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remains of John Bly, of Watsontown. Bly, who was twenty 
years of age, for a long time suffered with a tumour, which 
grew into the very base of the brain, and occasioned his death. 
The growth had a visible effect upon his brain, and the case 
became a curiosity to the medical profession. The tumour was 
imbedded too deeply into the brain tissue to admit of an 
operation. It was found that the tumour was nearly as large 
as a billiard ball. It was so located as to demoralise the nerves 
of the sight centre, and as a consequence young Bly was blind 
for over three years. The most singular fact developed was 
that the entire brain had been hollowed out by the action of 
the tumour. The cavity was at least five inches in length, and 
was filled with pus. All that was left of the brain was a thin 
shell, composed of the tougher tissues where the brain matter 
gathers into nerves, which were less susceptible to the process 
of decay. When an incision was made in the shell the whole 
mass collapsed.

The circumstance which made the case almost unprecedented 
in the annals of medical science was the manner in which the 
patient retained his rationality and faculties under the circum­
stances. He had the senses of touch, taste, hearing and smell, 
had very tolerable control of his locomotor muscles, could talk, 
and, in fact, was comparatively discommoded in no other way 
than by the loss of vision. His retention of memory was 
remarkable. He was able to memorise poems up to within two 
weeks of his death.

We do not often agree with Mr. Moody, the American 
revivalist, but, looking over a report of one of his late New 
York discourses, we came across a racy illustration which 
is just as good for London and for the Spiritualist Alliance 
as for New York and the revivalists. Here it is:—

It won’t take long to light up New York if everybody should 
give out a little light. When I was a young man and preached 
out in rhe West—I was a commercial traveller then—I would go 
into a little town and hold a meeting in a log schoolhouse, and 
some old gentleman would say : ‘ This young brother from 
Chicago will speak here this evening at early candlelight,’ and 
the first person that came would bring an old dingy lantern and 
stick it up on a bench—and even an old lantern with a little oil 
and a wick, you know, gives out considerable light after all on a 
dark night—and the next person that came, an old woman, 
perhaps, would bring along a sperm candle, and then would 
come an old farmer with another candle, and they would stick 
them up on the desks and they would sputter away there, yet 
all the time giving a good deal of light. And, do you know, by 
the time the people got gathered there in that old schoolhouse 
we had plenty of light. Now, it can be just so here in New 
York. There are Christians enough here to light up the whole 
city. Have you got your light lit ? If you haven’t, light it up 
right off. See to it that your lantern is lit. Get filled with the 
spirit of God, and then you can’t help but shine. And if you do 
shine, you needn’t go around telling anybody of it; you needn’t 
go around saying : ‘ Look at my light.’

‘ London Society/ a monthly magazine, for February, is 
rather a lively number. * Ghosts ’ and their kindred are 
very much to the fore—a little belated, perhaps, as they 
are of the genuinely Christmas kind, but still fresh and 
entertaining. There must be a great many people who like 
ghost stories, judging by the number of publishers who 
provide them, directly or indirectly. By this romantic 
route the public mind will, perhaps, be helped to find the 
truth, or to be in some measure prepared for it.

A FORM OF BEQUEST.

I give and bequeath unto the London Spiritualist Alliance, 
Limited, the sum of £ , to be applied to the purposes of
that Society ; and I direct that the said sum shall be paid free 
from Legacy Duty, out of such part of my personal estate as 
may legally be devoted by will to charitable purposes, and in 
preference to other legacies and bequests thereout.

Melbourne, Australia.—‘Light’ may be obtained from 
Mr. W. H. Terry, Austral Building, Collins-street East.

WHAT IS MATTER?

