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more. I tempted the medium to describe to me again that
radiant spirit bedight with gems; but no answer could I get
except the same positive and even sorrowful denial. *No, sir,
I cannot see her ; the spirit is not here ' ; proving to a demon-
stration, as I venture to think, the truth of both clairvoyantes,
the one who said she would not come ; the other who said she
had not come ; not less than the genuineness of the apparition
itself. And lest anyone should imagine, as some suspicious
people have imagined, and suggested to me, that there was some
collusion between these two mediums, let me say that I ascer-
tained as & positive fact that these two ladies were not personal
friends, and had never met face to face.

Shortly after this a strange experience happened to myself.
AsI sat in my study one day I thought I felt something touch
me. Gradually that mysterious touch increased both in
frequency and certainty, till at last there was no longer any
doubt in my mind that some person or some thing was touching
me, and evidently meant that I should understand and know
it. By degrees it became so powerful, and I may add so decidedly
uncomfortable, that I began to feel quite melancholy. I could
get rid of it peither by day nor night. It was like a cap of
ice fastened on my head ; and you can imagine how uncomfort-
able that feeling must have been. At last I went to a medium,
a different one this time—a lady who has now passed away—
and T asked her if she could see anything singular about my
head ; and she told me she saw the hand of a spirit there, and
whose was the hand, and why it was there. Ithen asked that the
hand might be removed, as I presumed the object of its pressure
had been gained by my recognition of it ; and in obedience to
my request it was removed ; and although I have felt it again
and again, and am constantly feeling it, when (as you will
presently learn) necessity arises, yet theice-cap has never been
put on again, and no discomfort has ever attended it ; but, on the
contrary, it has been the signal of messages and communications
which have been of the greatest material comfort and benefit.

Now this medium, to whom I had gone to consult her about
the *ice-cap,’ told me that if I would take a pencil important
messages would be given me through my hand. I resolved at
once to test that opinion, and after a few ineffectual sittings I
suddenly found that a power external to myself was moving the
pencil and giving me information as to the writer's identity., I
shall tell you more about thisin a minute or two, but meanwhile
I want to show you what happened as the result of it, in reference
to the Queen Anne Boleyn. I was sitting one afternoon writing
in mystudy, my mind being engaged on a subject entirely unre-
lated to spirits, whenI felt a sudden knocking as of a hand on
the left side of my head. Taking up my pencil I asked, ¢ Who
is there 7’ and I received the reply ‘ Anne Boleyn." ¢ Oh,’ said
I, ‘isitreally you? Well, now, if it is, I want you to give me

