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Introduction

Confessions of a Medium (1860-1) is a early — but perhaps not the first —
example of a particular genre of Spiritualist literature, the mediumistic confession,
of which genre the most important examples are William Chapman’s Confessions
of a Medium (1882) (which details his brief and nefarious career as the partner of
the materializing medium Alfred Firman) and Charles F. Pidgeon’s Revelations of
a Spirit Medium (1891)."

Predating both of these texts, this Confessions is not a revelation of
chicanery practiced by the narrating spirit medium; it is the revelation that a
particular pair of Spiritualists — referred to as Mr. Abijah Stilton and Miss Abby
Fetters in the text itself — are Free Lovers, Spiritual Affinities. The Fox sisters,
including Leah as Mrs. Fish, appear in the text under their proper names, as
does — obliquely, as the author of An Epic of the Starry Heavens (1854) —
Thomas Lake Harris, but the identities of Mr. Stilton and Miss Fetters are a
mystery, to me at least, and may or may not have been intended by the author to
stand in for real people. Stilton’s only identifying characteristics are that he is
married, not a medium, and the editor of a small monthly periodical entitled
‘Revelations from the Interior,” which may be a reference to the Auburn Apostolic
Circle’s periodical Disclosures from the Interior and Superior Care for Mortals.?
Miss Fetters is identified by a minimalistic physical description, a range of
manifestations, and a relatively large number of spirit controls: Sampson, Peter
the Great, Gibbs the Pirate, Black Hawk, Joe Manton, and “Cribb, a noted pugilist
of the last century.”

The text was written by the poet and journalist Bayard Taylor (1825-1878),
and is reproduced verbatim in the second series of Taylor’'s At Home and Abroad:
A Sketch-Book of Life, Scenery, and Men (1862).3 Taylor presents himself, in At
Home and Abroad, as sympathetic to the supernatural, remarking in a chapter
entitled “My Supernatural Experiences” that:

' For background on Chapman text, see my notes at: http://ehbritten.blogspot.com/2012/12/
confessions-of-medium-author-outed.html For background on the Pidgeon text, see my notes

at: http:// ehbritten.blogspot.com/2013/05/some-notes-on-revelations-of-spirit.ntml.

2 See my notes on this periodical, at: http://ehbritten.hlogspot.com/2014/Q2/notes-on-mountain-
cove-6-disclosures.html. A portion of the Auburn Apostolic Circle broke away to form, under the
Rev. J. L. Scott and Thomas Lake Harris, the separatist Spiritualist Mountain Cove Community,
which itself dissolved after a few brief years in the wake of a spate of accusations that included
Free Love and financial mismanagement.

3 Bayard Taylor. At Home and Abroad: A Sketch-Book of Life, Scenery and Men. Second Series.
(New York: G. P. Putnam, 1862). Confessions occupies pages 433 to 472 in this edition.
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Let sceptical [sic], hard, matter-of-fact men talk as they may, there is a
lingering belief in the possibility of occasional communication between the
natural and the supernatural — the visible and invisible world — inherent in
human nature. There are not many persons whose lives do not contain at
least some few occurrences, which are incapable of being satisfactorily
explained by any known laws — remarkable presentiments, coincidences,
and sometimes apparitions, even, which seem to be beyond the reach of
accident or chance, and overcome us with a special wonder. The error,
however, is generally on the side of credulity. Men are reluctant to accept
any rational interpretation of such things, since the veil which they believe
to have been agitated, if not lifted, is thereby rendered as still and
impenetrable as before. The remarkable prevalence of “Spiritualism,” in
spite of its disgusting puerilities, can only be accounted for in this way.*

This view of Spiritualism is consistent with the view expressed in “Confessions,’
in particular with the narrator’s uncertainty about the validity of his experiences,
and his dismay at the dismal content of communications received from spirits of
the famous dead.

Thomas Shorter, the British Spiritualist leader, included this text as the final
item in his 1867 bibliography of Modern Spiritualism, and believed that the
confessions in the narrative were “plainly spurious.” While it is clear that the
narrator of the Confessions is not Bayard himself and that the narrative is
fictionalized, the substance of the confessions are not spurious. The developing
relationship between Stilton and Fetters reflects, accurately, one that occurred
frequently, within the movement, between mediums and their promoters or
managers, at the time the narrative was written. Whether Shorter’s reaction
stems from his aversion to the story’s equation of Spiritualism with Free Love, or
from a knowledge of the identities of Mr. Stilton and Miss Fetters, | do not know.

In any event, the text deserves recovery and circulation as an early
exemplar of the confessional genre within Spiritualist literature, and may offer an
enterprising researcher enough internal clues to hazard identification of Mr.
Stilton and Miss Fetters (whose spirit guides may provide the best clue to her
identity).

4 Bayard Taylor. At Home and Abroad: A Sketch-Book of Life, Scenery and Men. [First Series].
(New York: G. P. Putnam, 1859), pp. 140-1.

5 See the bibliography at: http://www.ehbritten.org/ts hib.html
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Bibliographical Note

The text first appeared in the Atlantic Monthly for December of 1860, and
received notice from both the secular® and Spiritualist” press. Henry James
Tressider, a small London publisher, presumably saw an opportunity to capitalize
on the rising demand for Spiritualist material in England, in early 1861, and reset
the article as a pamphlet — no doubt without the knowledge of the editors of the
Atlantic Monthly — that appeared in the hands of critics, booksellers and readers
in late March of 1861.

The two texts exhibit differences, in particular in the handling of the
author’s footnotes. There is some scant evidence that the text may have
circulated prior to its publication in the Atlantic Monthly.8

Both versions of the text are provided here, along with some reviews and
advertisements for the British pamphlet version of the text, in the appendices.

6 The Philadelphia Inquirer for November 24, 1860, remarked (p. 2) that “The Confessions of a
Medium’ is better suited for the latitude of Boston that of Philadelphia, as we don’t take much
interest here in psychological developments,” a remarkable instance of whistling in the dark. Its
compatriot, the Philadelphia Press, noted the text on the same day (p. 1), and felt “The
Confessions of a Medium,” full of exaggeration, is the very worst Magazine article of the month,
and its appearance here [in the Atlantic Monthly] surprises us.” The Springfield Daily
Republican, on December 1, 1860 (p. 2), told its readers that “The Confessions of a Medium will
be welcomed by many as a clear and candid statement of what is really known of the Spiritualist
philosophy, wavering and unreliable as it has proved, and involving as it appears to do a
perilous sacrifice of that power of personal will which is one of God’s most sacred gifts.”

7 The Herald of Progress commented on the text some time prior to the February 2, 1861 issue,
in which a reader from Louisiana’s letter notes that “We like your reflections on ‘Confessions of
a Medium” (p. 1). The Banner of Light silently replays, in its January 26, 1861 issue (p. 5) a
notice from an otherwise unidentified periodical called the Clarion, which pans the text as “one
of the silliest and most slanderous stories ever published against Spiritualism.”

8 See, for example, the advertisements for an uncharacterized text entitled Confessions of a
Medium in the (Baltimore) Sun for May 10 (p. 1) and May 11 (p. 1), 1860. These advertisements
are pointing in the direction of an article in the Baltimore Dispatch for May 12, 1860, entitled
“Confessions of a Medium,” which | have been unable to locate.
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THE CONFESSIONS OF A MEDIUM.

It is not yet a year since I ceased to
act as a Spiritual Medium. (I am forced
to make use of this title as the most intel-
ligible, but I do it with a strong mental
protest.) At first, I desired only to with-
draw myself quietly from the peculiar as-
sociations into which I had been thrown
by the exercise of my facuity, and be
content with the simple fact of my escape.
A man who joins the Dashaways does not
care to have the circumstance announced
in the newspapers. “ So, he was an habit-
ual drunkard,” the public would say. I
was overcome by a similar reluctance,—
nay, I might honestly call it shame,—
since, although I had af intervals officiat-
ed as a Medium for a period of seven
years, my name had been mentioned, in-
cidentally, only once or twice in the pa-
pers devoted especially to Spiritualism.
I bad no such reputation as that of Hume
or Andrew Jackson Davis, which would
call for a public statement of my recanta-
tion. The result would be, therefore, to
give prominence to a weakness, which,
however manfully overcome, might be re-
membered to my future prejudice.

I find, however, that the resolution to
be silent leaves me restless and unsatis-
fied. And in reflecting calmly — object-
ively, for the first time — upon the expe-
rience of those seven years, I recognize
80 many points wherein my case is un-
doubtedly analogous to that of hundreds
of others who may be still entangled in the
same labyvinth whence I have but recent-
ly escaped, so clear a solution of much
that is enigmatical, even to those who re-
iect Spiritualism, that the impulse to write
weighs upon me with the pressure of a
neglected duty. I cannot longer be si-
lent, and, in the conviction that the truth
of my statement will be evident enough
to those most concerned in hearing it,
without the authority of any name, (least
of all, of one so little known as mine,) I
now give my confession to the world.
The names of the individuals whom I

shall have occasion to introduce are, of
course, disguised; but, with this excep-
tion, the narrative is the plainest possible
record of my own experience. Many of
the incidents which I shall be obliged to
describe are known only to the actors
therein, who, I feel assured, will never
foolishly betray themselves. I bave there-
fore no fear that any harm can result
from my disclosures.

In order to make my views intelligible
to those readers who have paid no atten-
tion to psychological subjects, I must com-
mence a little in advance of my story.
My own individual nature is one of
those apparently inconsistent combina-
tions which are frequently found in the
children of parents whose temperaments
and mental personalities widely differ.
This class of natures is much larger than
would be supposed. Inheriting opposite,
even conflicting, traits from father and
mother, they assume, as either element
predominates, diverse characters; and
that which is the result of temperament
(in fact, congenital inconsistency) is set
down by the unthinking world as moral
weakness or duplicity. Those who have
sufficient skill to perceive and reconcile
—or, at least, govern—the opposing
elements are few, indeed. Ilad the pow-
er come to me sooner, I should have been
spared the necessity of making these con-
fessions.

From one parent I inherited an extra-
ordinarily active and sensitive imagina-
tion,— from the other, a sturdy practical
sense, a disposition to weigh and balance
with calm fairness the puzzling questions
which life offers to every man. These
conflicting qualities—as is usual in all
similar natures — were not developed in
equal order of growth. The former gov-
erned my childhood, my youth, and en-
veloped me with spells, which all the
force of the latter and more slowly ripen-
ed faculty was barely sufficient to break.
Luxuriant weeds and brambles covered
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the soil which should have been ploughed
and made to produce honest grain. Un-
fortunately, I had no teacher who was
competent to understand and direct me.
The task was left for myself, and I can
only wonder, after all that has occurred,
how it has been possible for me to suc-
ceed., Certainly, this success has not
been due to any vigorous exercise of vir-
tue on my part, but solely to the exist-
ence of that cool, reflective reason which
lay perdue beneath all the extravagances
of my mind.

I possessed, even as a child, an unusu-
al share of what phrenologists call Con-
centrativeness. The power of absorption,
of self-forgetfulness, was at the same time
a source of delight and a torment.  Lost
in some wild dream or absurd childish
speculation, my insensibility to outward
things was chastised as carelessness or a
hardened indifference to counsel. With
a memory almost marvellous to retain
those things which appealed to my imag-
ination, I blundered painfully over the
commonest tasks. While I frequently
repeated the Sunday hymn, at dinner, I
was too often unable to give the least re-
port of the sermon. Withdrawn into my
corner of the pew, I gave myself up, af-
ter the enunciation of the text, to a com-
plete abstraction, which took no note of
time or place. Fixing my eyes upon a
knot in one of the panels under the pul-
pit, I sat moveless during the hour and a
half which our worthy old clergyman re-
quired for the expounding of the seven
parts of his discourse. They could never
accuse me of sleeping, however; for I
rarely even winked. The closing hymn
recalled me to myself, always with a shock,
or sense of pain, and sometimes even with
a temporary nausea.

This habit of abstraction — properly a
complete passivily of the mind — after a
while developed another habit, in which
I now see the root of that peculiar con-
dition which made me a Medium. I shall
therefore endeavor to describe it. I was
sitting, one Sunday, just as the minister
was commencing his sermon, with my eyes
carelessly following the fingers of my right
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hand, as I drummed them slowly across my
knee. Suddenly, the wonder came into
my mind,— How is it my fingers move ?
What set them going? What is it that
stops them? The mystery of that com-
munication between will and muscle,
which no physiologist has ever fathomed,
burst upon my young intellect. I had
been conscious of no intention of thus
drumming my fingers; they were in mo-
tion when I first noticed them: they were
certainly a part of myself, yet they acted
without my knowledge or design! My
left hand was quiet; why did its fingers
not move also?  Following these reflee-
tions came a dreadful fear, as I remem-
bered Jane, the blacksmith’s daunghter,
whose elbows and shoulders sometimes
Jjerked in such a way as to make all the
other scholars laugh, although we were
sorry for the poor girl, who cried bitterly
over her unfortunate, ungovernable limbs.
I was comforted, however, on finding that
I could control the motion of my fin-
gers at pleasure ; but my imagination was
too active to stop there. What if I
should forget how to direct my hands?
What if they should refuse to obey me ?
What if my knees, which were just as
still as the hymn-books in the rack be-
fore me, should cease to bend, and I
ghould sit there forever? These very
questions seemed to produce a temporary
paralysis of the will. As my right hand
lay quietly on my knee, and I asked my-
self, with a stapid wonder, “ Now, can I
move it ?” it lay as still as before. I had
only questioned, not willed. « No I can-
not move it,” I said, in real doubt. I was
conscious of a blind sense of exertion,
wherein there was yet no proper exer-
tion, but which seemed to exhaust me,
Fascinated by this new mystery, I con-
templated my hand as something apart
from myself,— something subordinate to,
but not identical with, me. The rising
of the congregation for the hymn broke
the spell, like the snapping of a thread.
The reader will readily understand that
I carried these experiences much farther.
I gradually learned to suspend (perhaps
in imagination only, but therefore none
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the less really) the action of my will up-
on the muscles of my arms and legs; and
1 did it with the greater impunity, from
knowing that the stir consequent upon
the conclusion of the services would bring
me to myself. In proportion as the will
became passive, the activity of my imag-
ination was increased, and I experienced
a new and strange delight in watching
the play of fantasics which appeared to
come and go independently of myself.
There was still a dim consciousness of
outward things mingled with my condi-
tion; I was not beyond the recall of my
senses. DBut one day, I remember, as I
sat motionless as a statue, having ceas-
ed any longer to attempt to control my
dead limbs, more than usually passive, a
white, shining mist gradually stole around
me ; my eyes finally ceased to take cog-
nizance of objects; a low, musical hum-
ming sounded in my ears, and those crea-
tures of the imagination which had hith-
erto crossed my brain as thoughis now
spoke to me as audible voices. If there
is any happy delirium in the first stages
of intoxication, (of which, thank Heaven,
I bave no experience,) it must be a sen-
sation very much like that which I felt.
The death of external and the birth of
internal consciousness overwhelmed my
childish soul with a dumb, ignorant ec-
stasy, like that which savages feel on first
hearing the magic of music.