To answer the question, ‘ What is Matter ? ’ would be, 
I suppose, to give a description of matter in terms of other 
objects of experience. As all objective experience has matter 
for its basis, this undertaking can hardly be a hopeful one. 
Nevertheless, it is not useless to attempt to assign limits to the 
employment of the term itself ; in other words, to attempt a 
definition of the term ‘ matter.’ Of all the definitions that I have 
met with, I have found the following the most serviceable : 
Any object of experience is a material object, and requires for 
its complete determination in thought the concept of matter, 
when assertions can be made respecting it under all these three 
headings or categories—Space, Time, and Causality.

It is to be noted that a ‘ material object ’ need not be 
material only, e.#., a human being. This definition leaves the 
ordinary use of the term unchanged; but,at the same time,makes 
it applicable to the apparently material, or substantia], basis of 
spiritualistic experience ; e.g.> to the material of the ground, 
of the scenery in general, of the so-called Summerland, and also 
to the substance of the bodies of the living beings met with 
there.

A geometrical diagram, in which the points and • lines are 
taken to be capable of motion, would admit of assertions under 
the categories of Space and Time only. Such a diagram, 
realised in the external universe, and endowed with the property 
that effects produced at one or more points of it are necessarily 
accompanied or followed by effects produced at other points of 
it, would become an object of experience concerning which we 
could not avoid the use of the term matter. It would admit of 
assertions under the third category also—that of Causality.

Bournemouth. J. W. Sharpe.

As you invite definitions of ‘ Matter,’ I send you that 
of the late Countess of Caithness, which I came across some 
time since in one of her books—I think ‘ Through the Ages.’ 
As far as memory will serve, it runs thus :—‘ Matter is the 
ultimation of the primordial fluid under the form of atoms into 
a phase of corporeality or manifestation.’ Fairplay.

The origin of a first cause is absolutely unthinkable ; but, 
granting a first intelligent and acting cause, as spirit, then all 
phenomena become objects of reason.

Granting a first and acting intelligence, then we can imagine 
how the subjective and objective thoughts and will of this living 
being, as spirit, might create the force of magnetism, as attrac­
tive and repulsive, or concentrative and irradiative, forces—as 
action and re-action, equal and opposite, being the centripetal 
and centrifugal forces of the astronomer—analogous to the 
inspirations and expirations of the lungs—the function of life.

There was a time when the suns and stars and planets had 
no physical existence, except in the atomic magnetic force of the 
luminiferous ether—an ocean, we may imagine, of centres of 
force, infinitely minute, and revolving in rings with infinite 
velocity, and hence possessing resistance. (Kelvin.) And 
we can conceive of these atoms aggregating towards definite 
centres, and constituting masses as suns and still revolving from 
their centres.

In this view these centres of magnetic force are matter, and 
their cause is the subjective and objective thought and will of 
God ; and thus spirit is the sub-stance of matter. In the appen­
dix to Tait’s ‘ Properties of Matter ’ the reader will find twenty- 
five definitions of matter, taken from the works of philosophers 
from Plato to Hegel.

Those Spiritualists who are absolutely certain of the power 
of spiritual beings instantaneously to dissolve and re-concrete 
material forms, will easily comprehend my definition ; although 
these spirit beings draw their material, probably, not from the 
primary atomic, but from the secondary molecular condition 
of matter.

Wimbledon. George Wyld, M.D.Edin.

A correspondent kindly sends us the following extracts from 
the writings of Professor Huxley ;—

From the Essay on ‘ The Physical Basis of Life ’ :—
For, after all, what do we know of this terrible ‘matter’ 

except as a name for the unknown and hypothetical cause of 
states of our own consciousness ? And what do we know of that 
‘ spirit ’ over whose threatened extinction by matter a great 
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of the auric radiation entailing relation, i.e., mental perception 
of the without and reflection within. Equally is this tran­
scendent vital mediation the precondition of thought presenta­
tion from within, or revelation. Life is thus the precondition 
of the Occultist’s Light, in process. The masculine and 
feminine are co-existent in the Universal Self and connascent 
in Suited selves. In process intelligence or light or vibration 
(quality) is reflected by life, in which it is implicit, while being 
necessarily precedential logically as idea, to process. So that 
the mediation of feminine vitality or soul is as much a precon­
dition of intellection and will, as constituting a necessary 
element in both mental and generative conception, gestation, 
and explication or expression, as is the mediation of the spirit or 
idea,in which the accomplishment of the accomplishing is present.

