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the official representatives of British rule in India are at
all wise they will give heed to such men betimes. Mr.
Ghose thus sums up his analysis and argument; ‘A
spiritualised West and an industrialised Iast shaking hands
across the scas in genuine brotherliness of spirit, a perfected
humanity that has killed the beast in it and turned its
longings to a peace that is universal and a love that is
divine, will be a sight worthy of the gods !’

In ‘The Christian Register’ we note the following
pregnant sentences :—

Saint Paul reached the height of eloquence when be said
of God, ‘In him we live and move and have our being’
This great aflirmation has been read and preached from, as
an outburst of mystic enthusiasm ; but our later science
tells us that we must learn to find God not in distant worlds
or in other lives, but in the nature about us, here
and now. . . As man is the vital principle of
his finite organism, God is the life of the vuniverse.
There is ‘one God over all, through you all, and in
all, or as Professor Seelye translates it, ‘There is one
God interpenetrating all’ Science, that threatened to
demonstrate a universe of matter and force, has gone on
and demonstrated a substantially vital universe, which is
sensible, intelligent and ethical, in which universal matter
and force become subordinate. It leads backward by the
way of potential life, and never into the darkness of
unreasonable chance. Not a process of all the ages but is
interpenetrated with mind. We can never find a single
function of nature that escapes the control of immanent
purpose. Evolution is no longer a science or a
philosophy that teaches us our animal heredity, but it is the
recorded history of a race rising from brutishness to behold
the Father face to face.

A book to take notice of is a small volume containing
‘Tolstoy, a man of peace,” by Alice B. Stockham, M.D.,
and ‘The New Spirit,” by H. Havelock Lllis (Devonport :
G. Osbond). These two Studies penctrate far into the
significance of Tolstoy’s teaching and life, and bring out
thoughts and appeals which seem to collar us and demand
explanations. We are not rich, but we enter into the
inner circle with Christ and the rich man over again. Also,
we feel like crying, ¢What must I do to be saved?’ as we
stand by the side of this relentless teacher and think of
life and its shocking inequalities and selfishnesses.  Truly,
we are yet a long way from the Kingdom of Heaven.

The volume contains a singularly impressive portrait
of Tolstoy and a portrait of the Countess, also two
pictures of Tolstoy plonghing and Tolstoy in his study.

The following from ¢The Philadelphia Record” ought,
in fairness, to secure wide publicity. It is from a letter
signed ¢John White.

In an article entitled ‘Hanna’s Remedy for Trusts,” you
say that the Christian Science healer banishes disease solely
by declaring that it does not exist, although the patient
may be writhing in pain. Kindly permit a correction of
this statement. Christian Science does not say that disease
does not exist to mortal sense: on the contrary, admits it
to be real, very real, to such sense, but claims that it is unreal
to spiritual sense—that is, that 1t is not of God’s creation,
and is what Jesus came to destroy, and did destroy. The
Christian Scientist does not banish errvor by suggesting that
%}&lie is none, but by his realisation of the omnipotence of

THE SWEDENBORG SocIETY.—As will be scen in our adver-
tisement columns, among the various modes of celebrating
the opening of the Twentieth Century, the Swedenborg
Society of London has adopted one which is both original
and enterprising. They oﬁ{;r to all teachers of religion,
whether engaged in the work of the pulpit or in the Sunday
School, a monthly booklet gratis and post free during 1901,
on one of the ‘ Foundation Truths of the Christian Religion,’
explained of course in their peculiar method, which they
claim, however, to be ‘in agreement with reason, Scripture,
and human experience.” Swedenborg has widely influenced
the thought of the past, as the works of such diverse writers
as Emerson and Coventry Patmore clearly show, and it should
be worth while for many to make his acquaintance on the
remarkably easy terms on which it is offered.
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AT THE POINT OF DEATH.

The following record of the experiences of Mr. J. A F.
in articulo mortis, has been placed in our hands by Isabella
C. Blackwood (author of ¢The Early House of Blackwood’),
who acted as Mr. F.s amanuensis. We have made all
needful inquiries and are fully satisfied of the bona fides of
the parties concerned : —

Have the gates of death been opened unto theei—
Job xxxviii. 17.

PRrEFACE.

