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that the psychologic territory is as yet practically unexplored,
and that the future will disclose unspeakable marvels, I simply
lose my eyes and wait.
And when we think of God as our Father, Who will help us
! over the rough places of life and put His everlasting arms
beneath us in time of great distress, it seems entirely natural
that He should make us feel His presence and speak in such
tones that we can hear. And, again, when I turn the pages of
the Book and find that He has actually done these things in
times past, my soul crics out that His arm has not been
shortened and that He can do them again.

The subject is one of intense and absorbing interest, and its
contemplation kirndles enthusiasm within us. It makes God
and Christ so real, and brings them so close to us ! The heart
beats quickly as our eyes behold the possibilities that are
presented, and the realisation of them would make the desert
blossom like the rose.

e —— e

We are delighted with ¢Intelligence’ with its new
name, new dress, and new price (10 cents in America : 9d.
here). It is published in England by Gay and Bird, Bed-
ford-street, Strand. Here is a hint of its line and tone,
from the first Article, by A. W. Cross, on ‘The Unseen
World’ : —

‘ Where is your Omnipresent Kternal God ?’ sneers the
gceptic, * Who hath heard the music of your invisible angelic
choirs? Who hath ever photographed your much-vaunted
i soul ?’

Yet that same interrogator unblushingly believes that all
material things are finally reducible to something which he calls
Energy —unseen, impalpable, omnipresent energy. He tells us
we are surrounded by triumphal orchestras and invisible choirs

. of Nature ; that we are in intimate contact with inconceivable
' panoramas of colour ; things which neither he nor any other
mortal has ever seen or heard.

Not only is the scientist a believer in the unseen world but,
moreover, ‘molecules change and pass away, energy alone

\ '\ lasteth for aye.” *The things which are seen are temporal, the
¢ | things which are not seen are eternal.’
. Should we begrudge science our belief in the miraculous,
A

if it opens up such stupendous mysteries of God's Universe to
our view ; if it seeks to gain our faith in uncxplored worlds
and undreamed of beauties lying around us like a cloud ?
\ How near the choirs invisible may be, how close we may be
to the Beauty of the Lord, and yet neither see nor hear, science
is busy demonstrating to us. Says Sir Edwin Arnold : ¢ A turn,
a change as slight as when the light pebble lying on the thin ice
NE feels it melt and falls to the bottom, may be all that is necessary
K to lift the curtain of another and utterly transformed universe
\ —  which is yet really not another, but this same which we see
imperfectly with present eyes and think of timidly with present
-« thoughts.’

When science has done its little all it has scarce touched the
fringe of the Great Mystery of Existence, and it has taught us
unbounded faith in the unfelt and the unseen.

Defend thy castle of faith, O faltering Christian | The very
cohorts of scepticism are filling thy magazines with irresistible
powder and placing in thy hands the weapons of victory. In
every blade of grass, in every grain of sand, there are unseen
potentialities that whisper of God ; but only the trained
spiritual ear can hear the murmurings of the message from that
world which wraps us around.

Now and again we touch the psychic chords which commu-
nicate with the Infinite. Once in a while, when our ears are
peculiarly sensitive, when our spiritual perceptions are
especially keen, we can -catch the refrain of those invisible
choirs resounding through the sanctuaries of our souls. Time
and again we decipher through the mist the flutter of those white
wings of ecstatic dreams that waft the dreamer’s soul to God.

FurnisHING Fuxp.—The Treasurer gratefully acknowledges
the receipt of £5 from Mr. R. R. Terry, of Sydney (Australia),
£1 from Mrs. Baker, and 4s. from Mr. T. Hyatt as contribu-
tions towards the cost of fitting and furnishing the new offices.

~ Mr. W. J. CoLviLLe has been lecturing in Daulby Hall,
Liverpool, every evening for the past fortnight. On Sunday
next, 2oth inst., he speaks there at 3 and 7 p.m. Kvening
subject, ‘The Sorrows and Joys of Satan.” Closing lecture,
‘Monday, 26th, 8 p.m.
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AFTER DEATH, WHAT ?

