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‘The Ideal Review’ (New York) is quite as serious in
its subjects, but far brighter and far more suitable for the
vast majority of even serious persons. It is also more
varicd. Henry Frank is as brilliant and Eva Best as
delightful as ever. ‘A plea for the word God,’ by Barnetta
Brown, is short, but convincing. It is not necessary to
change it,—not necessary, at all events, until we get a
better substitute than ¢The Absolute’ or ‘The Power.
‘The Father’ is perhaps best : but every word applied to
Him can only be a symbol.

A writer in ‘The Globe,” Toronto, vigorously defends
Spiritualism against * The Christian Guardian,” and says
that the teaching of Spiritualism contains :—

A great divine principle and holy philosophy as broad as
the broadest Christianity, and all-embracing in its scope
and hope, and is the one great wholesome belief that is des-
tined ultimately to be the leaven which shall leaven all the
religions the wide world over, because its essence and essen-

" tial are always, first and last, truth. Spiritualism absorbs
the veriest grain or germ of truth where and whenever
found, and claims it for its own, for the one purpose that it
may give it out again.

This writer adds :—

As for the astounding phenomena of Spiritualism, they
are produced to-day in hundveds of private homes in Toronto
without the aid of professional mediums, and the phases
are so varied, remarkable and unexpected as to confound
and utterly defy being exposed by the profoundest investi-
gator.

We are sorry to say that ‘The Open Court’ continues
its uninformed Articles on ¢ The Old and the New Magic,’
in which it ‘exposes’ spirit-mediums and their ‘frauds.’
Tor example, there is the ‘rapping and talking table,’
which contains a costly arrangement of an clectric battery
in its legs, with a specially prepared top; a lovely article!
What a ridiculous suggestion this is, in face of the fact that
the table signals relied upon are obtained in private families !
¢The Open Court’ is too good to be wasted on such non-
sense ; and yet we are sorry to say that the writer is the
editor, Dr. Paul Carus.

We agree with his closing sentence ; ¢ Even where “now
we see through a glass darkly,” we must remain confident
that when we grow in wisdom and comprehension we shall
learn to see “face to face.”’ In that we wish him success,

¢The Spiritual Review’ gives us a short Article on
¢ Palmistry in the Bible,” and says that the Senora Blanca
de Ovies ‘makes out a fair ease’ for her contention that
the modern cult of palmistry is to be found in the Bible.
The following are the texts quoted, which ‘make out a fair
case’: Proverbs iii. 16; Job xxxvii. 7; Job xxiii. 9;
Proverbs xxvii. 16; Job xxi. 16; Job xi. 14; Job xiii.
14 ; Job xxvii. 9 ; Tzckiel xxiii. 37 and 45 ; [saiah li. 22-3 ;
Isaiah xlix. 16.

Truly, the Bible can be quoted for anything, but this is
‘a fair case’ of making it mean anything.

Another of George Bell and Sons’ pretty shilling hooks
is Mr. Colville’s ¢ Fate mastered ; Destiny fulfilled.” The
book is rather discursive, but it deals with the great theme
of personal development through personal self-possession,
and is full of good thoughts, the result of close obscrvation
of character. A well-informed and practical book.

A HAUNTED HOUSE.

A gentleman writes : Will one or two good clairvoyants
undertake investigation at a haunted house in London, and
will a few experienced gentlemen also join as a committee
to assist in the work ? It is undoubtedly a genuine case.
Address ‘Y. Z., care of Editor of ‘ Licar.’

Ll G ELTE,
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UNIQUE MANIFESTATIONS.

The editor of the ¢ Light of Truth ’ reported in his paper
for August 18th that during a recent visit to Mount Pleasant
Park, the home of the Mississippi Valley Association, he
became acquainted with Mr. and Mrs. M. Buchanan, of
Marshalltown, Iowa, who through persistent application
have developed mediumship of a remarkable nature. He
says i—

‘The phases are direct slate writinﬁ, letter writing on
Fa. er, and flower production in the light, the latter being

ull gas light, in this case produced from gasoline, the illumi-
nation being made by a Welsbach burner, so that the room
where the manifestations take place is almost as light asday.
Doors and windows are also wide cpen, and there is no at-
tempt to hide anything whatever, the sitters being privileged
to watch the manifestations as they occur.