How long T remained thus T know not,
I was aroused by fecling myself violently
shaken. “John!” exclaimed my mother,
who had grasped my arm with a deter-
mined hand,—* bless the boy ! what ails
him? Why, his face is as white as a
sheet!”  Slowly I recovered my con-
sciousness, saw the church and the de-
parting congregation, and mechanically
followed my parents. I could give no
explanation of what had happened, ex-
cept to say that I had fallen asleep. As
T ate my dinner with a good appetite, my
mother’s fears were quieted. I was left
at home the following Sunday, and after-
wards only ventured to indulge sparing-
Iy in the exercise of my newly discovered
faculty. My mother, I was conscious,
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took more note of my presence than for-
merly, and I feared a repetition of the
sgme catastrophe. As I grew older and
my mind became interested in a wider
range of themcs, I finally lost the habit,
which I classed among the many follies
of childhood.

I retained, nevertheless, and still re-
tain, something of that subtile instinct
which mocks and yet surpasses reason.
My feelings with regard to the persons
whom I met were quite independent of
their behavior towards me, or the estima-
tion in which they were held by the world.
Things which puzzled my brain in wak-
ing hours were made clear to me in sleep,
and I frequently felt myself blindly im-
pelled to do or to avoid doing certain
things. The members of my family, who
found it impossible to understand my mo-
tives of action,— because, in fact, there
were no motires, — complacently solved
the difliculty by calling me “queer.” I
presume there are few persons who are
not occasionally visited by the instinct,
or impulse, or faculty, or whatever it may
be called, to which I refer. I possessed
it in a move than ordinary degree, and
was generally able to distinguish between
its suggestions and the mere humors of
my imagination. It is scarcely necessary
to say that I assume the existence of such
a power, at the outset. I recognize it as
a normal faculty of the human mind,—
not therefore universal, any more than
the genius which makes a poet, a painter,
or a composer.

My education was neither general nor
thorough ; hence I groped darkly with
the psychological questions which were
presented to me. Tormented by those
doubts which at some period of life assail
the soul of every thinking man, I was
ready to grasp at any solution which of-
fered, without very carefully testing its
character. I eagerly accepted the theo-
ry of Animal Magnetism, which, so far as
it went, was satisfactory ; but it only il-
lustrated the powers and relations of the
soul in its present state of existence; it
threw no light upon that future which I
was not willing to take upon faith alone.
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Though sensible to mesmeric influences,
I was not willing that my spiritual na-
tare should be the instrument of another’s
will, — that a human being, like myself;
should become possessed of all my secrets
and sanctities, touching the keys of every
passion with his unhallowed fingers. In
the phenomena of clairvoyance I saw only
other and more subtile manifestations of
the power which I knew to exist in my
own mind. Hence, I soon grew weary of
prosecuting inquiries which, at best, would
fall short of solving my own great and
painful doubt, — Does the human soul con-
tinue to exist after death? That it could
take cognizance of things beyond the
reach of the five senses, I was already
assured. This, however, might be a sixth
sense, no less material and perishable
in its character than the others. My
brain, as yet, was too young and imma-
ture to follow the thread of that lofty
spiritual logic in the light of which such
doubts melt away like mists of the night.
Thus, uneasy because undeveloped, er-
ving because I bad never known the ne-
cessary guidance, seeking, but almost de-
spairing of enlightenment, I was a fit sub-
jeet for any spiritual epidemic which
seemed to offer me a cure for worse
maladies.

At this juncture occeurred the phenom-
ena known as the “ Rochester Knock-
ings” (My home, let me say, is in a
small town not far from New York.) I
shared in the general interest aroused by
the marvellous stories, which, being fol-
lowed by the no less extraordinary dis-
play of some unknown agency at Nor-
walk, Connecticut, excited me to such a
degree that 1 was half-converted to the
new faith before I had witnessed any
spiritual manifestation. Soon after the
arrival of the Misses Fox in New York
I visited them in their rooms at the How-
ard House. Impressed by their quiet,
natural demeanor, the absence of any-
thing savoring of jugglery, and the pecu-
liar character of the raps and movements
of the table, I asked my questions and
applied my tests, in a passive, if not a
believing frame of mind. In fact, I had
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not long been seated, before the noises
became loud and frequent.

“The spirits like to communicate with
you,” said Mrs. Fish: “you seem to be
nearer to them than most people.”

I summoned, in succession, the spirits
of my mother, a younger brother, and a
cousin to whom T had been much attached
in boyhood, and obtained correct answers
to all my questions. I did not then re-
mark, what has since occurred to me, that
these questions concerned things which I
knew, and that the answers to them were
distinetly impressed on my mind at the
time. The result of one of my tests made
a very deep impression upon me. Hav-
ing mentally selected a friend whom I
had met in the train that morning, I ask-
ed,—« Will the spirit whose name is now
in my mind communicate withme ?” To
this came the answer, slowly rapped out,
on calling over the alphabet,—*He is
Living !

I returned home, very much puzzled.
Precisely those features of the exhibition
(let me call it such) which repulse oth-
ers attracted me. The searching day-
light, the plain, matter-of-fact character
of the manifestations, the absence of all
solemnity and mystery, impressed me fa-
vorably towards the spivitual theory. 1f
disembodied souls, I said, really exist
and can communicate with those in the
flesh, why should they choose moonlight
or darkness, graveyards or lonely bed-
chambenrs, for their visitations?  What is
to hinder them from speaking at times
and in places where the senses of men
are fully awake and alert, rather than
when they are liable to be the dupes of
the imagination ? In such reflections as
these I was the unconscious dupe of my
own imagination, while supposing myself
thoroughly impartial and critical.

Soon after this, circles began to be form-
ed in my native town, for the purpose of
table-moving. A number of persons met,
secretly at first,— for as yet there were
no avowed converts,— and quite as much
for sport as for serious investigation. The
first evening there was no satisfactory
manifestation. The table moved a little,



1860.]

it is true, but each one laughingly accus-
ed his neighbors of employing some mus-
cular force: all isolated attempts were
vain. I was conscious, nevertheless, of
a curious sensation of numbness in the
arms, which recalled to mind my forgot-
ten experiments in church. No rappings
were heard, and some of the participants
did not scruple to pronounce the whole
thing a delusion.

A few evenings after this we met again,
Those who were most incredulous hap-
pened to be absent, while, accidentally,
their places were filled by persons whose
temperaments disposed them to a passive
seriousness. Among these was a girl of
sixteen, Miss Abby Fetters, a pale, deli-
cate creature, with blond hair and light-
blue eyes. Chance placed her next to
me, in forming the ring, and her right
hand lay lightly upon my left. We stood
around a heavy cirenlar dining-table. A
complete silence was preserved, and all
minds gradually sank into a quiet, passive
expectancy. In about ten minutes I be-
gan to feel, or to imagine that I felt, a
stream of light,—if light were a palpa-
ble substance, — a something far finer and
more subtile than an electric current,
passing from the hand of Miss Fetters
through my own into the table. Presently
the great wooden mass began to move, —
stopped,—moved again,— turned in a
circle, we following, without changing
the position of our hands,— and finally
begaun to rock from side to side, with in-
creasing violence. Some of the circle
were thrown off by the movements; oth-
ers withdrew their hands in affright; and
but four, among whom were Miss Fetters
and myself, retained their hold. My out-
ward consciousness appeared to be some-
what benumbed, as if by some present
fascination or approaching trance, but I
retained curiosity enough to look at my
companion. Her eyes, sparkling with a
strange, steady light, were fixed upon the
table ; her breath came quick and short,
and her cheek had lost every trace of
color. Suddenly, as if by a spasmodic
effort, she removed her hands; 1 did the
same, and the table stopped. She threw

The Confessions of a Medium. 703

herself into a seat, as if exhausted, yet,
during the whole time, not a muscle of
the hand which lay upon mine had stir-
red. I solemnly declare that my own
hands had been equally passive, yet I
experienced the same feeling of fatigue,
—not muscular fatigue, but a sense of
deadness, as if every drop of nervous
energy bad been suddenly taken from
me.

Further experiments, the same even-
ing, showed that we two, either together
or alone, were able to produce the same
phenomena without the assistance of the
others present. We did not succeed,
however, in obtaining any answers to our
questions, nor were any of us impress-
ed by the idea that the spirits of the dead
were among us. In fact, these table-
movings would not, of themselves, sug-
gest the idea of a spiritual manifestation.
“The table is bewitched,” said Thomp-
son, a hard-headed young fellow, without
a particle of imagination; and this was
really the first impression of all: some
unknown force, latent in the dead mat-
ter, had been called into action. Still,
this conclusion was so strange, so incred-
ible, that the agency of supernatural in-
telligences finally presented itself to my
mind as the readiest solution.

It was not long before we obtained rap-
pings, and were enabled to repeat all the
experiments which I had tried during
my visit to the Fox family. The spirits
of our deceased relatives and friends an-
nounced themselves, and generally gave
a correct account of their earthly lives.
I must confess, however, that, whenever
we attempted to pry into the future, we
usually received answers as ambiguous
as those of the Grecian oracles, or pre-
dictions which failed to be realized. Vi-
olent knocks or other unruly demonstra-
tions would sometimes interrupt an intel-
ligent communication which promised us
some light on the other life: these, we
were told, were occasioned by evil or
mischievous spirits, whose delight it was
to create disturbances. They never oc-
curred, T now remember, except when
Miss Fetters was present. At the time,
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we were too much absorbed in our re-
searches to notice the fact.

The reader will perceive, from what
he knows of my previous mental state,
that it was not difficult for me to accept
the theories of the Spiritualists. Here
was an evidence of the immortality of
the soul, — nay, more, of its continued in-
dividuality through endless future exist-
ences. The idea of my individuality be-
ing lost had been to me the same thing
as complete annihilation. The spirits
themselves informed us that they had
come to teach these truths. The sim-
ple, ignorant faith of the Past, they said,
was worn out; with the development of
science, the mind of man had become
skeptical ; the ancient fountains no lon-
ger sufficed for his thirst; each new era
required a new revelation ; in all former
ages there had been single minds pure
enough and advanced enough to commu-
nicate with the dead and be the mediums
of their messages to men, but now the
time had come when the knowledge of
this intercourse must be declared unto
all; in its light the mysteries of the Past
became clear; in the wisdom thus im-
parted, that happy Future which seems
possible to every ardent and generous
heart would be secured. I was not
troubled by the fact that the messages
which proclaimed these things were often
incorrectly spelt, that the grammar was
bad and the language far from elegant.
I did not reflect that these new and sub-
lime truths had formerly passed through
my own brain as the dreams of a wan-
dering imagination. Like that American
philosopher who looks upon one of his
own neophytes as a man of great and
profound mind because the latter care-
fully remembers and repeats to him his
own carelessly uttered wisdom, I saw in
these misty and disjointed reflections of
my own thoughts the precious revelation
of departed and purified spirits.

How a passion for the unknown and
unattainable takes hold of men is illus-
trated by the search for the universal
solvent, by the mysteries of the Rosicru-
cians, by the patronage of fortune-tellers,
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even. Wholly absorbed in spiritual re-
searches,— having, in fact, no vital inter-
est in anything else,— I soon developed
into what is called a Medium. T discov-
ered, at the outset, that the peculiar con-
dition to be attained before the tables
would begin to move could be produced
at will* T also found that the passive
state into which I naturally fell had a
tendency to produce that trance or sus-
pension of the will which I had discover-
ed when a boy. External consciousness,
however, did not wholly depart. I saw
the circle of inquirers around me, but
dimly, and as pbantoms,— while the im-
pressions which passed over my brain
seemed to wear visible forms and to speak
with audible voices.

I did not doubt, at the time, that spirits
visited me, and that they made use of
my body to communicate with those who
could hear them in no other way. Be-
side the pleasant intoxication of the semi-
trance, I felt a rare joy in the knowledge
that I was elected above other men to
be their interpreter. Let me endeavor
to describe the nature of this possession.
Sometimes, even before a spirit would be
called for, the figure of the person, as it
existed in the mind of the inquirer, would
suddenly present itself to me,—not to my
outward senses, but to my interior, in-
stinctive knowledge. If the recollection
of the other embraced also the voice, I
heard the voice in the same manner, and
unconsciously imitated it. The answers
to the questions I knew by the same in-
stinct, as soon as the questions were spok-

¥ In attempting to deseribe my own sensa-
tions, I labor under the disadvantage of speak-
ing mostly to those who have never experi-
enced anything of the kind. Hence, what
would be perfectly clear to myself, and to
those who have passed through a similar ex-
perience, may be unintelligible to the former
class. The Spiritualists excuse the crudities
which their Plato, St. Paul, and Shakspeare
utter, by ascribing them to the imperfection
of human Janguage; and I may claim the
same allowance in setting forth mental con-
ditions of which the mind itself can grasp no
complete idea, seeing that its most important
faculties are paralyzed during the existence
of those conditions.
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en. If the question was vague, asked
for information rather than confirmation,
either no answer came, or there was an
impression of a wish of what the answer
might be, or, at times, some strange in-
voluntary sentence sprang to my lips.
When I wrote, my hand appeared to
move of itself; yet the words it wrote in-
variably passed through my mind. Even
when blindfolded, there was no difference
in its performance. The same powers
developed themselves in a still greater
degree in Miss Fetters. The spirits which
spoke most readily through her were those
of men, even coarse and rude characters,
which came unsummoned. Two or three
of the other members of our circle were
able to produce motions in the table; they
could even feel, as they asserted, the touch
of spiritual hands; but, however much
they desired it, they were never person-
ally possessed as we, and therefore could
not properly be called Mediums.