Some time ago, we received from Chicago a copy of
‘The Chicago Tribune,’ containing answers to a series of
questions concerning A Future Life. We put it aside for
consideration, but we have only just overtaken it ; and now
it occurs to us that we have been ‘keeping the good wine
until now.” But it is all so good, that it is as good now as
ever, and it will be good for many a year.

‘The Tribune ’ says :—

After death, what ? Does the soul enter at once upon its
permanent future state, or is there a sort of ante-chamber to
the worlds beyond the grave, where the departed spirits await
the day of judgment? Or does the soul enter at death upon a
dreamless sleep that only ends upon the resurrection morn ?
Having attained the condition that is to last throughout
eternity, what will be the occupations, if any, of the soul, and
what will constitute the bliss that mankind, since the beginning
of the world, has believed will be the lot of the righteous ? And
on the other hand, what will be the nature of the punishment
to be meted out to the wicked ?

* The Sunday Tribune’has prepared three questions covering
this subject, which have been propounded to a number of the
leading ministers of the city. Most of them have answered at
length. It may beinteresting to compare the answers with the
ideas of men who lived a hundred years ago, as recorded in
books. Not one has been found in the city to express the
belief in literal hell fire for the wicked or literal crowns and
harps for the righteous.

The questions on which the ministers were asked to give
their views were :—

1. What becomes of the soul immediately after death ?
2. What constitutes the joys of heaven ?
3. What constitutes the punishment of hell ?

We give extracts from most of the answers,

Dr. H. W. Thomas, of the People’s Church :—

We may reasonably suppose that going out of the body makes
no change in the soul. Self-consciousness is not affected ; memory,
reason, love, are the same. And we must suppose the real
being has the form it had on earth—a spiritual body, and what
corresponds to sight, hearing and speech in this world. There
is no reason to believe the body will ever rise again, The spirit
has its own body. Death is resurrection, rising, standing up
in the new life. The early Christians lived in a vivid realisation
of the life to come ; through the Dark and Middle Ages the faith
remained. The world beyond was just as real to Dante as the
world that is. The Church prayed for the dead as well as for
the living. It was the abuse of Masses for the dead that led
to the revolt of the sixteenth century, and finally to the denial
that prayer could avail for the dead on the ground that the
benefits of the atonement were limited to this life. Henoce
Protestants will pray for the dying, but when they cease to
breathe would think it not only useless but wrong to pray for
the soul. The result is that a great gulf has come to lio between
the living and the dead. This is an injury both to faith and
feeling. It is wrong both to those who are alive and to those
who have died. It causes a great blank or sense of separation
between the two worlds. It limits the love of God for mnany
souls to time ; beyond death only His wrath is poured out upon
lost souls. It is hard to keep alive a great loving faith in God
and yet believe that He is tormenting and will for ever torment
those who are near and dear to fathers and mothers on earth.
I am not advocating prayers for the dead, but I do not see why
prayers for the dead should not avail as much as prayers for
the living. We should think of our dead, not as in their graves,
not as dead, but as consciously living in the world of spirits,
not as far away, but as often near, walking by our side, sharing
in our sorrows and joys, helping us in life’s journey and work,
and waiting to meet and welcome us at the beautiful gates.

Everywhere is heaven to the good ; everywhere is hell to
the bad. Quality, character, is the determinative factor of
happiness or misery. Souls going from our world who have
lived only for sense gratification enter the outer world poor and
unhappy. Our age of mercy revolts at the cruelties inflicted
upon the dumb world, and rises up against the fact that a
thoughtless, erring girl in a school of reform should be chained
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SCIENCE AND DOGMATIC SPIRITUALISM.
JOHN BROWN, KANSAS AND HARPER'S FERRY.

A FRAGMENT OF AUTOBIOGRAPHY.

The author of ‘ Novum Organum,’ the Divine man, despite
his enemies and detractors, was the first to teach his fellow-man
the way to think: ‘Facts first, then theory.’” And. seeing
that no generation lives for ever, and that the field of facts is
a constantly enlarging one, Bacon’s inductive method is not a
hotchpotch of ¢ hypotheses upon hypotheses.’

