


o998

tri-dimensional universe. That there must be more than this is,
as we have seen, an inevitable consequence of the great
foundation-law of that universe. It is not necessary here to
point out in exactly what way this may be applied to explain
the observed facts regarding spirit as opposed to matter ; it is
enough to show that here is a field so wide that its prospect
almost takes one’s breath away. So far as appears now it offers
a complete escape, indeed the only escape, from materialisin as
opposed to all that is higher, from realism as opposed to
idealism, from unbelief as opposed to spiritual religion. That it
has not been appreciated as such, and that it has been relegated
on the one hand to students of pure mathematics, and on the
other to_idle speculators and visionaries, is one of the most
significant facts of our times. It shows that most of us are
of the earth earthy, and that we do not care to escape from
the mire.

—

Marcus Ward and Co. are publishing some exceedingly
pretty Christmas and New Year messages - cards, we can-
not call them. They are little poems, daintily printed in
four pages and daintily illustrated, and in a ribbon-tied
cover, also prettily set forth in colours. One is by Mr. J.
Page Hopps, for the New Year; of course hopeful and
cheering. One by Mr. Le Gallienne, for Christmas, is un-
speakably sorrowful —a Christmas greeting of almost dread-
ful dolefulness, without a ray of light or hope. Is it the
difference between belief and unbelief 7 We well remember
Mr. Le Gallienne’s awful onslaught upon the believers in the
selfish foolishness of immortality. And this has come of it: —

For us, sad heart, the soft effacing snow,

The calm white sleep that ends the year’s long pain,
The numb oblivion of the spirit’s past,

Locking the heart that never thaws again,
That beats not even for the love it lost,

Nor warms to any dream it once did know.

And that is all of it: and a Christmas message too!

Truly, we do want to at least ‘give God the benefit of the
doubt.’

‘ My Transcendental Experiences with Spirits,” by
Henry Lacroix (Boston, U.S.: Colby and Rich), we would
commend if we could; but we can only say, with the
editors who (as he tells us) declined the MS., ‘It is too big
a dose.” We find here, for the first time, what we have
long asked for, a description of the actual process of re-
incarnation. If it had any official or authoritative
endorsement we would risk the quotation ; but, merely on
its merits, it is too utterly ridiculous and indecent. We
are still open to hear from Mrs. Besant or Mr. Herbert
Burrows, or any experienced Theosophist, as to what
actually happens at a re-incarnation.

The ¢ English Mechanic’ quotes a physician as saying :
‘Instead of colds coming from atmospheric changes, as
people generally suppose, they generally originate, in my
opinion, by breathing impure air. Ninety-nine per cent. of
what are termed colds are nothing more nor less than the
poisoning of the mucous membrane by bad air’ We
entirely agree. Indeed, we believe that more than half of
our maladies are caused or kept by impure air. We talk
of ¢the sick room.” In truth, many rooms are very sick !

THE EVENT OF THE YEAR.

The attention recently given by the *‘Daily Chronicle,” a
London journal of large circulation, to the Society for Psychical
Research, to Eusapia Paladino, and to Mr. Maskelyne's assertive
report of a séance with that lady, has made of 1895 a record
year in more than one important sense. It 1s with pleasure,
then, that we inform our readers that next week a four-page
supplement will be issued with ¢ LicHT’ (free of extra charge),
which will be devoted mainly to a connmentary on Mr. Maske-
lyne's statements, from the pen of an old and experienced
investigator, who has chosen for his paper the title, ¢ Mr.
Maskelyne and Eusapia versis Psychical Research.’
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THE LATE LADY CAITHNESS.

In the November number of ¢L’Aurore,” the interest-
ing monthly journal which this deceased lady founded in
Paris, and directed for a period of nine years, there is an
appreciative notice of her remarkable career. As some of
our younger readers may not be acquainted with the
prominent incident of her story, we translate some portions
of the article :—