These investigations were not regular-
ly carried on. Occasionally the interest
of the circle flagged, until it was renewed
by the visit of some apostle of the new
faith, usually accompanied by a “ Preach-
ing Medium.” Among those whose pres-
ence especially conduced to keep alive
the flame of spiritual inquiry was a gen-
tleman named Stilton, the editor of a
small monthly periodical entitled “ Rev-
elations from the Interior.” Without be-
ing himself a Medium, he was neverthe-
less thoroughly conversant with the va-
rious phenomena of Spiritualism, and
both spoke and wrote in the dialect which
its followers adopted. He was a man
of varied, but not profound learning, an
active intellect, giving and receiving im-
pressions with equal facility, and with an
unusual combination of concentrativeness
and versatility in his nature. A certain
inspiration was connected with his pres-
ence. His personality overflowed upon
and influenced others. My mind is not
sufficiently submissive,” he would say, “ to
receive impressions from the spirits, but
my atmosphere attracts them and encour-
ages them to speak.” He was a stout,
strongly built man, with coarse black hair,
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gray eyes, large animal mouth, square
Jjaws, and short, thick neck. Had his hair
been cropped close, he would have look-
ed very much like a prize-fighter; but
he wore it long, parted in the middle,
and as meek in expression as its stiff
waves would allow.

Stilton soon became the controlling
spirit of our circle. His presence really
seemed, as he said, to encourage the spir-
its. Never before had the manifestations
been so abundant or so surprising. Miss
Fetters, especially, astonished us by the
vigor of her possessions. Not only Sam-
son and Peter the Great, but Gibbs the
Pirate, Black Hawk, and Joe Manton,
who had died the previous year in a fit
of delirium-tremens, prophesied, strode,
swore, and smashed things in turn, by
means of her frail little body. As Cribb,
a noted pugilist of the last century, she
floored an incautious spectator, giving
him a black eye which he wore for a fort-
night afterwards. Singularly enough, my
visitors were of the opposite cast. Hy-
patia, Petrarch, Mary Magdalen, Abe-
lard, and, oftenest of all, Shelley, pro-
claimed mystic truths from my lips. They
usnally spoke in inspired monologues,
without announcing themselves before-
hand, and often without giving any clue
to their personality. A practised ste-
nographer, engaged by Mr. Stilton, took
down many of these communications as
they were spoken, and they were after-
wards published in the “Revelations.”
It was also remarked, that, while Miss
Fetters employed violent gestures and
seemed to possess a superhuman strength,
I, on the contrary, sat motionless, pale,
and with little sign of life except in my
voice, which, though low, was clear and
dramatic in its modulations.  Stilton ex-
plained this difference without hesitation.
“ Miss Abby,” he said, “ possesses soul-
matter of a texture to which the souls of
these strong men naturally adhere. In
the spirit-land the superfluities repel each
other ; the individual souls seck to rem-
edy their imperfections : in the union of
opposites only is to be found the great
harmonia of life. You, John, move up-
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on another plane; through what in you
is undeveloped, these developed spirits
are attracted.”

For two or three years, I must admit,
my life was a very happy one. Not only
were those occasional trances an intox-
ication, nay, a coveted indulgence, but
they cast a consecration over my life. My
restored faith rested on the sure evidence
of my own experience; my new creed
contained no harsh or repulsive feature ;
1 heard the same noble sentiments which
I uttered in such moments repeated by
my associates in the faith, and I devoutly
believed that a complete regeneration of
the human race was at band. Neverthe-
less, it struck me sometimes as singular
that many of the Mediums whom I met
—men and women chosen by spiritual
hands to the same high office — excited
in my mind that instinet of repulsion on
which T had learned to rely as a suf-
ficient reason for avoiding certain per-
sons. Far as it would have been from
my mind, at that time, to question the
manifestations which accompanied them,
I could not smother my mistrust of their
characters, Miss Fetters, whom I so
frequently met, was one of the most
disagreeable.  Her cold, thin lips, pale
eyes, and lean figure gave me a singular
impression of voracious hunger. Her
presence was often announced to me by
a chill shudder, before I saw her. Cen-
turies ago one of her ancestors must have
been a ghoul or vampire. The trance
of possession seemed, with her, to be a
form of dissipation, in which she indul-
ged as she might have catered for a baser
appetite. The new religion was nothing
to her; I believe she valued it only on
account of the importance she obtained
among its followers. Her father, a vain,
weak-minded man, who kept a grocery
in the town, was himself a convert.

Stilton had an answer for every doubt.
No matter how tangled a labyrinth might
be exhibited to him, he walked straight
through it.

“How is it,” I asked him, “fthat so
many of my fellow-mediums inspire me
with an instinctive dislike and mistrust ?”
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“By mistrust you mean dislike,” he
answered ; “since you know of no reason
to doubt their characters. The elements
of soul-matter are differently combined
in different individuals, and there are
affinities and repulsions, just as there are
in the chemical elements. Your feeling is
chemical, not moral. A want of affinity
does not necessarily imply an existing
evil in the other party. In the present
ignorance of the world, our true affinities
can only be imperfectly felt and indulged ;
and the entire freedom which we shall ob-
tain in this respect is the greatest happi-
ness of the spirit-life.” '

Another time T asked, —

“ How is it that the spirits of great au-
thors speak so tamely to us? Shakspeare,
last night, wrote a passage which he would
have been heartily ashamed of, as a liv-
ing man. We know that a spirit spoke,
calling himself Shakspeare ; but, judging
from his communication, it could not bave
been he.”

“Tt probably was not,” said Mr. Stil-
ton. “I am convinced that all malicious
spirits are at work to interrupt the com-
munications from the higher spheres.
We were thus deceived by one profess-
ing to be Benjamin Franklin, who drew
for us the plan of a machine for splitting
shingles, which we had fabricated and
patented at considerable expense. On
trial, however, it proved to be a misera-
ble failure, a complete mockery. When
the spirit was again summoned, he re-
fused to speak, but shook the table to ex-
press his malicious laughter, went off, and
has never since returned. My friend,
we know but the alphabet of Spiritual-
ism, the mere A B C; we can no more
expect to master the immortal language
in a day than a child to read Plato after
Jearning his letters.”

Many of those who had been interest-
ed in the usnal phenomena gradually
dropped off, tired, and perhaps a little
ashamed, in the reaction following their
excitement ; but there were continual
accessions to our ranks, and we formed,
at last, a distinct clan or community.
Indeed, the number of secret believers
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in Spiritualism would never be suspected
by the uninitiated. In the sect, however,
as in Masonry and the Catholic Church,
there are circles within circles,— concen-
tric rings, whence you can look outwards,
but not inwards, and where he alone who
stands at the centre is able to perceive
everything. Such an inner circle was at
last formed in our town. Its object, ac-
cording to Stilton, with whom the plan
originated, was to obtain a purer spiritu-
al atmosphere, by the exclusion of all
but Mediums and those non-mediumistic
belicvers in whose presence the spirits
felt at ease, and thus invite communica-
tions from the farther and purer spheres.

In fact, the result seemed to justify the
plan. The character of the trance, as I
had frequently observed, is vitiated by
the consciousness that disbelievers are
present. The more perfect the atmos-
phere of credulity, the more satisfactory
the manifestations. The expectant com-
pany, the dim light, the conviction that a
wonderful revelation was about to dawn
upon us, excited my imagination, and my
trance was really a sort of delirium, in
which T spoke with a passion and an elo-
quence I had never before exhibited.
The fear, which had previously haunted
me, at times, of giving my brain and
tongue into the control of an unknown
power, was forgotten; yet, more than
ever, I was conscious of some strong con-
trolling influence, and experienced a
reckless pleasure in permitting myself to
be governed by it. ¢ Prepare,” I con-
cluded, (I quote from the report in the
“Revelations,”) “prepare, sons of men,
for the dawning day! Prepare for the
second and perfect regeneration of man !
For the prison-chambers have been brok-
en into, and the light from the interior
shall illuminate the external! Ye shall
enjoy spiritual and passional freedom;
your guides shall no longer be the des-
potism of ignorant laws, nor the whip of
an imaginary conscience,—but the natu-
ral impulses of your nature, which are the
melody of Life, and the natural affinities,
which are its harmony ! The reflections
from the upper spheres shall irradiate the
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lower, and Death is the triumphal arch
through which we pass from glory to glo-
ry ! ”»

I have here paused, deliberating
whether I should proceed farther in my
narrative. But no; if any good is to
be accomplished by these confessions, the
reader must walk with me through the
dark labyrinth which follows. He must
walk over what may be considered deli-
cate ground, but he shall not be harmed.
One feature of the trance condition is too
remarkable, too important in its conse-
quences, to be overlooked. It is a feature
of which many Mediums are undoubtedly
ignorant, the existence of which is not
even suspected by thousands of honest
Spiritualists.

Let me again anticipate the regular
course of my narrative, and explain. A
suspension of the Will, when indulged in
for any length of time, produces a sus-
pension of that inward consciousness of
good and evil which we call Conscience,
and which can be actively exercised only
through the medium of the Will. The
mental faculties and the moral percep-
tions lie down together in the same pas-
sive sleep. The subject is, therefore,
equally liable to receive impressions from
the minds of others, and from their pas-
sions and lusts. Besides this, the germs
of all good and of all evil are implanted
in the nature of every human being; and
even when some appetite is buried in a
crypt so deep that its existence is for-
gotten, let the warder be removed, and
it will gradually work its way to the
light. Persons in the receptive condition
which belongs to the trance may be sur-
rounded by honest and pure-minded indi-
viduals, and receive no harmful impres-
sions; they may even, if of a healthy
spiritual temperament, resist for a time
the aggressions of evil influences; but
the final danger is always the same. The
state of the Medium, therefore, may be
described as one in which the Will is
passive, the Conscience passive, the out-
ward senses partially (sometimes wholly)
suspended, the mind helplessly subject to
the operations of other minds, and the
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passions and desires released from all re-
straining influences.* I make the state-
ment boldly, after long and careful re-
flection, and severe self-examination.

As I said before, I did not entirely lose
my external consciousness, although it
was very dim and dream-like. On re-
turning to the natural state, my recollec-
tion of what had occurred during the
trance became equally dim ; but I retain-
ed a general impression of the character
of the possession. I knew that some for-
eign influence — the spirit of a dead po-
et, or hero, or saint, I then believed —
governed me for the time; that I gave
utterance to thoughts unfamiliar to my
mind in its conscious state; and that my
own individuality was lost, or so disguis-
ed that I could no longer recognize it.
This very circumstance made the trance
an indulgence, a spiritual intoxication, no
less fascinating than that of the body, al-
though accompanied by a similar reac-
tion. Yet, behind all, dimly evident to
me, there was an element of terror. There
were times when, back of the influences
which spoke with my voice, rose another,
— a vast,overwhelming, threatening pow-
er, the nature of which I could not grasp,
but which I knew was evil. Even when
in my natural state, listening to the harsh
utterances of Miss Fetters or the lofty
spiritual philosophy of Mr. Stilton, I have
felt, for a single second, the touch of an
icy wind, accompanied by a sensation of
unutterable dread.

Our secret circle had not held many
sessions before a remarkable change took
place in the character of the revelations.
Mr. Stilton ceased to report them for his
paper.

“We are on the threshold, at last,”
said he ; “the secrets of the ages lie be-
yond. The hands of spirits are now lift-
ing the veil, fold by fold. Let us not be

* The recent experiments in Hypnotism, in
France, show that a very similar psychologi-
cal condition accompanies the trance pro-
duced by gazing fixedly upon a bright object
held near the eyes. I have no doubt, in fact,
that it belongs to every abnormal state of the
mind.
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startled by what we hear: let us show
that our eyes can bear the light,— that we
are competent to receive the wisdom of
the higher spheres, and live according to
it.”

Miss Fetters was more than ever pos-
sessed by the spirit of Joe Manton, whose
allowance of grog having been cut off too
suddenly by his death, he was continunal-
ly clamoring for a dram.

“1 tell you,” yelled he, or rather she,
“T won’t stand sich meanness. I ha'n’t
come all the way here for nothin’. Tl
knock Erasmus all to thunder, if you go
for to turn me out dry, and let him come
in.”

Mr. Stilton thereupon handed him, or
her, a tumbler half-full of brandy, which
she gulped down at a single swallow. Joe
Manton presently retired to make room
for Erasmus, who spoke for some time
in Latin, or what appeared to be Latin.
None of us could make much of it; but
M. Stilton declared that the Latin pro-
nunciation of Erasmus was probably dif-
ferent from ours, or that he might have
learned the true Roman accent from Ci-
cero and Seneca, with whom, doubtless,
he was now on intimate terms. As Eras-
mus generally concluded by throwing his
arms, or rather the arms of Miss Fetters,
around the neck of Mr. Stilton, — his spir-
it fraternizing, apparently, with the spirit
of the latter,— we greatly regretted that
his communications were unintelligible,
on account of the superior wisdom which
they might be supposed to contain.

