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him in Paris he was a man of sixty, and much spread out
both in face and figure, as was to be expected at that age.
Iv is not strange, therefore, that I had failed to recognise
him at the Ross séance.

On May 1st, on Mr. Hubbard’s invitation, I visited him
at his country seat, where he showed me his engraving of
the Kensington picture. It is about three and a-half feet
long by three feet wide. T did not permit myself to
glance at the names of the figures on the margin below ;
but, looking through them in the picture from left to right,
I instantly recognised the officer on the right as the one
that had appeared to me at the Ross séance—the same
figure, the same military pose, the same closefitting
uniform, and the single row of buttons. Then, looking at
the name given in the margin underneath, I found it to be
¢ General Bertrand.” A glance at the diagram I send you*
will show that the face is drawn on too minute a scale to
permit any certain identification, but the general effect of it
corresponds with my memory of the face of the materialised
figure,

(To be contrnued.)

BEYOND THE SHADOWS.

FroM AN ARTICLE IN THE ‘ ARENA,” BY MARIETTA HoOLLEY.

A Methodist lady, widely known for her sweet Christian life
and almost boundless charities, told me the following incident.

This lady was the daughter of a woman so beloved and
revered for her saintly life and her contributions to the cause of
personal holiness, that upon her death many funeral sermons
were preached by the most eminent divines in this country and
in Europe. This sweet mother had been dead many years, and

the father was an inmate of my friend’s dwelling in a large

Eastern city, but he was always mourning for the dear wife
gone before. This lady, whom we will call Mrs. K., was on
the eve of a journey to Europe. The evening before she sailed
she sat in her beautiful music-room, playing the organ and
singing the dear old hymns which the sainted wife and mother
had s0 loved ; and as her father listened he spoke of the dear
departed wife with the tears running down his cheeks. The
next morning she sailed with her son and daughter, leaving her
father in his usual health. ,

Weeks and months rolled away, and Mrs. K. was in Italy.
One evening she came into her hotel very weary from a long
day’s sight-seeinyg, and retired early to rest. Falling asleep
almost at once, she dreamed that her father and mother had
met. So vivid was this impression that her soul was thrilled
with the sudden, divine rapture that filled the hearts of these
two lovers, sundered so long, but now met in an eternal union.
Her whole being was flooded with the glowing gratitude and
love that thrilled the newly met pair—the joy of the mother
who had waited so long for the coming of her dear one, the
father’s rapture to find his lust again in the Paradise of God.
This rapture, this overmastering tide of feeling, so overwhelmed
Mrs. K. that it woke her, and she rose from her bed and walked
up and down her room ; as she did so shesaid, ‘I can’t sleep
again to-night,’ and glancing at the clock saw that it was only
eleven. And for hours she walked up and down her room too
excited and agitated to sleep.

The next morning she wrote to her sister, relating her
dreani, telling her the hour she dreamed it, and ending with the
request that she would write to her at once and tell her how her
father was.

This sister had long before lost an only daughter under cir-
cumstances that made her loss peculiarly hard to bear, and
she had turned her back on her religion and her God. She
felt as if there was no God, that the future was a dark void
full of shadowy shapes of blackness and unreality—that there
was no God, no Heaven, no hope. Or if there was a God, she
could not love Him—He had made her suffer so. If there
was an Eternal Ruler, He was a great, powerful Force that
cared nothing for human hearts or their anguish ; the aching-
souled children of humanity below were as blind men walking
to an unknown fate, with no one to pity or care for them--no

[* The engraving referred to is copyright in this country, and the
publishers refuse their permission for its reproduction in any form.—Ev.
*LIGHT.’]
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one to notice their efforts to do right, no one to care for their
mortal anguish, no one to note when one, too weary, fell out of
the ranks as they toiled on towards the blackness of the grave.