In the one word, *Science,” we have to-day all the absolute
knowledge the world posscsses ; a compendious word, truly,
for it stands likewise for that marvellous trausfiguration of the
human mind which has revolutionised, is revolutionising, and
must continue to revolutionise all huwan affairs until this poor
earth of ours shall some day bear upon its face a race of beings
worthy to be called the images and sons of God.

While, however, the ¢ hypotheses upon hypotheses’ allega-
tion of ¢ Old Investigator ' is too sweeping, it cannot be denied
that the attitude of Science towards Spiritualism has been
sufficiently provocative to warrant much that is said in the
article on ¢ Testing Mediums.” The Science eye indubitably is
somewhat awry by reason of floating ¢ motes’; but what about
the ‘beam’ in the eye of Spiritualism? The toleration by
Spiritualists the world over of the juggling instrumentalities
by means of which spiritualistic bummers are enabled to turn a
worthy cause to their own base ends, while making it the
laughing-stock of common-sense and a butt for the vulgar, is
beyond the pen-power of even the most caustic critic. The
‘ cheek ’ of these modern gullers must measure acres in compari-
son with old Rome’s augurs, and the breadth of their grins
when they meet ‘in the street’ should be a sight to behold.

*Orthodox Science’ has the right, and orthodox common-
sense also, to challenge any and all alleged *facts’ which are
produced under conditions favouring fraud ; not only so, but
to roundly assert as ‘ against the laws of Nature’ with respect
to some of them their utter impossibility. But nevertheless, it
18 to be conceded that an ass, whether Balaam’s or some other
ass, may open his mouth and speak without going ¢contrary to
Nature.” Even this, however, furnishes no warrant for believing
either that Joshua cver undertook to interfere with the proper
functions of our sun and moon, or that herbaceous geysers
were ever known to burst forth from ‘a hole in the centre of
the table’ in any ordinary sanitarium.

Just imagine fruits, flowers and vegetables, mellow peaches,
tiger lilies and red herring, cabbages, sauer-kraut and pickled
onions, tripe, bunched turnips and ox-tail soup, carcots, new-
laid eggsand little-neck clams, moss roses and blue-point oysters,
with water melons as big as bushel baskets and pumpkins the size
of barrels, all spouting up out of ‘a hole in the centre of the
table’ no larger than a sixpenny piece ! In the famous Henry
Ward Beecher trial some years ago, as reported in the daily
journals of the period, Oliver Johnson, one of the witnesses and
a noted Anti-Sluvery journalist, was credited with the follow-
ing :—Question : ‘ Are you a Spiritualist 2’ Answer: ‘Yes, I
am ; but I don’t make a (big D) fool of myself !’ Pointed but
profane. The point I endorse.

Nature’s marvels exact no credulity from man. ¢That which
is spirit, is spirit.” Spirit phenomena suggest spirit substance ;
spirit substance implies spirit eyes to cognise it. Man—the
Ego—is a spirit soul ; the spirit soul is the spirit man, and the
spirit man has spirit senses to deal with spirit substances, as the
natural man has material senses to deal with material substances.

SECOND SIGIHT.

A distance of some four thousand miles separated my father
from me. I did not know that he was ill. I was not thinking
of him ; it was about three o’clock in the afternoon, my wife
sitting near me ; we were conversing on ordinary topics ; sud-
denly, at a distance of from twelve to fifteen feet, distinctly
seen against the back of an open fireplace, appeared what
scemed to be a piece torn from a newspaper ; the heading,
‘ Deatus,’ a lot of blurred names,then in bold letters, * BENJAMIN
Hyarr,” then more blurred names; and then all vanished.
‘ Father is dead ’ I said to my companion, describing what I had
seen ; adding, ‘I shall now get a newspaper, but it won’t be the
“‘ Tribune,” for it was not *‘* Tribune ” type.” And so it fell out.
A newspaper canie, and its type corresponded with the phantom
print that had been shown me. ¢ Materialisation’ gets no hold
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here, for my natural eyes for such print could not see fifteen
inches. The substance presented answered to the eyes which
saw ; spirit substance and spirit eyes.