While reading the following account of my experiences
in approaching close to the extreme boundary which divides
this life from the next, let it be kept in mind that no thought
of death, or even of danger, had ever occurred to me until I
heard the doctor’s remarks just when he thought the end
had come. Therefore the things which passed through my
mind were not brought there nor suggested by any influence
which the contemplation of death might have produced, but
by some other power operating directly on my thoughts,
During an intermittent condition of semi-consciousness
(almost like a sleepy doze from which one rouses at every
slight disturbance) which occurred after the heart had begun
to recover its action, a number of strange subjects—things
of which I did not think I had any knowledge, and on which
I had not, so far as I know, previously passed a thought—
were reviewed and made clear in my mind. One thing was
the following :—

I seemed to have understood, as in a dream, that I hada
double self, or other self, besides this that is called ‘1.’ That
‘I, or what passes for ‘myself,” is an existence endowed with
understanding, judgment, reasoning, and designing powers,
and capable of willing and remembering, and possessing
these qualities in commmon with, but in an enormous degree
superior to, all other species of animal creation. My ¢ other
self’ is that part which possesses, or is the repository of,
conscience ; that part whence emanate all good thoughts,
desires, and inclinations ; which has the power or capability
to love ; in which are stored up all the scraps or pieces of
divine knowledge and wisdom which may have been collected
during life (long or short), and, although perhaps for the time
forgotten or suppressed by my human self, are still there
ready for use when occasion arises ; that part of me which
is the lodging place of any qualties of a Godlike nature, such
as charity, faith, &c., and which is capable of appreciating
God ; in short, that part which is made in the likeness of
God, and which never can die, nor grow faint or weary like
my human self.

Although I am not aware of ideas such as I have written
here having hitherto been presented to my mind, yet they
seem so familiar that I feel as if they were just some old
ideas recalled, and as if they were quite commonly under-
stood. During the ‘waking dreams’ which I experienced
while my human self was simply a helpless, inert existence,
hardly alive, these two constituents of my being were to me
very distinct and very separate. It seemed as if the one
held converse with, or prompted the other ; but one thing
is undoubted, a supreme influence was exerted over both.

Another subject on which many ideas have come into my
thoughts is death, but this has no relation to the account of
my experience given below.

At THE PoINT OoF DEATH.

On May 16th, 1896, at a few minutes before ten o'clock
in the morning, my pulse seemed to stop. On previous
occasions, years ago, I had experienced a fluttering or palpi-
tation of the heart, from flatulence, when it beat at an
extremely rapid rate, continuing for about ten or fifteen
minutes. This was the result of flatulence, and as soon as
that was got rid of, the palpitation immediately ceased.
On the present occasion I had no thought that there was
anything beyond a recurrence of my previous experience,
for I had failed to notice that there was no perceptible
palpitation, but what seemed to be a complete stoppage of
the pulse. In about fifteen minutes the doctor was with
me, and administered one dose after another of brandy,
until I had taken quite two gills without any other effect
than to sicken me. In the meantime a mustard plaster was
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being prepared, a powerful embrocation being used as a
substitute until the plaster was ready.

I told the doctor that my condition arose only from
flatulence, which would soon disperse, but he did not relax
his endeavours to start the heart’s action again. I lay
stretched on my back with a noise in my ears like the roar
of a cataract. I believe this was the circulation of the blood,
which, though reully feeble, seemed so loud that I began to
be deaf. Shortly after eleven o’clock I became aware that
the noise had greatly decreased, sounding now like the
musical whir-r-r of a spinning-wheel—a pleasant, soothing
sound.

Now came my first strange experience. There was
nothing disturbing my thoughts ; I was just in a pleasant
sort of langour, when suddenly I heard the question
addressed to me : ‘Can you not trust Him for one day?’
Instantly T knew that this had reference to my wife and
child in some way, but I do not remember if I knew or
thought what it meant till the end. In a tone of surprise I
said: ‘For one day 7’ And immediately there was the reply :
¢ A thousand years are but as one day, and what ave fifty or
sixty 7’

Then there came over me the most luxurious feeling of
perfect rest which it is impossible adequately to describe. It
was not like the rest which a wearied body enjoys; there
was no sense of weariness or of worn-out strength, but a
feeling of lightness, as if resting on air (if that can be
imagined), with every part equally supported in whatever
position it was placed. It was simply rest luxurious.