The time is coming when men will demand realities instead 
of symbols ; when the multitude will no longer ‘ be considered 
as unfit ’ ; when the pretensions of a few to constitute a privi­
leged and secret prerogative of knowledge for their own develop­
ment will be condemned; and the retention of knowledge within 
a ‘ caste ’ to enable it to rule ignorant humanity will be scouted. 
The time is coming when the ‘ Spirit of Truth ’ will stand forth 
from within the allegories and poetic imageries of the past ; 
when the fable of the fall of man will be seen to mean his evolu­
tion ; his projection (banishment) in germic state from Paradise 
or angelic parentage to earth,i.e., to conditions apart from which 
his self-conscious knowledge of good and evil (opposites) could 
not be evolved ; when the abstraction of Eve from Adam will 
be seen to mean the division of the connascent dual-self ; when 
the supposed curse on the (astral) serpent or matter will be 
found to veil the process by which the material universe is 
externalised ; when ‘ Isis ’ will claim recognition and stand 
forth even from within the astral veil of the sphynx ; when the 
regeneration of Horus or Orus, the immortal form of golden 
auric light from the separable self-hood, and its transcending 
into hypostatic and identic union with man's Higher-Self,* will 
be unveiled from within symbols and parables, and recognised 
as a process pertaining to the becoming and fulfilment of man, 
or his return to Paradise (even while externalised on earth) 
determined in accord with universal law and order.

* The logical apprehension of identification with the Universal is but 
a partial, incomplete, imperfect at-one-ment, and does not comprise sub­
stantial at-one-ment. It is a spiritual at-one-ment merely, without its 
complemental soular (and solar) at-one-ment. True identification has to 
be actualized in reality, in the units or integers first, by the complemental 
reunion of their coincidental parts, as the precondition of their identifi­
cation with, and consociative participation in, the Solar-Self, or Perfect 
Whole, or proximate Universal. Metaphysical identification pertains to 
personal existence, and is consequently limited to and by personal coni 
sciousness. Solar being is not a personal state; it is a state of dual­
being. Metaphysic can consequently give no conception of what rea- 
identification is.

Man will then cease to turn to the past; to revelations 
related to the evolutionary periods and states in which they 
were made, and will turn within, to the same eternal and ever 
present source from which such revelations came, to the eternal 
Now, which may still reveal itself, but in manner related to our 
present evolutionary and progressed stage. Man will then cease 
to be subject to ecclesiasticd rule or to occult hierarchies. 
Instead of seeking God without himself or in temples of 
stone, he will turn within, in that temple reared without hands, 
in which each will realise that he is nearer to God than through 
any external mediator or representative or initiate. Then shall 
the exaltation of personalities and hero worship cease, and the 
highest will acknowledge in humility that they are but repre­
sentatives of others within, higher than themselves, and that all 
are revealings of the Universal Deity, which is Love as well as 
Wisdom ; Mother as well as Father.

Dare I say
No spirit ever brake the band
That stays him from the native land 

Where first he walk’d when claspt in clay ?
No visual shade of some one lost,

But he, the spirit himself, may come
Where all the nerve of sense is numb ;

Spirit to spirit, ghost to ghost.
O, therefore from thy sightless range

With gods in unconjectured bliss,
O, from the distance of the abyss

Of tenfold-complicated change.
Descend, and touch, and enter; hear

The wish too strong for words to name ;
That in this blindness of the frame 

My ghost may feel that thine is near.
Alfred Tennyson.

ANCIENT SPIRITS ON THE WELSH HILLS.
Of a truth the air is filled with strange sights and sounds, 

and those who, on special occasions, see and hear more than is 
sensed by the ordinary matter-of-fact mind may be thankful 
for a strong body-guard of experienced and intelligent spirits, 
who protect them from exercising their mediumistic faculties 
too freely.