One of the most striking things in the life of the Duchess
was the persistence of her faith. She did not seek her mission ;
her mission sought her in order to impose itself in a sovereign
manner on her will, an1 to identify itself with her. She has
told in one of her books the origin of her mysterious relations
with the spirit of Mary Stuart, the unfortunate Queen of Scot-
land, the noblest of Queens, and the most seductive of women.
This passion for Mary Stuart is, in fact. the characteristic of
Lady Caithness—the key to her soul. Thereis, perhaps, in the
annals of modern Spiritualism no history more poetic or more
touching. It is not that one finds here material proofs of what
has by consent been called supernatural, and which is really
only the heart and soul of nature ; the evidence in her case is
entirely moral and subjective. But what strikes one is the pro-
found ingenuousness of the soul which received this revelation,
the nobility of sentiment, and gravity of thought which
flowed from it. Nothing seemed to urge Lady Caithness
to a mystic life. Beautiful, rich, happy, she enjoyed a high
social position. Her equable temperament and gaiety of mind
apparently destined her for fashionable life. . . For a
long time the name and personality of Mary Stuart had magical
attraction for her ; her thoughts dwelt on her beauty, her
grace, and her misfortunes. This mystic passion was as sweet
as a budding love, as serious as a religion. She spoke of it to no
one, and by-and-by she felt that she was in communication
with the object of it, whose warm breath appeared to float
about her. She heard her voice, sometimes in her own room in
the silence of midnight, sometimes on the wild hillsides in
Scotland, or on the rugred coasts of Caithness, where they
dominate the stormy Pentland Firth. She heard it more clearly
when the sky was serene, and light and foamy ridges were on the
sea, though the latter was blue and splendid as the Medi-
terranean. One day the sweet voice ordered her to go at mid-
night into Holyrood Chapel at Edinburgh. She did not hesitate
an instant in her belief that it was the Queen who made the
appointment, and that she would see her. *The thought that I
was about to meet this beloved being gave me courage to go,
alone and fearless, in the middle of the night to the place
indicated, and to walk over the graves of my family.” The
guard had been prepared, and she entered and knelt on
the stones, much moved by the desolate aspect of the
ruined cloister illumined only by the flickering light of the
stars. After a fervent prayer the visitor asked aloud, ¢ Where
are you?’' ¢‘Here, beside you!’ said a soft voice, in reply.
Turning round, Lady Caithness saw at first only a vague form,
which, however, gradually assumed more definite proportions.
She imagined that she was to hear some particulars of Queen
Mary’s earthly adventures—some fresh details of her life and
troubles. Instead of this, the voice became grave and solemn,
spoke of the various spirit spheres in nature, of angelic circles
and of their desire to manifest to mankind, predicting for earth
a new religious cycle in which humanity would once more
become conscious of the Invisible—conscious of it in itself, and
become its reflex and image. Finally, the voice asked if Lady
Caithness wished to devote herself to the service of God, and in
response, the following solemn undertaking was registered : ¢ I
swear to consecrate mylife, and all that I have received from Him,
to His service, henceforth and for ever.” She then was charged
with that mission to which she remained faithful to the last,

The Editor of ‘L’Aurore’ says :—

Each one is entitled to give to this order of psychic pheno-
mena an interpretation which conforms to his personal experi-
ence, to his beliefs, or to his philosophy. What has never been
in doubt—what the most sceptical and the most scoffing have
always respected in the Duchesse de Pomar is the absolute sin-
cerity of her conviction, and the touching grace of her invulner-
able faith.

Although in the days to come there will, doubtless, be
many a pilgrimage of foreign and other friends to this new
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shrine at Holyrood, it might not be an unfitting way of
commemorating the faithful services of the deceased in the
cause for which they are themselves contending, if the
young Edinburgh Society of Spiritualists, at present
struggling—and, we hope, successfully —into existence,
thought of calling itself by the name of the gifted lady
whose mortal remains have now been laid within the pre-
cincts of their ancient Sanctuary.

— - —

A HUMAN ELECTRICAL MACHINE.

The account of Dr. de Jodko’s experiments in ¢ Ligat’
of November 30th reminds me of a performance in which
I was an actor in 1838. It was at the home of Ross
Winans, a noted American inventor, to whom the world is
indebted for the most important improvements ever made
in the rolling stock of railroads. To his wonderful gifts of
intellect Ross Winans added a remarkably genial and
jovial disposition, which made his house a centre of attrac-
tion to all the young people of his neighbourhood. The
weather and the season at the time I speak of favoured
electrical experiments; and on the evening in question
quite a number of young folks, mostly girls, were present in
his parlour. After some time spent in joviality, Ross pro-
posed showing them a new electrical machine he had in-
vented, assuring them they would be able to get a real
good shock from it. The desire to see the machine and get
the shock was unanimous. When the inventor called for
four glass tumblers, and proceeded to place one under each
leg of a chair, a suspicion arose that the funny man had
some trick in contemplation, and his maneuvres were
watched with great interest, the suspicion being heightened
when the housemaid was called in and told to be seated in
the chair. This maiden was a comely lass of some twenty-
three summers, with a profusion of long, straight, dark
hair. She was directed to place her feet on the front rung
of the chair, and her dress was then carefully lifted clear of
the floor and tucked securely under her. Being thus com-
pletely insulated, the electricity of her body was readily
excited by simply combing the hair, which was done with a
horn comb. At intervals of one or two minutes the brass
knob of a Leyden jar was applied to her hands, arms, neck,
and face, the electric crack being distinctly heard at each
contact, accompanied by an exclamation from t] e girl and
an amused laugh from the company. The jar was thus
soon charged, and the company joining hands a circle was
formed, and the contents of the jar discharged into the ring
with such force as to break all hands instantaneously
asunder, each link of the human chain giving vent to an
¢« Oh !’ and a laugh at the unexpected violence of the shock.

Ealing. T. H.