I now know that the circulation was steadily diminish-
ing ; and so low had it become that the doctor said my mind
must be wandering or unconscious. But I was conscious to
the last, by the mercy of God, as the sequel will show ; and
what was called ‘wandering’ was my speaking out what I
was experiencing. I think, however, that there were short
periods of something like a doze, when my mind was away,
as in a dream, for a fcw seconds only, as a word or move-
ment around me seems to have aroused or recalled me.

The day was fine, and a very bright sun shone in through
the two windows of my room. While I lay with open eyesI
saw and recognised cverything and all who were about me,
heard what was said, and knew what was going on, just as
I would at any other time. Another half-hour or so passed
by. Then I became aware that the whir-r-r in my ears had
ceased, and instead there was a quiet, singing sound, like
what, I suppose, everyone has experienced, but very quiet,
as when that singing in the carsis dying away.

While I lay with closed eyes I was now the spectator of
scenes so magnificent as quite to baflle any adequate
description. A light seemed to burst on my surroundings,
which made the sun look as a candle does in daylight. I
asked the doctor if it had any connection with the Rontgen
Rays ; and talking about them did not dispel the visions,
which T tried to describe to those around. The doctor had
told me some time previously that he was experimenting
with the Rontgen Rays, and would show me some experi-
ments; hence the question, I suppose. He replied, ¢ Oh,never
mind, it is nothing.” And to my wife he said it was
hallucination.  Ile might call it so, but that raises the
question, ‘ What is hallucination ?’

I then saw standing before me, in this magnificent light,
a Jong street or row of palaces. The first was a blue palace.
Its end wall was towards me, as I was looking along the
row. Against this wall rose a stair which led to a platform
where the entrance to the palace was situated, but out of
sight. This stair was of great width, the plateau of great
height, and the palace itself in size like a mountain. The
walls of the palace from top to bottom appeared to consist
of one single sapphire stone. Each step of the stair was
a single sapphire. The plateau (on to which I could not see
for its height) seemed to throw out scintillating rays of
magnificent blue, and the whole structure stood on a
foundation of gold. The street or road, or ground, which
extended as far as I could see, was of burnished gold, and
upon it stood the row of palaces, one after another, and each
of a different colour.

It is quite impossible to communicate any idea of the
magnificence of the colours. T did not know what colour is
until I saw these in the glorious light which displayed them.
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And while T looked with unrestrained admiration into the
blue depths of the wall, which the brilliancy of the light
enabled the eye to penetrate like clear deep water, I heard
the words, ‘ What are all the jewels and wealth of the
world?  One step of that stair surpasses the whole.

Then my attention was turned to the one which stood
next—a white palace. In form it was the same as the other,
except the stair, but the material was as of diamond. The
walls and also the steps were of single diamond stones. At
intervals of so many steps the stair was arched across from
side to side with wreaths of diamonds, which shone and
sparkled like crystallised snow, so dazzling was their white-
ness. The plateau threw out a perfect blaze of the whitest
light.

The stairs of all the palaces, so far as I could see, were
filled with figures in male and female attire, going up, and it
seemed as easy as walking on level ground. Their garments
were in a sort of Eastern or ancient Roman style, and their
manners towards each other were the most graceful and
deferential.

Next came an emerald palace, which was in form exactly
like the first. And here again I must mention that the
colour, green, was of the most beautiful shade imaginable,
displayed in a light which extinguished the sun. It was
beyond description, beyond conception, beyond comprehen-
sion unless seen. It brought to my mind—even in this
waking dream, or hallucination, or vision—a thought of
which I suppose I must have read or heard at some period
of my life, namely, * What attribute of God is displayed or
hidden in the colour, green, with which He has clothed all
nature?’

And while this thought was in my mind, it was said to
me, ¢ Choose which you prefer.” Without hesitation 1 was
just about to choose the emerald, when I was aroused to
other thoughts by remarks of the doctor, who was telling
my wife that the end was just at hand ; that now he could
not detect any circulation; that a very short time at the
longest (it might be only seconds) was all that could now be
looked for, and he had done all that he could do.

Until that moment, as it now appears to me, not a thought
of death,or even of danger, had cver crossed my mind ; nor had
I (which surprises me more) given a single thought to any
power higher than the doctor’s. That is so different from
my usual practice that I can only explain it to myself by
putting the blame on the sudden state of lethargy into which
I sank, carrying with me the impression that I had only to
get rid of a little flatulence.

