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NOTES BY THE WAY.

The new number of ‘ Borderland ’ is specially strong on 
the side of spirit photography. Mr. Stead thinks he has 
made a great * find ’ in London ; and he perhaps has, 
though the evidence at present is by no means conclusive. 
The preliminaries have quite a Dickens flavour about them 
—a photographer in a small way, with a humble studio in 
the back part of his premises, nervously anxious to be kept 
dark, and stipulating that no information shall be given 
that may lead to his identification, declining to take money 
beyond the bare charge for an ordinary sitting, able to see 
when a ‘ shadow picture ’ is coming, and usually able also 
to * banish ’ it if it is inconvenient, and not at all wishful 
that you shall overcome your impression that he must some­
how be a fraud.

The Article contains eleven cabinet-size reproductions, 
falling, we may say, far short of the freshness and, in some 
cases, of the beauty of the originals, which we have seen. 
For instance, Nos. five and six (especially six) give no idea 
of the charm of the originals. Mr. Stead does not think 
the perfect test has yet been applied, but he is working up 
to it. Here is his crucial paragraph : —

The only test to which I put him was that on two occasions I 
brought my own plates previously marked. I brought my plates 
to the studio, accompanied him to the dark room, and sat while 
he placed the slides in the camera and exposed them. He then 
took the plates into the dark room himself alone. He said I 
could accompany him if I liked, but his experience was that he 
obtained the best results when he developed them alone. I .said 
at once that I wanted to see the best results that he could obtain 
under his own conditions, afterwards I would try and see what 
could be done under my conditions. So I did not accompany 
him to the dark room on that occasion. He developed the 
negatives by himself and brought them out to me in about five 
minutes. When he did, there was my plat j marked with my 
initials, upon which were displayed unmistakably my own 
portrait and the portrait of a spectral figure, which he had 
described before the plate was exposed. The only possibility, 
therefore, of fake or of fraud, so far as those plates were con­
cerned, lies in what was done in the dark room after the 
plates had been exposed, and before the developed negative 
was brought out to me. I am not a photographer, and 
therefore pronounce no opinion as to whether or not 
it is possible for a photographer to produce in a small dark 
room the appearance of such a psychic figure on the marked 
plate, which had previously been exposed in taking the portrait 
of a living sitter. If it can be done in that time, and under 
such conditions, then, of course, there is the loophole of fraud. 
If it cannot be done, and I confess I am very dubious as to the 
possibility of producing such an effect under such circumstances, 
then my photographs were produced under conditions which 
preclude fraud. But I admit that, for the demonstration of a 
fact so apparently incredible as the existence of invisible forms 
of spirits which are capable of being photographed in the 
ordinary way, it is necessary to subject the experiments to the 
strictest of all possible tests.

Mr. Stead is backed up in this opinion by no less an 
expert than Mr. Traill Taylor, whose judgment is thus 
given by Mr. Stead :—

He examined the photographs taken by Mr. Z. with much 
interest, and with the keen eye of an expert. He said that no 
photographer, even if he had a day to do them, and confederates, 
could have produced these psychic figures on the marked plates, 
which, it will be remembered, were developed in a few minutes 
after their exposure. As to how the pedestal was photographed 
smaller, while the ferns were, at the same moment, photo­
graphed larger, he said he could not possibly even ofler an 
hypothesis. It was utterly inexplicable, from the point of view 
of the photographic expert. And Mr. Traill Taylor, as editor 
of the ‘ British Journal of Photography,’ is about the best 
expert available.__________________ _

Of course, so excellent a narrator as Mr. Stead does his 
part in a workmanlike way. He describes under what 
conditions each picture was taken, and what happened, 
and there is no mistaking him. His present conclusion is 
that the pictures are really pictures, i.e., not direct por­
traits : as ‘Julia’ says, ‘They are, all of them, pictures of 
real people. But they are only pictures of pictures. The 
real spirit to whom they belong may, or may not, be pre­
sent. . . . The spirit is not the thing photographed. 
That is only the picture which the spirit makes.’

Mr. Stead hopes to give us, in the next number, the 
result of further experiments, and to ‘report further 
progress.’ We hope so, too : but we have our doubts.