I confess, I cannot recall the part I
played in what would have been a piti-
able farce, if it had not been so terribly
tragical, without a feeling of utter shame.
Nothing but my profound sympathy for
the thousands and tens of thousands who
are still subject to the same delusion
could compel me to such a sacrifice of
pride. Curiously enough, (as I thought
then, but not now,) the enunciation of
sentiments opposed to my moral sense —
the abolition, in fact, of all moral re-
straint — came from my lips, while the-
actions of Miss Fetters hinted at their
practical application. Upon the ground
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that the interests of the soul were par-
amount to all human laws and customs, I
declared — or rather, my voice declared
—that self-denial was a fatal error, to
which half the misery of mankind could
be traced; that the passions, held as
slaves, exhibited only the brutish nature
of slaves, and would be exalted and glori-
fied by entire freedom ; and that our sole
guidance ought to come from the voices
of the spirits who communicated with us,
instead of the imperfect laws construct-
ed by our benighted fellow-men. How
clear and logical, how lofty, these doc-
trines seemed! If; at times, something

" in their nature repelled me, I simply at-
tributed it to the fact that I was still but
a neophyte in the Spiritual Philosophy,
and incapable of perceiving the truth with
entire clearness.

DMr. Stilton had a wife,— one of those
meek, awmiable, simple-hearted women
whose individuality seems to be complete-
ly absorbed into that of their husbands.
‘When such women are wedded to frank,
tender, protecting men, their lives are
truly blessed ; but they are willing slaves
to the domestic tyrant. They bear un-
complainingly,— many of them even with-
out a thought of complaint,— and die at
last with their hearts full of love for the
brutes who have trampled upon them.
Mrs. Stilton was perhaps forty years of
age, of middle height, moderately plump
in person, with light-brown hair, soft, in-
expressive gray eyes, and a meek, help-
less, imploring mouth. Her voice was
mild and plaintive, and its accents of an-
ger (it she ever gave utterance to such)
could not have been distingnished from
those of grief. She did not often attend
our sessions, and it was evident, that, while
she endeavored to comprehend the reve-
Jations, in order to please her husband,
their import was very far beyond her
comprehension.  She was now and then
a little frightened at utterances which no
doubt sounded lewd or profane to her
ears; but after a glance at Mr. Stilton’s
face, and finding that it betrayed neither
horror nor surprise, would persuade her-
self that everything must be right.
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“ Are you sure,” she once timidly whis-
pered to me, ‘“are you very sure, Mr.
, that there is no danger of being
led astray ? It seems strange to me; but
perhaps I don’t understand it.”

Her question was so indefinite, that I
found it difficult to answer. Stilton, how-
ever, sceing me engaged in endeavoring
to make clear to her the glories of the
new truth, exclaimed,—

“That’s right, John! Your spiritual
plane slants through many spheres, and
has points of contact with a great variety
of souls. I hope my wife will be able to
see the light through you, since I appear
to be too opaque for her to receive it
from me.”

“Ob, Abijah!” said the poor woman,
“you know it is my fault. I try to fol-
low, and I hope I have faith, though I
don’t see everything as clearly as you do.”

I began also to have my own doubts, as
I perceived that an “ affinity ” was gradu-
ally being developed between Stilton and
Miss Fetters. She was more and more
frequently possessed by the spirit of Eras-
mus, whose salutations, on meeting and
parting with his brother-philosopher, were
too enthusiastic for merely masculine love.
But, whenever I hinted at the possibility
of mistaking the impulses of the soul, or
at evil resulting from a too sudden and
universal liberation of the passions, Stil-
ton always silenced me with his inevitable
logic. Having once accepted the prem-~
ises, I could not avoid the conclusions.

“When our natures are in harmony with
spirit-matter throughout the spheres,” he
would say, “ our impulses will always be
in accordance. Or, if there should be
any temporary disturbance, arising from
our necessary intercourse with the gross,
blinded multitude, we can always fly to
our spiritual monitors for counsel.  Will
not they, the immortal souls of the ages
past, who have guided us to a knowledge
of the truth, assist us also in preserving
it pure ?”

In spite of this, in spite of my admira-
tion of Stilton’s intellect, and my yet un-
shaken faith in Spiritualism, I was con-
scious that the harmony of the circle was
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becoming impaired to me. Was I falling
behind in spiritual progress? Was I too
weak to be the medium for the promised
revelations ? I threw myself again and
again into the trance, with a recklessness
of soul which fitted me to receive any,
even the darkest impressions, to catch
and proclaim every guilty whisper of the
senses, and, while under the influence of
the excitement, to exult in the age of
license which I believed to be at hand.
But darker, stronger grew the terror
which lurked behind this spiritual carni-
val. A more tremendous power than
that which I now recognized as coming
from Stilton’s brain was present, and I
saw myself whirling nearer and nearer
to its grasp. I felt, by a sort of blind in-
stinct, too vague to be expressed, that
some demoniac agency had thrust itself
into the manifestations,— perhaps had
been mingled with them from the out-
set.

For two or three months, my life was
the strangest mixture of happiness and
misery. I walked about with the sense
of some crisis hanging over me. My
“ possessions ” became fiercer and wilder,
and the reaction so much more exhaust-
ing that I fell into the habit of restoring
myself by means of the bottle of brandy
which Mr. Stilton took care should be on
hand, in case of a visit from Joe Manton.
Miss Fetters, strange to say, was not in
the least affected by the powerful draughts
she imbibed. But, at the same time, my
waking life was growing brighter and
brighter under the power of a new and
delicious experience. My nature is emi-
nently social, and I had not been able —
indeed, I did not desire — wholly to with-
draw myself from intercourse with non-
believers. There was too much in socie-
ty that was congenial to me to be given
up. My instinctive dislike to Miss Abby
Fetters and my compassionate regard for
Mus. Stilton’s weakness only served to
render the company of intelligent, cul-
tivated women more attractive to me.
Among those whom I met most frequent-
ly was Miss Agnes Honeywood, a calm,
quiet, unobtrusive girl, the characteristic
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of whose face was sweetness rather than
beauty, while the first feeling she inspir-
ed was respect rather than admiration.
She had just that amount of self-possession
which conceals without conquering the
sweet timidity of woman. Her voice
was low, yet clear; and her mild eyes, I
found, were capable, on occasion, of both
flashing and melting. Why describe her ?
I loved her before I knew it; but, with
the consciousness of my love, that clair-
voyant sense on which I had learned to
depend failed for the first time. Did she
love me? When I sought to answer the
question in her presence, all was confu-
sion within.

This was not the only new influence
which entered into and increased the tu-
mult of my mind. The other half of my
two-sided nature —the cool, reflective,
investigating faculty — had been gradu-
ally ripening, and the questions which it
now began to present seriously disturbed
the complacency of my theories. I saw
that I had accepted many things'on very
unsatisfactory evidence ; but, on the other
hand, there was much for which I could
find no other explanation. Let me be
frank, and say, that I do not now pretend
to explain all the phenomena of Spiritu-
alism. This, however, I determined to
do,— to -ascertain, if possible, whether
the influences which governed me in
the trance state came from the persons
around, from the exercise of some inde-
pendent faculty of my own mind, or re-
ally and truly from the spirits of the
dead. Mvr. Stilton appeared to notice
that some internal conflict was going on;
but he said nothing in regard to it, and,
as events proved, he entirely miscalculat-
ed its character.

I said to myself, — “If this chaos con-
tinues, it will drive me mad. ILet me
have one bit of solid earth beneath my
feet, and I can stand until it subsides.
Let me throw over the best bower of the
heart, since all the anchors of the mind
are dragging!” I summoned resolution.
I made that desperate venture which no
true man makes without a pang of forced
courage ; but, thank God! I did not make
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itin vain. Agnes Joved me, and in the
deep, quiet bliss which this knowledge
gave I felt the promise of deliverance.
She knew and lamented my connection
with the Spiritualists ; but, perceiving my
mental condition from the few intimations
which I dared to give her, discreetly held
her peace. But I could read the anxious
expression of that gentle face none the
less.

My first endeavor to solve the new
questions was to check the abandon of
the trance condition, and interfuse it with
more of sober consciousness. It was a
difficult task; and nothing but the cir-
cumstance that my consciousness had
never been entirely lost enabled me to
make any progress. I finally succeeded,
as I imagined, (certainty is impossible,) in
separating the different influences which
impressed me,— perceiving where one
terminated and the other commenced, or
where two met and my mind vibrated
from one to the other until the stronger
prevailed, or where a thought which
seemed to originate in my own brain
took the lead and swept away with me
like the mad rush of a prairie colt. When
out of the trance, I noticed aftentively
the expressions made use of by Mr. Stil-
ton and the other members of the circle,
and was surprised to find how many of
them I had reproduced. But might they
not, in the first place, have been derived
from me? And what was the vague,
dark Presence which still overshadowed
me at such times 2 'What was that Pow-
er which I had tempted, — which we
were all tempting, every time we met, —
and which continually drew nearer and
became more threatening ? I knew not;
and I know not. 1 would rather not
speak or think of it any more.

My suspicions with regard to Stilton
and Miss Fetters were confirmed by a
number of circumstances which I need
not describe. That he should treat his
wife in a harsh, ironical manner, which
the poor woman felt, but could not under-
stand, did not surprise me ; but at other
times there was a treacherous tenderness
about him. He would dilate eloquently
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upon the bliss of living in accordance
with the spiritual harmonies. Among us,
he said, there could be no more hatred
or mistrust or jealousy,— nothing but
love, pure, unselfish, perfect love. “ You,
my dear,” (turning to Mrs. Stilton,) ¢ be-
long to a sphere which is included within
my own, and share in my harmonies and
affinities; yet the soul-matter which ad-
heres to you is of a different texture from
mine. Yours has also its independent
affinities; I see and respect them; and
even though they might lead our bodies
—our outward, material lives — away
from one another, we should still be true
to that glorious light of love which per-
meates all soul-matter.”

“ Oh, Abijah!” cried Mrs. Stilton, re-
ally distressed, *how can you say such a
thing of me? You know I can never
adhere to anybody else but you!”

Stilton would then call in my aid to
explain his meaning, asserting that I had
a faculty of reaching his wife’s intellect,
which he did not himself possess. Feel-
ing a certain sympathy for her painful
confusion of mind, I did my best to give
his words an interpretation which soothed
ber fears. Then she begged his pardon,
taking all the blame to her own stupidity,
and received his grudged, unwilling kiss
with a restored happiness which pained
me to the heart.

I had a growing presentiment of some
approaching catastrophe. I felt, distinct-
ly, the presence of unhallowed passions
in our circle; and my steadfast love for
Agnes, borne thither in my bosom, seem-
ed like a pure white dove in a cage of
unclean birds. Stilton held me from
him by the superior strength of his in-
tellect. I began to mistrust, even to hate
him, while I was still subject to his pow-
er, and unable to acquaint him with the
change in my feelings. Miss Fetters
was so repulsive that I never spoke to
her when it could be avoided. I had
tolerated her, heretofore, for the sake of
her spiritual gift; but now, when I be-
gan to doubt the authenticity of that
gift, her hungry eyes, her thin lips, her
flat breast, and cold, dry hands excit-
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ed in me a sensation of absolute abhor-
rence.

The doctrine of Affinities had some
time before been adopted by the circle,
as a part of the Spiritual Truth. Other
circles, with which we were in communi-
cation, had also received the same rev-
elation; and the ground upon which it
was based, in fact, rendered its accep-
tance easy. Even I, shielded as I was
by the protecting arms of a pure love,
sought in vain for arguments to refute a
doctrine, the practical operation of which,
I saw, might be so dangerous. The soul
had a right to seek its kindred soul : that
I could not deny. Having found, they
belonged to each other. Loveis the only
law which those who love are bound to
obey. 1 shall not repeat all the sophis-
try whereby these positions were strength-
ened. The doctrine soon blossomed and
bore fruit, the nature of which left no
doubt as to the character of the tree.

The catastrophe came sooner than I
had anticipated, and partly through my
own instrumentality ; though, in any case,
it must finally have come. We were met
together at the house of one of the most
zealous and fanatical believers. There
were but cight persons present,— the
host and his wife, (an equally zealous
proselyte,) a middle-aged bachelor neigh-
bor, Mr. and Mus. Stilton, Miss Fetters
and her father, and myself. It was a still,
cloudy, sultry evening, after one of those
dull, oppressive days when all the bad
blood in a man seems to be uppermost in
his veins. The manifestations upon the
table, with which we commenced, were
unusually rapid and lively. “Tam con-
vinced,” said Mr. Stilton, ¢« that we shall
receive important revelations to-night.
My own mind possesses a clearness and
quickness, which, I have noticed, al-
ways precede the visit of a superior spir-
it. Let us be passive and receptive, my
friends. e are but instruments in the
hands of loftier intelligences, and only
through our obedience can this second
advent of Trath be fulfilled.”

He looked at me with that expression
which I so well knew, as the signal for a
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surrender of my will. I had come rath-
er unwillingly, for T was getting heartily
tired of the business, and longed to shake
off my habit of (spiritual) intoxication,
which no longer possessed any attraction,
since T had been allowed to visit Agnes
as an accepted lover. In fact, I contin-
ued to hold my place in the circle prin-
cipally for the sake of satisfying myself
with regard to the real nature and caus-
es of the phenomena. On this night,
something in Mr. Stilton’s face arrest-
ed my attention, and a rapid inspiration
flashed through my mind. “ Suppose,” I
thought, “ I allow the usual effect to be
produced, yet reverse the character of its
operation ? I am convinced that he has
been directing the current of my thought
according to his will ; let me now render
myself so thoroughly passive, that my
mind, like a mirror, shall reflect what
passes through his, retaining nothing of
my own except the simple consciousness
of what I am doing.” Perhaps this was
exactly what he desired. He sat, bend-
ing forward a little over the table, his
square jaws firmly set, his eyes hidden
beneath their heavy brows, and every
long, wiry hair on his head in its proper
place. I fixed my eyes upon him, threw
my mind into a state of perfect receptiv-
ity, and waited.

