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any recounting of those hore, but T must venture to say that
those experiences, beginning simultaneously with her death,
continued through all my summer wanderings—in London,
Paris, through the Alps to Vienna and Budapest, in Italy —
everywhere ; and on my return to Boston I at once sought Dr.
Hodgson to communicate something of all this to him. The story
enlisted his kind and generous interest, and as soon as possible
he arranged for me to again have a sitting with Mrs. Piper, who
can now only be approached under the auspices of the society
under the judgment of Dr. Hodgson. On October 24th, last
autumn, I had this first sitting (since 1889), and found that
Mrs. Piper had developed into a writing medium of a most re-
markable quality. In the deep trance, her own personality
seems utterly effaced, and her right hand, under the control of
the spirit communicating, records the message. On this occa-
sion the hand wrote at once ;—*I am Kate Field '—a most char-
acteristically direct expression. There were 200 pages written
that morning, aud the details and circumstances rendered it as
inevitably certain that this message was from my beloved
friend as any letter that I ever received from her during her
life here. Since then I have had, in all, ten sittings with Mrs.
Piper, the latest one being on June 5th last month, To tell the
story of these sittings, with the corroborative details, would re-
(quire hundreds, yes, thousands of pages ; yet, to tell the entire
story, and summon living witnesses who could corroborate and
support all the testimony before any fair-minded,intelligent jury,
would be to receive a verdict of its unmistakable authenticity as
coming from the person it purports to come from—Kate Field.
Neither the truth of thought-transference, of double personality,
of anything that so often does account for apparent com-
munication from the other world, could meet this case and
account for the communication on any conceivable theory, save
that Kate Field was present and was writing to me through the
hand of Mrs. Piper. More than this T cannot here say, but I
feel surec I may name Dr. Hodgson as my reference in this
assertion.

A nos moutons. T asked Miss Field as to what she could see
in this physical world. As soon as I learned of her death I
began each night writing her a letter, whose open pages I laid
on table or bureau. ‘If she can read it I am so glad,’ T thought,
¢ and if she cannot, no harm is done.” So at last, when I could
have direct and visible communication with her through Mrs.
Piper, I questioned her: ¢ Can you read my letters ?’ ¢ Oh,
yes,” she wrote. ¢But can you—can the spiritual beings in
your world rcad our manuscripts or our printing here?’ I replied ;
“if you can, that is a tremendous fact. Do tell me plainly, Can
you read writing 2’ ¢ Not exactly in your sense,” she replied ;
“ but we get the idea.’

‘Does it make any difference to you—do you know tho
difference—whether I write to you, or not ?’ I said. She replied
that it did, and on two subsequent occasions (sittings), when
I had failed for a night or two to write her the usual letter, she
took the initiative and reminded me (writing through the hand
of the medium) of my neglect. Once she wrote to Dr.
Hodgson (I not being present) of how she ‘spoke’ to me in the
night when I had failed to write her ; and it was true that some-
thing wakened wme at 2 a.m , and that I rose, and, going into
my little study, turned on the eclectric light, wrote her the
customary letter, and then returned to my bedroom to fall
asleep again. ‘How do Ilook to you?’ I asked her. ‘I see
your spiritual body,’ she replicd, ‘and your physical body as a
dark shadow surrounding it.’

At another time I had taken a picture from a frame in my
room to send it (with less bulk) to Dr. Hodgson, wishing him
to examine it. At a sitting when I was not present, Miss
Field came (as she frequently did) to him, and the subject of
the picture (which was a worthless one) was introduced.
*The idea of her putting a frame on it!’ wrote Miss
Field, in derision of the picture. ‘Oh, I don’t think
she did,” replied Dr. Hodgson, who, having had it sent
him unframed, did not dream I had taken it from the frame.
¢ She has framed it,” continued Miss Field. ‘O, no, I think
not,” returned Dr. Hodgson. ¢ Well, it looks to me like a frame,
anyway,” rejoined Miss Ifield ; and quite to Dr. Hodgson’s
surprise, I confirmed to him her statement of the frame. The
picture was ome that I acquired several months after he
death, so that her impression was no persistence of memory.
Does not that seem, then, to eonfirtn the theory that those in
the ethereal world do see objects in this world ? Still, Miss
Ficld may have seen this by sorae mugnetism of my own mind,