‘For instance, the writer had a seat at one of the séances
close to the meéiums, and with at least four senses, viz.,
sight, touch, smell and hearing, became thoroughly aware
that here was indeed a marvellous exhibition of psychic
force and an intelligence at times of a high order.

‘The paraphernalia consisted of a dozen double school
slates, a common folding sewing table, and a bit of red éover-
ing that shut out the view on three sides, but permitted a
full view from the front, at which Mrs. Buchanan sat holding
the slates on the palm of her right hand, just beneath the
edge of the table, her left hand resting on top of the table.
Mr. Buchanan sat at her right with both hands on the
table and occasionally manipulating a small Swiss musical
box. A paper tabletand a little pile of lead and slate pencil
fragments completed the visible means of communication.
The gas lamp hung divectly over the table, hence there was
at all times a glare of light. Under these conditions mes-
sages were written, and before one’s face and eyes flowers,
such as roses, pinks, azaleas and carnations, were produced
between and upon the slates, the messages indicating to
whom the flowers were brought, and signed by the commu-
nicating spivit. The writer and his wife were favoured in
this manner with two American Beauty roses, perfectly
formed and wet, as though but just dipped in clear water.
This, remember, in full gas light, with our eyes watching
every movement !

‘How was it accomplished ?

‘ Before a marvel of this nature the mind is dumb, the
tongue mute. There is nothing in the tri-dimensional
sphere of physics in which mortal man is immersed that can
account for it. We only saw, heard, smelled and touched
the outward manifestation of a forcc we know nothin
about;and this through the organisms of two simple-minded,
illiterate persons, for Mrs. Buchanan is not averse, in relating
their experiences, to explain that she is incapable of writing
a legible hand, she having been reared on a farm and her
parents poor. We should perhaps note this more properly
in connection with another phase of the manifestations,in
which letters and essays on spiritual science of a high order
are given. This is indeed one of the most beautiful and at
the same time inexplicable manifestations. .

‘A number of sheets of the tablet paper were torn off by
Mr. Buchanan and placed between two slates, together with
a piece of pencil lead. Mrs. Buchanan took the slates and
blank paper thus arranged and held them on the palm of
her hand under the edge of the table, and anyone was privi-
leged to see the whole operation.  Wesaw it, and the writing
seemed to be in the nature of transfer, for whole pages
written on both sides, lines close together, and as straight
as a rule, came into view almost instantaneously and tlut-
tered to the floor. In this way, in thespace of seven minutes
by the watch, twenty-nine sheets of this tablet paper,
ordinary letter size, were completely filled with messages to
the various members of the séance. It occupied the time of
a reader full thirty minutes, to read aloud to the circle a
portion only of these communications. Aside from their
character as pertaining to the life beyond and the teachings
of the spirits to mortals, there were scores of absolute tests
of identity contained in them which could not by any
mortal agency have heen known to the mediums, but which
were acknowledged by the recipients.

‘It is here that the marvel of the matter occurs as relates
to the mediums’literary powers. Mr. Buchanan is a butcher
by trade and never had any schooling to speak of; while his
wife is a simnple farmer’s daughter, reared in strict orthodoxy,
and who for a long while -in the early days of her develop-
ment regarded it all as the “ work of the devil.” These
mediums are wholly under the direction of their spirit
guides and were sent out into the world some months ago
from their home in Blair, Neb., in a “ prairie schooner,” with
sixty cents in money. They went to Marshalltown and
began their public work; later to Clinton, Ia., where they
made a stir last summer. They have prospered materially
as well as spiritually. Both are pleasant in disposition, and
more anxious that good to others shall come of their powers
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than that fortune shall favour themselves. The “Light of
Truth ” does not give this account of their rare psychic gifts
for the purpose of exploiting them, except in so far as it
may be their due for truthful and persistent application to
their work, but rather with a view to drawing attention to
the painstaking character of the spirits who have them in
charge, in that a phase of mediumship absolutely without
question and as marvellous as it is beautiful, has been given
to the working forces of Spiritualism. No mind not satur-
ated with ignorance, prejudice and greed can for a moment
hesitate to pronounce these manifestations genuine and
helpful in the highest degree.’