It was not long before I felt his ap-
proach.  Shadow after shadow Aflitted
across the still mirror of my inward sense.
Whether the thoughts took words in his
brain or in mine, — whether I first caught
his disjointed musings, and, by their ut-
terance reacting upon bim, gave system
and development to Ais thoughts,— X can-
not tell. But this I know: what I said
came wholly from him,—not from the
slandered spirits of the dead, not from
the vagaries of my own imagination, but
from kim. ¢ Listen to me!” I said. “In
the flesh I was a martyr to the Trath,
and I am permitted to communicate on-
ly with those whom the Truth has made
free. You are the heralds of the great
day; you have climbed from sphere to
sphere, until now you stand near the
fountains of light. But it is not enough
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that you see : your lives must reflect the
light. The inward vision is for you, but

the outward manifestation thereof is for .

the souls of others. Fulfil the harmonies
in the flesh. Be the living music, not the
silent instruments.”

There was more, much more of this,—a
plenitude of eloquent sound, which seems
to embody sublime ideas, but which, care-
fully examined, contains no more pal-
pable substance than sea-froth. If the
reader will take the trouble to read an
“ Epic of the Starry Heavens,” the pro-
duction of a Spiritual Medium, he will
find several hundred pages of the same
character. But, by degrees, the revela-
tion descended to details, and assumed a
personal application. “In you, in all of
you, the spiritual harmonies are still vio-
lated,” was the conclusion. “ You, Abi-
Jjah Stilton, who are chosen to hold up
the light of truth to the world, require
that a transparent soul, capable of trans-
mitting that light to you, should be allied
to yours. She who is called your wife is
a clouded lens ; she can receive the light
only through John , who is her
true spiritual husband, as Abby Fetters
is your true spiritual wife !”

I was here conscious of a sudden ces-
sation of the influence which forced me
to speak, and stopped. The members of
the circle opposite to me —the host, his
wife, neighbor, and old Mr. Fetters—
were silent, but their faces exhibited
more satisfaction than astonishment. My
eye fell upon Mrs. Stilton. Her face
was pale, her eyes widely opened, and
her lips dropped apart, with a stunned,
bewildered expression. It was the blank
face of a woman walking in her sleep.
These observations were accomplished in
an instant; for Miss Fetters, suddenly
possessed with the spirit of Black Hawk,
sprang upon her feet. “ Ugh! ugh!”
she exclaimed, in a deep, harsh voice,
“where's the pale-fice ? Black Hawk,
he like him,—he love him much {”—and
therewith threw her arms around Stilton,
fairly lifting him off’ his feet. *“Ugh!
fire-water for Black Hawk ! —big Injun
drink |”—and she tossed off a tumbler of
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brandy. By this time I had wholly re-
covered my consciousness, but remain-
ed silent, stupefied by the -extraordinary
scene.

Presently Miss Fetters became more
quiet, and the possession left her. “&ly
friends,” said Stilton, in his cold, unmov-
ed voice, “T feel that the spirit has spok-
en truly. We must obey our spiritual
affinities, or our great and glorious mis-
sion will be unfulfilled. Let us rather
rejoice that we have been sclected as
the instruments to do this work. Come
to me, Abby ; and you, Rachel, remem-
ber that our harmony is not disturbed,
but only made more complete.”

“ Abijah !” exclaimed Mrs. Stilton,
with a pitiful ery, while the tears burst
hot and fast from her eyes; “dear hus-
band, what does this mean ? Oh, don’t
tell me that Pm to be cast off! You
promised to love me and care for me,
Abijah! I'm not bright, I know, but T'l
try to understand you; indeed I will!
Oh, don’t be so cruel!— don’t” ——
And the poor creature’s voice complete-
ly gave way.

She dropped on the floor at his feet,
and lay there, sobbing piteously.

“ Rachel, Rachel,” said he,— and his
face was not quite so calm as his voice,—
“don't be rebellious. We are governed
by a higher Power. This is all for our
own good, and for the good of the world.
Besides, ours was not a perfect affinity.
You will be much happier with John, as
he harmonizes”

I could endure it no longer. Indig-
nation, pity, the full energy of my will,
possessed me. He lost his power over
me then, and forever.

“What!” I exclaimed, “you, blas-
phemer, beast that you are, you dare to
dispose of your honest wife in this in-
famous way, that you may be free to in-
dulge your own vile appetites ? — you,
who have outraged the dead and the liv-
ing alike, by making me utter your for-
geries? Take her back, and let this dis-
graceful scene end ! —take her back, or
I will give you a brand that shall last to
the end of your days!”
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He turned deadly pale, and trembled.
I knew that he made a desperate effort
to bring me under the control of his will,
and laughed mockingly as I saw his knit
brow and the swollen veins in his tem-
ples. As for the others, they seemed
paralyzed by the suddenness and fierce-
ness of my attack. He wavered but for
an instant, however, and his self-posses-
sion returned.

“Ia!” he exclaimed, “it is the Spirit
of Evil that speaks in him! The Devil
himself has risen to destroy our glorious
fabric! Help me, friends! help me to
bind him, and to silence his infernal
voice, before he drives the pure spirits
from our midst!”

With that, he advanced a step towards
me, and raised a hand to seize my arm,
while the others followed behind. But I
was too quick for him. Weak as I was, in
comparison, rage gave me strength, and
a blow, delivered with the rapidity of
lightning, just under the chin, laid him
senseless on the floor. Mrs. Stilton scream-
ed, and threw herself over him. The rest
of the company remained as if stupefied.
The storm which had been gathering all
the evening at the same instant broke
over the house in simultaneous thunder
and rain.

I stepped suddenly to the door, open-
ed it, and drew a long, deep breath of
relief, as 1 found myself alone in the
darkness. “Now,” said I, “I have done
tampering with God’s best gift; I will be
satisfied with the natural sunshine which
beams from His Word and from His
‘Works; I have learned wisdom at the ex-
pense of shame!” I exulted in my new
freedom, in my restored purity of soul;
and the wind, that swept down the dark,
lonely street, seemed to exult with me.
The rains beat upon me, but I heeded
them not; nay, I turned aside from the
homeward path, in order to pass by the
house where Agnes lived. Her window
was dark, and I knew she was sleeping,
lulled by the storm; but I stood a mo-
ment below, in the rain, and said aloud,
softly, —

“ Now, Agnes, I belong wholly to you!
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Pray to God for me, darling, that T may
never lose the true light I have found at
last!”

My bhealing, though complete in the
end, was not instantaneous. The habit
of the trance, I found, had really impair-
ed the action of my will. I experienced
a periodic tendency to return to it, which
I have been able to overcome only by
the most vigorous efforts. I found it
prudent, indeed, to banish from my mind,
as far as was possible, all subjects, all
memories, connected with Spiritualism.
In this work I was aided by Agnes,
who now possessed my entire confidence,
and who willingly took upon herself the
guidance of my mind at those seasons
when my own governing faculties flagged.
Gradually my mental health returned,
and I am now beyond all danger of ever
again being led into such fatal dissipa-
tions. The writing of this narrative, in
fact, has been a test of my ability to over-
look and describe my experience without
being touched by its past delusions. If
some portions of it should not be wholly
intelligible to the reader, the defect lies
in the very nature of the subject.

It will be noticed that I have given
but a partial explanation of the spiritual
phenomena. Of the genuineness of the
physical manifestations I am fully con-
vinced, and I can account for them only
by the supposition of some subtile agency
whereby the human will operates upon
inert matter. Clairvoyance is a suffi-
cient explanation of the utterances of the
Mediums,— at least of those which I have
heard ; but there is, as I have said be-
fore, something in the background, which
I feel too indistinetly to describe, yet
which I know to be Evil. I do not won-
der at, though I lament, the prevalence
of the belief in Spiritualism. In a few
individual cases it may have been produc-
tive of good, but its general tendency is
evil. There are pfobably but few Stil-
tons among its apostles, few Miss Fetterses
among its Mediums; but the condition
which accompanies the trance, as I have
shown, inevitably removes the wholesome
check which holds our baser passions in
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subjection. The Medium is at the mercy
of any evil will, and the impressions re-
ceived from a corrupt mind are always
liable to be accepted by innocent believ-
ers as revelations from the spirits of the
holy dead. I shall shock many honest
souls by this confession, but I hope and
believe that it may awaken and enlighten
others. Its publication is necessary, as
an expiation for some of the evil which
has been done through my own instru-
mentality.

I learned, two days afterwards, that
Stilton (who was not seriously damaged
by my blow) had gone to New York,
taking Miss Fetters with him. Her ig-
norant, weak-minded father was entirely
satisfied with the proceeding. Mrs. Stil-
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ton, helpless and heart-broken, remained
at the house where our circle had met,
with her only child, a boy of three years
of age, who, fortunately, inherited her
weakness rather than his father’s power.
Agnes, on learning this, insisted on hav-
ing her removed from associations which
were at once unhappy and dangerous.
We went together to see her, and, after
much persuasion, and many painful scenes
which I shall not recapitulate, succeeded
in sending her to her father, a farmer in
Connecticut.  She still remains therg,
hoping for the day when her guilty hus-
band shall return and be instantly forgiv-
en.

My task is ended; may it not have
been performed in vain!

JOHN ANDRE AND HONORA SNEYD.

Many of our readers will remember
the exquisite lines in which Béranger
paints the connection between our mor-
tal lives and the stars of the sky. With
every human soul that finds its way to
earth, a new gem is added to the azure
belt of heaven. Thenceforth the two ex-
ist in mutual dependence, each influenc-
ing the other’s fate ; so that, when death
comes to seal the lips of the man, a flame
is paled and a lamp extinguished in the
gulf above. In every loosened orb that
shoots across the face of night the ex-
perienced eye may trace the story and
the fall of a fellow-being. Youth, beau-
ty, wealth, the humility of indigence and
the pride of power, alike find their term
revealed in the bright, silent course of the
celestial spark ; and still new signs suc-
ceed to provoke the sympathy or dazzle
the philosophy of the observer.

“ Quelle est cette étoile qui file,
Qui file, file, et disparait?

It is unfortunate that such a pretty
manner of accounting for the nature and
origin of falling stars should be unsus-

tained by sound astronomical data, and
utterly discountenanced by Herschel and
Bond. There is something in the theo-
ry very pleasant and very flattering to
human nature; and there are passages
in the history of our race that might
make its promulgation not unacceptable.
‘When, among the innumerable “ patines
of bright gold” that strew the floor of
heaven, we see one part from the sphere
of its undistinguished fellows, and, fill-
ing its pathway with radiant light, van-
ish noiselessly into annihilation, we can-
not but be reminded of those characters
that, with no apparent reason for being
segregated from the common herd, are,
through some strange conjuncture, hur-
ried from a commonplace life by modes
of death that illuminate their memory
with immortal fame. It is thus that the
fulfilment of the vow made in the heat
of battle has given Jephthah’s name a
melancholy permanence above all oth-
ers of the captains of Israel. Mutius
would long ago have been forgotten,
among the thousands of Roman soldiers
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THE

CONFESSIONS OF A MEDIUM.

T is not yet ayear since | ceased to act
as a Spiritual Medium. (I am forced
to make use of this title as the most
intelligible, but 1 do it with a strong
mental protest.) At first,| desired only

to withdraw myself quietly from the

peculiar associations into which 1 had
ggbeen thrown by the exercise of my faculty, and be
0 content with the simple fact of my escape. A man
who joins the Dashaways does not care to have the
circumstance announced in the newspapers. “ So he
was an habitual drunkard,” the public would say. |
was overcome by a similar reluctance—nay, | might
honestly call it shame—since, although 1 had at
intervals officiated as a Medium for a period of seven
years, my name had been mentioned, incidentally,
only once or twice in the papers devoted especially to
Spiritualism. 1 had no. such reputation as that of
Hume, or Andrew Jackson Davis, which would call
for a public statement of my recantation. The result
would be, therefore, to give prominence to a weak-
ness, which, however manfully overcome, might be
remembered to my future prejudice.
| find, however, that the resolution to be silent
leaves me restless and unsatisfied. And in reflecting
calmly—objectively, for the first time—upon the
experience of those seven years, | recognize so many
points wherein my case is undoubtedly analogous to
that of hundreds of others who may be still entangled
in the same labyrinth whence | have but recently
escaped— so clear a solution of much that is
enigmatical, even to those who reject Spiritualism—
that the impulse to write weighs upon me with the
pressure of a neglected duty. | cannot longer be
A
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silent; and, in the conviction that the truth of my
statement will be evident enough to those most con-
cerned in heaving it, without the authority of any name
(least of all of one so little known as mine), | now
give my confession to the world. The names of the
individuals whom | shall have occasion to introduce
are, of course, disguised; but, with this exception, the
narrative is the plainest possible record of my own
experience. Many of the incidents which | shall be
obliged to describe are known only to the actors
therein, who, 1 feel assured, will never foolishly
betray themselves. | have therefore no fear that any
harm can result from my disclosures.

In order to make my views intelligible to those
readers who have paid no attention to psychological
subjects, 1 must commence a little in advance of my
story. My own individual nature is one of those
apparently inconsistent combinations which are fre-
quently found in the children of parents whose
temperaments and mental personalities widely differ.
This class of natures is much larger than would be
supposed. Inheriting opposite, even conflicting, traits
from father and mother, they assume, as either element
predominates, diverse characters; and that which is
the result of temperament (in fact, congenital incon-
sistency) is set down by the unthinking world as moral
weakness or duplicity. Those who have sufficient
skill to perceive and reconcile—or, at least, govern—
the opposing elements, are few indeed. Had the
power come to me sooner, | should have been spared
the necessity of making these confessions.