which is in the most constant and unremitting rapport with
her ; and thus support the conviction of Dr. Hodgson (and other
scientists for aught I know) that objects here are only dis-
cernible to those in the ethereal world by virtue of some medium-
istic aura. The question is to me one of intense interest ; and,
if I have trespassed unduly upon your space and time, my
apology must be my earnest entreaty for further illumination on
the problem : and where would one turn for illumination but
to * LicaTr’?
The Brunswick, Boston, U.S.A. LiniaNn WHITING.
July 8th, 1897.

THROUGH MATTER TO SPIRIT.

Bt Everyy H. WALKER.

From the material to the spiritual, from the seen to the
unseen, from the things that pass to the things that endure, it is
a long and toilsome journey. It fills one’s heart with a great
pity and a great reverence to sce the longline of weary climbers
toiling up that endless spiral, why they know not, whither they
can but dream. 1f they could see but once the heights on which
the sunlight rests, and even fancy that their path led upward, it
would not be so hard. But their way lies through the shadows
and the mists, and, though there is much climbing, the road
winds down as well as up, and sometimes the place where one
must stop is lower than the beginning. Now and then one gifted
with a rarer vision or a truer insight catches a glimpse from
above, or from within, that lightens his load and sends him sing-
ing on his way. DBut most know that, blindfold, they have
found themselves upon the road that seems to lead nowhither,
and they have no choice but to toil on. Sometimes, too, they
must fight, and in the dark, not knowing whether they are
wounding foe or friend. It is hard for a man to die in battle,
doubting if he have fought on the right side : but it is the way
with many.

From the days of Paul, who complained that the natural man
warred against the spiritual man, to Simon Stylites on his tower,
and again down to the pietist of to-day, who fasts to subjugate
his unruly passions, it has been assumed that matter and spirit
are at variance with each other, thus making a dual universe, and
in the name of logic requiring a dual God, or an inconsistent
one, for its creation and ruling. We know something of the
correlation of forces. We feel the harmony of the universe. It
is impious to attribute to the great intellect that moves the
universe such short-sightedness as to create a spirit for man in
its own image and clothe it in a body so constituted as to thwart
and rob it of its high destiny. If the soul of man is divine, the
body must have its high uses too. If unequal to its task, it is
because it is not yet adapted to its destiny. To fit it for those
high uses, by training it to be the competent servant of spirit,
this, I think, is moving from the material to the spiritual plane.
If matter, then, like spirit, is divine, we shall not rise by ignor-
ing but by using and respecting it.

When we have mastered the material universe by putting our-
selves in harmony with its methods,we shall be free to learn and
heed the laws of spirit. Then we shall fulfil the promise of
those isolated marvels called the miracles of the first and tho
ninetcenth centuries, which are miracles indeed, but not more
than walking or sleeping, or living or dying. Then we shall
come into our majority and rule the earth, our joint inheritance.
In the way of evolution the time must come when obedicnce to
the laws of hygiene shall be as spontaneous as breathing, and
the hereditary effects of their viclation will, after time enough,
disappear. Then, when one is ill, he will know th at he ought
to be ashamed of it ; and instead of vaunting his exploits in the
way of measles and carbuncles, backaches and fevers, —for it is
not alone in Drumtochty, in the ‘Days of Auld Lang Syne,’
that we are ‘lifted’ by such experiences,—he will hide them,
as he now seeks to hide poverty or dirt, and so cease to propagate
them by mental suggestion in social conversation. The germ
theory of disease ? Yes. Microbes? Yes. Bacteria ? Yes. Let
us not dare deny their existence or their power. But there are
microbes that infest the mind, bacteria that prey upon the spirit,
and their ways are more subtle, their depredations more
alarming, than are those of the creatures revealed by the
microscope.

