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NOTES BY THE WAY.

We are inclined to think that far too much mystery is 
associated with * the sub-conscious self/ which always seems 
to resolve itself, after all, into an ill-observed and ill- 
remembered part of the one and only self, or the ill observed 
and ill-remembered stores of the selfhood. This opinion has 
been strongly confirmed by the reading of Dr. Louis Wald- 
stein’s lately published book on ‘The Sub-conscious Self and 
its relation to Education and Health ’ (London: Grant 
Richards). The subconscious self, as Dr. Wald stein sets it 
forth, does not suggest to us what it suggests to him. It 
rather suggests the only self, the real spirit-self whose 
material instruments are imperfect. This may be regarded 
as a distinction without a difference. We do not think so. 
It is akin to the old difference between regarding reason, 
imagination, will and conscience as separate faculties, and 
recognising in them only the action of a spirit-self on 
different planes, or in connection with different moral and 
intellectual objects.

We are, however, perfectly ready to grant that this 
spirit-self, so little understood and so poorly self-possessed, 
is continually receiving creative and moulding impressions 
which work irrespective of attention or comprehension. 
But that is a very familiar old bit of knowledge, and hardly 
calls for a new vocabulary. Still, such books as this can 
hardly fail to be useful, as they strenuously work in the 
direction of the fine old mandate ; ‘Man, know thyself!’

The current number of ‘The Literary Guide/ a rather 
iconoclastic but mightily smart monthly, contains an enter­
taining Literary chat ’ with Mr. Swan Sonnenschein, in 
the course of which Mr. Geldart is mentioned, ‘ in some 
respects one of the most scholarly men I have ever met/ 
‘ What became of his Church ? ’ asks the interviewer. 
Here is the reply, and a bit of the subsequent dialogue :—

Page Hopps now fills the pulpit : instead of drifting into 
Socialism, he has drifted into Spiritualism. It is really strange 
how many gifted men lapse into such abnormal enthusiasms. 
Have you ever noticed what class of men often take to Spirit­
ualism, and the like ?

I cannot say.
Well, men of a mathematical or scientific turn—such as De 

Morgan, Romanes, Crookes, Alfred Russel Wallace. Curiously 
enough, the philologists do not go that way.

And the Psychical Research Society ? I said inquiringly.
It is composed, said Mr. Sonnenschein, nonchalantly, of 

people who, although they profess to investigate phenomena 
from an impartial standpoint, really take up a semi-apologetic 
position.

Were you serious in speaking of the philologists as com­
paratively free from the tendency to go off into crazes ?

Quite. My opinion is that, to obviate the danger of such 
mental delusions, there is no better agency than a classical 
education.

And not scientific ? cried I, in amazement at the heresy.
No. I believe in the intellectual discipline of the classics. 

I bring up my own boy and girl on little else but Greek and 
Latin.

And then Mr. Sonnenschein goes on to talk of ‘ the 
narrow basis of physical science.’ What a topsy-turvy 
world it is ! Men of facts believe our testimony : men of 
words hold aloof : and Mr. Sonnenschein thinks that is 
almost conclusive against us. Poor facts ! Poor Science ! 
Poor ‘gifted men’ who study things instead of words! 
But how comical it sounds ! And then, only think of it ! 
the way to be free from ‘crazes’ and to ward off Spiritual­
ism, is to be stutied with Latin and Greek.

An anonymous author is sending forth a series of 
vigorous papers entitled ‘ Teachings. The Order of the 
Temple.’ No. 7, ‘ Concerning Discontent, Suicide and 
Death/ though fanciful here and there, is full of good things. 
A reference to Spiritualism contains both a congratulation 
and a warning. Referring to the ancient Christian hope 
that the last enemy, Death, will be destroyed, the writer 
says :—

We have only to look around us to see how surely, though 
gradually, this is being accomplished. Is there the same shrink­
ing from, and fear of, Death that there used to be twenty years 
ago? Look at the change as regards funerals—light, and flowers, 
and music now are associated with the Departed instead of the 
grim and gloomy accompaniments of former years.

