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July 3, 1897.]

“NOLI ME TANGERE.’

We all know that Theosophists are not very friendly to
mediumship, although they are sometimes good enough to
say that Spiritualism is not wholly the work of Black
Magicians, Elementaries, Astral Corpses, and so on ; and a
goodly number of those who thus connect Spiritualism with
the Evil Powers seem really to believe what they say, so
ignorant are they kept as to the real nature of Spiritualism.
We did think, however, that Colonel Olcott, who knows a
great deal about Spiritualism, and who has always shown
himself ready to do us justice according to his lights, would
not insert in ¢ The Theosophist ’ the foolish nonsense which
his mild Hindus are pleased to invent about us. Yet, in an
article on ¢ The Prophetic Character of H.P.B.,” a certain
native gentleman of Kumbaconum effervesces in the pages
of ¢ The Theosophist’ over Madame Blavatsky’s prophetic
powers in a way which,we fear, shows an ignorant prejudice
against us. In the course of that article he says :—

Noticing this aversion on the part of the public to Mesmer-
ism, ‘ H.P.B.’ predicted, twenty or more years ago, that the
public would begin to believe in it later on, in another guise,
and that under cover of that art many disgraceful and immoral
scenes would be enacted, viz., bringing weak-willed persons
under the clutches of strong-willed ones who will, through that
influence, make an unscrupulous use of their powers. I need
not tell you how, in European countries, many mediums are
made by their mesmerisers to do things which the former could
not have even dreamed of in their normal moments. Under
that influence men are asked to commit murder, to execute
documents and sign statements which in their sane moments
they would abhor. This furnishes one example of her prophetic
character.

It furnishes more than that. It furnishes an example
of the prejudice and conceit which ¢ H.P.B.” seems to have
encouraged in her ‘subjects.” Our readers will remark that
the writer first slanders the hypnotisers most outrageously,
presenting them as a set of scoundrels, and then he
identifies the mediums with these scoundrels in a way that
not only shows his complete ignorance of what a medium
is, but also proves that the readers of ¢ The Theosophist’
are equally ignorant, for were they not, they would certainly
rebel against being served with such a dish of slander and
rubbish.

Had this Hindu gentleman any knowledge of the subject,
or had he a little honesty (for it is not easy to say whether
he is inspired by ignorance or malice), he would have told
his readers that hypnotism in Europe is studied and
practised by two classes of persons only ; by those who seek
to alleviate pain and cure disease,whether bodily or mental,
and by those who are endeavouring to obtain an under-
standing of a department of Nature, and of human nature,
that has hitherto been strangely misunderstecod, and
grossly misused by unscrupulous persons. He would have
told them that no instance has come to light of any
attempt by either of these classes of hynotisers to commit
any of the crimes he mentions, and that when hypnotised
subjects have been induced to commit murder, it has been
in a drawing-room, with a roll of paper for a dagger, and a
glass of water for a poison, insomuch that a large number
of hypnotisers believe that the subject is all the time sub-
consciously aware of the farcical character of the whole
proceeding. He would also have told his readers that
mediumship is a completely different thing from suscepti-
bility to suggestion, that mediums have no ‘mesmerisers,’
and that if ‘control ’ be sometimes of the same nature as
suggestion, it is certainly not exercised by wicked men for
immoral purposes, as he intimates.

We cannot help saying that it scems to us a shameful
thing that the leaders of the Theosophical movement
should countenance the spreading of such untruths about
Mesmerism, Hypnotism, and Mediumship. That they do
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so gives colour to the suspicion, which we have hitherto
discountenanced, that the dislike which Theosophists un-
doubtedly have to the experimental investigation of the
subjects they profess to know and teach, comes from a
lively fear lest their theories should be proved to be wrong,
and their boasted ¢ gnosis’ a tissue of invention ; lest, in
fact, Theosophists themselves should be proved to be the
most striking example possible of both suggestion and
auto-suggestion.

SPIRITUALISM IN FRANCE.

PERSONAL EXPERIENCES.

In Mr. Page Hopps’ lecture on ¢ What Spiritualists Can Do,’
he advises three things. To join the Alliance, render it strong
and useful by mutual co-operation ; to agree to answer letters
from seekers after spiritual truths; and finally to send a short
account to ¢ LicHT’ of any interesting manifestations that may
occur to ourselves. The first part of this most excellent advice
I have already put into practice, and the last and most difficult
I am now going to try to perform. I say most difficult, for
firstly, one who tells his experiences is classed by all the
ignorant or the hasty as an unscrupulous romancer, and secondly
one has often to unveil to public view matters that one holds
sacred and most personal. Still, what a fountain of knowledge
and of pure pleasure those give us who are willing to run thess
risks for the sake of the few really thirsty ones, those groping
often in darkness for a ray of light. I remember myself what
a delight was my first reading of Miss Houghton’s ¢ Spiritual
Séances’ in which with such naiveté, such charm, she welds
together her personal life and her spiritual experiences, showing
us that it is in the home circle that really beautiful and powerful
phenomena occur.