The age to come, say some, will be a psychic age. Yes, and
let us speed it on. But let us not coase to think God's thoughts
after Ilim as we study and comprehend more and more of
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this marvellous material expression of power found in the rocks
and living things of this our home. May we learn more and
more of the ways of matter, that we may more and more direct
and control. This planet is ours by right of divine inheritance.
But we must grow into our majority before we come into our
estate.

A PARABLE FOR THE TIMES.

THE IMAGE OF THE KING.

I saw a great plain whereon a number of people were con-
gregated, and I watched to see what they were doing, as they
cagerly pressed towards one object which stood before them,
high above their heads. Kach one carried a censer, which was
constantly waved as the hymns were chantcd. Close before
the mysterious object was gathered an army of priests who
seemed to worship, offering sacrifices and burning incense. So
thick was the cloud formed by the incense and the smoke from
the altar that the object itself was hidden from view. But
evermore the priests shouted, ¢ Worship the King.” Then the
people waved their censers and cried, ¢ We worship the King !’

Then there came a poor woman, having no censer ; and she
seemed to wish to join the worshipers. Shading her eyes with
her hands, she eagerly peered before her, trying to discern the
object of their worship. Then, with an exceedingly bitter cry,
she wept and cried aloud, and cried again, ‘I cannot see the
King ! T cannot see the King !’

And those about her bade her be silent, saying she ‘hindered
the worship.” Then the woman was silent, murmuring only to
herself (while bitter tears rolled down her face), ‘I cannot see
the King | ah, woe is me, I cannot see the King !’

Then came one and touched her on the shoulder, saying
*Follow me’; and sho turned and followed. Now, their way
lay through a dark forest, and the night came down upon her.
She saw not her guide, but only heard the sound of his foot.
steps before her in the darkness. Often her feet were cut and
bruised by the obstacles in the way, and she became very faint
and tired. Darker grew the night, and heavier grew her heart ;
but still she struggled on, only sometimes murmuring, ¢ Shall I
ever see the King? Shall I ever see the King ?’ Then there
fell a voice from heaven : ¢ Fear not ; thine eyes shall see.’

Morning dawned, and she stood before a summer house in
the heart of the forest, and One stood by the door clothed in
white, who seemed to be a great captain. And when the
woman saw him she looked upon his face, and almost thought
she saw the King himself, so glorious and beautiful was that
face to look upon. But he took her by the hand and said,
¢ Sister, come in and rest awhile ; for thou art very weary.’
Then he took her in, and, seating her at a table, bade her eat
and drink. And she did as he bade her and became rested and
refreshed. Then she started up and cried, ‘I must go, for I
want to see the King.” But the Captain said, ¢ There is no need
that thou shouldest hurry, the King will wait for thee ; but look
thou in the mirror which I shall presently show thee, and thou
shalt see His face ; but, to see Him, thou must wait.’

Then he held the mirror where the rays of the sun fell upon
it ; and she, looking in, saw (as in a vision) the face of the King,
more glorious than words can tell. Which, when she had seen,
the woman cried, with an exceeding great joy, ‘ My King | my
King !’

Then the Captain said, ‘Now, thou hast seen His face, I
have also a message for thee, even from the King himself ; but
first come with me, and I will show thee that which shall
surprise thee.’

Then he led her forth to the top of a mountain, and she saw
the priests and the people still worshiping round their idol.
Butlo ! as she looked, she saw it was only an image which some
one had dressed as a King in kingly robes; and had placed a
crown upou its head, and a sceptre in its hand. And still the
priests pointed to the image, and cried,* Worship the King !
worship the King !’