Spiritualism has been one of the great Forces used by the 
Almighty to work this change. It is true that, like all other 
wonderful gifts, it has been sadly abused, and many mischievous 
and unholy spirits have taken advantage of the half-opened door, 
to mislead and misinform those who are foolish enough to play 
with Great Truths, and Holy Mysteries, which should only be 
approached in a humble, reverent spirit (if we persistently live 
on the earth plane we cannot expect to have the Higher Spheres 
open to us) ; and people who trifle and play with Spiritualism 
merely to satisfy curiosity, have often done themselves great 
harm, and have brought contempt and ridicule on the Cause 
they profess to uphold ; but, in spite of all that, Spiritualism, 
of the best kind, has often proved a great and unspeakable 
blessing to those who have inquired into it in an earnest and 
devout spirit, not only by convincing them once for all of the 
existence and reality of the Unseen World, but also by taking 
away the sense of separation, and the natural dread of Death.

Man is slow in putting away altogether the fear of the last 
change (that is why, I imagine, it is called the ‘ last enemy ’), 
and they will only be freed from it as they enter fully into the 
teaching of the New Era.

The time is rapidly approaching when our cemeteries will be 
looked upon very much as we look upon receptacles for cast-off 
clothes, for the individuals who wore those garments of the 
flesh will be with us, and among us often, visibly and tangibly.

We would only improve that by predicting that the time 
is approaching when such a horror as a Cemetery for cast-off 
bodies will be unknown.

Mr. W. J. Colville’s ‘ Old and New Psychology ’ 
(Boston : Occult Publishing Company) is, for the most
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part, a compilation from reports of twenty-four lectures 
delivered by him in the great cities of the United States; 
the whole forming a readable work, supplying much food 
for thought. Mr. Colville chiefly dwells upon the practical 
subjects of Telepathy and the Methods and Uses of Mental 
Suggestion ; and here he is thoroughly at home, and reveals 
a ripened experience where so many are apt to be hasty 
and crude. One of Mr. Colville’s merits is—simplicity.

What an immense amount of Spiritualism there is in 
the world which does not go by that name ! Here, for 
instance, .s ‘The Brentwood Church Magazine’for Novem­
ber, with a note on ‘ All Saints’ Day ’ which might have 
been written for a Spiritual Lyceum, but minus ‘ the 
Altar —

Sunday, October 31st, is the Eve which will be marked by 
a Festival Service, and Monday is the Festival. We have been 
thinking all the year before of the greater Saints ; to-day brings 
us to our own, the saints unknown to men perhaps, but known 
to God, who bloomed like violets in the shade of many a 
cottage home, shedding the fragrance of a holy life around, to 
brighten and bless it.

The dear little children, the pious son, the dutiful and 
affectionate daughter, who adorned their religion, and sanctified 
their labour, whom God loved, and took to Himself, but left in 
many a heart a wound and a sorrow never to be quite healed in 
this world.

We may think of our own blessed dead to-day. What shall 
we do for them ? We still love them : we may put flowers on 
their graves : they will know we have not forgotten them. 
More than that, we may go to God’s House and remember 
them. It is at the Altar we pray ‘ We bless Thy Holy Name 
for all Thy servants departed this life in Thy faith and fear, 
beseeching Thee that with them, we may be partakers of Thy 
heavenly kingdom.’ It is there we have happy intercourse with 
them.

‘ Saints departed even thus
Hold communion still with us.*

Who will not go to the Altar therefore on All Saints’ Day at 
half-past seven to say a prayer for the dear one gone ; or on 
Tuesday, which is All Souls’ Day, at the same time to ask some 
blessing for rhe poor dead who have no one in this world to say 
for their souls, * May they rest in peace ! ’

‘The German Nature-cure, and how to practise it by 
J. Aidall (London : Nichols and Co., Oxford-street), is a 
very useful book, not to be implicitly followed in all its 
teachings and directions, but full of practical suggestions 
concerning massage, bathing, calisthenics, diet, magnetic 
treatment, &c. The almost fatal defect of the book is the 
absence of an Index.