‘ The Review of Reviews ’ for October contains at least 
one Article of keenest interest, the character sketch (and 
much more than a character sketch) of Khama, chief of the 
Bamangwato. If the people of England were, on the 
whole, serious. moralists and intelligent politicians, we 
should regard the object of Khama’s mission to this 
country as fully secured : but we are not a nation of 
moralists and politicians; we are, in the main, a nation of 
‘ practical ’ people on the run for territory and ten per cent. 
This being so, we anxiously commend to our readers this 
thrilling story. Even on the score of story only, it beats 
any ‘ up-to-date ’ novel known to us:—too brief, but im­
mensely enlightening, appealing to the conscience as keenly 
as to common-sense, and to the human heart as keenly as 
to conscience and common-sense.

If our masters at Westminster were ‘ led by the spirit,’ 
we should not for a moment doubt the result of this 
appeal to let this kingly spirit alone, to work out his own 
and his people’s salvation. It is perfectly horrible to think 
of—that such a man should go down in the ugly rush of 
Chartered Companies, which are .really only Chartered 
raiders, and that a rough rider like Mr. Rhodes should go 
over him. This brilliant and convincing Article will, as 
Coleridge said, ‘find,’ at all events, every true Spiritualist, 
and the concluding paragraphs might win the sympathy of 
even the hottest speculators in ‘ the Kaffir Circus.’ To 
these we commend the following

Khama represents many things which from old time have 
been very dear to the British public. He is a standing illus-
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tration—probably the best that can be produced—of the 
capacity of a native chief to acquire Christianity and civilisa­
tion through missionary agency.

The missionaries have laboured, and Mr. Rhodes and the 
gold boomers have entered into their labours. A great many 
of our people have regarded this development with profound 
distrust and misgiving. This sentiment of distrust has just 
found vigorous expression in Olive Schreiner’s manifesto—a 
trumpet blast which finds a widespread echo at home, outside 
the Kaffir Circus. Mr. Rhodes would hardly be acting with 
his usual wisdom if this floating dissatisfaction with what may 
be regarded as the stock-jobber’s regime in South Africa were 
completely disregarded. Khama will not fight, no matter what 
happens, and even if he did, he could be wiped out without 
difficulty. But Khama can appeal to a sentiment which, how­
ever much the new nabobs of De Beers and the Randt may 
despise it, is occasionally capable of blazing up and paralysing 
everything. The Achilles’ heel of our South African empire is 
its financial basis. Even Mr. Rhodes’ warmest supporters feel 
that there is too much cause given to those that maintain that, 
never since the world began, has there been a successful edifice 
of dominion which bore from its turret to its foundation-stone 
the impress of Mammon. It is in South Africa as it was in 
Pandemonium—

Mammon led them on. 
Mammon, the least erected spirit that fell 
From Heav’n ; for ev’n in Heav’n his looks and thoughts 
Were always downward bent, admiring more 
The riches of Heavn’s pavement, trodden gold, 
Than aught divine or holy else enjoy’d 
In vision beatific.

That is not Mr. Rhodes’s fault. It is his misfortune. He 
has worked with such tools as he found ready to his hand. No 
man despises money more as an end in itself, no one uses it 
more constantly as a means to his end.

Mr. Rhodes is a statesman who has felt himself compelled 
to materialise his great ideals of empire by the aid of men whose 
only thought is of dollars and cents. He has constantly, sorely 
against his better nature, to play to as mean and money­
grubbing a gallery as there exists in the world. At this moment 
most of the men who back him, do so believing in their heart of 
hearts that he has no greater object than to drive Charters up to 
10, and who for their sake, so long as that be attained, are quite 
ready to drive Khama and all his tribe to the devil.

But Mr. Rhodes knows that it is not the crowd who shout in 
the Kaffir Circus, nor the likes of them, who in the long run rule 
the affairs of the world. And however much he may regret 
what he will no doubt regard as the unreasonable interference 
of the public at home in the execution of plans which they 
do not understand, he had better let Khama alone for a season. 
Khama is the one man in the whole of Africa whose case com­
mands the sympathy of a large section of the British public ; his 
claim is moderate, founded on justice and right. And if there 
be a God who rules among the affairs of men, it does not seem 
probable that He wishes Mr. Rhodes to sacrifice Khama to the 
exigencies of political or financial adventure.