Medicines are very powerful agents, and are given us for
our use ; and doctors and others who have studied medical
science should be consulted when occasion vequires. But
without the favour of Divine aid, both these agents are quite
useless ; with that favour they become a healing power. I
consider that to be the proper meaning of ‘faith healing.’
We are not to expect miracles ; but there is nothing to
hinder the Almighty from answering prayer in such a way
and at such a time as to show that His hand is specially in
the matter. It has long been my practice in the case
of any illness, not only personal, (for that has rarely been
necessary) but in those in whom I am interested, to carry
their case to ¢ Our Father,” with perfect confidence that the
right issue will follow, whatever it may be ;and I have never
been disappointed in my hopes.

When the doctor said he had done all he could, and when
I realised my position, and at the same moment my unac-
countable neglect, I said, ‘Have you?—Oh! I have not—
Teel my pulse.” They saw my whispering attempts to speak
and the hand put out, but could not make out the words
distinctly. Between the two sentences ‘I have not, ‘Feel
my pulse,” which was just a breath, the following long train
of thoughts passed through my mind, showing the inconceiv-
able swiftness with which the mind can work when relieved
of the body, or nearly so, and completely annihilating time.
My thoughts were, ¢ Here have I, for two hours, been lying
dying, trusting myself to the doctor’s hands without giving
a single thought to the true Physician. How can I have
been so negligent? The doctor will most likely take credit
to himself for what is about to happen, and what if he does ?

But I don’t know what to say, I can’t put the words
together.’
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Then I heard, ‘What are words? Your words to a
Chinaman or a Frenchman would all be different. He does
not care for words. He knows your nced better than you
can say it.

“Yes,” I said ; ‘but I know it is a look—a look such as
the bitten Israelites cast on the brazen serpent, a look of
faith and trust” And instantly the reply came (or some-
thing within me replied, but it seemed to me to be a voice),
‘That is it.’

With this the doctor’s fingers were on my wrist, and the
whole of the above incident last detailed had gone through
my mind like a flash.

My wife says the expression which came into the doctor’s
face was the most extraordinary transformation imaginable.
He had looked dreadfully dull, subdued and depressed, his
face quite pale with anxiety. But instantly this changed ;
a mingled look of astonishment, satisfaction and delight
beamed from his face, causing her to ask, ‘What is it,
doctor 7’ And he looked quite radiant as he replied, ‘I think
it is all right.’

As he touched my wrist the pulse had given a thump
against his fingers, followed after a pause by two quick
beats, and repeating this erratic movement with longer and
shorter pauses, as if hesitating whether to stop or go on.
This irregular movement continued till late in the evening,
when it became quite normal.

In the doctor’s opinion there could hardly be anything
more like, or any nearer approach to, a ‘raising from the
dead.” I say that I was so raised.

LONDON SPIRITUALIST ALLIANCE, LTD.

A meeting of Members and Associates of the London
Spiritualist Alliance will be held in the French Drawing
Room, St. James’s Hall (entrance from Piccadilly), at 7 for
7.30 p.m., on Friday nert, November 30th, when

MR. ROBERT M. THEOBALD, DM.A.
Will give an Address on the Question—
¢Is a Spiritualist Church Needed?’

On Friday evening, November 16th, Mr. F. W. Thurstan,
M.A,, gave an able address on ‘ The History of the Cultiva-
tion of Mediumship,” of which we hope to publish a report
in our next issue.

In accordance with Rule XV. of the Articles of Associa-
tion, the subscriptions of Members and Associales elected after
October 1st are taken as for the remainder of the present
year and the whole of 1901.

TRANSITION OF GILES B. STEBBINS.

The veteran Spiritualist and reformer, the Hon. Giles B.
Stebbins, has expired at his home in Detroit, Mich., U.S.A.,
in his eighty-third year. Nearly fifty years ago he estab-
lished a Unitarian society and was its pastor for two

ears. He afterwards became convinced of the truths of
Spiritualism and was a prolific writer of newspaper articles
and books in its behalf. His little work, ‘The Spirit Body
Real,’ is one of the best and most popular brochures dealing
with that important subject. Mr. Stebbins was a prominent
anti-slavery man and an earnest advocate of all movements
for human betterment, yet gentle and unobtrusive except
as the nature of his work brought him into prominence.
About four years ago Mr. and Mrs. Stebbins celebrated their
golden wedding. They lived alone, their children having
died in infancy. Latterly Mr. Stebbins felt that he was
nearing the death change, and arranged with his wife all the
details regarding the disposal of his remains, which were
cremated.