I have often wondered at the unreasonable views of people 
who expect a sensitive to pass into the clairvoyant state on any 
or every occasion. For my own part, there are many times when 
I cannot see through the veil, or behold anything but our own 
sphere and its inhabitants.

Feeling greatly in need of a holiday, I, in company with 
friends, journeyed to North Wales, where amid woods and hills, 
and partly surrounded by the refreshing sea, I found a restful 
calm and easeful mind.

Whilst quietly gazing upon the picturesque scenery, 
thoughts of the Sunday-school Heaven would steal upon me, and 
I pitied those who were always looking forward to its glories, 
utterly forgetful of the beautiful world around, which needs 
only an unfoldment of the harmony within us to render it a 
place of surpassing loveliness and joy.

One Sunday evening my friends and I prepared for a long 
ramble on the hills. The day had been unusually warm, but 
towards its close became delightfully cool and inviting.

After a long ramble, I felt much fatigued, but kept the 
matter to myself, fearing to become a hindrance to the others. 
A faintness then came over me, struggle as I would, and I was 
just about to make known the exhaustion I suffered, when 
suddenly I commenced to shiver, as if from strange influences. 
This lasted but a moment, and there at my side was my guide, 
1 Rupert,’and with him a spirit whom we call ‘ Ariel.* After 
this, walking became easy and pleasant. The change in my 
deportment was so marked that my companions at once con­
cluded that help had been given me. We reached our hotel at 
last, and after a slight repast I retired to rest.

I must have slept a deep sleep of two or three hours’ dura­
tion, when I was quickly and quietly awakened. It seemed as 
though a gentle hand had been placed upon my forehead to 
arouse me, I rubbed my eyes and looked about the room, and 
although I had put out my light upon retiring, yet the room 
was lit up with a strange, soft light, sufficient for me to seo 
who was present. I must confess that my first feeling was one 
of fear, for the beings who were walking at the opposite side of 
my chamber were the strangest creatures I had ever beheld, 
ft instantly flashed upon my mind that these midnight intruders 
were of the 4 missing link ’ race, which had been so vainly 
sought by anthropologists. They appeared too large in stature 
for a species of ape, and yet they were covered with a skin that 
was brown and hairy.

When I perceived these wild and uncanny creatures in such 
close proximity, I own to a quake or two. But then I saw, 
standing on either side of me, ‘ Rupert ’ and ‘ Ariel/ and I heard 
a whisper that if I were not braver I should never be able to learn 
anything concerning the strange variety of the human family 
before me. I heard ‘ Rupert ’ assuring me that I was perfectly 
safe. A test of the truth of his words was immediately forth­
coming. Oue of the forbidding-looking spirits approaching a 
little too close to me, ‘ Rupert ’ raised his hand, and the former 
bowed low and seemed to fully understand that he was not to 
stand so near to me. My guide then said, ‘ These creatures 
have followed you from the hills. They lived there hundreds of 
years ago, before the country reached an appreciable measure of 
the civilisation she at present enjoys, and, passing into the 
spirit state, have but little advanced, and are not much altered 
from the condition they were in while encased in a physical 
form.’ ‘ Rupert,’ continuing, remarked that ‘Some of them 
inhabit the wilder part of the hills at this time. They do no 
harm to more enlightened beings, by whom ultimately they will 
be assisted to advance in spiritual things/

He also told me that when I experienced the strange sen­
sations whilst walking on the hills, it arose from the influence 
of these untutored children of Nature, who were attracted, and 
gathered around me. He said that they were curious to learn 
something concerning me. I was assured that they were kept 
at a distance simply to prevent their magnetism proving incon­
venient to me. They were told, however, to follow us, as ‘Ariel 
said she would talk to them and endeavour to make them 
understand higher things. She apparently succeeded in making
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being touched by a solid but elastic body. This emanation can 
be further condensed, and hands, with distinct fingers, formed 
therewith, by means of which he can seize the objects he wished 
to act upon and impart the desired movements thereto.