We persist in maintaining that Spiritualism means or 
makes for humanity, justice, righteousness; and that it is 
our duty, in no narrow spirit, to see and follow up its large 
suggestions concerning the Brotherhood of man.

‘ Ideal Justice; or Natural Science applied to Ethics, 
Economics, and Religion/ by H. Croft Hiller (London : 
W. Stewart and Co.), is a thoughtful book of the kind 
which meanders over many topics. But the writer is keen, 
independent, and blest with common-sense ; so is always 
entertaining, if not enlightening, though he is usually both. 
We should be sorry t-o have it supposed that we agree with 
him all along, especially as regards his ‘ Economics ’; but 
we find his thoughts ah Free-will and Hypnotism (curiously 
applied, as ‘ mind-environment/ to emotion and intellect) 
very well worth considering. From a somewhat fresh, 
and unusually clean, point of view, this writer advo­
cates belief in God and unseen realities, and removes 
the moral and religious centre, from the priesthood 
and what we conventionally call ‘ Revelation/ to that 
‘method of evolution ’ which, 1 as revealed by science and 
issuing in social justice, is revelation of the will of God as 

real as any revelation from the mouth of a Biblical “ seer.”’ 
‘ In so far as we conform to that scientific revelation we 
are conforming to divinely-imposed moral law.’ This is 
really a deep thought. But the little book abounds in deep 
thoughts. The inferences, opinions, and conclusions are 
sometimes queer, but the thinking is fresh and strong.

This is just the kind of man to grapple with our subject. 
We hope he will.

LONDON SPIRITUALIST ALLIANCE.

Address by Mr. J. J. Morse.

Mr. Morse leaves for San Francisco on November 6th ; 
but his friends will have an opportunity of hearing him 
again I before he goes. On Thursday evening n«rZ, October 
31st, he will give a trance address on the question, ‘Where 
shall we draw the line ? From Tien’s point of view.’ As 
affording better accommodation than the room in Duke­
street, the meeting on this occasion will bo held in The 
French Hoorn, Sf. James's Hall; entrance from Piccadilly. 
The room will be open at 7 p.m., and the proceedings will 
be commenced at 7.30.

THE NEW BERNADETTE.

A MARVELLOUS VISION AND CURE.

For the following interesting narrative we are indebted 
to the courtesy of Professor Hoffman (Rome) :—

In the lovely Tuscan country of the Colle Valdeha, 
situated in the neighbourhood of Siena, live a family of 
‘ contadini,’ named Fedi.

They inhabit a small hut, happy and contented in the 
simplicity of their rural Tuscan life.

Three years ago their little daughter, Anunciatina Fedi, 
while climbing and playing about the precipitous path near 
their cottage, had a terrible fall, which broke and so 
seriously injured one of her legs that it remained com­
pletely paralysed and withered after the fracture was 
healed. The two doctors who attended her, Dr. Pacini 
and Dr. Palazi, both considered her doomed for life as a 
hopeless cripple.

When she was sufficiently recovered to move about 
again, it was only by being carried in arms, or with help of 
crutches, that she was able to get about. Her favourite 
resting-place was at the foot of a little staircase that leads 
from the ground floor of the hut, consisting of one room or 
kitchen, up to the sleeping room of the family ; and in a 
dark corner, by the side of the steps, hangs a common 
picture of the Madonna nailed to the wall, and beneath it a 
little vase filled with simple country flowers.

Here little Nunciatina was accustomed to sit, with the 
disabled limb stretched out before her, and amusing herself 
in her own quiet way.