DECEASE OF PROFESSOR SIDGWICK.

The decease of Dr. Sidgwick, which took place at Terling,
Essex, on Tuesday, August 28th, elicited from the Press of
all shades of thought the expression of a very high appreci-
ation of the professor’s contributions to moral philosophy
and political economy; but, with scarcely an exception, all
reference to his interest in psychical investigations was
studiously omitted. The one exception which came under our
notice was a contribution by a Camnbridge correspondent pub-
lished in the ¢ Daily Telegraph,’ in which the writer said :—

‘He was for many years a prominent member of the
Society for Psychical RResearch, and for all practical purposes
a believer in spiritualistic phenomena. . . . He was at
one time the ally of Mr. Gurney and Mr. Myers, and the
record of his work may be found in the early volumes of the
transactions of the Psychical Society side by side with the
inquiries of men of far less mental calibre than he, who
were a good deal more emotional and sentimental. He had
one or two disillusionments—especially with regard to the
charlatanry of mediums—which had their natural and proper
resulg, and the Society for Psychical Research knew him mo
more.

The italics are ours. Mr. Frank Podmore, we were pleased
to note, fully disposed of these misrepresentations, in a
letter to the * Westminster Gazette,” from which we make the
following quotation:—

‘In the otherwise admirable memoir of the late Professor
Henry Sidgwick, which you publish to-day, there is one
curious omission. In any record of his own lifework I know
well that Professor Sidgwick would have given an impor-
tant place to his labours in that obscure region which, for
want of a better name, is called psychical research. Prior to
1882, the date when my own association with him com-
menced, Mr.Sidgwick had for some years interested himselfin
collecting evidence for ghosts and death wraiths, and had
spent some time in examining the alleged physical
phenomena of Spiritualism. In 1882 the Society for Psychical
Research—not, however, by Sidgwick’s initiation—was
founded. For the first few years of its existence ( except for
an interval, during which he stepped aside in favour of the
late Professor Balfour Stewart ) Mr. Sidgwick acted as presi-
dent of the society. But the hare statement of that fact
conveys a very inadequate idea of the ical nature of the
services rendered by him. That he gave largely—very
largely —of his personal means to help the work of investi-
gation in those earlier years is the least of his benefits. He
presided throughout at our councils; he took an active share
1n the tedious work of experiment, of examining witnesses,
of collecting and appraising evidence; the lines on which our
work could best be done were laid down by his advice anrl
pursued under his personal divection; all tl):e publications of
the society were issued under his immediate supervision.
That of late ycars he has delegated to others many of these
functions was due less to any decay of his personal interest
in the work of investigation than to the feeling that his
immediate supervision of all details was no longer necessary.
But he has throughout these cighteen years been « reqular
attendant at our aneetings, and has taken « constant and pre-
dominant part in all owr deliberations. Whatever position
the S.P.R. may hold to-day, whatever good work it may
have done in exposing errvor orin directing attention to
neglected facts in human psychology, its success is due, in
the largest measure, to the wisdom, the clear insight, the
“particularly sane intellect ” (to quote the words of your
memoir ), and, above all, to the pre-eminent justice and vera-
city of our first president.’