An interesting description of ‘John/ confirmatory of the 
above, was given by a clairvoyant who was invited to one of the 
seances and carried on a mental (f.e., spiritual) conversation 
with him. This account is given as an appendix to the private 
report, and will not be published in France. It will, however, 
be appended to these notes.

The official report, in referring to these astral hands, states 
that their formation begins by an elastic but resisting ball being 
formed behind the curtain, pushing it out and thereby touching 
the sitters. This is followed by the making of an invisible 
hand, of which the fingers are felt by pinches, touches, &c., 
through the curtain. This hand begins in a small feminine shape, 
but grows into the form of a large masculine hand. This is then 
sufficiently materialised to be projected forward, appended to an 
arm, from behind the curtain to touch the sitters, move objects, 
or strike the table, &c. (while both the medium’s hands were 
securely held). ‘ Such hands were seen between ourselves and 
the cabinet by all the committee, and felt by us repeatedly, 
thus enabling us to affirm their existence.’ ‘We, therefore, 
declare in the most definite manner ’ (says the official report), 
‘ that this phenomenon, together with that of the movement of 
objects without contact,must be considered as definitively added 
to positive science.’ ‘General Thomassin, Baron Brincart, and 
Mr. Bechade, who assisted at the later séances, unreservedly add 
their testimony to ours.’

(To be continued,)

‘MYSTERIOUS PHENOMENA.’

The following interesting letter appeared in the Liver­
pool £ Daily Post/ of January 27th :—

Sir,—Will you kindly allow me a space in your daily paper 
to insert, for the benefit of the public, the following authentic 
account of the mysterious phenomena which have lately taken 
place in my late house in the neighbourhood of Anfield ? We 
occupied the said house for the space of nearly three years and 
a-half, and during that time nothing unusual occurred in the 
week except occasionally on a Saturday evening, when, cer­
tainly, at times, very mysterious events took place about the 
hour of midnight, but nothing unusual during the daytime. 
However, about a week ago my servant, on descending the 
stairs, distinctly saw the form of a man standing near the bath­
room, with his back towards the door. She was not alarmed 
at first, thinking he was my husband, Mr. James Baron, but on 
speaking to the form before her the figure remained motionless, 
only waving his hand twice, and then departing, as it appeared 
to her, through the wall. Of course the girl then nearly fainted 
away, and had only strength to reach my husband’s room, where 
she found him, as she expected. He then brought her round 
with a little stimulant. Since that time, Mr. Editor, we have 
had no peace in the house, such mysterious things kept taking 
place. My little son placed an apple upon his knee, and it 
instantly vanished. When we all made a diligent search, 
it was found on the top of a brass bracket over our 
kitchen fireplace. My daughter placed an orange upon the 
mantelpiece ; this was found sticking to the ceiling, and 
had to knocked off with a broom. I placed various articles in 
certain places, and found them instantly removed to various 
parts of the house. My dining-room was turned upside down 
in less than a second, and furniture removed and thrown down. 
Even the bedrooms shared the same fate—linen thrown out of 
closed chests of drawers, and crockery in the bathroom broken 
and thrown downstairs. Even water was poured upon me as I 
stood in the hall lust Sunday morning week. All Bibles in the 
house were treated in a violent manner and partly destroyed ; 
one in particular was thrown off the table with great violence 
against the door whilst we were all sitting round the fire in the 
same room. Other articles, too, disappeared from the room 
while we were there, and were afterwards thrown downstairs. 
Mr. Baron’s hats were completely smashed in, and his pouch 
and tobacco missing. The former was found in a tin box, and 
the latter was thrown at him with great force by an unseen 
hand. A dear friend of mine who was staying with me—Miss 
Jonesby name—had her bedroom and clothing almost destroyed, 
and her toothbrush was found one morning standing up on end 

inside a glass chimney, the lamp of which was put out during 
the night. Many other things took place, Mr. Editor, but 
space will not allow me to tell you all.—Yours, &c.,

E. G. Baron,

AN OCCULT EXPERIENCE.