Mrs. J. STANNARD has reached London again and we
have received a brief letter from her in which she expresses
her appreciation of the kind references to her work in Paris
which were made in ‘Licut, for Novemoer 17th, by Mr.
Arthur Hallam. If the meeting suggested by Mr. Hallam
for the establishment of a Magnetic Society in London can
be arranged, she will be pleased to attend and render any
assistance it is in her power to offer.

LG E T

[November 24, 1900,

PRESENTIMENTS.

Others, perhaps, may send you their views on the very
interesting ‘ Note by the Way’in the first column of your
issue of November 10th ; but in any case, may I be per-
mitted to say that I think much of the difficulty experienced
by Elder Myrick and others, in view of wholesale disasters
where some have been warned and shielded and others left
to their fate, lies in our taking for granted that death must
of necessity be a calamity for those who are taken as well as
for those who may deplore their departure?

Surely it needs little experience to realise that even a
lingering death may be more ‘merciful’ than a long and
lonely life of constant sorrow and trial. A4 fortior then,
may we say the same of a quick passing from one set of con-
ditions to another, even where the circumstances are in them-
selves sad, such as would be represented by train or ship-
wreck, famine, war, or other disaster.

This is an obvious view. But to those of us who realise
this life as merely a class in God’s great School of Humanity
there are surely other considerations to be taken into
account.

Many of your readers, like myself, must know of cases
where events have been foretold of such a nature that no
amount of ‘expectation’ could have insured their
occurrence. Yet they Zave occurred, perhaps years later,
exactly as foreseen.

The telling of such experiences (I have known personally
of several) is almost inevitably met by the objection, ‘Then
you are a blind fatalist 7’

Not at all. At the same time I must confess that the
longer I live and the more experience I gain, both of my
own and of other people’s lives, the more strongly is the
conviction forced upon me that there is probably no escape
from the more marked events, at any rate, of our lives. It
is not likely that one life is arranged upon entirely different
lines from those of all other lives. Therefore, if a few cases
can be absolutely proved where definite and wnique events
(not amenable to ‘suggestion’ or ‘expectation’) have
occurred as foretold, the matter surely is placed beyond
the legitimate pale of coincidence. But why should this be
called Olind fate? Why not an intelligent (if not always
intelligible) and loving fate ?

To go back to my simile of the  great School of
Humanity, is there anything more arbitrary and ‘blind’
here than in the fact that a wise schoolmaster arranges
beforehand just what special lessons his pupils must learn !
It would be a very haphazard sort of school where no care
had Leen taken to draw up a course of study suitable to the
various neceds of the scholars.

A metaphor must not be overstrained. In the great
Human School the lessons are never absolutely identical, and
the pupils do not sit side by side on the same form, learning,
perchance, out of the same book. This goes to prove how
far more individual to the special stage of growth is the
teaching of the Divine Schoolmaster.

It may, however, be objected that in the earth school the
pupil knows beforehand what books he must study, whereas
he seldom knows what events may belong to his Human
School curriculum. It is obvious that there may be the best
of reasons for this latter fact being a blessing, not a draw-
back. In any case it does not affect the general line of
thought. For surely the Divine Wisdom may be trusted to
choose the course of study needed in each case ! Elder Myrick
rightly repudiates the idea of aloving Father or an omniscient
God showing favouritism. But let it be granted that the
¢ poor fellows” in the train were only turning over a new leaf
in their individual lesson books at that special moment ;
whereas Elder Myrick, through the same Wisdom, was held
to the earth school a little longer. Being evidently psychic,
he could be acted upon by psychic methods ; but a similar
result could easily have been brought about, if necessary,
even had he been an unimpressionable person.  In the case
of the afternoon service, for example, the gathering together
of the congregation in the doomed church might have been
prevented as effectually by Elder Myrick slipping down in
the street and breaking his leg after the morning service.

E. KATHARINE BATEs,
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AN ALLEGED EFFECT OF LIGHTNING.

WaAT 18 EVIDENCE?

