarter of a century of hard and inces­
sant toil in the interest of Spiritualism—had been in his 
latest hours reduced to a state of utter poverty ; while to 
the members of his family, and others closely associated 
with him, it had long been but too apparent that he was 
in a chronic state of pecuniary trouble, and that for years 
past his physical infirmities had been sorely aggravated by 
the difficulties and anxieties with which he had unfortu­
nately to contend.

It would be unjust, however, to the great body of 
Spiritualists, both at home and abroad, if we allowed the 
circumstances thus related to leave the impression,which they 
would otherwise convey, that Mr. Burns’s valuable labours 
were not duly appreciated, and well, even munificently, 
supported. But, unfortunately, Mr. Burns was not a 
business man. The handsome contributions which he re­
ceived always melted quickly in his hands, and left him 
again and again in straits as sore as ever. Successful 
management was not one of his gifts; but he had other and 
very noble qualities, the possession of which more than com­
pensated for his lack of business abilities ; and it is but 
right that we should frankly acknowledge his steady and 
consistent devotion to the interests of Spiritualism for a 
long series of years, begun at a time when he stood 
almost alone in his defence of the cause. Indeed, it is not 
too much to say that, but for his self-denying labours, 
Spiritualism in this country would not have reached the 
position which it occupies to-day ; and Spiritualists should 
honour his memory accordingly. To his bereaved wife and 
family we tender our cordial sympathies. They have 
suffered a severe loss—while he himself has experienced a 
delightful gain.

Truth has rough flavours if we bite it through.—George 
Eliot.

WHAT 8HALL WE DO WITH OUR SPIRITUALISM P

By Emma Hardinge Britten.

Part I.

As I am perfectly flooded with letters of inquiry and 
solicitations for advice on the subject which is implied in 
the heading of this article, I beg permission of your 
courtesy to render some of the responses I find it impossible 
to write separately, through your instructive and philo­
sophic columns.

I may say that the first point of inquiry from my corre­
spondents is how to eliminate from our ranks the cruel and 
remorseless acts of fraud which have been, and still are, 
perpetrated by shameless deceivers.

Then follow all sorts of suggestions for circle holding, 
and clearer and more practical methods of instruction than 
those already published, together with urgent requisitions 
for “ a college for training mediums,” an “ efficient public 
circle,” a a central British publishing company,” and many 
other suggestions.

For me to do any justice to the main theme of inquiry, 
awakened into urgency by the repeated proofs manifested 
in Europe, America, and elsewhere of deliberate imposi­
tion in a cause sacred enough to lie regarded as the 
Religion of the Age, and involving the action of forces 
and laws amply sufficient to form the basis of a grand new 
Psychological Science, it is necessary that, in the first 
instance, I should draw on my own early experiences 
in the great Spiritual movement. These date back now to 
some odd thirty years —my own first public association with 
Spiritualists being on the occasion of the tenth anniversary 
of the celebrated “Rochester Knockings.” To form any 
true conception of the status of the cause, or the special 
remarks I shall presently quote, it is necessary to give 
some enumeration of the early leaders of the wonderful 
spiritual outpouring. Besides Judge Edmonds, Judge of 
the Supreme Courts of America ; Judges Nelson, Cross, 
Dailey, and a host of other eminent lawyers, there were the 
four leading physicians of New York City, Doctors Gray, 
Hallock, Wilson, and Warner; Horace Greeley, F. Ray­
mond, and many other leading journalists of New York, 
Boston, Philadelphia, <fcc.

Amongst representative clergymen were the Revs. T. L. 
Harris, R. P. Ambler, J. H. Hammond, Wm. Fishbough, 
S. B. Brittan, <fcc., £c. In literature, amongst some leading 
repräsentatives, were Washington Irving, Fennimore 
Cooper, Professor Longfellow, Bryant, Whittier, and a 
perfect host of scarcely less distinguished writers. All our 
papers were founded, and our public meetings conducted, 
by wealthy and responsible ladies and gentlemen, and 
amongst our most prominent mediums were Ada Coan 
(now Mrs. Foye), D. D. Home, the Fox Sisters, Nettie 
Maynard, F. B. Conklin, Laura Edmonds, Jennie and Annie 
Lord, Mrs. Hayden, and at least fifty or sixty well-tried 
and reliable mediums, most of whom (ZiAe mj/wZ/*,  at first a 
powerful test medium) sat free for the public.