I became a Spiritualist about three years ago, not from
teachings, for I knew no Spiritualists nor anything of their
literature, but fromn phenomena occurring tomyself,soamazing, so
impossible to reason away, that I began to search about to learn
if others on this ¢ sorrowful star’ lived amidst such wonders. I
could write pages if I were to give even half of the angelic
ministrations that have come to me during these three years,
but I wish now to write about a city which those living in it
lament as having no strong physical mediums. My opinion is
that there are physical mediums as good as Home—or even
better—amongst us, if only we gave the right conditions for the
unfoldment of this flower of strange beauty. I am not myself a
medium ; alone I get nothing, but the moment I am with any-
one who has a grain of mediumship, it seems to burst forth like
gunpowder touched by fire. The example I will now give as
occurring here in Paris is interesting so far as it shows how
strong mediumship can develop itself instantly without sittings
or previous teaching, and as the Editor of ¢ LIGHT ’ knows me
personally I am sure he will be satisfied that full dependence
may be placed on the bona-fides of my narrative.

I spent last Sunday with the family of old friends, living
some way out of Paris. During dinner my host’s son half
jokingly asked me how my investigations into Spiritualism were
progressing and whether the spirits still rain flowers on me from
the ceiling. I answered, * Yes, when I was in the society of a
physical medium.” *I can’t imagine,” he answered, ‘how a
woman as reasonable as yourself can believe such childish folly ;
of course in the dark anyone can throw flowers at you.” ¢ But,’
I protested, ¢ where the power is strong they do it in the light.’
* Well, let them do it here. I should like some ‘¢ La France ”
roses to offer to you.” As he spoke, to my amazement, I saw a
branch of ‘La France’ roses hanging from his shoulder.
Naturally he thought I had placed them there with lightning
rapidity. We then heard a scream in the passage, and running
out found the servant holding a dish of beef, on the centre of
which was a lovely white rose, which had fallen, she said, when
she was quite alone, crossing the little passage from the kitchen
to the dining-room. During the rest of the dinner flowers
simply rained on us, everyone seeing them fall in full lamp
light, the walls of the room resounding at the same time with
knocks. By this time I had come to the conclusion that
my host’s son, M. ‘Serge,” must be the medium. Getting
some paper, I placed it, with a pencil, under a plate
with the hands of us two overit. After a minute I removed
the plate, and found the paper closely covered with
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writing, purporting to be from my grandfather, and full of
affectionate messages to myself in French. I tried this three
times, each time getting messages, more or Jess commonplace,
but in different handwritings. In the train, while returning to
Paris, our party had the carriage to ourselves, and, again, whilst
flying at express epeed through the night we tried the experi-
ment of asking for flowers, sometimes garden, sometimes wild
ones, and through the open window, like shooting stars, came
just the flowers we asked for.

Last night I went again to dine with my friends, and during
dinner, so many flowers, leaves, grasses, and fruits were flung
at us that at last our host got quite annoyed at the disorder it
caused. ‘ Why don't they send us something useful, vegetables,
for instance ?’ he remarked. We then each chose a vegetable,
and then began a rain of vegetables. I got a small carrot,
which was what I asked for. They fell with such force from
the ceiling that they would have broken the service had they not
always fallen most carefully into our laps. Our hest was still
more vexed and perplexed. ‘They never send anything that
will last—anything practical.” ¢Let’s ask them,” I laughed,
‘ they seem to have power to do anything.” As I spoke, on to
my lap was flung a pretty little gilt powder-box, complete with
powder and puff. This astonished me more than anyone else,
a8 that very afternoon I had wanted to buy one, having lost
mine, but, not having time, had put off the purchase. My
friends in the body knew nothing of this.

I now suggested sitting in a dark room with a door open
onto light, in order to see what we could get. Our party of two
ladies and two men held hands and waited. Soon all around
us appeared what I recognised as spirit lights. Rarely have I
seen them so large and beautiful. Some were the size of an egg,
dividing off into smaller stars of light. Then the piano at the
other end of the room had a few notes played, and next we folt
hands touchingus. They were very warm and of velvety soft-
ness, not moist and damp as all our hands were with the heat.
The hand that touched me placed itself on my lips for me to
kiss it ; it was the size of a child’s at five years old. So real
were they that we could see the shape as they floated past the
light of the open door. Then we heard attempts at speaking,
but so far that was a failure, only my name being whispered
softly, and chére, chére bien aimée. Then two papers fluttered
down, on one of which we were promised clearer speaking next
time, and materialised forms—in the light—very shortly. Our
medium, M. ‘Serge,” is about twenty-four ycars of age; in
splendid health I should say, to look at him. He has always
been a dreamer of dreams, can tell us where anything is that
we have lost if we give him a night to sleep over it, but
otherwise never had a manifestation till our talk on the subject
v week ago. Since then he is very much annoyed by strange
presences that lean over him and breathe on him all night until
he gets up and lights a lamp. I tell him that in time he will
not mind this, and will rather like it than otherwise.