To this sister, sitting in the shadow of her great loss, in
the deeper shadow of her soul’s despair, came this letter. It
flashed into the darkness of her life like living sun-rays
lighting up a dark world ; if He, the All-Powerful One, could
care enough for human love and human losses to thus bridge
over the distance, and carry to the bereaved soul of the child
afar the tidings of her father’s death—and not only this, to
break the news thus tenderly to her, not telling her that
her father was dead, but gently, sweetly, as some tender
mother might break sorrowful tidings to her best beloved, thus
had the tidings been sent to her heart—* Her father and mother
had met.’

This was not the God she had pictured to herself in the
gloom and blackness of the months past. This was not the
great, uncaring Force that moved the planets and swung the
worlds on their terrible rounds through dreadful space. No,
this showed love and tender thoughtfulness and unceasing
care. ‘Like as a father pitieth his children '—this old text
came to her full heart. This was a God she could love, could
trust. Somehow, somewhere, He was keeping her treasure
safe for her; for some good purpose He had taken her from
the evils of this present time ; this love would watch over
them both—would in His own good time unite them again.

She took the letter and carried it to her sister’s home. Mr.
K. read it and said : ‘I have written a long letter to my son,
telling him to break the news very gently to his mother. I did
not dare to alarm her by a telegram. But,’ said he, ‘since God
has prepared her, I think I will send a message.’

The letter and cable despatch reached Mrs. K. at the same
time. Her father had died at just the moment of her dream.
Allowing for the differrnce in the time between the two
countries, it was just the hour and the moment that her father's
soul left this earth life. Who shall dare to say it was not
to meet his departed one, and that on some electric wire of
soul-communion, too ethereal for our full comprehension, the
news was not flashed down from Paradise to the loved one so
far away ?

MIND AND MATTER.

One of the greatest triumphs of the human mind, and beyond
comparison the most important step hitherto taken towards the
solution of the world enigina, was the discovery that an object
implies a sibject, i.e., that any given object, for instance a tree,
cannot, by any possible stretch of imagination, be said to exist,
unless there be at the same time an eye to see or a hand to
touch it—in other words, a mind to conceive it. In extension of
this discovery it easily follows that the entire ¢ external world’
can have no independent existence, viz., cannot be real, except
as a mental phenomenon, and that if mind should ever he
destroyed or cease to exist, the 1world, as a matter of course,
would cease to exist also.

This discovery was made thousands of years ago by subtle
reasoners in far-off Hindostan, and its deductions are given with
marvellous acumen in the Upanishads, which are philosophical

. treatises appended to the Vedas: a treasure-house of wisdom

which has no equal, and in comparison with which the logic of
our foremost modern luminaries sounds like the veriest child’s
prattle. In those glorious treasures we have an epitome of the
wisdom of sages who pondered over life’s riddle long before
the first Pyramid was built, long before Abraham roamed the
plains of Chaldea with his cattle, a treacherous and savage
Bedouin. And, like a golden thread running through the
Upanishads, is the ever-recurring lesson : ‘ Matter is an dlusion ;
mind alone is real.”—DR. HEINRICE HENsOLDT, in ‘ The Arena.’

RECEIVED.

* The Unknown World,’” for April. (London : Elliott & Co.,
Temple Chambers, Falcon-court, Fleet-street. 6d.)

¢ The Metaphysical Magazine." Devoted to Occult, Philosobghic,
and Scientific Research. For April. (New York: The Meta-
physical Publishing Company, 503, Fifth Avenue. 25 cents
monthly.)

AGENTS FoR ‘LigHT.—We shall be grateful if our friends
will kindly supply us with the names and addresses of any news-
vendors or others, whether in London or the country, who
either keep ‘ LicHT' for sule, or are willing to do so,
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erotic. hauntings. Let the grave ‘Revue des Deux Mondes '
approach this subject first :—

‘ Amongst the reasons that induced Durtal to return to the
bosom of the Catholic Church there is one that he does not
confess, and which, perhaps, on that account, may be the true
one. It is a delicate chapter, but on which our author gives
details 80 abundant and so precise that we have no scruple
about adverting to it. The element of sensuality in Catholicism
has often attracted attention. It is distinct from the cere-
monies and exterior pomp. The demi-mysterious light of the
churches, the *‘‘intimacies” of the chapels, the glitter of
ornaments, the smell of incense, the light of the tapers, the
perfume of flowers, the music and song, all act on the senses
in a voluptuous manner.’