The contention of Mr. Rutherford Edwards (p. 531)
appears to be that the phenomena of Spiritualism and the
philosophy which is, or should be, based upon this founda-
tion, would have been condemned as fraud by methods of
disproof similar or analogous to those I have adopted in
regard to the statement made in the second paragraph,
p. 66, of M. Flammarion’s book, ¢ I’Inconnu.’ For reasons
which I may be allowed briefly to mention, I think that this
view is a mistaken one; and, although I am in entire
sympathy with the sperit of Mr. Edwards’ further contention
that ‘it is our duty to thoroughly investigate all evidence,
putting aside all preconceived ideas and theories,’ I think it
very probable that we might differ as to what really con-
stitutes evedence, and as to the practicability and expediency
of accepting, and of expending time and labour upon, whatis
frequently put forward as such.

But Mr. Edwards’ letter implies that I have brought
abstract theory 1n opposition to fucts. I am not aware of
having, in my communications relative to this matter,
adopted, or even referred to, any theory, either abstract or
concrete. Indeed I may claim that the only facts advanced
have been those on my side, the supposed facts on the other
side resolving themselves into a simple uncorroborated state-
ment, probably derived from an extraneous source, which T
may as well here translate: * On another occasion, it’ (the
lightning) ‘struck a labourer dead on the spot at the moment
when he was raising a picce of bread to his mouth whilst
breakfasting ; he remained motionless. People approach and
touch him ; he falls to ashes (cendres); but his clothing
remained intact.’

On the other hand, the statement that a certain definite
quantity of heat, whether derived from clectrical energy or
from combustion, is required to vaporise a pound avoirdupois
of water represents an experimental fact, not a theovy. If
Mr. Edwards doubts the fact he can verify itin a rough and
ready manner, but with certainty, by means of a gas stove
and a kettle of water.

The statement that the vaporisation, or resolution into its
component elements, in less than one second (« fortiori inless
than one millionth of a second), of ¢ven one pound of water

must necessarily be attended with a violent explosive
effect, is the expression of a fact, not of a theory.
If Mr. Edwards doubts it, let him suddenly throw sixteen
ounces of water into a large and incandescent coke fire.

The statement that the temperature requisite for the con-
version into ashes, or cinders, of a corpse, or for its becoming
‘ thoroughly charred,” is mmuch higher than that at which the
ordinary materials of clothing become decomposed and dis-
integrated, is one of fact, not of theory—abstract or other-
wise. If Mr. Edwards doubts it, let him immerse any
article of clothing in animal fat, and then heat the latter
until it becomes partly vaporised and partly ‘burnt’ or
charred.

There are other facts also which I have insisted upon,
and to which some weight, at least, might be conceded by
the candid investigator. Whereis the evidence and where
are the facts to be balanced against these?

The life of a truthseeker may be a continual examination
of so-called evidence, most or all of which may be of an
entirely nugatory character, more orless in accord with the
fallacious intuitions and unfounded assuinptions of ignor-
ance. All truthseekers are liable to spend at least many
years, sometimes a lifetime, in this futile work, without ever
reaching a solid foundation of fact, upon which correct
inductions may be based. As in medixval times, before the
advance of astronomical, geological, and physical science had
supplied any real criterion of truth, and when the ignorant
erudition of theologians or the mystical maundering of
dreamers was accepted as a substitute, they may be ready
to attach at least a provisional credence to any statement,
however absurd, backed by a show of authority or wisdom,
or even by confident assertion.