And yet, with all this array of mental influence, with 
leading minds in all ranks of life, with wealth, talent, and 
public demonstrations in nearly every one of the then 
forty-six States of the Union, these are the memorable 
words I heard fall from the lips of my beloved friend and 
spiritual father (as he was to me), Judge Edmonds, in 
the first public lecture of his I ever listened to, at the 
Stuveysant Institute: “ Spiritualism,” he said, “ is the 
second coming of Christ; but, like the first Messiah, I see 
it crucified between the two thieves of fanaticism and 
imposture.”

Young as I then was in the great Spiritual movement, I 
was horror-struck at these terrible words of denunciation, 
and on the next occasion of meeting the Judge I eagerly 
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demanded of him the explanation of assertions to me, 
at that time, so impossible of belief. He answered me, 
with deep solemnity, that “Spiritualism, in its origin, 
grand purpose, and astounding revelations, was divine, but 
that spirits were still human—came from all grades of 
mortal life: from the felon in the cell to the ministering 
angels of love and truth ; that the gate that was open through 
the newly-discovered force of mediumship, was open to all 
classes alike, and that, as like attracts like, so the evil and 
the vile might be stimulated to farther vice by evil and 
vicious spirits.”

To these remarks I pleaded the sacredness of medium­
ship, and questioned why good spirits would allow medium 
power to fall upon evil-disposed persons. The Judge 
answered me by the assurance that “ mediumship was an 
organic endowment, not a moral or psychological one. 
Mediums,” he said, “ were wires to the spiritual telegraph, 
and as such, peculiarly constituted organisations alone 
could be employed.” All persons, he believed, could be 
subject, more or less, to influences by mental impression, as 
well from spirits as from mortals, but the powers of direct 
mediumship, he insisted, were derived from specialities of 
mental and physical organisation. These might be called 
forth, he added, or what is termed “ developed,” by 
the magnetism of others, but could not be put into a 
physique wholly unrelated to these powers. “The chief 
difficulties with which poor Spiritualism,” he said, “had 
to contend were, primarily, with the one-idea’d fanatic who 
wished to harness his own petty hobby to the mighty car 
of Spiritualism; or else the wicked, daring, and remorse­
less fraud, who found in this great cause—so powerful, 
world-wide, and fascinating —a means of profit and fame all 
too tempting for the adventurer to neglect. And still the last 
dread evil * the cause ’ will have to fear, is, that medium­
ship changes, and not unfrequently dies out with overwork 
or other causes.” “ Your own mediumship, Emma,” added 
my learned, inspired, and philosophic teacher, “ will 
entirely change, and the forces which make you now a 
powerful test medium cannot continue to be exercised suc­
cessfully for people’s spirit friends, and on the rostrum, 
under the control of a totally different class of influences.”

The Judge then went on to say that, as mediumship 
was likely to vary, sometimes to wear out, and often to 
fail through unfavourable conditions of health, atmosphere, 
or temporary surroundings, so the day would surely come 
when unconscientious persons, who had been, or were even 
then mediums, would deceive, and prepare all sorts of 
artifices to simulate the power they could not command.