The woman turned and looked upon the Captain, and saw
that a great sadness covered his face ; and he said, ‘ Not yet know
they the King : not yet.’

Then he turned and gave her a scroll upon which were
written words of gold : ‘Go ye to the lost sheep, and fulfil ye
my joy. Wait patiently also for Him, and He shall give thee
thy heart’s desire.’

LIGHT.
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And the Captain said,‘ Canst thou wait ?’ and she answered,
‘Yea, master.” Then said he, ‘Canst thou bear pain and
disappointment, misunderstanding and reviling ?' And the
light from his eyes reflected in hers as she answered, *Yea,
master, I can.’

Then he said, * Go, and God be with thee.’

And the woman went. Many days after I saw her in the
outskirts of the crowd. There she found other women like
herself, who wept and cried, ¢ We cannot see the King; we
cannot see the King.” And she longed to lead them to that
sweet summer house in the heart of the forest, there to meet
the Captain, that they too might see the face of the King in
the mirror and be comforted.

On she toiled, sometimes rejoicing but often sorrowing, for.
though she led some, she could not persuade them all as she
wished, and some fell by the way, and some turned back, while
others laughed at her for her pains.

And the people were angry, and said, ‘ Leave them alone,
that they may have censers as we have.’

But she bere with them patiently ; and often at evening,
when the sun was setting, she lifted her eyes to the glowing
sky, saying, ¢ Soon shall we see the King.’

And still she toiled patiently on, till one day she was
missed and I saw her no more: and one said, ‘Perchance,
she has even now gone to see the King.’ A B

A ‘LAYMAN'S’ FAITH.

We have to thank * Unity,” an American paper, for the
following admirable Confession of Faith by a ‘layman’ :—

I believe that religion is a revelation from God to man, coming
through the unfolding of human faculties. It has been limited to
no one age or race. It is limited in the case of each individual
by his own capacity to receive it. I believe that this revelation
comes through reason and conscience and all human experience.

I believe in the inspiration of the Scriptures and of many
other books, and the best evidence of their inspiration is that
they inspire the readers of them.

I believe that this stupendous universe, with its countless
millions of suns and systems of worlds, is a unit under one
system of immutable laws. I believe that this same universe
is governed by a system of spiritual laws under infinite love,
and these laws are all convertible into one. I believe that
immutable law and infinite love are one ;—God.

I believe that man is a development under this two in one
principle-—God—and is a finite type of God.

I believe that society is a unit ; the highest good of each
individual being the highest good of all.

I believe that religion is a unit in origin, having its origin in
man’s consciousness of powers above himself and a desire to
establish better relations with those powers.

I believe that science and religion are a unit, the mission of
science being to reveal truth, and of religion to embrace and
practise truth so revealed.

I believe that all Bibles are a unit in origin, all being a
record of man'’s religious experience and growth in his struggle
to get nearer to God ; that all began as literature, and grew
sacred with the ages ; that all are valuable, though not equally
so ; and I try to believe that they are but parts of one world-
Bible now in the making, in which the truths of each shall live
for ever because of the eternal life which is in them, and in
which the errors of each shall die a natural death for want of
nutriment.

I believe that true religion and true ethics are a unit, and
may be expressed in a single sentence :—Have a soul full of love,
and act naturally. I believe that Jesus of Nazareth was the
highest religious teacher that has yet appeared. I believe that
he saw infinite love in all things, even in human suffering ; yea,
more, in the suffering of so insignificant a creature as a sparrow
or a worm. I believe that he felt in his inmost soul that he was
one with God, and taught that to be one with God we must be
like God in unfeigned love for all, both the evil and the good,
and especially our neighbour (that is, one having a want in our
power to supply).

I believe that God’s natural laws are founded in righteous-
ness, and work out man’s highest possible good.

I believe that human suffering is indispensable to human
development, and therefore reconcilable with the thought of
infinite knowledge, love and power.