If 1 The Daily Chronicle ’ would only be a little less 
conscious of its infallibility ! —and, may we dare whisper 
it ? a little more just! As it is, there is a danger of its 
hardening into a conglomerate of cock sure prejudices : as 
witness its late notices of Mr. Podmore’s ‘ Studies in 
Psychical Research ’ and Mr. Stead’s ‘ Real Ghost Stories *:  
the latter, especially, positively reeking with animus and 
uncritical contempt. The two notices appear on one page, 
and it is plain to any one that, apart from any other con­
siderations, the measure of commendation awarded to the 
one is simply determined by the measure of Mr. Podmore’s 
scepticism, while the torrent of scorn poured upon the 
other is simply the product of Mr. Stead’s belief. This is 
not criticism ; it is crude prejudice : it is not reviewing; it 
is the sacrifice of burnt offerings.

An evidently interesting subject was lately to the front 
in Bruton-street, when between seventy and eighty 
responded to the kind invitation of a member of the Pioneer 
Club, Miss Campbell Lang, to a reception in aid of the 
Maternity Society of England. Refreshments having been 
offered, Lady Elizabeth Cust, by her gracious presence in 

the chair, gave the work of the society the help of her 
approval. Mrs. Isabel Heaney, in a touching address, 
brought home to the minds of her audience the personal 
need she felt for judiciously managed maternity homes, 
and Dr. Oldfield ably set forth the aims and objects of the 
scheme. Several joined the society as members, practical 
monetary sympathy was given, and the proceedings ter­
minated by unanimous votes of thanks to the kindly 
hostess, and to all who had contributed on the occasion to 
the furtherance of this admirable project for the better­
ment of humanity. Information may be obtained from 
the Hon. Secs., 6, Southampton-street, Strand, W.C.

Yet another ‘ psychological ’ novel has come to hand— 
‘Unknown to Herself,’ by Laurie Lansfeldt (London: 
James Clarke and Co.). But of this we have little, if any­
thing, to say in the way of protest against extravagant 
situations dependent upon the supposition of sheer impos­
sibilities. A charming young lady, under the hypnotic 
influence of a designing villain, is married to him at a 
registrar’s office, quite ‘unknown to herself? Very im­
probable, no doubt, but not altogether impossible, if some 
of the stories of the French Hypnotic Schools are to be 
credited. Anyhow the authoress, opening her narrative 
with this strange incident, makes it the starting point of a 
very clever and very interesting plot, resulting in the young 
lady’s escape from the toils of the deceiver, and a happy 
union with one who wins and is worthy of her love. 
Altogether a good story and a pure one.

[PRELIMINARY ANNOUNCEMENT.]

THE

INTERNATIONAL CONGRESS
OF

SPIRITUALISTS,
AND OTHERS INTERESTED IN PSYCHICAL SCIENCE.

London Spiritualist Alliance, Ltd.,
110, St. Martin’s Lane, London, W.C.

November, 1897,
The Congress will be held in London in 1898, from June 

19th to 24th inclusive. All the Meetings will be held in the 
various rooms of the St. James’s Hall, Regent-street.

PROVISIONAL PROGRAMME:—
Sunday, June 19th.—A RELIGIOUS SERVICE in the 

Banqueting Hall, at 7 p.m., conducted by the Rev. J. 
Page Hopps.

Monday, June 20th.—RECEPTION at the Offices of the 
Alliance, as above, where a Register of names and addresses 
will be kept.

Tuesday, Wednesday, & Thursday, June 21st, 22nd^ & 23rd. 
TWO SESSIONS each day, from 2.30 to 5 p.m.f and from 
7 to 10 p.m. Addresses on subjects of vital importance 
will be given and discussion invited.

Friday, June 24th.-A GRAND CONVERSAZIONE in the 
Large Hall, at 7 p.m.

Editors of Newspapers and Magazines, and other friends, 
are respectfully requested to make the above arrangements 
known as widely as possible.

Spiritualists everywhere are invited to co-operate, to insure 
well-attended, animated, and useful meetings.