If this very bald account of our séances interests the readers
of ‘Li¢Htr’ I will write later an account of our progress. I may
add that two other French people of my acquaintance show
signs of strong physical mediumship, and I fully believe that
the nation as a whole is most mediumistic ; they only lack the
mystical and reverential frame of mind one finds more often
amongst those of Anglo-Saxon birth. i

Paris, June 20th.
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THE FURNISHING FUND.

The Treasurer informs us that the expenditure for the light-
ing and furnishing of the new offices of * Licur ’and the London
Spiritualist Alliance, Limited, has amounted to £114 12s., and
that a further expenditure of about £10 will be necessary. On
the other hand, the sum kindly contributed by our friends has
only reached £566 2s., leaving a deficiency of £68 10s. ! Will
some good, generous, lady or gentleman hurry to the aid of the
Treasurer and secure him some peace of mind by enabling him

to cancel the deficit? Remittances may be sent to Mr. H.
Withall, Gravel Lane, Southwark, London. S.E,

M. SArpou’s ‘SPIRITISME.'—Some of our readers may like to
know that M. Sardou’s play ¢ Spiritisme’ will be perforined in
London, at the Adelphi Theatre, on the evenings of Tuesday
and Wednesday next, July 6th and 7th ; and also on the Wed-
nesday afternoon.
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WORK IN THE SPIRIT WORLD.
By HENRY

(Concluded from p. 272.)

ForBrs, NEw- YoORk.

I conclude with the following interesting and graphic
descriptions given through our medium :—

The scene is a city street. It is night, and a heavy fall of
snow lies upon the ground. A man stands at the door of a
large and handsome dwelling. He is striving to arouse the
inmates, and appears to be very impatient.

When the medium first sees him he is clothed in tatters,
and his form seems shrunken, but when we address him he is
transformed into a fine-looking gentleman, wearing a stylish
evening suit of clothes. We ask him whose house it is he seems
so anxious to enter. He answers, * Why, it’'s my home, and I
cannot understand why they do not open the door for me.” We
apologise for addressing him in this familiar manner, and the
following dialogue ensues : * Where have you been, sir?’ ‘I
have been out spending the evening with some friends. My
coachman met with an accident, so I thought I
would walk home, and now I cannot get in.” *Have
you not recently suffered from some severe fit of sick-
ness?’ * No, sir.” ‘Nor a sudden attack of any kind ?’ *Oh,
yes, a slight dizziness, but that aniounted to nothing !’ ‘Perhaps
1t was a far more serious matver than you imagine ?’ ¢ Whatdo
you mean, sir?’ * Well, are you prepared to hear something
that may be a great shock to you ?’ He answers that he cannot
conceive that it is possible for us to give him any information
that will be so great a shock to him. We then inform him that
he has lcft the physical body. This he absolutely refuses to
believe. ‘ Why, sir, T am alive, and here is my house!’' We
inform him that it is merely the image of his house that he sees,
just as he might in a dream. ¢Oh, dreams don’t amount to
anything,” he answers, rather contemptuously. Suddenly he
cries out, * Where’s my house? I don’t see it. It's gone.
Where am I ?’ Again we repeat that he is in the spirit world,
adding that good friends who are watching over him have intro-
duced him to ourselves that he might learn the facts. *But I
do not wish to leave the eartk,’ he exclaims, ‘I had everything
I desired there.” ¢ Nature has decreed that you must leave all
those things ; and it behoves you not to repine over that which
is lost, but to strive in a manly way to adjust yourself to the
conditions of your present state. Suppose that some sudden
financial disaster had swept all your possessions away from you
while you were on earth ?’

*That could not have happened ; and you cannot understand
my position, or you would not talk to me in that manner. You
do not know what it is to have all the comforts and luxuries
that were mine—a fine establishment, servants to wait upon me,
horses and carriages, and congenial friends !’

We urge him to submit to the inevitable, and inquire if
there is not some person in spirit life whom he loves and
respects sufficiently to be guided by. At first he does not
respond, but after a time he answers, ‘¢ Yes, there was one
whom I dearly loved years ago, but she was taken from me.
Oh, if she had not gone, what a different man I might have
been !’ As he utters these words the medium sees a beautiful
female figure away in the distance, ‘clothed in white raiment.’
When she describes the apparition the man seems to rezognise it.

‘ For some time after she left me,” he soliloquises, ‘I felt
that she was near. Sometimes, when alone in my room, I
thought I saw her ; but I cast it all from me as imagination.’

Words of comfort were addressed to him, and then our
guides informed us that our part of the work was accomplished.
The last glimpse the medium had of this wretched soul, he
seemed to be ‘huddled up in a corner.’

The medium sees a man walk away from the door of a house
at which he had evidently been asking alms. He steps into
the roadway to pick up a small piece of money. As he stoops, #
carriage turns the corner and the wheels pass over him. Sheis
just as naturally affected by the horror of the incident as she
would have been had she witnessed a similar occurrence in
carth-life.

Though unconscious, the man is brought into such close
rapport with her that she assumes his peculiar condition, being
unable to speak and losing entirely control over her body.
We strive to arouse him, but are compelled to shake (!) the







