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‘ Hymns for Children,’” for Church use. Some things in it
are pleasant enough; but what Spiritualist, however
‘ crude,” would descend to the ugliness of these lines —

Then the world, the flesh, the devil,
Rose up in fierce array.

Honour your Priest, the messenger of God ;
He bears Christ’s pardon, and he bears Christ’s rod.

Think of your Clergy when on God you call,
And Bishops, Priests, and Deacons ; pray for all.

Much I fear the fire of hell
If Thou dost not make me clean.

Poor my rest, if Thou hast frowned.

It is a mournful reflection that such hobgoblins are
provided for children. But we must do the little book
justice. It has at least this lovely verse :—

Thou art weak, but all about thee
Is many an unseen friend ;
Many a brave and holy Angel,

Glad and mighty to defend.

But this kind of thing is common. The Spiritualist
who turns that poetry into honest prose, and acts up to it,
is denounced !

‘The Philosophy of Life. The Past, Present, and
Future of the Human Spirit,” by T. Powers, is a thoughtful
little pamphlet, privately published. It consists of a brief
Introduction and twenty-five Theses,setting forth the unity
of life and its outflowings or manifestations. We are in-
formed that it is not for sale, but that the writer of it
(57, Lord-street, Broughton, Manchester) will send it any-
where on receipt of a halfpenny stamp for postage.

We are continually being entreated to convert ¢ scientific
men,’ and we are also continually finding out the futility of
doing it. Until we convert them, the world says, ‘ We
want Science to test this thing.” Then, when we convert a
good specimen of ‘a man of Science,’ the world says, ¢ Oh,
he is a good man gone wrong!’ This is almost comically
illustrated in the case of that stalwart, Professor Oliver
Lodge. He is not exactly a Spiritualist, but he goes about
as far as is necessary for us: and what happens? The new
President of the Folk-lore Society (Mr. Edward Clodd)
takes his earliest opportunity of slapping Professor Lodge
in the face as a man who, though of ¢scientific renown,’ has
his mind ‘built in water-tight compartments,’ and who is
only one of those ‘scientific specialists’ who are * wholly
untrustworthy observers outside their own domain.’ So
that all we get by the practical conversion of a man of
‘scientific renown ’ is bad behaviour and an insolent sneer.
We make no comment beyond that: but it ought to be
thus frankly put on record.

The ¢ Palmist,” for this month (the Roxburghe Press,
Westminster), contains full-size prints of the hands of Mr.
J. Page Hopps, with a long and curiously discriminating
account of the lines and their meanings. Of course, a hand-
reader might get a good deal of help from the public life of
one who lives so much in public; but anyone who judged
only from that public life would hardly write the analysis
we find here. It is a subtile bit of character-reading, and,
if the lines told it all, the lines are very ‘fearfully and
wonderfully made.” The following specimens may suffice
to indicate what we mean : —

The finger of Apollo is splendidly made, long, straight, and
powerful. The subject is absolutely artistic, and his eye for
form and colour must nearly equal that for words.

The Mount of Saturn is (fxigh, which will give a certain
melancholy and apprehension.

The nature is not combative.

Such statements would hardly be made by anyone who
knew the subject only from the public side; but they are
remarkably true,

LIGHT.

(September 21, 1895.

VISITS FROM THE DEAD.

This month, under the title of ¢ Telepathy’ the ‘Annales
desSciences Psychiques’gives the following remarkable cases,
which appear to be duly authenticated. The first is that of a
Mons. Riondel, at Montélimar, and we take, for lack of
space, only the more essential portion of the correspondent’s
letter, which was forwarded to the ¢ Annales’ on May 23rd,
1894, some seven or eight weeks after the occurrence :—

I had a younger brother, who died in the fortieth year of his
age (2nd of last April). He was employed on the telegraph
line to Marseilles. Ansmic, through a very lengthened sojourn
in the Colonies, my poor brother was attacked unexpectedly by
fever, and succumbed. On Sunday, April 1st last, I had a letter
from him in which he told me that he was in excellent health,
and between Sunday and Monday I was suddenly awakened by
an unusual and violent noise, as if a stone were being
rolled along the floor of my ®oom which I occupied
alone, the door being locked. I looked at my watch
and a small alarum clock in the room, and found it
was & quarter to two. I need not say that on getting
up I searched for the object which had caused me such
terror. At eight in the morning I received a telegram from an
intimate friend of my brother. This friend occupied a room
adjoining my brother’s at 95, Rue de la République, Marseilles.
The wire informed me that my brother was seriously ill, and
that I was to come by the first express. When I arrived I learnt
that he had died during the night, without suffering of any kind,
and without uttering a word. I asked the hour of death. It was
at a quarter to two, watch in hand, when my brother died.
My mother, who has been bhlind for fifteen years, also heard
during the night violent noises at her door but I must tell you
that 1 considered it myduty to withhold the information from her,
because of her age and feebleness. The knowledge would kill
her. She does not yet know, at the moment I am writing to
you. My mother, under the influence of the noises she heard,
came to me when I returned from my brother’s funeral, and in
my wife's presence said : ‘ For two or threo nights I have had
warnings about your brother’s health. You must go to him
at once for he must be very ill, and they are concealing
his condition from you.” I calmed her fears about him. These
are the facts. You inay print my name and address. The
circumstances are not the result of imagination. My mother still
has presentiments about my brother's death, but it is needless to
give them here. (Signed), A. R1oNDEL, Advocate.