JOHN BrowN: HARPER'S FERRY AND WASHINGTON GGAOL.
TaE ProrHETIC VOICE.

I know what spirit sight is ; I know what spirit touch is;
and well do I know what spirit voices are—some admonishing,
some instructing, some warning, and other some prophetic ;
such was that of the Black Friday, mentioned in my last. But
by far the most impressive one, that which previsioned the
downfall of American slavery. It came to me at miduight, and
in a prison cell. The nasters of black slaves had mastered the
nation. Their power was supreme. Whom they would they put
up, and whom they would they cast down. The craft and the
commerce of the North bowed before them ; its manhood was
abased ; servility, subserviency, truckling and truculency
saturated all the Northern air with a malignancy more deadly
than miasmatic poison. The encroachments of the slave-power
were steady and persistent ; not the territories only, but the
soil of the free States was menaced ; the South was agitating
for right to their chattels during temporary sojourn in the free
States, and their northern sycophants stood ready to engineer
through State Legislatures the proper preliminaries to this end,
and there were voters enough of the right stripe to ensure suc-
cess—an entering wedge for slavery throughout the Union ; and,
but for Kansas, her self-denying emigrants for freedom’s sake,
her sacrifices, her splendid courage, and her HHeaven-sent John
Brown, the world might long ere this have been confronted by
a slave despotism the most colossal in the history of mankind.
Kansas at that hour was the pivot on which turned, not alone
its own and its country’s destiny, but in a measure the welfare
of the world and the onward march of its civilisation.

John Brown was ¢the sword of the Lord and of Gideon,’ in
that day, to Freedom’s Israel in Kansas, and the fame of the
grim warrior, whose words were deeds, spread far and wide.
Southern chivalry came slowly but surely to an appreciation of
the stuff he was made of. His appearance in Virginia frightened
them. *You never saw in all your life a worse scared set of
fellows than they were,’ said one to me, who trained with them.
They knew him as Ossawatamie Brown, who, with his twenty-
two men, would, but for want of ammunition, have put to rout
Missouri’s four hundred ruftians, as, with his nine men, he made
prisoners of Clay Pate and his thirty-two braves. John and
his men fought the battle of Black Jack in the open ; Pate and
his men skulked behind a breastwork, one section of which was
made out of a poor old Methodist minister whom they took
prisoner by the roadside and compelled to lie down on the grass
while they fired from behind him. He told me the story, and how
he said to God in his silently-uttered prayer: * Never mind me,
O Lord, but do malke John's bullets hit right and tell every time!’

John Brown and Harper’s Ferry, under the manipulation ot
Senator Mason’s committee, occasioned my thirteen and a-half
weoks’ imprisonment in Washington Gaol. I could have avoided
the incarceration by simply answering to the Committee that I
had no knowledge whatever of the matter until it became
public. But the power exercised by the Senate was a usurpa-
tion, and for this reason I resisted it.

When, on the first day of my ncw experience of life, the
footfalls of my last departing friend had died away, as the
shades of evening were deepening into night, and I found
myself quite alone—grated windows and speechless walls
around me—the warm and living world outside—there came a
moment of weakness and sense of a solitude unknown to me
before. But it was momentary only : for, as the one silent tear
was falling, there fell from Heaven, in clear and distinct utter-
ance, ‘Stand thou still and see the salvation of God !’—-and I
stood still ; and days and nights passed on ; and then another
voice, a midnight voice ; none like it had been heard by me
before, and none like it since. There was in it a tone for which
human language has no words; the mightiest imagination
no imagery. It was passionless yet tender—rich, deep, and
profound. It filled my soul. It seemed to come from and be a
part of the eternal spaces, and to arise from out of depths that
were infinite—soft, solemn, sweet and compassionate ; six words
only : ¢ God will avenge yoi, my child !’ And then all again was
midnight silence ; and I wondered what it meant. Our coming
civil war I could not dream of : the downfall of slavery an
impossible conception. But when, later on, Captain Wilkes
appeared upon the scene, and Confederate Commissioners