On the 29th of last June, at eight o’clock in the sum­
mer evening, she, being just twelve years old, sat as usual, 
and was telling the white beads of her rosary and reciting 
the Ave Maria, when suddenly she saw before her, hover­
ing in mid air, about the level of the third step, a tall 
and lovely lady—‘Oh so lovely,’ says the child, ‘ with long 
glistening, golden hair, like a veil around her, reaching 
down below her knees, while over her white forehead were 
clusters of small golden curls. She was robed in a soft 
green sheeny dress, and her tiny, tiny hands were folded 
upright as if in prayer. She called me in a low voice, 
“ Nunciatina, rise and walk.” I looked startled, but not 
afraid, and replied, “ How can I walk, Lady I I am quite 
lame.” But she repeated again, “ Nunciatina, rise, walk.” 
Then a sudden force and power seemed to seize me, and 
without a thought or feeling of my lameness I sprang up 
and ran out to the front of the house and back again. 
Then Our Lady smiled and said, “Be always good
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Nunciatina, and repeat every evening the names Gesù, 
Giuseppe, Maria.” Then she seemed to melt away and I 
saw her no more. I ran out, as if nothing ailed me, to 
meet my mother, who was just coming along the path, and 
when she saw me running towards her without my 
crutches she gave a scream and ran to meet me and clasped 
me in her arms, saying, 44 Nunciatina, Nunciatina, what is 
it 1 ” 44 Oh, mother,” I said, 44 Our Lady has been here just 
now as I was sitting at home, and she told me to get up 
and walk, and I told her I could not for I was lame, and 
then she told me again I was to walk, and I jumped up and 
walked directly, and she said I was always to be good, and 
to repeat every night the names Gesù, Giuseppe, and Maria; 
and now I am quite well.” ’

This is the simple story as the child relates it, and 
which she has never altered or wavered in, no matter who 
questions—priest, doctor, bishop, officials, or friends ; but 
lately so numerous have been the visitors to the hut, and 
the questions which both credulous and incredulous have 
put to her are so varied and often so impertinent, that she 
now maintains an obstinate silence on the matter, and 
only replies, 4 I have told exactly, over and over again, how 
Our Lady came and cured me, and if I repeat it of tener, 
to so many who laugh at it, too, Our Lady will be offended 
with me.’

But the fact remains ; the lame one walks, and the two 
doctors attest to the cure of what they had pronounced to 
be incurable. The disabled limb is still much emaciated 
and withered, but a direction has been conveyed that it is 
to be anointed with the oil which is used to burn in the 
lamp before the picture already mentioned, and it is said 
that little by little the leg will recover both form and 
natural power.

Nunciatina is little disposed to move beyond her own 
home ; her great pleasure is to sit as usual in the old place 
where she saw the vision, and to tell, as then, the beads of 
her rosary. When her mother tries to get her to accom­
pany her to town, she says, 4 No, I am quite happy here, 
and I shall see no 44 Signora ” there as lovely as Our Lady 
who came to me here, so let me be?

But she wanders about in the fields near her home, and, 
sitting under a rock, with a little brother and sister on 
each side of her, she related her tale to the person who 
here records it.

The flowers that were in the vase in front of the picture 
when the Mother of Pity appeared to her suffering child, 
are now in his possession.

(Signed) Giovanni Hoffman.
Let us hope that 4 The New Bernadette ’ will have a 

happier, brighter future than her inspired predecessor of 
Lourdes, and that she may live many happy, useful years, 
as a living testimony of Divine love and pity made visible 
to chosen mortal eyes.

October, 1895.

Dr. J. M. Peebles.—We have been gratified by the reception 
nf a friendly letter from this veteran Spiritualist, who has for 
some few years been settled in San Diego, California—4 a land,’ 
he says, 4 which has an Italian climate—a land which has no ice, 
no snow, no frost—a land of limes, lemons, oranges, pineapples, 
and other semi-tropical and tropical fruits. ’ The doctor has a 
large medical practice, but notwithstanding this, and in spite of 
his advanced age, he is contemplating yet another journey 
round the world, returning by way of England. From all which 
we gather that, although old in years, he is still young in health 
and spirits, and is intent on demonstrating the value of the 
principles set forth in his little book 4 How to live a century and 
grow old gracefully.’

Mrs. Russell-Davies will return from the North of England 
and Scotland by the end of November, and will be 4 At Home ’ 
to both strangers and friends (inquirers and Spiritualist«) on 
the first and third Mondays of each month, from three to 
six p.m. Instead of writing, will strangers please call on these 
days, as Mrs. Russell-Davies has very little time to answer 
inquiries by correspondence? Her new address will be Arundel 
House, Balham Park-road, Balham, S.W.