This, as it seems to me, misstates and misunderstands an
important point. Durtal was a psychic, and in most incon-
gruous places—in church, in monasteries, in the Holy of Holies
—erotic hauntings and visions assailed him. He appealed to
(xévresin, who told him it was the devil :—

‘It means, said the Abbé, that your adversary prepares
for you his most sly pitfalls. He wants to persuade you that
you will arrive at nothing unless you plunge into the most
gross debauchery. He wishes you to helieve that the
satiety and disgust of these acts will alone bring you to God.
He incites you to sin under guise of deliverance. Show a
little energy and contemn his sophisms.’

The Abbé Gévresin counsels the young man to go en retiite
into u monastery of La Trappe. Matters grow worse. Succubi
assail him. He is told that similar hauntings are common ex-
perience. The devil annoys everybody in the monastery except
one strong psychic who tends the pigs :—

‘Bear in mind also that these troubles which afflict you
have been felt by all. Believe that we are not advancing
blindly. Mysticism is a positive science. It can announce

beforehand the greater part of the phenomena which will be pro-
duced in the soul which the Lord destines to the perfect life.’

This is a curious experience, and Durtal at this point seens
to drop his mask and show a real Mons. Huysman behind it. The
‘Revue’ tells us that the novel may be considered reminiscences
rather than fiction. Let us listen to the Abbé Gévresin once
more ;— '

 Without doubt, in cloister life, the age of twenty-nine is
usually a terrible ordeal to pass, for then the personal crisis
occurs. If woman weathers that crisis—and she almost
alway weathers it—she is saved.’

The main question that surges up is how much and how little
of Mons. Huysman’s narrative is fairy tale. The black magic,
I think, we can dismiss at once. The rites are fearfully Zola-
esque. The infernal mass must be celebrated, we are informed,
by a properly ordained priest, and one of the ingredients of the
eucharist is & mince of newly-murdered baby. This baby
formerly was kidnapped and stabbed. Modern methods are
much more subtle. From the days of Gilles de Rais to the
days of Durtal black magic has been practised, says Mons,
Huysman, in some section of the Catholic Church. But here
comes our puzzle. What ‘properly ordained priest’ would
allow an interviewer like Mons. Huysman to witness his ob-
scene rites and taste his mince of newly-murdered baby ?
The mysticism cannot be all fairy tale. The ¢ Revue des Deux

Mondes’ informs us that it was known for a long time in
literary circles that Mons. Huysman frequented dimly lit
churches, and that he had gone into a monastery of the Order
of La Trappe. The ‘Revue’ gives a long article to his novel,
‘En Route,’ under the curious heading of ‘Les Décadents du
Christianisme.” This shows that the leading review in Europe
attaches importance to the French mystical movement ; and a
poEular writer would scarcely risk his vogue by taking up &
subject that had not sympathisers. The fact that in a large
monastery of earnest souls, all striving for mystical progress,
there was only one real psychic who had power over Beelzebub,
seems also to argue a real experience. ARTHUR LiILLIE,

FrRAUDULENT MEDIUMS IN AMERICA.—Mrs. C. C. Bacon,
Elyria, O., writes in the ‘ Religio-Philosophical Journal ’; ¢ The
Lake Brady Spiritualistic Association, after hearing so long the
mutterings of the distant thunder of the gathering storm of
disapproval of Spiritualists allowing fraudulent mediums to
exist among them, takes the lead in having, at the last meeting
of their official board, authorised their president to appoint &
committee, whose duty it shall be to examine all mediums who
apply for a place at their camp next season. The president has,
therefore, appointed two ladies and two gentlemen as the com-
mittee. We consider this a step in the right direction. All true
mediums will rejoice with us that this forward step has at last
been taken and frauds need not apply. The committee will give
all a fair trial, and to each justice will be done.’