In a subsequent issue of the ¢ Westminster Gazette,’
Mr. ¥. W. H. Myers, President of the Society for Psychical
Research, gave the following emphatic reply to the statement
which that journal had quoted from the ¢ Daily
Telegraph ’ :—

*In an article on_the late Professor Sidgwick in your

issue of August 30th, I observe that you quote from the  Daily
Telegraph ’ the following words ¢ Professor Sidgwick’s con-
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nection with the Society for Psychical Research : “ He had
one or two disillusionments . . . and the Society for
Psychical Research knew him nomore.” I will ask you to
allow me to state that this statement is entirely erroneous.
Professor Sidgwick retained to the last his position upon
our Council, and was the most influential member of our
society.’

‘THE GATELESS BARRIER.*

‘ Lucas Malet’s’ latest story is happy in its possession of
dainty charm and in its lack of pedantic purpose, for while,
from its character, it might easily have been made a vehicle
for the expression of some personal bias, its author has
preserved an admirable catholicity of conception, albeit her
theme is somewhat bizarre.

The book has indubitably the Dhyina quality of
suggestion, and is in no danger of forfeiting it by any effort
at conclusive utterance. The questions of heredity, of re-
incarnation, of the relation in particular and general
between spirit and matter—all these and more are assumed
as settled ; or ignored in a manner bewildering to any who
approach the volume with an inquiring haste. Yet to those
who are content to walk softly down the ‘noiseless corridors’
of its pages into its gardens of ‘love's deathless roses’ ; to
those who have felt the benison of the departed in ‘night's
splendid silences,” and their kiss in the stir of the dawn-
wind, it will appeal strongly.

Briefly, it is a record of the passionate love between
Laurence Rivers, a naval officer who fell at Trafalgar, and
his cousin Agnes, a girl of delicate beauty and sensitive
spirit. The hero of the narrative is the grand-nephew of
the dead sailor, and in person entirely similar—in short, as
the reader is led to imagine, the deceased sailor re-incarnated.
Called to England by the summons of an uncle who is slowly
dying, he entered Stoke Rivers, the house of his fathers.

Whilst acquainting himself with its range and character,
he came to the end of a corridor, where hung a heavy
tapestry curtain. As he passed behind it, the ‘ curtain fell
back with a muffled thud, leaving him standing in a narrow,
dark cupboard-like space closed by a door, of which it took
him some stifling seconds to find the handle. He fumbled
blindly in the dark, an almost childish sense of agitation
upon him. A conviction grew upon him that he had stood
just here and so groped an innumerable number of times
already, and that he should so stand and grope—either in
fact or imagination—just so long as consciousness remained
to him, an innumerable number of times again. Turning
the handle, he enters the ‘ Yellow Drawing-room,” where the
drama of souls moves swiftly. The love of the Laurence
who fell at Trafalgar awakes again in the later Laurence,
amidst the associations of the past, and compels the sweet
spirit of the dead Agnes to its human form once more. The
measuring of the man’s self against the forces of the Unseen
is finely pictured. The telling description of pure passion
which forced the Gates of Death, stepped over the threshold
of the ‘Yellow Drawing-room’ and passed the heavy curtain
secluding it from the world, is powerfully, yet delicately told,
and the great moment of the book is instinct with a spiritual
beauty that dwells as a ‘ mountain memory.’

The symbolism of the story reveals a rare insight. The
library with its treasures of cold analysis, the dining-room
suffused with the ‘musky odour of orchids’—*clinging, en-
folding, it seemed more as a presence than a scent’—
admirably convey the dying sceptic’s manner of life, the
subjective learning, the objective experience ; while outside
in the corridor, the marble faces of the Roman Emperors, in
their sightless dignity, suggest the stony calm that hid the
human man when there came upon him a vision, not born
of sense or intellect, but of spirit. How Laurence is led
from the realm of reason, the sphere of sense, to the
threshold of the spirit, is subtly depicted in the scenes in
the ¢ Yellow Drawing-room,” where he feels the sense of an
‘exquisite presence,” and on the hillside, where he holds
communion with the ageless dead. Within ‘The Gateless
Barrier’ is struck the deep note of life immortal, which, in
its echoes, haunts the ‘House of Time,’ wherein, not
commonly, but at feast or fast, the heart of man lifts to
its exquisite music, and he knows that it is the voice of his
own longing to salute the Supreme Soul as kin and part.