Miss L. M. Erricsson, writing in ‘ The Metaphysical 
Magazine/ tells the following circumstantial story:—

From his youth, my father had followed the sea, as had his 
ancestors for several generations. He was of Danish descent, 
and, like many sailors, a student of occultism. Our home was 
in a small seaport town of Massachusetts. I inherited a love 
for the ocean and for occult studies.

As a child, I can remember sitting on my father’s knee, or 
lying in our little boat while he lazily plied the oars and talked 
to me of far-off Denmark. Then he would tell me of the starry 
heavens ; of the beauty of the study of astronomy ; of strange 
visions that came in the solemn night-watches upon the deep ; 
of far-off Eastern climes, where ‘ occult philosophy extended 
over an unbroken period of twenty thousand years, the work 
of the very cream of humanity/

Later, at the earnest desire of my mother, an American 
lady, my father retired from foreign voyages, and became in­
terested in fishing at the seaport town of G----- . He built a
beautiful and commodious vessel, and upon the particular 
voyage of which I am writing had taken with him my brother 
Morton, a lad of about fourteen years. My own age, at that 
time, was sixteen, and there was an intense sympathy between 
my brother and myself.

I had wished very much to sail with the ‘ Laura ’ on her 
first voyage, but was debarred by my sex.

For the first few days after the vessel’s departure, the 
weather was calm and beautiful, but on the night of the fifth 
day the sea grew troubled, and a swift and sudden storm arose. 
Darkness closed in wet and gloomy, and the wind blew a gale. 
Trees were uprooted, and, all along the coast, much damage 
was done.

Standing in the shadow of the curtain near the window, I 
listened to the roar of the winds and the booming of the surf 
along the distant beaches. My mother knelt beside her couch, 
seeking comfort from her Bible ; but not from printed page of 
biblical history could my own restless heart find consolation. 
My mind, like an imprisoned bird longing for freedom, sought 
to trace the course of the vessel that held our loved ones.

Suddenly I seemed to leave the room, and was soon out upon 
the ocean. Straight before me rose the ‘ Laura/ gallantly 
breasting the billows that seemed mountains high. The fearful 
grandeur and beauty of the scene I shall never forget. I gained 
the deck and entered the cabin, where I found my father and 
brother. Morton stood beside a shelf, with one arm above his 
head. His fair, blonde face was very pale. Beside him was 
father, drenched with the salt sea-spray.

‘Father/ Morton seemed to say, ‘shall we ever reach 
home 2 ’

‘ Yes, my boy/ was the reply, ‘ if she rides out this terrible 
storm.’

I then followed my father to the deck, saw his hand upon 
the wheel, looked out upon the stormy sea, and awoke—to find 
myself at home !

The wind seemed dying away in the distance. My mother 
had fallen asleep. I looked at my watch, marking the hour, 
and made a note of all that had occurred.

One week later my father returned, and together we com­
pared the singular events of that stormy night. Exactly at the 
hour of my experience, the thoughts of my father and brother, 
under stress of anxiety for their own safety, turned homeward, 
and they had uttered the very words I heard them speak.

There have been many strange experiences in my life, but 
this one has left a pictured memory that I can never forget.

Madame Blavatsky.—We recently reviewed a book pub­
lished by Mr. Jos. M. Wade, of Boston, Mass., entitled 
‘ Blavatsky’s Posthumous Memoirs, dictated by Herself from 
the Spirit World/ and Mr. Wade has sent us the following terse 
comment on our criticisms: ‘ Folly condemns hastily what it 
does not understand, while wisdom seeks understanding with 
patience in silence.’ This is witty, but is no reply.
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