From ono parent | inherited an extraordinarily
active and- sensitive imagination—from the other, a
sturdy practical sense; a disposition to weigh and
balance with calm fairness the puzzling questions
which life offers to every man. These conflicting
qualities—as is usual in all similar natures—were not
developed in equal order of growth. The former
governed my childhood, my youth, and enveloped me
with spells, which all the force of the latter and more
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slowly ripened faculty was barely sufficient to break.
Luxuriant weeds and brambles covered the soil which
should have been ploughed and made to produce
honest grain. Unfortunately, 1 had no teacher who
was competent to understand and direct me. The
task was left for myself; and | can only wonder, after
all that has occurred, how it has been possible for me
to succeed. Certainly, this success has not been due
to any vigorous exercise of virtue on my part, but
solely to the existence of that cool, reflective reason
which lay perdue beneath all the extravagances of
my mind.

I possessed, even as a child, an unusual share of
what plu-enologists call Concentrativencss. The
power of absorption, of self-forgetfulness, was at the
same time a source of delight and a torment. Lost in
some wild dream or absurd childish speculation, my
.insensibility to outward things was chastised as care-
lessness or a hardened indifference to counsel. With
a memory almost marvellous to retain those things
which appealed to my imagination, | blundered pain-
fully over the commonest tasks. While I frequently
repeated the Sunday hymn at dinner, | was too often
unable to give the least report of the sermon. With-
drawn into my corner of the pew, | gave myself up,
after the enunciation of the text, to a complete
abstraction, which took no note of time or place.
Fixing my eyes upon a knot in one of the panels
under the pulpit, I sat moveless during the hour and
a half which our worthy old clergyman required for
the expounding of the seven parts of his discourse.
They could never accuse me of sleeping, however, for,
I rarely even winked. The closing hymn recalled me
to myself, always with a shock, or sense of pain, and
sometimes even with a temporary nausea.

This habit of abstraction—properly a complete
passivity of the mind—after a while developed another
habit, in which | now see the root of that peculiar
condition which made me a Medium. | shall therefore
endeavour to describe it. | was sitting, one Sunday,
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just as the minister was commencing his sermon, with

my eyes carelessly following the fingers of my right

hand, as | drummed them slowly across my knee.

Suddenly, the wonder came into my mind, How is it

my fingers move? What set them going? What is

it that stops them? The mystery of that communica-
tion between will and muscle, which no physiologist
has over fathomed, burst upon my young intellect, |

had been conscious of no intention of thus drumming

my fingers; they were in motion -when I first noticed

them: they were certainly a part of myself, yet they
acted without my knowledge or design1 My left hand

was quiet; why did its fingers not move also? Fol-

lowing those reflections came a dreadful fear, as |

remembered Jane, the blacksmith’s daughter, whoso
elbows and shoulders sometimes jerked in such a way
as to make all the other scholars laugh; although we

were sorry for the poor girl, who cried bitterly over.
her unfortunate, ungovernable limbs. | was com-
forted, however, on finding that I could control the

motion of my fingers at pleasure; but my imagination

was too active to stop there. What if I should forget
liow to direct my hands? What if they should refuse
to obey me? What if my knees, which were just as
still as the hymn-books in the rack before me, should

cease to bend, and | should sit there for ever?

These very questions seemed to produce atemporary
paralysis of the will. As my right hand lay quietly
on my knee, and | asked myself, with a stupid wonder,

“Now, can | move it?” it lay as still as before. | had

only questioned, not willed. “No, | cannot move it,”
| said, in real doubt. | was conscious of a blind

sense of exertion, wherein there was yet no proper
exertion, but which seemed to exhaust me. Fascinated

by this new mystery, | contemplated my hand as
something apart from myself; something subordinate
to, but not identical with, me. The rising of the

congregation for the hymn broke the spell, like the
snapping of a thread.

' The reader will readily understand that I carried
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these experiences much farther. | gradually learned
to suspend (perhaps in imagination only, but therefore
none the less really) the action of my will upon the
muscles of my arms and legs; and | did it with the
greater impunity, from knowing that the stir con-
sequent upon the conclusion of the services would
bring me to myself. In proportion as the will became
passive, the activity of my imagination was increased,
and | experienced a new and strange delight in watch-
ing the play of fantasies which appeared to come and
go independently of myself. There was still a dim
consciousness of outward things mingled with my
condition: | was not beyond the recall of ray senses.
But one day, | remember, as | sat motionless as a
statue, having ceased any longer to attempt to control
my dead limbs, more than usually passive, a white,
shining mist gradually stole around me; my eyes
finally ceased to take cognizance of objects; a low,
musical humming sounded in my ears, and those
creatures of the imagination which had hitherto
crossed my brain as thoughts now spoke to me as
audible voices. If there is any happy delirium in the
first stages of intoxication (of which, thank Heaven,
| have no experience), it must be a sensation very
much like that which | felt., The death of external
and the birth of internal consciousness overwhelmed
my childish soul with a dumb, ignorant ecstasy, like
that which savages feel on first hearing the magic of
music.

How long | remained thus I know not. | was
aroused by feeling myself violently shaken. “John!”
exclaimed my mother, who had grasped my arm with
a determined hand. “Bless the boyl what ails him?
Why, his face is as white as a sheet!” Slowly I
recovered my consciousness, saw the church and the
departing congregation, and mechnnioally followed my
parents. | could give no explanation of what had
happened, except to say that | had fallen asleep. As

¢l ate my dinner with a good appetite, my mother’s
fears were quieted. | was left at home the following
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Sunday, and afterwards only ventured to indulge’
sparingly in the exercise of my newly discovered
faculty. My mother, | was conscious, took more note
of my presence than formerly, and | feared a repetition
of the same catastrophe. As | grew older and my
mind became interested in awider range of themes,
I finally lost the habit,, which 1 classed among the
many follies of childhood.

| retained, nevertheless, and still retain, something
of that subtile instinct which mocks and yet surpasses
reason. My feelings with regard to the persons
whom | met were quite independent of their behaviour
towards me, or the estimation in which they were
held by the world. Things which puzzled my brain
in waking hours were made clear to me in sleep, and
I frequently felt myself blindly impelled to do or to
avoid doing certain things. The members of my
family, who found it impossible to understand my
motives of action—because, in fact, there were no
motives—complacently solved the difficulty by calling
mo “queer.” | presume there are few persons who
are not occasionally visited by the instinct, or impulse,
or faculty, or whatever it may bo called, to which I
refer. | possessed it in a more than ordinary degree,
and was generally able to distinguish between its
suggestions and the mere humours of my imagination.
It is scarcely necessary to say that | assume the
existence of such a power, at the outset. | recognise
jt as a normal faculty of the human mind, not there*
fore universal, any more than tho genius which makes
a poet, a painter, or a composer.

My education was neither general nor thorough;
hence | groped darkly with the psychological ques-
tions which were presented to me. Tormented by
those doubtswhich at some period of life assail the soul
of every thinking man, | was ready to grasp at any
solution which offered, without very carefully testing
its character, | eagerly accepted the theory of
Animal Magnetism, which, so far as it went, was
satisfactory; but it only illustrated the-powers‘and
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relations of the soul in its present state of existence;
it threw no light upon that future which I was not
willing to take upon faith alone. Though sensible to
mesmeric influences, 1 was not willing that my
spiritual nature should be the instrument of another’s
will—that a human being, like myBelf, should become
possessed of all my secrets and sanctities, touching
the keys of every passion with his unhallowed fingers.
In the phenomena of clairvoyance | saw oniy other
and more subtilo manifestations of the power which 1
knew to exist in my own mind. Hence, | soon grew
weary of prosecuting inquiries which, at best,
would fall short of solving my own great and painful
doubt, Does the human soul continue to exist after
death? That it could take cognizance of things
beyond the reach of the five senses, | was already
assured. This, however, might be a sixth sense, no
less material and perishable in its character than the
others. My brain, as yet, was too young and imma-
ture to follow the thread of that lofty spiritual logic
in the light of which such doubts melt away like mists
of the night. Thus, uneasy because undeveloped,
erring because 1 had never known the necessary
guidance, seeking, but almost despairing of enlighten-
ment, | was a fit subject for any spiritual epidemic
which seemed to offer me a cure for worse maladies.
At this juncture occurred the phenomena known as
the “ Rochester Knockings.” (My home, let me say,
is in a small town not far from New York.) | shared
in the general interest aroused by the marvellous
stories, which, being followed by the no less extra-
ordinary display of some unknown agency at Norwalk,
Connecticut, excited me to such a degree that | was
half converted to the new faith before | had witnessed
any spiritual manifestation. Soon after the arrival of
the Misses Fox in New York, | visited them in their
rooms at the Howard House. Impressed by their
quiet, natural demeanour, the absence of anything
savouring of jugglery, and the peculiar character of
the raps and movements of the table, | asked my
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questions and applied my tests, in a passive, if not a
believing frame of mind. In fact, | had not long
been seated, before the noises became loud and
frequent.

“The spirits like to communicate with you,” said
Mrs. Fish: “you seem to be nearer to them than most
people.”

I summoned, in succession, the spirits of my mother,
a younger brother, and a cousin to whom | had been
much attached in boyhood, and obtained correct
answers to all my questions. 1 did not then remark,
what has since occurred to me, that these questions
concerned things which I know, and that the answers
to them were distinctly impressed on my mind at the
time. The result of one of my tests made a very
deep impression upon me. Having mentally selected
a friend whom | had met in the train that morning, |
asked, “ Will the spirit whose name is now in my
mind communicate with me?” To this came the
answer, slowly rapped out, on calling over the
alphabet, “ He is living /”

I returned home, very much puzzled. Precisely
those features of the exhibition (let me call it such)
which repulse others attracted me. The searching
daylight, the plain, matter-of-fact character of the
manifestations, the absence of all solemnity and
mystery, impressed me favourably towards the
spiritual theory. If disembodied souls, | said, really
exist, and can communicate with those in the flesh, why
should they choose moonlight or darkness, graveyards
or lonely bed-chambers, for their visitations? What
is to hinder them from speaking at times and in places
where the senses of men are fully awake and alert,
rather than when they are liable to be the dupes of
the imagination? In such reflections as these I was
the unconscious dupe of my own imagination, while
supposing myself thoroughly impartial and critical.

Soon after this, circles began to be formed in my
native town, for the purpose of table-moving, A
number of persons met, secretly at first—for as yet
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there were no avowed converts—and quite ns much
for sport as for serious investigation. The first
evening there was no satisfactory manifestation. The
table moved a little, it is true, but each one laughingly
accused his neighbours of employing some muscular
force. All isolated attempts were vain. | was con-
scious, nevertheless, of a curious sensation of numb-
ness in the arms, which recalled to mind my forgotten
experiments in church. No rappings were heard,
and some of the participants did not scruple to pro-
nounce the whole thing a delusion.

A few evenings after this we met again. Those
who were most incredulous happened to be absent,
while, accidentally, their places were filled by persons
whose temperaments disposed them to a passive
seriousness. Among these was a girl of sixteen—
Miss Abby Fetters—a pale, delicate creature, with
blond hair and light blue eyes. Chance placed her
next to mo in forming the ring, and her right hand
lay lightly upon my left. We stood around a heavy
circular dining-table. A complete silence was pre-
served, and all minds gradually sank into a quiet,
passive expectancy. In about ten minutes | began to
feel, or to imagine that | felt a stream of light—if light
were a palpable Bubstance—a something far finer and
more subtile than an electric current, passing from
the hand of Miss Fetters through my own into the
table. Presently the great wooden mass began to
move—stopped—moved again—turned in a circle,
we following, without changing the position of our
hands—and finally began to rock from side to side,
with increasing violence. Some of the circle were
thrown off by the movements; others withdrew their
hands in affright; and but four, among whom were
Miss Fetters and myself, retained their hold. My
outward consciousness appeared to be somewhat be-
numbed, as if by some present fascination or approach-
ing trance; but | retained curiosity enough to look at
my companion. Her eyes, sparkling with a strange,
steady light, were fixed upon the table; her breath

B
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came quick and short, and her cheek had lost every
trace of colour. Suddenly, as if by a spasmodic
effort, sho removed her hands; | did the same, and the
table stopped. She threw herself into a seat, as if
exhausted; yet, during the whole time, not a muscle
of the hand which lay upon mine had stirred. |
solemnly declare that my own hands had been equally
passive, yet | experienced the same feeling of fatigue
—not muscular fatigue, but a sense of deadness, as if
every drop of nervous energy had been suddenly
taken from me.

Further experiments, the same evening, showed
that we two, either together or alone, were able to
produce the same phenomena without the assistance
of the others present. We did not succeed, however,
in obtaining any answers to our questions, nor were
any of us impressed by the idea that the spirits of the
dead were among us. In fact, these table-movings
would not, of themselves, suggest the idea of a
spiritual manifestation. “ The table is bewitched,”
said Thompson, a hard-headed young fellow, without
a particle of imagination; and this was really the
first impression of all: some unknown force, latent in
. the dead matter, had been called into action. Still,
this conclusion was so strange, so incredible, that the
agency of supernatural intelligences finally presented
itself to my mind as the readiest solution.

It was not long before we obtained rappings, and
were enabled to repeat all the experiments which |
had tried during my visit to the Fox family. The
spirits of our deceased relatives and friends announced
themselves, and generally gave a correct account of
their earthly lives. | must confess, however, that,
whenever we attempted to pry into the future, we
usually received answers as ambiguous as those of the
Grecian oracles, or predictions which failed to be
realized. Violent knocks or other unruly demonstra-
tions would sometimes interrupt an intelligent com-
munication which promised us some light gn the other
life. These, we were told, were occasioned by evil or
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mischievous spirits, whose delight it was to create
disturbances. They never occurred, I now remember,
except when Miss Fetters was present. At the time,
we were too much absorbed in our researches to notice
the fact.