H.B.-C.

*:The Gateless Barrier.” By ¢ Lucas MALET ' (Methuen and Co.).
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‘THE NEW THOUGHT OF IMMORTALITY/

By ‘HAcTENUS.

No. III.

To the bereaved mourner there is no more terrible

problem than that involved in the question :
‘What fate awaits us when we die?’

The dearly-loved partner in life, or the cherished child,
having passed through the portals of death, the grief-
stricken one naturally breathes the cry—prompted by the
very intensity of the ties of love which linked life to life and
heart to heart and made existence a sweet delight—‘ Where
are the dead %’

Who has not felt the yearnings expressed in those touch-
ing lines addressed by the poet, James G. Clark, to his
departed mother :—

‘Is there no grand, immortal sphere

Beyond this world of broken ties,

To fill the wants that mock us here,
And dry the tears from weeping eyes

When Winter melts in endless Spring,
And June stands near with deathless flowers,

When we may hear the dear ones sing
Who loved us in this world of ours *

I ask, and lo ! my cheeks are wet
With tears for one [ cannot see :

O Mother, art thou living yet,
And dost thou still remember me ?’

The traditional faith of Christendom has fostered the
idea that there cannot be any legitimate response from the
‘other side’ to the sufferer’s agonised plea for comfort
and light in the darkness of the Valley of the Shadow of
Death.

The heart-hunger of the race was voiced in that pathetic
cry i—

‘Oh for the touch of a vanished hand,
And the sound of a voice that is still.’

Bereft of the companionship of those who made brightness
and cheer in the home and heart, those who remain to
mourn their loss often feel that the solitude is unbearable,
and the uncertainty regarding their fate intolerable. Spirit-
ualism has truly been the ‘comforter’ to thousands who
were well nigh helpless because they believed the popular
faith, which, as the Rev. Heber Newton forcibly says,
teaches that ¢ Death fixes the doom of a man forever. Ashe
dies so will he live—saved or lost eternally !” The horrible
uncertainty as to the fate of their loved ones, and the fear
lest they should be forever ‘lost,” was like a terrible night-
mare that oppressed them with its nameless misery night
and day. According to this traditional view :—

‘Life is a probation, and the touch of death stereo-
t{pes character for ever. The good pass directly to heaven ;
the bad pass divectly to hell. The good never fall from
heaven—the bad never rise from hell. . Indless happi-
ness for thesaved—endless suffering for the lost ! Neither
in heaven nor in hell are there any natural relationships.
Heaven knows no perfectly reunited family—hell misses
some of the home circle. The whole adjustments of life
in the beyond lack any natural orderings. There are no
natural occupations. The saved need nothing but the joy
of their salvation—the damned can have no joy whatever.

The old Scotchwoman described the traditional
heaven when she said that “we shall sit upon stules and
sing psalms all the day long.” The language of this
traditional conception still drawls in our hymns, still drones
from our pulpits, still whines.in our prayers. Alas, that we
conservative Churchmen, holding our venerable Prayer-book
in our hands, in the last sacred offices of the dead, should
ever fancy ourselves obliged to repeat language that is
archaic, obsolete, and untrue—words ringing false upon our
gup\;]ciousness, offending our judgment, and belying our

aith.’