‘THE ENGLISH THEOSOPHIST/

We have received a copy of ¢ The English Theosophist,” an
eight-page, double-column quarto, published monthly by the
followersof Mr. Judge. We have sought in vain in it for any-
thing such as we have been accustomed to consider
¢« Theosophy.” It is quite filled with controversial matter with
respect to the late split in the Theosophical Society ; for
jnstance : ‘It actually seems as if since the day that the war
for keeping up the respectability of the Theosophical Society by
means of false pretences began, an epidemic softening of the
brain has taken place among the members of 19, Avenue-road ;’
or, again, ¢ He (Mr. Sinnett) personally declared to me that Mr.
Judge was trained in all his frauds by Madame Blavatsky.
Mrs. Besant knows that both Colonel Olcott and Mr. Sinnett
believe Madame Blavatsky to have been fraudulent ; but she
has had as yet neither the moral courage nor the honesty to say
go.” If the friend who sent us ‘The English Theosophist’
thought that we should be pleased or amused by this kind of
miserable bickering, he is mistaken ; it fills us with pain
and regret to see how low the Theosophical Society appears to

have fallen.

THE MARVELS OF BYE-GONE YEARS.

Physical phenomena are evidently on the wane, anl would
seem to be dying out, for we hear nothing now of the marvellous
occurrences that Spiritualists of twenty or thirty years ago were
familiar with. I remember the veteran pioneer Spiritualist,
J. Murray Spear, in one of his prophetic trance utterances,
asserting that ‘phenomena would cease,’ and it looks as if what
he said is coming to pass ; for, in this country at least, we hear
nothing of levitations, materialisations, direct writing, &c.,
taking place, all of which were of frequent occurrence at a
former period. ,

The remarkable case of Mr. Home being carried out of one
window and brought in at another, published recently in
‘ LicHT,” would, doubtless, be new, and, perhaps, appear in-
credible, to the staid Spiritualists of the present time, who deem
it something to get a few raps, or movements of furniture ; but
I am about to refer to a phase of phenomena of a more astound-
ing character than levitation, materialisation, elongation, &c.
not but what these are all wonderful enough, and perfectly
incomprehensible ; I allude to the transportation of persons
from one locality to another with the rapidity of lightning, in
spite of ¢locks, bolts, and bars,” and brick walls and closed
doors intervening.

One of the most notable examples of the kind was the
transference of Mrs. Guppy from her residence at Highbury
to Lamb’s Conduit-street. It occurred in this wise. One
evening Mrs. Guppy was writing in a housekeeping memo-
randum book, at the dictation of a Miss Nichols, who
acted as a sort of housekeeper and companion. She
was writing the word ‘onions,” when she was suddenly
missed, and on Mr. Guppy being informed of the absence
of his wife, a search was made, but no trace of the missing one
could be found. The search was then given up, Mr. Guppy
remarking, ‘I suppose the spirits have taken her away,’” and
comfortipg himself with the belief that the spirits would take
care of her, remained at ease the rest of the evening. About
ten o’clock Mrs. Guppy returned, and accounted for her absence.
It turned out that a séance was being held at Mr. Williams’
house, in Lamb’s Conduit-street, eight persons being present.
They were seated round a table in the dark, when something
was felt to be on the table in their midst ; and, on striking a
light, it was found to be Mrs. Guppy, lying on her back, with
her slippers on, with pen and memorandum book in her hands,
just as she was when she was missed, about the same time,
at Highbury, a distance of some three or four miles. This, of
course, seems very incredible, but there were eight reliable
witnesses to attest it, one a Manchester merchant, besides Mr.
Guppy and Miss Nichols at the other end of the transit.

Soon afterwards a somewhat similar event occurred under
the following circumstances : Mr. Henderson, a London photo-
grapher, accompanied by his wife, attended a séance at Mr.
Guppy’s as investigators. The company sat round the table in
the usual way, all hands joined. Light being observed coming
from the hall, the tablecloth was taken off the table and laid
along the door to exclude light. Violent motions then took
place in the table, and to get out of the way of harm, the
sitters rose and the hands became disconnected. Mrs. Guppy
spoke to Mr. Henderson, who had been gseated next her, but
getting no reply, ordered a light to be struck, when it was
found that Mr. Henderson was no longer in the room. Con-
sternation reigned, and a search about the house threw
no light on the mystery. Mrs. Henderson, who was some-
what disconcerted, remained till late in the evening,
and then returned to her home at Forest Hill. The following
afternoon Mr. Henderson put in an appearance and accounted
for his absence. He said he found himself slipping off the roof
of an out-house in a back yard. He tried the back door of the
house, and not being able to get in went to the front, and was
surprised to find it occupied by two of his young lady
assistants, and he then explained, as well as he could, what had
brought him there. The time was noticed, and was observed to
be about the same as when he was missed at Highbury, a
distance of two and a-half miles, and though the roads were
dirty, unusually so, there was no trace of dirt on Mr. Hender-
son’s shoes. This happened on Sunday, and on Tuesday I
happened to call on Mr. Guppy, who explained to me all the
circumstances of the case, pointing out the spot where Mr.
Henderson stood at the time, and explaining that he cruld not
have left the room except by the door which had the table-cloth