The reader will perceive, from what he knows of
my previous mental Btate, that it was not difficult for
me to accept the theories-of the Spiritualists. Here
was an evidence of the immortality of the vourj nay, -
more, of its continued individuality through endless
future existences. The idea of my individuality being
lost had been to me the same thing as complete
annihilation. The spirits themselves informed us
that they had come to teach these truths. The simple,
ignorant faith of the Past, they said, was worn out.
With the development of science, the mind of*man
had become sceptical. The ancient fountains no longer’
sufficed for his thirst. Each new era required a new
revelation. In all former ages there had been single
minds pure enough and advanced enough to communi-
catewith the dead, and be the mediums of their messages
to men, but now the time had come when the knowledge
of this intercourse must he declared unto all. In its
light the mysteries of the Past became clear: in the
wisdom thus imparted, that happy Future which seems
possible to every ardent and generous heart would be
secured. | was nottroubled by the fact that the messages
which proclaimed these things were often incorrectly
spelt, that the grammar was bad, and the language far
from elegant. 1 did not reflect that these new and sub-
lime truths had formerly passed through my own brain
as the dreams of a wandering imagination. Like that
American philosopher who looks upon one of his own
neophytes as a man of great and profound mind
because the latter carefully remembex-s and repeats to
him his own carelessly uttered wisdom, | saw in these
misty and disjointed reflections of my own thoughts’
the precious revelation of departed and purified spirits.

How a passion for the unknown and unattainable
takes hold of men is illustrated by the search for the
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universal solvent} by tlie mysteries of the Rosicrucians
by the patronage of fortune-tellers, even. Wholly
absorbed in spiritual researches—having, in fact, no
vital interest in anything else—1 soon developed into
what is called a Medium. | discovered, at the outset,
that the peculiar condition to be attained before the
tables would begin to move could be produced at will.
I also found that the passive state into which I naturally
fell had a tendency to prove that trance or suspension
of the will which I had discovered when a boy.
External consciousness,, however, did not wholly
depart. | saw the circle of inquirers around me—
but dimly, and as phantoms—while the impressions
which passed over my brain seemed to wear visible
forms and to speak with audible voices.

I cfid not doubt, at the time, that spirits visited me,
and that they made use of my body to communicate
with those who could hear themin no other way. Beside
the pleasant intoxication of the semi-trance, | felt a
rare joy in the knowledge that | was elected above
other men to be their interpreter. Let me endeavour
to describe the nature of this possession. Sometimes,
even before a spirit would be called for, the figure of
the person, as it existed in the mind of the inquirer,
Would suddenly present itself to me—not to my
outward senses, but to my interior, instinctive know-
ledge. If the recollection of the other embraced also
the voice, | heard the voice in the same manner, and
unconsciously imitated it. The answers to the ques-
tions I knew by the same instinct, as soon as the
questions were spoken. If the question was vague,
asked for information rather than confirmation, either
no answer came, or there was an impression of a wish of
what the answer might be, or, at times, some strange
involuntary sentence sprang to my lips. When I
wi’ote, my hand appeared to move of itself) yet the
words it wrote invariably passed through my mind.
Even when blindfolded, there was no difference in its
performance. The same powers developed themselves
in a still greater degree in Miss Fetters. The spirits
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which spoke most readily through her were those of
men, even coarse and rude characters, which came
unsummoned. Two or three of the other members of
our circle were able to produce motions in the table:
they could even feel, as they asserted, the touch of
spiritual hands; but, however much they desired it,
they were never personally possessed as we, and
therefore could not properly be called Mediums.

These investigations were not regularly carried on..
Occasionally the interest of the circle flagged, until it
was renewed by the visit of some apostle of the new
faith, usually accompanied by a “Preaching Medium.”
Among those whose presence especially conduced to
keep alivo the flame of spiritual inquiry, was a gentle-
man named Stilton, the editor of a small monthly
periodical entitled “ Revelations from the Interior.”
Without being himself a Medium, he was nevertheless
thoroughly conversant with the various phenomena of
Spiritualism, and both spoke and wrote in the dialect
which its followers adopted. He was a man of varied
but not profound learning, an active intellect, giving
and receiving impressions with equal facility, and
with an unusual combination of concentrativeness and
versatility in his nature. A certain inspiration was
connected with his presence. His personality over-
flowed upon and influenced others. “ My mind is not
sufficiently submissive,” he would say, “to receive
impressions from the spirits, but my atmosphere
attracts them and encourages them to speak.” He
was a stout, strongly built man, with coarso black
hah-, grey eyes, large animal mouth, square jaws, and
short, thick neck. Had his hair been cropped close,
he would have looked very much like a prize-fighter;
but he wore it long, parted in the middle, and as meek
in expression as its stifTwaves would allow.

Stilton soon became the controlling spirit of our
circle. His presence really seemed, as he said, to
encourage the spirits. Never before had the manifes-
tations been so abundant or so surprising. Miss
Fetters, especially, astonished us by the vigour,of.her
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possessions. Not only Samson and Peter the Great,
but Gibbs the Pirate, Black Hawk, and Joe Manton,
who had died the previous year in a fit of delirium-
tremens, prophesied, strode, swore, and smashed
things in turn, by means of her frail little body. As
Cribb, a noted pugilist of the last century, she floored
an incautious spectator, givingTiim a black eye which
he wore for a fortnight afterwards. Singularly
enough, my visitors were of the opposite cast. Hypa-
tia, Petrarch, Mary Magdalen, Abelard, and, oftenest
of all, Shelley, proclaimed mystic truths from my lips.
They usually spoke in inspired monologues, without
announcing themselves beforehand, and often without
giving any clue to their personality. A practised
stenographer, engaged by Mr. Stilton, took down
many of these communications as they were spoken,
and they were afterwards published in the “ Revela-
tions.” It was also remarked, that, while Miss
Fetters employed violent gestures, and seemed to
possess a superhuman strength, I, on the contrary, sat
motionless, pale, and with little sign of life except in
my voice, which, though low, was clear and dramatic
in its modulations.  Stilton explained this difference
without hesitation. “ Miss Abby,” he said, “ possesses
soul-matter of a texture to which the souls of these
strong men naturally adhere. In the spirit-land the
superfluities repel each other; the individual souls
seek to remedy their imperfections; in the union of
opposites only is to be found the great harmonia of
life. You, John, move upon another plane: through
what in you is undeveloped, these developed spirits
are attracted.”

: For two or three years, | must admit, my life was
a very happy one. Not only were those occasional
trances an intoxication, nay, a coveted indulgence, but
they cast a consecration over my life. My restored
faith rested on the sure evidence of my own experi-
ence; my new creed contained no harsh or repulsive
feature; | heard the same noble sentiments which |
uttered in such moments repeated by my associates in
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the faith, and | devoutly believed that a complete
regeneration of the human race was at hand. Never-
theless, it struck me sometimes as singular that many
of the Mediumswhom | met—men and women chosen
by spiritual hands to the same high office—excited in
my mind that instinct of repulsion on which I had
learned to rely as a sufficient reason for avoiding
certain persons. Far as it would have been from my
mind, at that time, to question the manifestations
which accompanied them, | could not smother my
distrust of their characters. Miss Fetters, whom I
so frequently met, was one of the most disagreeable.
Her cold, thin lips, pale eyes, and lean figure gave me
a singular impression of voracious hunger. Her
presence was often announced to me by a chill
shudder, before | saw her. Centuries ago one of her
ancestors must have been a ghoul or vampire. The
trance of possession seemed, with her, to be a form of
dissipation, in which she indulged a3 she might have
catered for a baser appetite. The new religion was
nothing to her: | believe she valued it only on account
of the importance she obtained among its followers.
Her father, a vain, weak-minded man, who kept a
grocery in the town, was himself a convert.

Stilton had an answer for every doubt. No matter
how tangled a labyrinth might be exhibited to him,
he walked straight through it.

“How is it,” |1 asked him, “that so many of my
fellow Mediums inspire me with an instinctive dislike
and mistrust?”

“By mistrust you mean dislike,” he answered;
“since you know of no reason to doubt their charac-
ters. The elements of soul-matter are differently
combined in different individuals, and there are
affinities and repulsions, just as there are in the
chemical elements. Your feeling is chemical, not
moral. A want of affinity does not necessarily imply
an existing evil in the other party. In the present
ignorance of the world, our true affinities can only be
imperfectly felt and indulged; and the entire freedom
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which we shall obtain in this respect is the greatest
happiness of the spirit-life.”

Another time | asked, “How is it that the spirits
of great authors speak so tamely to us? Shukspeare,
last night, wrote a passage which he would have been
heartily ashamed of, as a living man. We know that
a spirit spoke, calling himself Shakspeare; but, judg-
ing from his communication, it could not have been
he.”

“ It probably was not,” said Mr. Stilton. “lam.
convinced that all malicious spirits are at work to
interrupt the communications from the higher spheres.
We were thus deceived by one professing to be Ben-
jamin Franklin, who drew for us the plan of a
machine for splitting shingles, which we had fabri-
cated and patented at considerable expense. On trial,
however, it proved to be a miserable failure, a
complete mockery. . When the spirit was again
summoned, ho refused to speak, but shook the table
to express his malicious laughter, went off, and has
never since returned. My friend, we know but the
alphabet of Spiritualism—the mere A B C: we can no
more expect to master the immortal language in a day
than a child to read Plato after learning his letters.”

Many of those who had been interested in the usual
phenomena gradually dropped off, tired, and perhaps a
little ashamed, in the reaction following their excite-
ment; but there were continual accessions to our ranks,
and we formed, at last, a distinct clan or community.
Indeed, the number of secret believers in Spiritualism
would never be suspected by the uninitiated. In the
sect, however, as in Masonry and the Catholic Church,
there are circles within circles—concentric rings,
whence you can look outwards, but not inwards, and
where he alone who stands at the centre is able to
to perceive everything. Such an inner circle was at,
last formed in our town. Its object, according to
Stilton, with whom the plan originated, was to obtain,
a purer spiritual atmosphere, by the exclusion of all
but Mediums, and those non-mediumistic believers in.
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whoso presence the spirits felt at ease, and thus invito
communications from the farther and purer spheres.

In fact, the result seemed to justify the plan. Tho
character of tho trance, as | had frequently observed,
is vitiated by the consciousness that disbelievers are
present. The more perfect the atmosphere of credulity,
the more satisfactory the manifestations. The expect-
ant company, the dim light, the conviction that a
wonderful revelation was about to dawn upon us,
excited my imagination, and my trance was really a
sort of delirium, in which | spoke with a passion and
an eloquence | had never before exhibited. The fear,
which had previously haunted me, at times, of giving
my brain and tongue into the control of an unknown
power, was forgotten; yet, more than ever, | was
conscious of some strong controlling influence, and
experienced a reckless pleasure in permitting myself
to be governed by it. “ Prepare,” | concluded (I quote
from the report in the “ Revelations™), “ prepare, sons
of men, for the dawning day! Prepare for the second
and perfect regeneration of man! For the prison-
chambers have been broken into, and the light from
the interior shall illuminate the external! Ye shall
enjoy spiritual and passional freedom. Your guides
shall no longer be the despotism of ignorant laws, nor,
the whip of an imaginary conscience, but the natural
impulses of your nature, which are the melody of Life
and the natural affinities, which are its harmony! The,
reflections from the upper spheres shall irradiate the
lower, and Deatli is the triumphal arch through which
we pass from glory to glory!”.

------ 1 have here paused, deliberating whether |
should proceed farther in my narrative. But no; if
any good is to be accomplished by these confessions,
the reader must walk with me through the dark laby-
rinth which follows. He must walk over what may
be considered delicate ground, but he shall not bo
harmed. One feature of the trance condition is too
remarkable, too important in its consequences, to be
gverlooked. It is a feature of which many Mediums.
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are undoubtedly ignorant, the existence of which is
not even suspected by thousands of honest Spiritualists.

Let me again anticipate the regular course of my
narrative, and example. A suspension of the Will,
when indulged in for any length of time, produces a
suspension of that inward consciousness of good and
evil which we call Conscience, and which can be
actively exercised only through the medium of tho
Will. The mental faculties and the moral perceptions
lie down together in the same passive sleep. The
subject is, therefore, equally liable to receive impres-
sions from the minds of others, and from their passions
and lusts. Besides this, the germs of all good and of
all evil are implanted in the nature of every human
being; and even when some appetite is buried in a
crypt so deep that its existence is forgotten, let the
warder be removed, and it will gradually work its way
to the light. Persons in the receptive condition which
belongs to the trance may be surrounded by honest and
pure-minded individuals, and receive no harmful
impressions. They may even, if of a healthy spiritual
temperament, resist for a time the aggressions of evil
influences; but the final danger is always the same.
The state of the Medium, therefore, may be described as
one in which the Will is passive, the Conscience
passive, the outward senses partially (sometimes
wholly) suspended, the mind helplessly subject to the
operations of other minds, and the passions and desires
released from all restraining influences. | make the
statement boldly, after long and careful reflection, and
severe self-examination.

As | said before, I did not entirely lose my external
consciousness, although it was very dim and dream-
like. On returning to the natural state, my recollec-
tion of what had occurred during the trance became
equally dim; but I retained a general impression of the
character of the possession. | knew that some foreign
influence—the spirit of a dead poet, or hero, or saint,
I then believed—governed me for the time; that | gave
utterance to thoughts unfamiliar to my mind in its
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conscious state; and that my own individuality was
lost, or so disguised that | could no longer recognize
it.  This very circumstance made the trance an
indulgence, a spiritual intoxication, no less fascinating
than that of the body, although accompanied by a
similar reaction. Yet, behind all, dimly evident to
me, there was an element of terror. There were
times when, back of the influences which spoke
with my voice, rose another—a vast, overwhelming,
threatening power, the nature of which | could not
grasp, but which I knew was evil. Even when in my
natural state, listening to the harsh utterances of Miss
Fetters or the lofty spiritual philosophy of Mr. Stilton, |
have felt, for a single second, the touch of an icy wind,
accompanied by a sensation of unutterable dread.