Further particulars will be announced in due course. In the 
meantime, all inquiries should be addressed to the undersigned 
at the Office of the Alliance, 110, St. Martin’s-lane, London, W.C.

E. Dawson Rogers, President,

London (Elephant and Castle).—‘ Light ’ is kept on sale 
by Mr. Wirbatg, 18, New Kent-road, S.E.
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THE SENSE OF INNER COMPANIONSHIP.

An Address Delivered by Mr. F. W. Thurstan, M.A., at a 
Meeting of the London Spiritualist Alliance, in 
the French Drawing Room, St. James’s Hall, on 
Friday Evening, the 12th inst. ; Mr. E. Dawson 
Rogers, the President of the Alliance, in the Chair.

Mr. President, ladies, and gentlemen,—I am going to ask 
you to consider with me to-night whether there is not a new 
sense beginning to arise on the horizon of the consciousness of 
us poor ever-struggling, yet ever-developing, material beings of 
this earth plane—a sense which may be partly defined as the 
Sense of Inner Companionship.

By the term sense, I mean an up-spring and outflow of a set 
of feelings and sensations from special brain centres, through 
special networks of nerve filaments, creating eventually special 
organs for the inflow of impressions that gratify it and the re­
acting outflow of expressions of feelings too full within —a sense 
similar to those other more manifested senses which mankind 
has laboriously developed or evolved, step by step, grade after 
grade, as old environments grew too small or passed away, and 
new surroundings and vistas and paths opened out—from those 
of the lowest grade, which man acquired as an animal, such as 
the senses of vital heat, of material presence, of light, of 
pressure, of touch, of smell and taste, of gregariousness and con­
jugality—to the higher-grade ones which he acquired more 
recently in the process of his evolution as an intellectual being, 
such as the sense of distinction of colours, and of shades of tone, 
and harmonies of such shades and notes of distinction—senses 
which some say, looking back to the records of old writers, have 
only become general property in the last two thousand years or 
so—up to the highest grade of senses now partially manifesting 
themselves among the races who have realised themselves as 
moral and political beings, senses like those of self-conscience, 
reverence, love, friendship, outer comradeship, community, 
patriotism, &c.

The Sense of Inner Companionship to which I am going to 
call your attention, is like the sense of outer companionship ; 
but it differs from it, even as this last sense differs from that 
of mere animal gregariousness, in that it is acting on a higher 
grade or plane and arises from an extension of the environment 
of the consciousness. For the last half century the eyes of 
students, under the direction of great discoverers like Buckle, 
Darwin, and Herbert Spencer, have been gazing deeply into, 
and scrutinising, the ground of past evolution ; and in noting 
the steps of the acquisition of man's senses and organs have 
discovered many interesting facts and laws. To begin with, 
there is the fact that each new acquisition of a sense is con­
comitant with an extension of the perceptive powers and an 
addition to the space or element in which the consciousness 
realises itself—a pushing out into a new ring of environment. 
Again it may be laid down as a law that each step into a new 
environment is the result of a period of deficiency and 
decline of the old—even as each new ring of the trunk 
of an old oak follows on a period of winter chill and 
cessation of growth—in short, that the world-fhind has its 
seasons of winters and springs, of summers and autumns, of 
dawnings, full fruitage, wanings and cessations, like everything 
else that is progressing onward in cycles and orbits. Another 
point has been observed in the past. Whenever a new sense 
is being evolved in animal or human life it does not manifest 
itself universally at once, nor pleasantly at first, only in an 
individual specimen or forerunner here and there, and that, not 
by choice or for pleasure's sake, but by compulsion of so-called 
accidents and with a grudging acceptance at first of the new 
strange sensations.