Truthseckers who would be truthfinders, who would
avoid wasting their lives in the futile examination of
‘evidence’already contradicted and disproved by the verified
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facts of science, should begin by making themselves
acquainted as far as possible with the latter,in the directions
at least in which they bear upon the subjects of their investi-
gation. The denial of a statement, without any examinatiomn
of ‘evidence,” may be based upon knowledge, or it may
proceed from ignorance. When a man denies, without any
examination of statements dignified by the name of
‘evidence,’ that ten pounds avoirdupois of proof spirit can
be contained in a one-gallon jar ; that a vulgar adventurer
such as the ‘bottle conjurer’ can place himself inside a quart
bottle, or (may I say?) that a human body can be instan-
taneously carbonised or reduced to ashes without damage to
its clothing, the denial may proceed from knowledge. But
when a man, however learned and scientific, denies—very
naturally and excusably perhaps—that there can be any
truth in a published statement, such as that made by myself
so long ago as December, 1872, to the effect that in a circle
of six sitters, with locked door and under my own test con-
ditions, a seventh form appeared, unlike and more beautiful
than anything earthly, the denial—safe as it might appear,
and universally accepted as it might be—was based, not
upon knowledge, but upon ignorance. The deniers had no
knowledge whatever in this particular direction ; the alleged
fact was not therefore in contradiction to anything they
knew ; they denied it because it was entirely outside, and
likely to remain outside, their experience. When William
Crookes, in February, 1874, published a similar statement—
with far higher scientific authority, and with greater means
and ability for investigation—his facts were accepted only
by the few, and they are still ignored, if not denied, by the
great majority of the psychical researchers with whom I am
associated. It is certain, however, that this denial is not
based upon knowledge ; it cannot be maintained that these
phenomena are in contradiction to known natural laws.
The natural laws on which they are dependent are as yet
unknown or but partly recognised. The denial of facts
which have been personally verified by many Spiritualists,
and also by some materialists, is due not only to ignorance
of the phenomena and to an inability to reproduce them
which admits of an easy explanation, but also to a curious
and deeply-rooted prejudice against any admissions which
may militate in favour of what some have termed the ¢ un-
scientific hypothesis” of a continued existence after the
change we call ‘ decath.’
DesymoND G. FIrzGERALD.
94, Loughboro’-road, S.W.
[With Mr. FitzGerald’s communication this correspondence
ceases.—Ep. ¢ Licnt.’]

‘* THE REGISTER OF CEREBRAL FORCES.’

We are in receipt of a communication from the secretary
of the Charcot Hospital, 121, Buckingham Palace-road, S.W.,
in reference to ‘The Will Machine, or Register of Cerebral
Forces, in use at that Hospital. The writer complains that
the apparatus known in F'rance as the ‘ Biometer’ was, at the
recent Paris Congress, spoken of as the invention of Dr.
Baraduc, whereas it is in reality, in all essential particulars,
identical with the ¢ Register of Cerebral I'orces,’ invented by
Professor d'Odiardi more than twenty years ago. If the
facts are as our correspondent alleges, it is certainly hard on
Mr. d’Odiardi. But, on the other hand, Dr. Baraduc has
denied that he ever claimed to be the inventor of the ¢ Bio-
meter’ which he uses, and has given the assurance that that
apparatus is one that was invented by the Abbé Fortin, and
slightly modified by Chardin. Anyhow, as we set forth the
claims of Mr. d’Odiardi at great length in ‘LicHT’ of March
19th and 26th, 1898,and published Dr. Baraduc’s disclaimer in
our issue for April 30th of the same year, we are not disposed
to pursue the question further. The disputants must be
left to find other means of settling their differences. Could
they not agree to refer the matter to two or three unbiassed
and unprejudiced experts ?

Ir, whatever you seek, you put good-will into all your
actions, you are sure of the best success at last ; for, what-
ever else you gain or miss, you are building up a noble and
beautiful character, which is not only the best of possessions
in this world, but also is about all you can expect to take
with you into the next.—J. T. TROWBRIDGE.
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To France,

OUR CURE FOR CARE.

The happiest people in the world ought to be those who
have found ‘the pearl of great price,” the ¢ treasure ’ in  the
carthen vessel,” and perhaps, as a rule, they are; but who,
in this world of struggle and change, can be as happy as he
ought to be? For one thing, we are still in the flesh, and
are subject to all the ills that flesh is heir to: and, as the
writer of ‘The Wisdom of Solomon’ has it, ‘the corruptible
body presseth down the soul.” We need to be mindful of
this in dealing with depression, which can he a great deal
physical ; and philosophy is not alwaysable to save us from
the ill effects of dyspepsia. Iiven sympathy with others
can darken joy, and put more pathos into the life than
religion can transform : and happiness is postponed. It is
true that sympathy can be one of the surest roads to the
holiest joy, but ¢ few there be that find it.” A very strange
and profound spiritual truth is suggested by Spenser’s
question, in ‘ The Faerie Queene’” :—

And is there care in Heaven? Asis there love
In heavenly spirits to these creatures base ?

The common answer would assuredly be: ¢ No, there is
no care in Heaven.” But that answer is wrong. llave we
not the very highest authority for saying that there is joy
in the presence of the angels of God when but one sinner
repents 7 And surely if there is joy when one sinner
repents, there must be anxiety of some kind until he does.
And why not? Is it the highest condition to he merely
happy ? Even on carth, is not more care cured by sharing
the cross of the world than by secking sclfish case and
safety in isolation from the struggle ?