It is well that we should sometimes have these old teach-
ings re-stated, ‘lest we forget’! They still survive amongst
us, as we can easily discover if we go to the right quarters
to hear them. We may then realise how far we have
journeyed along the road to a more scientific, rational, and
helpful faith. Mr. Newton, by giving us this summary,
saves us from the probable charge of misrepresenting the old-
time pessimistic traditional doctrine of immortality, which
chilled the very heart’s blood of so many sorrowing souls, by
his frank and picturesque presentation of its crudities. As
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he is the Rector of All Souls’ Protestant Episcopal Church,
New York, and one of the most prowinent clergymen in
America, he may surely be trusted to depict the orthodox
view of post-mortem existence in a trustworthy manner.
He says :(—

¢ According to the traditional idea death is really a sleeg.
The spirit passes into unconsciousness at the touch of death.
It remains in slumber until the resurrection morning. On
the resurrection day the soul, which has passed from the
body at death and remained asleep, re-enters the body and
awakens to consciousness. Body and soul, then, together
rise.and pass into the true life hereafter. The veritable
body laid aside in the grave, rises from the grave, as the
habitation of the soul in the hereafter. In the quaint old
village of Easthampton, where I summer, the earliest pastor
of the village lies buried at the eastern end of the old bury-
ing ground, facing towards the east, that on the morning of
the resurrection day, at the sound of the Archangel’s
trumpet, he may be first to rise from the grave and lead his
flock in triumphant ascension to the skies. A touchingly
pathetic illustration of the traditional belief.’

But, fortunately, this materialistic and limited conception
of the hereafter is losing its hold upon thoughtful people.
*Itis passing wholly out of the mind of our generation,’ says
Mr. Newton, ‘so rapidly that it is difficult to realise now
that men, only a few years ago, actually thought thus—or
thought that they thus thought—of the hereafter.’

But we must add to this the idea that the saved are to
be shut up in heaven in self-congratulatory bliss ; selfishly
enjoying their own escape from perdition and delighting in
the beauty of heaven, but unsympathetic towards their dear
ones, who, ‘driven to their eternal hell,”are unable to escape.
According to this belief, therefore, all the dead are either
asleep, awaiting the resurrection, or they are imprisoned in
heaven or hell, and, in any case, they have gone ‘ to that
bourne from whence no traveller returns’ !

It is one of the supremest services of Spiritualism that it
has rescued so many from slavery to tradition ; that it has
helped to lift this incubus from the heart of humanity ;
that it has torn the pall from the tomb and illumined the
path by which we pass ‘through the mists’ into the real,
natural, and human life beyond ; that it has put us into
communication with the denizens of that world and
revolutionised our thoughts regarding the destiny of man-
kind.

We are now able to realise that there are not two worlds,
but in reality only one. If natural laws are operative in
the spiritual world it is because spiritual laws are operative
in the natural world. 7'%is is a spiritual world and we are
spirits, and life both here and hereafter is natural. The
shadows here obscure the realitics. There, with clearer
atmosphere and quickened perceptions, we shall no longer
see ‘as through a glass darkly’ We shall know that all
life is spiritual and that Nature is but the ‘living garment
wrapt around the true self’ of the infinite and eternal
spirit—half concealing, half-revealing, the divine innermost
—the life and love supreme.

We have ;already shown that Mr. Newton realises and
acknowledges that Spiritualism has rendered valuable
service to humanity in helping to formulate ‘the new
thought of immortality.” He admits that there is ¢ a certain
underlying unity among all spiritualistic communications
concerning the hereafter’ and that ‘under the double
influence of the teachings of Swedenborg and those of the
people of the unseen world a new vision of the hereafter is
rising upon the souls of men.’

Among the most important facts insisted upon by the
spirits who report their experiences to us, is their testimony
to the existence of ‘spheres’ through which the ascending
soul will pass in its evolutionary progression; that each
spirit goes ‘to his own place’ immediately after his de-
parture from this state of life ; and that, while he has ‘a
local habitation and a name,’ yet the mental, moral and
spiritual conditions which exist within him constitute his
heaven and hell. These terms indicate moral conditions of
being more truly than places of existence, although the
environment of the individual reflects his interior states
more accurately than it does here. Dealing with this aspect
of the subject, Mr. Newton points out that :—

‘Even here on earth men group themselves according to
their moral afliliations. Goodness itself establishes its own