Alas ! alas ! how few now live, besides myself, to bear 
testimony to the truths my noble and highly-inspired 
teacher thus communicated to me ! Much of the wild and 
pernicious fanaticism which hangs like a thief beside the 
divine cross of Spiritualism, I have felt obliged to record 
in my first published large volume, “ Modem American 
Spiritualism.” How the second thief of fraud is defiling 
the divine Messiah which has at last opened the gates of 
the higher life, and shown humanity the angels of immor­
tality that sit within the tomb of death, countless wounded 
hearts and agonised souls are now beginning to discover ; 
and because it is so—and because, even now, I could not 
answer the appeals of my numerous correspondents without 
recurring at least in a vgry small degree to my own early 
experiences and teachings—so I will ask permission to send 
still another paper on the important and urgent question of 
“What shall we do with our Spiritualism 1 ”

In that article (always with the Editor’s permission) I 
propose to show what is the only crucial test of decarnated 
spiritual communications, and the legitimate means neces­
sary to be employed to prevent as well as to detect fraud.

I

If thou hast light—And thy friend hath none, 
Thy lamp may guide—When his oil is gone.

MEDIUMS AND THEIR EXPOSERS.

By William Oxley.

I read with great regret the verdict in “ Light ” (December 
15th issue) in regard to the recent alleged exposure of Mrs. 
Mellon in Australia—“ Not guilty—but don’t do it again.” The 
inference obviously is that—in the Editor’s opinion—she was 
guilty, but the evidence too conflicting to allow of a conviction. 
And this after the statement that “ no disguises whatever were 
captured.” According to the account supplied regarding the 
materialising of the little black figure, known as “Cissy,” and the 
de-materialising of the same, can any unprejudiced mind put 
that down to fraud ? I had two sittings with Mrs. Mellon in my 
library a few days before she left for Australia, at which about 
ten or twelve friends were present. She came at about six 
o’clock in the evening, straight up into the library, and taking 
her bonnet off went into a corner of the room behind a pair of 
curtains suspended on an iron rod. In a very short time what 
appeared like a small round ball of white vapoury substance was 
thrown out on the floor two feet in front of the curtain. We all 
saw the process of the expansion and building up of the form of 
a little black child, with naked black feet and face, covered 
with a white garment reaching nearly to her ankles ; she 
then showed us her feet and hands, and began to dance 
and stamp on the floor, proving the reality of her form. As 
I sat near the curtain I saw everything quite clearly and 
distinctly, and actually took her little hand in mine ; it was 
warm and flexible. After capering about for a time, the little 
form began to dematerialise, and gradually melted down until 
only a small disc of white substance about two inches in diameter 
remained, and then that vanished. I have witnessed similar 
exhibitions through other mediums. During the evening the 
well known form of “Geordie,” with his splendid masculine 
form and fine deep bass voice, conversed with us, more or less, 
for about an hour. Two female forms came out, one of whom 
was “recognised,” and to crown all a male figure who stood 
eight feet high, as I measured after the séance was over. How 
could fraud—or disguises—come in here ? Mrs. Mellon might 
indeed don a moustache and flowing beard, but is it possible 
that she could swell out into a form nearly six feet in height, 
broad shouldered and massive in proportion ? Would any test 
have made the exhibition more convincing I Again, after all the 
years that Mrs. Mellon has been engaged in this wonderful 
phase of mediumship, witnessed by hundreds of people, and 
tested by all means that ingenuity could devise, is it credible 
that she should descend to fraudulent accessories ? All who 
know her will reply in the negative. Just before the close of 
the meeting, as “Geordie” was saying “good bye,” I asked him 
to shake hands for “ auld lang syne” (he was then about 
three feet away from the curtain). I gave him my right hand, 
when he seized it with his big brawny fist and gave me such a 
grip that I thought he had broken my knuckles. The pain 
which followed was very sharp, and I could hardly use it with­
out pain for a fortnight after. I, at all events, have good reason 
for remembering the hand-shake of a so-called materialised 
spirit form, for such a feat was, of course, an impossible one by 
a small frail woman like Mrs. Mellon.