a proof which I canregard as conclusive. Will you 7" To which
she replied, ‘I will if Tcan.” *Well,” said I, *will you go to
Mr. Vango's with me on Thursday evening, and give me the
evidence of your identity again?’ She replied, ‘I will go.’
¢ You need not give your name,’ said I, ‘if you do not wish to,
but just wear that girdle of jewels with the loop of jewels that
you have appeared in before, and by that sign Ishall be able
torecognise your presence.’ On the evening appointed, there-
fore, I went: not without misgivings, I candidly admit; for my
mind is naturally sceptical, as I presume all trained minds are ;
and I half ridiculed my own seriousness in going on so singular
and intangible a quest. Others ridiculed it too, and one laid a
small wager of sixpence that Ishould not get what I wanted.
It was not a large wager certainly, but even sixpences arve not to
be despised in these hard times. The séance came off in due
course, and Mr. Vango saw no one near me except the form of
an old man whom I could not recognise. Oh,’ thought I, *1've
lost my sixpence |’ And in my disappointment at not gebting
my test, I exclaimed rather petulantly, ¢TI don't know the old
man. In fact, I don’t know any old man; never knew an old
man in my life—who would be likely to come to me.’ Tn fact,
I felt so angry at any old man presuming to take the place
of my Royal friend, that I snubbed him, hustled him off, and
metaphorically speaking, ¢scttled ’him, and banished him to
limbo. All very wrong, I freely admit, very presumptuous and
disrespectful, and quite wanting in the reverence which is due
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to age, especially a venerable and aged spirit ; but you must
make some allowance for a man’s feelings who had come to
meet a queen with gems bedight, and only encountered a
quite unrecognisable and nameless old man. You may imagine
that all through the remainder of the séance I satin a kind of
spiritualistic ¢dump,’ feeling that I had either been fooled
or had fooled myself ; when suddenly just as the séance was
closing the clairvoyant turned round, looked across to the
point where I was sitting, and said, ¢ Oh, 1 must speak again
to that gentleman over there.” ‘To me?’ I asked, ‘Yes,” he
replied. ¢ There is a spirit who has just come, and is standing
right in front of you. She hasan oval face, brown eyes and hair,
and is a person who lived about three centuries ago. I can see
that from the style of her dress ; besides, she has written 300
over your head. She has a belt of shells round her waist, and a
loop of them hangs down in front.” ‘Are you sure they are
shells?’' T asked. ‘Look at them closely and tell me.’
After a moment's pause he said, ‘No, they are not
shells, they are precious stones.” *‘And now,” he con-
tinued, ‘she has a gold stick in her hand, with a knob
at the end of it; and now she has a crown on her head—not
like the crown which our Queen wore at her Coronation, but a
small crown. Andnow, oh! what do I see? there is adark mark
coming round her neck ; her throat is covered with blood ; and
now her head is off ; and with her right hand she is holding
out a long scroll towards you. Do you know what it means ?’
‘I do,’ T replied. ‘Do you know her?’ ‘I do." ¢She gives
me no name.” ‘I know her name.” A few moments after he
suddenly said, ‘I hear the name of ‘* Anne.” Does anyone
here know any spirit by the name of ‘“ Anne™?’ ¢Oh, yes,’
exclaimed an old lady, *I had an aunt of that name.’ *Yes,' said
I, mentally, ‘and Eongland had a queen of that name. It is
no Aunt Anne, but Aune Boleyn." The name was for me,
though the intervening pause had diverted the attention, so
that no one suspected whence,or for whom,the name had come.
I almost fancied I could hear Aune Boleyn asking me in the
words of Arviel in * The Tempest,’

¢ Was it well done ?’
and I mentally responded,

¢ It was well done !
Fine Spirit | Thy charge exactly is performed.’

For here, you see, was evidence in full measure—*‘good
measure, pressed down, shaken together, and running over’;
evidence beyond what T had asked for or expected ; not only the
girdle of jewels which was the preconcerted and promised sign
of recognition, but the whole insignia of queenly royalty, the
sceptre in the hand, the crownon the head ; the entire tragedy,
in fact, of her life as represented by its initial and final scenes ;
from the Coronation in the Abbey when she was decked with the
crown matrimonial by her infatuated husband, to the semblance
of the closing tableau on Tower Hill, when the head fell and
the murder was complete, and the Queen of the Royal Blue
Beard was no more.

There is still one other link in this chain of evidence which
was supplied at another séance by another clairvoyante, which,
with your permission, if you are not tired of the subject, I
should like to present to you to complete the story.

Some months now elapsed, and the impression of these
evidences seemed to be getting dim ; and I began to feel rather
sceptical again, and there were not wanting people who tried to
cajole me out of my faith, and to persuade me that it was all a
delusion and a fraud. Such people are always at one's elbow ;
the sceptic and the scoffer are never absent; and if it were
not for the remewal of one's evidences from time to time I
fear one's faith would waver and the comfort of it fail.

So I resolved to get another proof if I could, and I selected
the Queen Anne Boleyn as the test. Sitting in my study, T
asked the spirit who usually communicates with me, ¢ whether
she could bring Anne Boleyn to another meeting if I attended
one that evening?' My communicating spirit replied rather
abruptly and reproachfully ‘that she did not think T needed
another proof from her’; but I, as abruptly and positively,
answered ‘1 did ' ; whereupon she promised to do her best to
secure the attendance of my patroness the Queen. About four
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