-
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territorial zone, and ovil haunts its own dens. You know in
what part of the city to go if you desire the company of
intelligence and culture and character. You need not ask
the policeman where to goif you want the gambling hell and
the Ea.gnio. Every man tends to find his own place on
earth, and he will go to his own place when he leaves earth,
with swifter, surer steps.
from each other, as we traditionally conceive of them.
Heaven and hell commingle on earth. Men living in each
jostle each other in the streets. You pass from heaven to
hell as you pass from one block to another. You leave
heaven behind you in one house whose door closes upon you,
and you find hell back of the next door through which you
enter. There are, indeed, spiritual classifications on
earth. How should there not be ! But there are no
fixed groupings for these spiritual classifications here, and
there will be none in the hereafter—for one class at least.
The classes are not castes. Goodness trips and falls, and
then drops out of its place for a time and tumbles into a
temporary place, out o? which it must riseagain. . . The
gaol-bird reforms, and his old surroundings become abhorrent
to him. . His “pals” miss him in his wonted resorts.
They can find him if they know how, but it will be in
other sorts of places. Thus the soulin its stages of progress
readjusts its environments to its own condition, and changes
its states. All this strange sorting of souls, this strange
placing of spirits, goes on in one superficially indistinguish-
able mass of human life ; the good and the evil jostling
against each other ; the spheres of heaven and hell im-
?ingin upon each other, sliding forever into each other.
Why, then, should we wonder that it should be so hercafter ?
How could there be any helpfulness for those whom we
call the “lost”—how could the good reach out their hands to
succour their brothers who have not won character—were it
not for this continued contiguity of souls throughout the
universe, whereby all sorts and conditions of spirits com-
mingle free?’

This touches another fact upon which spirits have con-
stantly insisted during the past half century, »¢z., that among
the employments of the ‘after-death states’ of humanity
that of endeavouring to render helpful and sympathetic
service to less fortunate brethren continually engages the
thought and endeavour of the more spiritually unfolded ; that
there is no ‘ gulf fixed’ between the several spheres of spirit
life, save the gulf of ignorance, wrong-doing, pride, hard-
ness of heart and exclusiveness ; that where repentance and
desire for better things can be aroused in the soul of the
sinner, the loving and compassionate spirits will find a way
by which they can vender him help and blessing. Here
again Mr. Newton has caught the golden gleam of the
glorious spiritual revelation :—

‘The significance of the great Catholic doctrine of
purgatory is beginning to be discerned. Not as in the
Catholic purgatory, limited, but without limit. So far as we
can see, the pains of prison punishment are purifying. The
sufferings of the hells in the beyond, as here, are remedial.

‘The work of all true society, whether in the world seen
or in the world unseen, is to carry on this redecming, restor-
ing, renewing work of God in man. For this end are all the
institutions of the social life on carth and in the hercafter—
there, however, mightily re-enforced by the developed
powers, mental and moral, of good men. We would not now
care Lo erase from our creed the words “He descended into
hell.” Even in the most literal interpretation of them, wo
can believe them now, as our fathers dared not to believe
them ; sceing the work of the Christ and of all his followers
in the beyond, not in the selfish enjoyment of a heaven of
happiness but in the unselfish ministry to those in the hells
of suffering;; that they, too, may be brought into the light
of God and led up into the life of the All-Father.

Thus Spiritualism defeats materialism, and revolutionises
the religious thought of the age. Its facts can nolonger be
denied, its interpretations of the great problems of life are
being accepted by the mostadvanced and intelligent people,
and its ‘new thought upon immortality’ is, indeed, a glad
gospel, for, founded on facts, it offers the largest possible
hope of the ultimate happiness of every child of God.

SPIRITUALISM IN SPAIN AND C'uBA.—The ‘Banner of Light’
reports that Spiritualism has gained a firm foothold in Spain,
and that the Spiritualists of Cuba formed a federation in
Havana in June last. The Spiritualists of Porto Rico are
said to have founded a hospital in a town of that island.
Before the Spanish-American war the journals devoted to
Spiritualism 1ssued in the Spanish language alone on both
continents numbered thirty-seven, but since the war the
number is somewhat smaller.