The second case is quite as remarkable, and is as
follows : —

On April 4th, 1878, I saw one of my relatives, and spoke to
him, although he had been accidentally killed on the previous
evening. I did not know of his death. I had, contrary to all .
my habits, just quitted the dinner-table towards six o’clock, in
order to obtain something from the kitchen which the servant
had forgotten. While I was stooping in front of the china-
cupboard, and stretching out my hand to get the plate, or
whatever it was (I forget what), that was wanting upstairs,
I was called by my name, and recognised my cousin's
voice. I lifted my eyes to the basement window, and I
saw my cousin stooping down to it, and bidding me good
day in pantomime, as much as to say, ‘Good day, Loule’ (the
name he generally gave me). *Good day, Wennaud,’ I answered,
and, jumping up, left the article I wanted in the cupboard, and
ran upstairs and opened the street door. There was no one.
My father, hearing the door open without the bell ringing,
came into the hall to see what was the matter. I told him my
cousin had come, and that he was hiding somewhere in a spirit
of fun. My father replied, ‘It is impossible that Wennaud
can be here.” The complete explanation of this reply, which I
did not understand, was given to me on the spot. My father
had concealed the news of the accident, thinking to break it to
us gradually. I therefore saw a person who had been dead for
twenty-four hours, spoke to him, had his reply, and I was
neither depressed nor ill at the time of the vision, neither was
there a shadow of excitement. (Signed) A. L.

TH= reason of every man is and ought to be his guide ; I
should have as much right to expect every man to be of my

height and temperament, as to wish that he should reason pre-
cisely as I do.—LoRD CHRSTERFIELD.
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OTHER PREDICTIONS FULFILLED.

Some eight or nine years ago, when living in Newcastle, a
gifted lady medium, under control, said to me at our usual
weekly séance, ‘ Mr. H., what are all those sheets of paper I see
around you, covered with writing 7' I was ignorant, and could
explain nothing. ‘Then you will know,’ she said.” Next week
the same experience, substantially, occurred to me. I was still
in the dark, and was again told that I should ‘soon know;
a letter was coming.’ Within three days the prediction was
verified. The letters arrived, three in one envelope (covering
sixty-three pages), and the mental unrest foretold in consequence
was exactly fulfilled.

Seven years since, on the 4th of this month, Mr. Victor
Wyldes, at a special sitting, told me that I was desirous to
know the probable duration of my life (though no one had told
him). He was impressed to say that I could not possibly pass
into Summerland within six years from that date, and even
then the change might not come at once.

Fortune telling, I suppose, hut true. BEvaAN HARRIS.

THE SUGGESTION OF TELEPATHY.

By ‘Ebpina.’

With reference to the comments by the Italian reviewer,
adverted to in your issue of September 7th, I desire to point out
to this * captious critic’ that :—

1. The medium is totally deaf, and consequently quite
unable to hear remarks made by me on any subject. But what
18 more to the purpose, she was never told by me any of the
incidents disclosed in the article, and which were recalled by
our C. visitors, when they recently gave us a ‘look in.” As I have
said, C. and its former inhabitants were not in our thoughts
when the incidents were reproduced.

2. She never saw M. 8. (the first communicator) in earth-
life, never even heard of his existence. In addition to my own
knowledge on this point, she asked me the pertinent question:
‘Did I know such a person?’ As I pointed out, his references
to my politics arose from attendances at two convivial mmeetings
which occurred many years ago, and regarding which she was in
total ignorance.

3. I have stated, with scrupulous accuracy, the knowledge of
the medium regarding the other four communicators, and the
pregnant fact that they all came one after the other, and gave
me tests of identity utterly unknown to her. I should like to
know where the telepathy comes in in the case of M. S., whom
she never saw in earth-life, and yet reproduced his attire,
personal appearance, paralysed limbs, and his conversation
regarding flour and baking of bread (his earthly business).

4. Take again tho case of the other, Mr. S. He came, and
recalled to my recollection the subject of the copper market and
our conversation regarding a certain company at our last meet-
ing on the beach, whereat the mediumm was not present, and of
which she never heard from me. To my mind the whole episode
clearly disclosed the spiritual origin of the C. ‘irruption,’ and
negatives the telepathic theory in cases of this description.
Telepathy may account for some of the experiences had hy the
Psychical Researchers, but to my mind there exists a solid body
of evidence going to show that the Spiritualistic standpoint is
the only safe one from which to regard experiences of the nature
I have described. The cases cited by me are only a tithe of
what we possess from this source. The best, and most convincing
ones, from their very sacred nature, cannot be publicly discussed.