When the warm waters and airs of the earth’s first state 
cooled down, and some fish found itself isolated accidentally in 
shallowing seas and cooling waters, and compelled thereby to 
develop the sense of vital warmth in its blood instead of 
trusting to environment for its warmth, probably that fish did 
not like the change at first, but afterwards the sensation of 
vital heat became a pleasure and a necessity. So again, later on, 
when the waters that covered the face of the earth began to dry 
up, and some fishes found themselves isolated in small ponds 
and puddles which began to dry up, and were thus driven by 
necessity to leave their old element of water and crawl into the 
new element of atmosphere to get to another pool, they must 
have felt very uncomfortable in the new element at first, very

much like fishes out of water, and hurried to get out of it as 
quickly as possible ; but, gradually, the new senses for the new 
consciousness grew along with the new organs for the new en­
vironment, and the crawling eel became a serpent or a reptile, 
and the amphibious animal became more and more a terrestrial 
and aerial one.

Now, what I wish to maintain is that a similar period of 
storm and stress, of chilling of warm waters, and drying up of 
the old material fulness and satisfaction, is now at work on 
humanity on a higher grade of being; and that there are here 
and there some amongst us now who, like the fishes of old, are 
beginning to find the warmth of the ocean of material conscious­
ness, in which we have been disporting ourselves contentedly 
so long, growing colder and colder until at last we are forced, 
despite ourselves, and unconsciously, even unpleasantly at first, 
to develop the sense of warmth from within and not from 
without, and that sense of warmth is the feeling of inner per­
sonality, of inner psychic diffusion and vibratory activity.

Similarly, too, there are now individuals amongst us who 
are finding, as the fishes found at the next period, that even 
this element of material contentment which we supposed essen­
tial to our being as terrestrials is drying up and failing, and 
leaving us stranded, forcing us to crawl out, if we care not to 
to perish, into a new element of being, a new state of con­
sciousness, or environment—the consciousness of our psychic 
atmosphere and nature with its accompanying sense of inner 
consciousness of comradeship.

It is this proposition I wish now to develop, that there has 
lately arisen in the last century or two a period of deficiency of 
material contentment, growing rapidly more and more general 
and pronounced, and I hope thus to convince you of my evangel 
that it is but the harbinger of a new spring, when humanity 
generally will acquire this new sense which will enlarge their 
environment and give them the leafage and fruitage of a new 
contentment and fulness of consciousness, to live at first 
amphibiously in the new atmosphere or in the old, according to 
the circumstance of the moment ; afterwards, it may be, to 
develop into new species of beings who will be content to live 
entirely in the new element.

Have you noticed the fact that in our civilised communities, 
during this latter half century, there are more persons than ever 
before who are starving for want of intellectual or spiritual 
companionship, who feel within them a number of senses of high 
ideal culture, or of passionate aspiration for which they cannot 
in the present state of tilings find sufficient expression to give 
them satisfaction and contentment of soul ; who find that the 
conditions of material life can never supply food for the in­
creased demands of their nature, and who are in consequence, 
unconsciously for the most part, pushing their consciousness out 
of the material element into a new element, which perhaps F 
may rightly call the psychic, and are already finding that 
they can live in sub-conscious, if not even conscious, intercourse 
with other beings who live entirely, or like themselves partly, 
in that higher place.

For the best proof of my statement we have only to turn to 
romancers, novelists and song writers of our day. They hold a 
mirror to the inner feelings of the thousands who eagerly read 
or listen to their words ; giving voice and embodiment to the 
pathos and romance of the hidden, seething life beneath the old 
forms and crusts of social institutions.

Turn to the writers amongst the ancients, and even to those 
of the last century, and you will not discover the heartcries 
which you find in recent sentiment, growing more and more 
each year, in this Vanity Fair of ours. Some groups are long­
ing for true heart and soul companionship, yet finding it not in 
the formalities of outer intercourse, although they may be 
surrounded by companions in the material sense : parents—oh, 
the pathos of it !—finding no sympathy in their children, and 
children no sympathy in their parents, or even in their 
brothers and sisters, or school friends—living a life exter­
nally united, yet, internally, apart; hearts full of ideals 
and soul impulses flocking to cities to find true comrades, 
yet baffled still by the formalities of outer intercourse ; 
or driven by force of breadwinning and struggle for material 
existence to live in small communities where all are common­
place to them, or to go further afield and live desolate lives in 
American backwoods and prairies, in South African or Austra­
lian squatters’ huts and sheep farms, or on Asiatic out-stations 
in the midst of an alien people, externally living their lonely 
lives, yet, internally turning their minds and hearts uncon­
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the spirit. This was the aim of the Pythagorean System, and 
also of the Yoga of India. The name does not matter one iota. 
‘Christian*  scientist, ‘Pythagorean’ scientist, ‘Yoga’ 
scientist, ‘ Platonic i scientist—the goal of all is the thing itself 
—dominance of Spirit over Matter. Arthur Lovell.