Of what conceivable value are external tests, which can be 
nullified by the operating ones behind the scenes? Tests are 
only useful to those who apply them. To my view, the sitters 
and investigators should be tested, and verily they are, but in a 
manner they little know of. The late Miss Wood—who 
frequently sat with Miss Fairlamb (as Mrs. Mellon then was)— 
was subjected to the test of a wire cage (see the report of Miss 
Wood in Derbyshire, by Mr. W. P. Adshead), with the result that 
it made no difference to the form manifestations, and yet very 
shortly afterwards she was exposed—I prefer to say outraged— 
by a “ Spiritualist ” in Blackbum.

I do not know of one materialising medium—except strictly 
private ones—who has escaped the grabber ! It is astonishing 
how all this class of people profess to act in the “interest of 
truth,” as if they were the guardians of truth. It is the action 
of these would-be “ exposers ” that has made it now all but 
impossible for students of psychology to witness the phase of 
so-called materialisation, the most stupendously wonderful of all 
Spiritualistic phenomena.

It has been my lot to meet and sit with nearly all the 
“exposed mediums,” after they had been outraged, and in 
every instance I obtained manifestations to which fraud, in any 
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THE MYSTERIES OF MEDIUMSHIP.
By Our Special Representative.

(Continued from “ Light ” of December 29/h, 1894.)

A SEANCE WITH MISS FLORRIE COOK.
A sitting with Florrie Cook is a revelation to the most 

seasoned Spiritualist. Sundry hints and warnings have 
been given me in advance by kind friends who desire to 
save my prejudices from a too sudden shock and my sus­
ceptibilities from the effects of an unexpected cold douche.

“ Now tell me plainly,what do you mean î ” I am driven 
to say, in sheer bewilderment : “Is there anything to be 
afraid of 1 Shall I get my nose broken with a musical box 
or my cranium beaten in by the dining-room table Î ”

“ Oh, nothing of that sort, but Florrie—well, she has' 
no conditions, you know.”

“ Shocking ! But I am still at a loss to comprehend, 
although no doubt the state which is marked by an absence 
of ‘ conditions ’ must be a very awful one.”

“ Now do be serious. You are just as bad as Florrie. 
The fact is, one can’t treat a séance as if it was nothing 
more important than a dinner at which one was taking a 
seat. But Florrie does ; she just sits. It is a serious 
matter to hold a séance.”

“So it is to eat a dinner.”
“ Yes, but you make preparations for a dinner, and so 

you might for a seance ; Florrie doesn’t. She pays no 
regard to any conditions at all. She insists on having her 
own way, whether the spirits like it or not, and if they 
don’t do everything at once she gets quite out of patience 
and says things to them which if I were a spirit, with a 
proper sense of my position and dignity, I wouldn’t put up 
with for a moment. Why she won’t even allow a hymn, 
and everybody knows how essential singing is in establish­
ing right conditions.” ,

Oh, that blessed word “ conditions ” ! as meaningless 
in the minds of most as the other blessed word “ Mesopo­
tamia.” But I learn one thing for my comfort —I am 
thankful to do for once without the singing.

I don’t know that, after all accounts, I should have 
courage to ask Miss Cook for a sitting, but she graciously 
proposes one herself, if I don’t mind “ taking it in the 
rough ” ; and leads the way at once to her little work-room 
on the first floor, where she leaves me with hammer and 
tacks, and free permit to use what requisites I can find, for 
the erection of a cabinet to my own fancy, and in my own 
particular style of architecture.

I am not a cabinet maker in any sense, but a large 
Japanese folding-screen, with a golf stick laid across the 
front and fastened to the two outer edges, and a stout 
window curtain hung upon it so as to leave an opening at 
each comer, seems to satisfy requirements in a rough-and- 
ready sort of way. For light we have a candle shaded by 
coloured tissue paper ; and a little occasional table, round 
which we sit in careless fashion, four souls all told besides 
the medium, and upon which lie a pencil and a few sheets 
of marked paper, completes the list of “ properties ” in use 
for the occasion.