MORE LUCIFERIAN PHENOMENA.
The Evocation of the Living*

[Translated from *Le Diable au XIXk Siecle/ 
Volume II., Page 863, et

(Continued from p. 496.)

I had been dining one evening with a friend of Miss 
Vaughan’s, and our conversation, which turned upon events 
leading to the disclosure of high Masonry, was prolonged. My 
host, needless to say, was one of the opponents of Lemmi; he 
approved of Miss Vaughan’s resignation, and was on the point 
of giving in his own ; he, too, the unfortunate! being a 
Palladist. He has since left the sect, but, like Miss Vaughan, 
without being converted.* 1 know several in like case ; they 
now form a band apart ; small groups communicating with each 
other without a hierarchy ; they are, in some sort, the anarchists 
of Palladism.

We spoke of the arcula mystica, and of the use of that 
magical contrivance to the highest chiefs.

4 You have it not,’ I said to him.
‘Oh, we do not require it,’ he replied, ‘at least for our 

relations with the sister Diana.’
4 How do you mean ? ’
41 mean that the sister Diana, wherever she may be, comes to 

us at our summons. ’
‘ Not really ? ’
4 It is as I have said.’
4 It seems impossible.’
‘ Nevertheless, you know what we do, and when I think of 

you, I often wonder how it is that the prodigies which you have 
witnessed have not convinced you of the omnipotence of our God.’

My host was one of those who bore me no grudge for having 
crossed the threshold of the triangles, as a Catholic, to ascertain 
for myself their proceedings, that I might combat them. He is 
not a bad man. but blind—as blind as Miss Vaughan. Like her 
he has been brought up in these ideas, and does not give them 
up. It is we Catholics whom they call blind . . . Thus I did 
not enter on an argument with Miss Vaughan’s friend that even­
ing. I let him talk, and was interested by his declaration that 
Diana was able to come at the summons of her Luciferian 
co-religionists. I emphasised my doubt, in order to pique his 
Palladian amour-propre; for to witness the phenomenon of 
bilocation was not a thing to be despised.

My host let himself be caught. ‘Stay,’ he said, ‘and you 
shall be convinced.’

I knew that Miss Vaughan was at that time many hundreds 
of miles distant. The time was rather more than half-past 
nine in the evening.

4 We will wait till ten o’clock,’ he said ; 4 it is at eleven that 
the sister has the gift of appearing, and certain preliminaries 
are necessary which will take exactly an hour.’

He took me into his study and shut the door ; the window 
was also closed, and he drew the thick curtain before it. 4 We 
have no time to lose,’ he said.

He took a large sheet of gilt paper, in which he cut out seven 
seven-rayed stars. It was ordinary gilt paper, one side white, 
such as one buys at the stationer’s. On the gilt side, at each 
star, he wrote in green ink one of the seven letters of the name 
4 Lucifer, ’ and on the white side he wrote in carmine ink one of 
the seven letters of the word ‘Masanec,’ which is the first 
Palladic name of Miss Vaughan. The letters corresponded 
thus : At the first star, gilt side L, white side M ; second star (in 
the same way) U and A ; and so on. Then, of the rest of the 
sheet of gilt paper he made a little ball, and moistened that 
ball by pouring on it seven drops of essence of rose.

All this was done very quickly, for my friend had a star 
already carved out in strong pasteboard, by which he traced the 
seven in the gilt paper ; it was necessary, he told me, that these 
seven gilt stars should be perfectly regular.

He had also a square sheet of white pasteboard sixty-six 
centimetres each side, on which, covering the whole space, 
was stuck a large seven-rayed star in silver paper. The centre 
of this silver star was occupied by a disc of gilt paper stuck over 
the silver paper. All round the disk, at regular intervals, were 
disposed again the seven letters of the name 4 Lucifer,’ in green 
ink large capitals, each letter occupying the largest part of one

* This was written last year; Miss Vaughan's conversion was in June 
of the pi esent year.
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of the seven rays. Further, on the white, between the rays, and 
at the height of the points, there were the seven letters of the 
word ‘ Asmodoea,’ the second Palladic name of Miss Vaughan, 
in carmine.