The real truth is that the source of all care is within,
and the cure for it must be within, too ;—a truth which
every thoughtful Spiritualist ought to clearly comprehend.
But this is no new truth. It is as old as the Book of
Psalms,—in the main a true Spiritualist’s hook whose lovely
songs are never more beautiful than when the singer says,
‘Out of the depths have I cried unto Thee!”  And truly,
in all ages, ‘out of the depths’ have come the deepest, the
richest, the tenderest songs of the world. The poets of
pathos have always found their way to the deepest truths
of life, truths not lightly spoken, and growing out of
experiences not easily unveiled : and they never failed to
let a strain of hope and trust run through their saddest
song. ‘Out of the depths have I cried unto Thee’ is always
followed by, ¢I wait for the Lord ; my soul doth wait ; and
in His word do I hope.’

Is not the sccret of all true religion in this? and is it
not a calamity when we substitute ceremonial, or ritual, or
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mere opinion, for this deep heart-trust? We are slowly
advancing to the universal religion whose germs are already
hidden in every form of religion; and that universal
religion we might almost describe as the sceret of peace of
mind, or the cure for care.

We often say that Spiritualists are unwise when, driven
by extremists, they are tempted to push aside the Bible as
antiquated. It is not antiquated. In all essential respects,
it is a spiritually modern hook. If we take, as an instance,
this modern idea of religion that it is a source of trust and
joy, what do we find? We have, as an experiment, just
gone through some of the Epistles of Paul for the sole
purpose of noting what has often occurred to us,—his
emphasis upon the note of joy. We do not often quote
texts, but how these shine !—¢ We rejoice in hope of the
glory of God’: ¢Yea, and if I be offered upon the sacrifice
and service of your faith’ (literally—poured out as a drink
offering) ‘I joy and rejoice with youall’: ¢ We worship God
in the spirit, and rejoice in Christ Jesus’: * Rejoice in the
Lord always ; and again I say, Rejoice!” *Sorrowful, yet
always rejoicing ; poor, but making many rich.’

It is not easy. By the rivers of Babylon there we sat
down, yea, we wept when we remembered Zion.” But, for
tens of thousands, it is harder in the rush and struggle of
modern city life than by Babel’s strcams. The old mourners
had rivers and harps and willows, but many of us have
none : and, as Mrs. Browning has it :—

"T'was hard to sing by Babel’s stream,—
More hard, in Babel’s street !

But it can be done, and some of the sweetest angel-
songs have gonc up to Heaven from some of the narrowest
and dingiost paths of earth.

One of the ancient Hebrew poets cried (so a spirited new
translation renders Psalm lvii. 7) :—

Firm is my heart, O God ;
Firm is my hemt
I will sing and pla.y !

A significant combination! and a natural connection
between firm heart and happy song. Emerson shrewdly
said : ¢ He who knows that power is in the soul ; that he is
weak only because he has looked for good out of him and
elsewhere, and, so perceiving, throws himself unhesitatingly
on his thought, instantly rights himself, stands in the erect
position, commands his limbs, works miracles ; just as a
man who stands on his feet is stronger than a man who
stands on his head.” It is here we find our cure for care,in
the spiritual sclf. ¢ All things work together for good to
those that love God.” Why? Because they have trust
and hope, and trust and hope are positively creative of all
kinds of good, even ministering to bodily health, and turn-
ing the harsh stones of life into nourishing food. In like
manner there is a connection between fretting and sin, as
the wise old Psalmist knew, who said, ¢ Fret not thyself in
any wise to do evil” Iretting has even led to murder,—
murder suggested by a bitter sense of wrong, exaggerated
and made murderous by brooding.

We can help to cure care, then, by remembering that we
are spiritually related to the mighty Brotherhood who share
together, as in a campaign, the fate and fortune of our
common life. We can sing for others if not for ourselves,—
a signal grace! We can cure care by curbing desire. You
cannot sing, you say, because you have not this or that.
Ah! be separate: rise superior to it: be as the bird: fly
and be free ! And, best of all, we can cure care by looking
above. Yes! the bird’s way is the man’s way : —soarlnd
sing! If Spiritualism is a religion, it is this.

n ¢ Spirit-
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