With a view to direct writing the candle is temporarily 
extinguished, and a few moments later the table executes a 
series of capers which make it difficult to keep hands in 
position. The medium makes a bunch of her two hands 
and asks me to place one of mine upon them. Presently 
there is the sound of writing. The sound appears 
to come from the open space on the table, measur­
ing about six inches, between my hands, and leaning 
forward my best ear I assure myself of the exact location 
of the noise. Hardly is this done than the table is whisked 
violently away and the light called for. Search among the 
scattered papers reveals no writing ; but seeing a folded 

piece at my feet I open it and find a message addressed to 
me and signed “J. E. Blunt,” one of the medium’s controls.

Instructions are now given for the medium to enter the 
cabinet, in which a small chair is placed, and by her request 
I proceed to secure her with tape. Having learnt from a 
conjurer a trick or two in the way of tying, I fancy I have 
managed to fasten her pretty securely, and the medium is 
immensely amused by what to her, experienced as she is in 
this sort of thing, is a rather novel mode of fixture.

She is hardly seated and the curtain drawn than the 
cloth of a little table standing three or four feet away is 
violently jerked, and the contents of Miss Cook’s work 
basket ruthlessly scattered about the floor.

“ Oh ! my basket ! ” she almost shrieks from the cabinet. 
“ What a shame ! ”

I stoop forward to pick up some of the articles when a 
ball of worsted, thrown from what point I know not, flies 
full tilt against my nose.

A few minutes later a hand is seen protruding from 
between the curtain and the edge of the screen, and 
waving ; then another, or the same, from the opposite side. 
Marie, the medium’s French control, begins to talk from 
the cabinet, very vivaciously, all the time in her native 
language, and showing frequent impatience both with her 
medium for talking and with one or two of the sitters for 
their inability to carry on the conversation with her. 
Telling us that the power is very deficient, she requests an 
adjournment for half an hour. The tying of the medium 
has been so effectual that after tugging unsuccessfully at 
the knots some little while I am glad to fall in with her 
suggestion and release her by cutting the tape at 
several points. It is decided to finish the séance in the 
break fast-room, and accordingly we take up our cabinet 
and walk to the lower floor. Here we are able to make an 
excellent arrangement, by which a good subdued light is 
secured in the room by the simple expedient of placing on 
the hall table, just outside, a lamp, from which the radiance 
flows through the fanlight over the door and falls on the 
cabinet with sufficient strength to enable us to see pretty 
clearly all that may go on. The cabinet is set up within 
a couple of feet of the hearth, and we take our chairs so 
close that it would be almost practicable to kick it over 
without rising from one’s seat. The medium is again 
securely bound, but on this occasion the tapes are not 
fastened as before to the chair on which she sits.

It seems scarcely two minutes before Miss Cook, who 
perhaps feels lonely in her solitary state, exclaims, “ Oh ! 
do be quick. We can’t sit here all night.” Marie responds 
at once with a sharp injunction to her medium to be quiet.

Hands again make their appearance both at the sides 
and the top of the cabinet. They are long, slender, and 
well-shaped, and seem in no way different from ordinary 
human hands of flesh and blood. Marie keeps up a con­
tinuous chatter in French, which only one of the circle can 
follow, the others having to content themselves with the 
translation of an occasional sentence or so. Marie does 
not conceal her opinion of the pitiable ignorance of her 
auditors, but as they are blissfully unconscious of the tenor 
of her remarks, which might just as well be honeyed words 
of compliment, no particular harm is done.

But if Marie is not impressed by us, she soon shows 
that she has a pretty good conceit of herself. The curtain 
at the end next the fireplace is pulled aside, and a figure, 
draped from head to foot, makes its appearance. It re­
mains standing at the edge of the cabinet, and the 
features, being shrouded in gloom, are undistinguishable by 
the circle. The figure is reflected in the looking-glass over 
the mantelpiece, and Marie, catching sight of this, utters a 
shrill exclamation of childish delight : “ Oh, but I am 
charming ! What a face ! What beautiful eyes ! ” And 
much more to the same effect. It is futile to attempt to 
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