In conclusion, let me point out to this critic that this is not
a question of ‘contiguity of ideas,’ hut of real evidence. I have
dealt with facts, not theories, and in my judgment the spirit
identity of the C. communicators was clearly proved.

This short statement must also be held to be all the reply
which I can give to ° Queestor Vitee ’ and his elaborate articles
entitled ‘ Thought Transference,” which, I regret to say, are
utterly beyond my limited comprehension. T again repeat that
when my daughter described to me the personal appearance,
clothes, and other characteristics of a person whom she had never

scen in earth-life, and supplemented this description by the
adminicles of evidence before referred to, the only conclusion
patent to my humble understanding was that this was the
person 1 knew in earth-life, and who, though now excarnate,
was able to come back and demonstrate to me his continued
existence in another sphere. But then, I am neither a Psychical
Researcher, nor a metaphysician, but merely a Spiritualist, and
perhaps, as Sam Weller put it, ¢ my wision is limited.’

LIGHT.
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FROM A RUSSIAN CORRESPONDENT.

(TRANSLATION.)

The accompanying narrative is authenticated by Count Henri
Rzewuski in an important historical work which he has
published :—

In the month of November, 1798, several Polish celebrities
of that period—such as Hugo Kollataj, Grand State Chancellor,
Thaddeus Czaki, Count Rzewuski (father of the narrator), and
many others—were assembled in the salon of Count Czaki.
Several of them were partisans of the Voltairean philosophy,
and the conversation was pretty brisk. It at last turned on the
certainty of the existence of the invisible world, which it was
impossible to deny, seeing that the phenomena of the apparition
of deceased persons were so frequent. These apparitions had
been seen by so many trustworthy people that it was scarcely
possible to meet anyone who had not seen or heard of
them. My father, knowing that Kollataj was a Voltairean
to the backbone, said to him, ‘As for you, Chancellor,
one may be sure that you have never seen anything super-
natural in your life. Is it not so, and that you don’t
believe a word of these stories?’ After a few moments’
pause, Kollataj replied : ¢ Nevertheless, an extraordinary thing
once happened to me. It wasin 1788. As you know, I resided
not far from the palace of our King, Stanislas Auguste Ponia-
towski, and I had to be,in view of my Court functions, present on
all reception days. Every morning, at nine, I was at Mass in
state at the chapel. Afterwards I had to bhe present at the
King's toilet and work with him in his private cabinet. My
Court work and society life took up a great deal of my time,
and on that account I could only attend to my personal affairs
in the evenings and during a part of the night. At that time,
you know, great powdered wigs were fashionable, and every
person who frequented the Court had to employ a clever
hairdresser. Like others, I engaged one by the year. He
was a certain Brawacki, the most renowned artist in his
business throughout Warsaw, and his duty was to come
to me every morning at seven o'clock to dress my wig, &c. It
was my habit to awake very early, and remain in bed for some
time. My hairdresser attended to me then in my dressing-
room. On one occasion, when I had more work than usual
with the King, I did not get to bed until three o’clock in the
morning, but that did not prevent my awaking, according to
custom, at six. Suddenly the door opened briskly, and I saw a
queer-looking personage enter—a caricature, in fact, of an old-
fashioned German, short, squat, fat, with an enormous stomach,
and wearing a large, powdered wig. His coat was of old-
fashioned cut, of neutral tint, and had great metal buttons.
He wore black velvet breeches, a red waistcoat, blue stockings,
and shoes with large buckles. He several times bowed to me, very
low, almost to the ground, and disappeared. I dressed myself
quickly, and ran to the ante-chamber, asking for my hair-
dresser. No one had seen him. ¢ But where, then, is the old
German who has just left my room ?’ Iasked. The servants
who were in the ante-chamber affirmed that they had seen no one;
that they had not been out of the apartment all the morning,
and that there was no other entrance to my room besides that
door. AsI could not do without a hairdresser I had another
brought, and being very busy forgot all about my vision. Next
morning, on awakening as usual, I saw Brawacki coming in, and
naturally asked him the cause of his absence on the previous
morning. ‘Excuse me, Exellency,’ he said, ‘yesterday I was very
much occupied. The chief of our corporation died suddenly and
as I was his apprentice and he was very fond of me, I had to go
and see to the funeral arrangements and dress him for his
coffin.’ * What was he like, and how was he dressed ?’ I asked.
¢ Ah,’ replied Brawacki, * he was areal old German type, small,
stout, and thick set. His coat was of no particular colour,
waistcoat red, and blue stockings.” ¢ But I saw him yesterday
morning,’ I said to the amazed perruquier ; ‘I understand all
now. He came tc apologise for your want of punctuality.’

Gajsin, Podolia, JosePH DE KRONHELM.

Sorrow has not been given us for sorrow’s sake, but as a
lesson which we are to learn somewhat, which once learned, it
ceases to be sorrow.,—CARLYLE.

To those who are employed and busy, time flies with great
rapidity. Life is tedious only to the idle. Nothing is more
monotonous than the ticking of the clock to him who has nothing
to do but to listen to it.