He placed the silver star card on a round table. Then he 
placed two chairs at the table, opposite each other; he seated 
himself on one of them, and gave me another, at some distance 
from him, and a little back, inviting me to sit, and desiring me 
not to say a word till the sister Diana should appear. I took my 
place. I should have said that, before sitting down, he had 
taken from a cupboard a large spirit-of-wine lamp, of the sort 
one uses, in travelling, for making tea, but much larger than those 
commonly sold ; it was necessary, he said, that the lamp should 
contain enough spirit to burn for an hour and some minutes. 
He placed that lamp on the disc of the silver star. The star was 
so disposed that the branch on which was the initial L of the 
name ‘ Lucifer ’ was in the direction of the middle of the chair, 
that letter L having on each side, in the intervals of the branches, 
the letters A and A, initial and final of the name ‘ Asmodoea.’

Now all was ready, and he waited, having placed his watch 
on the table in front of him, an excellent chronometer, marking 
the exact time of the town in which we were.

‘ You will see,’ he said, * that the operation will be com­
pletely successful, provided you maintain a strict silence. 
Remain seated, do not move, leave me to act.’

* That is, at the completion of the sixth period of seven minutes fro 
eighteen past ten. The initial letters of the two sevens were burnt at 
beginning of the first seven minute period ; leaving six letters of ea 
name for consumption in forty-two minutes.—Tn.

It was two or three minutes to ten. He had before him the 
seven stars in gilt paper, in a heap and in order, at the right of 
the large cardboard silver star : at the left was the ball of paper 
moistened with essence of rose.

He then lighted the spirit-of-wine lamp, and requested me 
to extinguish the candles of the candelabra which had given us 
light up to the present, and which was on a desk near me; I did so.

When the needle of the chronometer marked ten o’clock, he 
took in the left hand the paper ball, placed it on the letter R of 
the silver star, and then immediately placed the middle finger 
of his open right hand on the final A of ‘Asmodoea.’ Keeping 
it there, and laying his left hand, open, on his heart, he said in 
a loud voice : ‘ Asmodeus, suffer thy spouse Diana to appear 
before me.’

Then he waited, meditative, with closed eyes, for a little 
more than a minute. He told me afterwards that every time he 
closed his eyes in the course of the operation, he counted up to 
seventy-seven, at the rate of one a second ; those seventy-seven 
seconds, counted mentally, being in honour of the seventy-seven 
high spirits of the celestial (Luciferian) hierarchy.

Re-opening his eyes, he fixed them on the chronometer, 
waiting the instant when the needle was on the third minute. 
Then, quickly, with the left hand he transferred the paper ball 
from R to E of the silver star, and then at once placed the 
right hand middle finger on the (E of ‘Asmodcea.’ Then he 
repeated the invocation,‘Asmodeus, suffer, ’<fcc., in same attitude 
as before, meditating again, with closed eyes, for seventy-seven 
seconds.

At the sixth minute he placed the paper ball on the F of 
‘Lucifer,’ and it was the letter D of ‘Asmodoea’ on which 
the right middle finger was placed. Third invocation, and the 
rest as before.

[Ninth, twelfth, fifteenth, eighteenth minute, the same 
proceeding, following the letters of the two words backwards to 
the beginning, arriving at L and A, the initials.] But this time 
[when at these letters] he did not close his eyes after the invoca­
tion. He took with the left hand the ball of gilt paper, and 
placed it over the flame of the lamp, while, with the right 
hand, he took the little star in gilt paper, on which was cut out, 
as above mentioned, on one side the letter L and on the other 
the letter M.

He respectfully kissed the star on both faces, then immedi­
ately kindled it over the paper ball, which burnt out, and should 
have slightly burnt his fingers ; but he showed no sign of pain, 
letting the paper burn down to the end.

The first part of the operation had been by series of three 
minutes for seven invocations ; the second part went by sets of 
seven minutes, to reach exactly eleven o’clock.