LI G ELT
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SPIRITUALISM IN ALGIERS.

We have had the opportunity, from time to time, of
publishing records of very remarkable manifestations which
have occurred in the Villa Carmen, Alger Mustapha, the
residence of Madame la Générale Carmencita Noél, and
now the following has come to us from a correspondent
who is evidently onec of Madame’s enthusiastic
admirers :—

The ladies of France, it must be said, still bear the con-
ventual stamp—the stamp of those religious educational
houses which have brought to the fore so many generations
of fair women ; who knew next to nothing, yet conversed
with choicest wit, and wrote sparkling letters full of life
and spirit. In bed-chamber and drawing-room, extended
full-length on their couches, their charms enhanced by an
elegant ‘déshabillé,” they wielded their sceptres and would
certainly have gone into fits at the bare idea of speaking in
public.

¢ Autres temps, autres meeurs.” The lovely city of Alger
la Blanche witnessed, not long since, an experiment most
interesting to all who profess our faith and doctrine. A lady
belonging to what our neighbours call so expressively
‘le dessus du panier’ (literally, ‘the top of the basket’),
flung down her glove to routine and tradition by giving a
lecture, in a semi-public hall, on ‘Modern Spiritualism.’

I may here inform your readers that Algiers rejoices in
a newly-formed society called ¢ ZLe Petit Athénde, whose
members meet together for the development of art, litera-
ture, and science. Gentlemen lecture there every week ;
concerts are given ; and the amateurs of astronomy study
the stars now and then from the beautiful terrace over-
hanging the old harbour in the house of the Turkish-Rais
(Commander of the Harbour).

It was in the salle du Petit Athénée that, one evening,
the cream of the cream of fashion, together with a sprinkling
of humbler members, assembled to hear, admire (and criti-
cise) Madame la Générale Carmencita Noél, who, it was
whispered, was going to hold forth * On the Spirits I’

For two hours Madame kept her auditors spell-bound as,
in a clear sweet voice—distinctly heard by all—she told
them in choicest language the wonderful tale of Modern
Spiritualism.She began by greeting her adopted land Algeria,
Matre pulchra filia pulchrior. Then she unfolded before the
assembly a mysterious doctrine, which, born in the East,
handed down from age to age, was well-known to their
brothers, the Arabian children of fair France. But, to all
appearance, it was lost to modern nations, when, in a far-
away land over the Western ocean, suddenly it had re-
suscitated ! Risen from its ashes the phwnix of Modern
Spiritualism was now soaring away over both worlds !

Madame la Générale Carmencita Noél then informed her
heavers that she purported explaining the new faith by a
series of tableaux taken from first-rate linglish and American
authors, these two nations having been the first to raise the
new standard, the banner of Light !

These tableaux cannot be too highly praised, for each is
a little gem in its own way, the pcarl being the tale of
Henry de Valois’ fatal and occult love for Marie de Cleves,
Princesse of Condé, told as only a ¢ grande dame’ of the fair
land of France could tell it.

Your readers acquainted with the French language will
enjoy reading the account of Madame la Générale Carmencita
Noél’s conference.

It has been lately printed and is sold by Chamuel, 5,
tue de Savoie, Paris, for one and a-half franec, and for
English veaders it will be a treat to study these few pages.

TForgetting rival lands and national jealousies, the author
has poured out the tribute of a high-souled woman’s admir-
ation at the feet of England’s great men of science. And
England's gifted sons will be known, honoured, and loved
in many a palm-shaded villa, loved as the champions of faith
and hope, for none who saw and heard her will forget that
tall, elegant figure, whose voice cried, like a silver clarion,
‘Honour to Dr. Alfred Russel Wallace! Honour to Sir
William Crookes !—to those who in the advancement of
physical science have never been surpassed.’
