88, Hillfield-road, West Hampstead, N.W.

SPIRIT IDENTITY.

- By an Old Correspondent.

About five years ago, during a séance in my house, a 
message was automatically written by a member of the family, 
a sensitive. This letter purported to emanate from Major 
L.C.S. of the ------ Highlanders. This message gave a full
record of the life history and military career of this officer, 
date and cause of death, &c., and upon careful investigation 
was found correct in every particular. In reply to a query 
put by me at the request of a friend who had been in the Army, 
and who had seen some similar messages got previously from 
other soldiers, I asked, ‘What was the nickname you bore when 
on earth among your brother officers ? ’ and the reply was 
instantly written, ‘ Bumpy Major.’ I have been unable to 
verify the last part of the message, not being acquainted 
with any person connected with the particular regiment in 
which the Major had served, and I may add that the existence 
of Major S. was unknown to any of us till the message came. 
There the matter rested till Thursday, October 7th last, when 
I attended a seance with Mr. Craddock, of Burslem, which was 
held at a friend’s house. Shortly after the medium went into 
trance one of his controls named * Jimmy,’ who told us he 
had been a soldier and died in the Crimea, said, ‘ Mr. ------(my
name), Major S. is here and sends his kindest regards to you.’ 
Here was my ‘Communicator’ of fiveyearsago coming up again, 
and through an entirely new medium, giving me another clear 
proof of his identity and personality. Mr. Craddock knew 
nothing of my previous message in writing from this officer, so 
that to me the new demonstration was most convincing—coming 
as it did from a most unexpected quarter.

While speaking of this medium, I may be permitted to say 
that having sat with Mr. Craddock five times previously to 
the date in question, and always under my own condi­
tions and in circles managed by me, I found throughout, 
and although the seances were in darkness, the most 
absolute proof of the genuineness of the phenomena in 
this—that two, and often three, independent ‘ agents ’ were at 
work in the circle at the same time, while the medium was 
heard breathing in deep trance in the cabinet. This was 
repeated on October 7th, for at the same moment the piano was 
being tastefully played, while a tall Indian figure went round 
the room showing his face and form to the circle by the aid of a 
luminous card ; and occasionally Mr. Craddock’s breathing 
was quite audible in the cabinet. Many other incidents 
occurred, going to confirm this ; but the fact I have stated is 
enough for me. Mr. Craddock could not play the piano and 
stalk about the room at the same time, and there could be no 
confederacy in our circle, which was composed of earnest 
Spiritualists of the highest character for probity and intelligence.

I say nothing of the alleged fraud with which Mr. Craddock 
has been publicly charged beyond this, that he never defrauded 
our circle, and from what I have seen of him personally, I do 
not believe him capable of such a thing. He is extremely 
sensitive, and I warned him a year ago to be careful of his 
circles or he would injure himself, and I think, now, he is 
satisfied he ought to have taken my advice.

Since the preceding article was written I had an opportunity 
of comparing notes with a gentleman (an ex-officer who had 
seen service in India), who had been at a séance with Mr. 
Craddock two nights previously to the one I attended, and he 
informs me that on that occasion also Major L.C.S. came and 
sent his regards to him. My informant also tells me that 
although he did not know Major S. previously when in earth 
life, he knew his sisters very well. I also recall the fact that 
this same ex-officer tried, but ineffectually, to verify for me the 
alleged nickname of ‘Bumpy Major’ by some ‘judicious 
inquiries,’ so that part of the original message of 1892 still 
requires elucidation.