At the twenty-fifth minute the operator burnt the gilt star 
bearing the letters U and A ; at the thirty-second minute, that 
bearing the letters C and S ; at the thirty-ninth, the one with 
the letters I and A ; at the forty-sixth, that carrying F and N ; 
at the fifty-third, that with E and E.

Each time, before burning the gilt paper star, he kissed it 
with respect on both faces. But on these occasions he did not

close his eyes in the intervals. On the contrary, he kept 
them wide open, fixed on the chair opposite, again 
repeating, ‘ Asmodeus, suffer thy spouse Diana to appear before 
me ’ ; but during this new period of invocations, always with 
the open left hand placed over his heart, he was absorbed in the 
thought of the approaching apparition ; the formula was not 
repeated methodically ; he pronounced it impulsively, now 
quickly, now gently, not going by rule in the number of repeti­
tions, not moving his eyes from the chair except to consult his 
watch ; his sole care was not to miss each seventh minute.

Finally, at the seventh seven minutes from the eighteenth*,  
that is, the moment the needle of the watch arrived at eleven, he 
burnt quickly his last golden star, that bearing the letters Rand C. 
Then, turning to the back of his chair, he closed his eyes. A 
neighbouring clock struck eleven. A last time he murmured, 
‘ Asmodeus, suffer thy spouse Diana to appear before me,’ and 
looked.

The flame of the spirit-of-wine lamp was bright and very 
white, more than was now natural. Miss Vaughan was seated 
before us, in the chair.

‘ My friend, ’ she said to the operator, and as if she did not 
sec me, ‘ here I am : I was at Moscow. What do you want with 
me ? ’

‘ Dear Diana, pardon me for having disturbed you; we have 
been for a long while talking of you this evening—with the 
doctor here : it was he who desired to see you.’

She then turned her head to my side. ‘ So he is,’ she said, 
laughing, ‘ the doctor is there. . . Doctor, you are incorri­
gible. Come, confess that you had me summoned out of mere 
curiosity, and that you have nothing to say to me.’

‘ May I get up ? ’ I asked.
‘ There is no objection,’ replied the apparition.
I rose and approached.
‘I do not know,’ I continued, ‘ who you are, you who show 

yourself here. Are you, truly, Miss Diana Vaughan ?’
The apparition burst out laughing.
‘ You take me for a maleach, I suppose,’ she said ironically.
‘ Ah, no, indeed . . . But between that and being the 

person you say . .
There was in the room a fine malacca cane belonging to my 

host. I took it and directed it towards the apparition, who 
took no offence. I then steadily thrust the cane, the end of 
which went through the phantom, was stopped by the back of the 
chair, and suddenly took fire. At the same moment, Miss 
Vaughan disappeared with a final burst of laughter, and I 
remained standing w’ith the burning cane in my hand. The 
lamp had gone out. My host lighted the candles. I apologised 
for the injury to the cane. ‘That is a small matter,’he said. 
He opened the window, and taking from me the cane, which 
emitted an acrid odour, threw it into the garden.

1

What follows, the remarks of the evocator to ‘Dr. 
Bataille/ and the reasons adduced by the latter for con­
sidering the apparition to have been a demon and not Miss 
Vaughan, need not be added. In the absence of Miss 
Vaughan’s own testimony, the probability seems to be that 
she was simulated ; and if we can trust the statement—and 
if not, we must reject the whole story—of the ignition of 
the cane, a difficult question arises as to the power which 
thus concentrates or manifests elementary forces. We are 
reminded of the production of heat, lighting of candles 
placed under the table, <fcc. (with the explanation, ‘fire 
everywhere ’), recorded by Zöllner, as witnessed by Baron 
von Hoffmann and himself with Slade.

Some may think that 1 have transcribed in unnecessary 
detail the process of evocation in the above case. I gave 
it at length because it was unusually simple and intelligible, 
and undoubtedly indispensable to the result. In all 
magical operations the faith of the operator is the prime 
factor. The establishment of this faith by word and 
action, following a prescribed ritual or process, and that 
the most appropriate possible, is certainly necessary to its 
efficacious virtue. As to the responsive agent, we need 
not describe him or it in the terms of traditional deinon- 
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