LIGHT.
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LETTERS TO THE EDITOR.

[The Editor is not responsible for opinions expressed by carrespondentx, and
sometimes publithes what he does not agree with for the purpose of pre-
senting views that may elicit discussion. ]

Delegates to the Conference.

SIR,—As possibly many friends who are willing to respond
to the request which has been appearing in * LicaT’ for the
entertainment of visiting delegates to the forthcoming Confer-
ence may be waiting till the time is nearer at hand, may I ask
them to kindly communicate with me, as Hon. Sec. of the Sub-
Committee upon Hospitality, at once, so that our committee can
make all required arrangements in due season, and thereby pre-
vent any hitch later on !/

Florence House, Osnaburgh-street,
' London, N.W,

J. J. MoRsk.

An Interesting Exhibition at the Conference.

Sik,—The Conference Committee have decided to place on
exhibition, on the evening of the conversazione at Portman
Rooms, on Wednesday, May 16th, a collection of phenomenal
objects of interest. Such collection to be in the care of the
undersigned, who have been appointed as a *‘Sub-committee
upon Exhibits of Spirit Art,” &c. We shall, therefore, be
extremely gratified if all friends who have any well-authenticated
articles, such as spirit paintings, drawings,spirit photographs, or
articles that have been brought by the spirits into séances
under exceptionally good conditions—in fact any object of real
interest connected with the phenomenal side of our experiences
—will forward them to us, at the subjoined address, any time up
to and including Tuesday, May 14th. A brief note explaining
the nature of the exhibit will be necessary in each case. Every
care will be taken of each article sent, and all will be returned
immediately after the Conference meetings are over. The
General Comittee is particularly desirous to make this part of
the Conference arrangements as coniplete as possible, and they
and the undersigned trust our friends throughout the country

will readily respond to their wishes.

J. J. Mogsk.
Florence House, Osnaburgh-street, J. ALLEN,

London, N.W., April 23rd, 1895.

The Creed of Early Egypt.

S1r,—I do not write to comment further upon your critic's
article ; and am quite content to leave the public to judge how
far I have replied to him, and whether a reviewer, in a jour-
nal specially devoted to a particular class of ideas, might not
have been reasonably expected to mention that the chief object
of the book (whether successfully carried out or not) is to demon-
strate the existence of kindred ideas in a connected and scientitic
form, centuries before any period to which they have hitherto
been traced. But as he has called in question my reference to
the support given by Professor Sayce and Mons. Maspero to the
parallelism which I have detected between Pyramid and Ritual,
I beg to send you the exact words to which I refer: ‘I am
obliged to you,’” writes Professor Sayce, on the occasion to which
I have referred in my Preface, ‘for letting me see the enclosed.
The parallelisin is certainly very striking.” Mons. Maspero’s ex-
pression is closer still : ¢ Les Pyramides et Le Livre des Morts,’
he says, ‘ reproduisent, les uns en pierre, 'autre en phrases, le
méme original, le prétendu tombeau d’Osiris.” And then he
continues : ‘J’ajouterai que mes recherches & ce sujet sont
encore inédites, et que nul Egyptologue n’a rien entrepris sur la
matiere qui vous a occupée.’

Will your reviewer tell me that what these eminent authorities
really mean to convey is that no such parallelism does, or can,
exist ; and that they desired to intimate ¢politely’ that
I am “in error’? I do not know. But in order that
others may have an opportunity of judging for themselves,
I will ask your forbearance while I quote one passage from my
book. ‘In truth,’ I have said (p. 35), ‘the Grand Pyramid is
the House of a Tomb, but it is not a closed, but an open tomb.
It is the tomb not of a man, but a god : not of the dead, but of
the risen. It is the tomb of the divine Osiris, whose birth on
earth, descent inio the under-world, victory over the serpent
Apep, resurrection and judgment of the dead, were the most
prominent features in the creed of ancient Egypt, and in union
with whom the holy departed achieved the path of Illumination,
and passed in safety the divine tribunal.  Viewed in this light,
the practical value of the structure begins to become clear. On
