Paris.—4 Light * may be obtained from Mons. Leymarie, 12, 
Rue du Sommerardt

LETTERS TO THE EDITOR.
[TAe Editor is not responsible jor opinions expressed by correspondents 

and sometimes publishes what he does not agree with for the purpose of 
presenting views that may elicit discussion.]

The Fatherhood of God,

Sir,—The letter signed ‘ H.’ in your last issue strikes a 
jarring and discordant note. Whilst I wholly believe that all 
that is truly womanly and motherly in our nature is a reflection 
of that Divine motherhood which is in God, I earnestly desire 
to repudiate, on behalf of the large majority of my sex, any 
sympathy with the sentiment expressed by your correspondent 
vhen she denies that fatherhood on earth is also a real reflec­
tion of the Heavenly Father’s pitying care. I repudiate it, 
firstly, because my experience has, happily, led me to a very 
different conclusion. I therefore believe her view to be quite 
unjust. Secondly, because such a sentiment seems to me 
unwomanly ; and to say this is to condemn it utterly. 
No opinion in a woman can be easily condoned 
which deserves to be stigmatised as unwomanly. I regard 
this sentiment as unwomanly, because it contradicts that 
motherly element of intuition by which a true woman 
discerns and develops the highest capacities latent in the 
characters of men. Thirdly, it seems to me scarcely short of 
sacrilege to make such a subject as the Divine Love and its 
relation to us an opportunity for introducing the rivalry of the 
sexes, a rivalry so out of harmony with the Divine Unity, and 
so unworthy of self-reverencing spiritual beings.

A Woman.

‘Charming’ Warts.

Sir,—As it is always refreshing and invigorating to hear of 
a properly authenticated case of the curative power of Nature’s 
finer forces, I send you the following account received from a 
gentleman, at present one of my patients (whose name I enclose 
in confidence), who was formerly in close connection with the 
pioneers of the movement in this country.

While staying at Braemar, in Scotland, he saw a boy with 
hands covered with warts. He told the boy’s mother that he 
could remove them, whereat, naturally, she expressed great joy. 
Putting his hands over the boy’s hands, and gently touching 
the warts, he said that they would all go away in a few days. 
He did not see any more of the boy or his mother for some 
time, and when he did, the first greeting he received was the 
news that the warts had all gone away in a few days 
after the ‘ laying on of hands.’ This gentleman has cured warts 
in the same way on other occasions, he tells me.

Now, what does this signify ? The presence of a force in 
man which, if intelligently directed, would be of more direct 
service to the race than all the crude drugs which experimental 
physiology, with its vivisecting horrors, can possibly suggest.

___________________ Arthur Lovell.

References.

Sir,—I see I expressed my suggestion badly. It was not 
editorial labour, but an obligation imposed generally on corre­
spondents, which I meant to recommend, according to the 
precedent of ‘Notes and Queries.' Your correspondents are 
usually subscribers, and may fairly be expected to have noted 
communications on subjects that interest them. Thus Mr. 
Samuel Hopgood Hart, with whose recommendation of ‘ The 
Perfect Way,’ and ‘ Clothed with the Sun,’ I cordially sympa­
thise, while speaking of these books, refers readers to the latest 
notice of them in ‘ Light.’ To go further back, and upon more 
general topics, would be often troublesome, no doubt, but it 
would add to the value of contributions, and prevent vain 
repetitions or display of unnecessary ignorance. In the philo­
sophical quarterly, ‘Mind,’ for instance, there is a con­
dition (rather onerous, to be sure!) laid upon those who 
would write in it, that ‘ they shoidd know what has been 
said before.1 In one way, of course, that may be taken 
to require an exhaustive acquaintance with the history 
of thought on the subject dealt with. Very few of us are 
specialists to such an extent. On the other hand, when 
a particular subject has been much discussed in any organ of 
intelligence, such as ‘Light,’ it is surely reasonable to expect 
some evidence of familiarity with the course of the debate. 
Take, for instance, the question of Re-in carnation. I have seen 
that subject opened and dropped, I should say, a dozen times. 
But nearly every re-opening assumes a state of the controversy
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