Our secret circle had not held many sessions before
a remarkable change took place in the character of the
revelations, Mr. Stilton ceased to report them for his
paper.

“We are on the threshold, at last,” said he. “The
secrets of the ages lie beyond. The hands of spirits
are now lifting the veil, fold by fold. Let us not be
startled by what we hear: let us show that our eyes
can bear the light; that we are competent to receive
the wisdom of the higher spheres, and live according
to it.”

mMiss Fetters was more than ever possessed by the
spirit of Joe Manton, whose allowance of grog having
been cut off too suddenly by his death, he was contin-
ually clamouring for a dram.

“1 tell you,” yelled he, or rather she, “l won’t
stand sich meanness. | ha’n’t come all the way here
for nothin’.  1’ll knock Erasmus all to thunder, if you

go for to turn me out dry, and let him come in.”

Mr. Stilton thereupon handed him, or her, a tumbler
half full of brandy, which she gulped down at a
single swallow. Joe Manton presently retired to
make room for Erasmus, who spoke for some time
in Latin, or what appeared to be Latin. None
of us could make much of itj but Mr. Stiltoa
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.declared that the Latin pronunciation of Erasmus was
probably different from ours, or that he might have
learned the true Roman accent from Cicero and.
Seneca, with whom, doubtless, ho was now on intimate
terms. As Erasmus generally concluded by throwing
his arms, or rather the arms of Miss Fetters, around
the neck of Mr. Stilton—his spirit fraternizing, ap-
parently, with the spirit of the latter—we greatly
regretted that his communications were unintelligible,
on account of the superior wisdom which they might
bo supposed to contain.

I confess | cannot recall the part | played in what
would have been a pitiable farce, if it had not been so
terribly tragical, without a feeling of utter shame.
Nothing but my profound sympathy for the thousands,
and tens of thousands who are still subject to the
same delusion could compel me to such a sacrifice of
pride. Curiously enough (as I thought then, but not
now), the enunciation of sentiments opposed to my
moral sense—the abolition, in fact, of all moral
restraint—came from my lips, while the actions of
Miss Fetters hinted at their practical application.
Upon the ground that the interests of the soul were,
paramount to all human laws and customs, | declared
—or rather, my voice declared—that self-denial was a
fatal error, to which half the misery of mankind could
be traced; that the passions, held ns slaves, exhibited
only the brutish nature of slaves, and would be exalted
and glorified by entire freedom; and that our bolo
guidance ought to come from the voices of the spirits
who communicated with us, instead of the imperfect
laws constructed by our benighted fellow men. How.
clear and logical, how lofty, these doctrines seemed!
If, at times, something in their nature repelled me, |
simply attributed it to the fact that I was still but a
neophyte in the Spiritual Philosophy, and incapable
of perceiving the truth with entire clearness.

Mr. Stilton had a wife: one of those meek, amiable,
simple-hearted women whose individuality seems to
he completely,absorbed into that of their husbands.



21

When such women are wedded to frank, tenderj
protecting men, their lives are truly blessed; butthey are*
willing slaves to the domestic tyrant. They bearuncom*
plainingly—many of them even without a thought of
complaint—and die at last with their hearts full of
lovo for the brutes who have trampled upon them.
Mrs. Stilton was perhaps forty years of age, of middle
height, moderately plump in person, with light-brown
hair, soft, inexpressive grey eyes, and a meek, help-
less, imploring mouth. Her voice was mild and
plaintive, and its accents of anger (if she ever gave
utterance to such) could not have been distinguished
from those of grief. She did not often attend our
sessions; and it was evident, that, while she endeav-
oured to comprehend the revelations, in order to please
her husband, their import was very far beyond her
comprehension.  She was now and then a little
frightened at utterances which no doubt sounded lewd
or profane to her ears; but after a glance at Mr.
Stilton’s face, and finding that it betrayed neither
horror nor surprise, would persuade herself that
everything must be right.

“Are you sure,” she once timidly whispered to me,
“are you very sure, Mr.--—---- , that there is no danger
of being led astray? It seems strange to me; but
perhaps | don’t understand it.”

Her question was so indefinite, that | found it
difficult to answer. Stilton, however, seeing me
engaged in endeavouring to make clear to her the
glories of the new truth, exclaimed, “Thats right
John! Your spiritual plane slants through many
spheres, and has points of contact with a great
variety of souls. 1 hope my wife will be able to see
the light through you, since | appear to be too opaque
for her to receive it from me.”

“ Oh, Abijah!” said.the poor woman, “you know it
is my fault. I try to follow, and I hope I have faith,
though | don’t see everything ns clearly as you do.”

I began also to have my own doubts, as | perceived
that an *“affinity” was gradually being developed
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between Stilton and Miss Fetters. She was more
and more frequently possessed by the spirit of Erasmus,
whose salutations, on meeting and parting with his
brother philosopher, were too enthusiastic for merely
masculine love. But, whenever | hinted at the
possibility of mistaking the impulses of the soul, or at
evil resulting from a too sudden and universal libera-
tion of the passions, Stilton always silenced me with
his inevitable logic. @ Having once accepted the
premises, | could not avoid the conclusions.

“When our natures are in harmony with spirit-
matter throughout the spheres,” he would say, “our
impulses will always be in accordance. Or, if there
should be any temporary disturbance, arising from our
necessary intercourse with the gross, blinded multi-
tude," we can always fly to our spiritual monitors for
counsel.  Will not they, the immortal souls of the
ages past, who have guided us to a knowledge of the
truth, assist us also in preserving it pure?”

In spite of this, in spite of my admiration of Stilton’s
intellect, and my yet unshaken faith in Spiritualism, |
was conscious that the harmony of the circle was
becoming impaired to me. Was | falling behind in
spiritual progress? Was | too weak to be the medium
for the promised revelations? | threw myself again
and again into the trance, with a recklessness of soul
which fitted mo to receive any, even the darkest
impressions, to catch and proclaim every guilty whis-
per of the senses, and, while under the influence of the
excitement, to exult in the age of license which I
believed to be at hand. But darker, stronger grew the
terror which lurked behind- this spiritual carnival.
A more tremendous power than that which I now
recognized as coming from Stilton’s brainwas present,
and | saw myself whirling nearer and nearer to its
grasp. | felt, by a sort of blind instinct, too vague to
be expressed, that some demoniac agency had thrust
itself into the manifestations, perhaps had been
mingled with them from the outset.

For two or three months, my life was the strangest
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mixture of happiness and misery. | walked about
with the sense of some crisis hanging over me. My
“ possessions” became fiercer and wilder, and the
reaction so much more exhausting that | fell into the
habit of restoring myself by means of the bottle of
brandy which Mr. Stilton took care should be on
hand, in case of a visit from Joe Manton. Miss
Fetters, strange to say, was not in the least affected
by the powerful draughts she imbibed. But, at the
same time, my waking life was growing brighter and
brighter under the power of a new and delicious
experience. My nature is eminently social, and | had
not been able—indeed, I did not desire—wholly to
withdraw myself from intercourse with non-believers.
There was too much in society that was congenial to
me to be given up. My instinctive dislike to Miss
Abby Fetters, and my compassionate regard for Mrs.
Stilton’s weakness, only served to render the company
of intelligent, cultivated women more attractive to me.
Among those whom | met most frequently was Miss
Agnes Honeywood, a calm, unobtrusive girl, the
characteristic of whose face was sweetness rather than
beauty, while the first feeling she inspii-ed was respect
rather than admiration. She had just that amount
of self-possession which conceals without conquering
the sweet timidity of woman. Her voice was low, yet
clear; and her mild eyes, I found, were capable, on
occasion, of both flashing and melting. Why describe
her? | loved her before | knew it; but, with the
consciousness of my love, that clairvoyant sense on
which I had learned to depend failed for the first time.
Did she love me? When | sought to answer the
question in her presence, all was confusion within.
This was not the only now influence which entered
into and increased the tumult of my mind. The other
half of my two-sided nature—the cool, reflective,
investigating faculty—had been gradually ripening,
and the questions which it now began to present
seriously disturbed the complacency of' my theories.
I saw that | had accepted many things on very
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unsatisfactory evidence; but, on the other hand, there
mes much for which 1 could find no other explanation.
Let me be frank, and say, that I do not now pretend
to explain all the phenomena of Spiritualism. This,
however, | determined to do: to ascertain, if possible,
whether the influences which governed me in the
trance state came from the persons around, from the
exercise of some independent faculty of my own mind,
or really and truly from the spirits of the dead. Mr.
Stilton appeared to notice that some internal conflict
was going on; but he said nothing in regard to it,
and, as events proved, he entirely miscalculated its
character.

I said to myself, “If this chaos continues, it will
drive me mad. Let me have one bit of solid earth
beneath my feet, and I can stand until it subsides.
Let me throw over the best bower of the heart, since
all the anchors of the mind are dragging!” 1 sum-
moned resolution. | made that desperate venture
which no true man makes without a pang of forced
courage; but, thank God! | did not make it in vain.
Agnes loved me; and in the deep, quiet bliss which
this knowledge gave | felt the promise of deliverance.
She knew and lamented my connection with the
Spiritualists; but, perceiving my mental condition
from the few intimations which | dared to give her,
discreetly held her peace. But | could read the
anxious expression of that gentle face none the less.

My first endeavour to solve the new questions was
to check the abandon of the trance condition, and
interfuse it with more of sober consciousness. It was
a difficult task; and nothing but the circumstance that
my consciousness had never been entirely lost enabled
me to make any progress. | finally succeeded, as |
.imagined (certainty is impossible), in separating the
different influences which impressed'me—perceiving
where one terminated and the other commenced, or
where two met and my mind vibrated from one to the
other until the stronger prevailed, or where a thought
which seemed to originate in my own brain took the
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lead and swept away with me like the mad rush of a
prairie colt. When out of the trance, | noticed
attentively the expressions made use of by Mr. Stilton
and the other members of the circle, and was surprised
to find how many of them | had reproduced. But
might they not, in the first place, have been derived
from me? And what was the vague, dark Presence
which still overshadowed me at such times? What
was that Power which | had tempted—which we
were all tempting, every time we met—and which
continually drew nearer and became more threatening?
| knew not; and | know not. | would rather not
speak or think of it any more.

My suspicions with regard to Stilton and Miss
Fetters were confirmed by a number of circumstances
which | need not describe. That he should treat his
wife in a harsh, ironical manner, which the poor
woman felt, but could not understand, did not surprise
me; but at other times there was a treacherous
tenderness about him. He would dilate eloquently
upon the bliss of living in accordance with the
spiritual harmonies. Among us, he said, there could
be no more hatred, or mistrust, or jealousy; nothing
but love, pure, unselfish, perfect Jove. “ You, my
dear” (turning to Mrs. Stilton), “ belong to a sphere
which is included within my own, and share in my
harmonies and affinities; yet the soul-matter which
adheres to you is of a different texture from mine.
Yours has also its independent affinities: 1 see and
respect them: and even though they might lead our
bodies—our outward, material lives—away from one
another, we should still be true to that glorious light
of love which permeates all Boul-matter.”

“ Oh, Abijah!” cried Mrs. Stilton, really distressed,
“how can you say such a thing of me? You know I
can never adhere to anybody else but you!”

Stilton would then call in my aid to explain his
meaning, asserting that | had a faculty of reaching
his wife’s intellect, which he did not himself possess.
Feeling a certain sympathy for her painful confusion
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of mind, | did my best to give his words an interpre-
tation which soothed her fears. Then she begged his
pardon, taking all the blame to her own Btupidity, and
received his grudged, unwilling kiss with a restored
happiness which pained me to the heart.

I had a growing presentiment of some approaching
catastrophe. | felt, distinctly, the presence of un-
hallowed passions in our circle; and my steadfast love
for Agnes, borne thither in my bosom, seemed like a
pure white dove in a cage of unclean birds. Stilton
held me from him by the superior strength of his
intellect. | began to mistrust, even to hate him,
while | was still subject to his power, and unable to
acquaint him with the change in my feelings. Miss
Fetters was eo repulsive that I never spoke to her
when it could be avoided. | had tolerated her,
heretofore, for the sake of her spiritual gift; but now,
mrhen | began to doubt the authenticity of that gift,
her hungry eyes, her thin lips, her flat breast, and
cold, dry hands, excited in mo a sensation of absolute
abhorrence.

The doctrine of Affinities had some time before
been adopted by the circle, as a part of the Spiritual
Truth. Other circles, with which we were in com-
munication, had also received the same revelation;
and the ground upon which it was based, in fact,
rendered its acceptance easy. Even I, shielded as |
was by the protecting arms of a pure love, sought in
vain for arguments to refute a doctrine, the practical
operations of which I saw might be so dangerous.
The soul had a right to seek its kindred soul: that |
could not deny. Having found, they belonged to each
other. Love is the only law which those who love
are bound to obey. | shall not repeat all the sophistry
whereby these positions were strengthened. The
doctrine soon blossomed and bore fruit, the nature of
which left no doubt as to the character of the tree.

The catastrophe came sooner than | had anticipated,
and partly through my own instrumentality; though,
«in any case, it must finally have come. We were met
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together at the house of one of the most zealous and
fanatical believers. There were but eight persons
present: the host and his wife (an equally zealous
proselyte), a middle-aged bachelor neighbour, Mr.
and Mrs. Stilton, Miss Fetters, and her father, and
myself. 1t was a still, cloudy, sultry evening, after
one of those dull, oppressive days when all the bad
blood in a man seems to be uppermost in his veins.
The manifestations upon the table, with which wo
commenced, were unusually rapid and lively. “1 am
convinced,” said Mr. Stilton, “that we shall receive
important revelations to-night. My own mind pos-
sesses a clearness and quickness, which, | have
noticed, always precede the visit of a superior spirit.
Let us be passive and receptive, my friends. We are
but instruments in the hands of loftier intelligences,
and only through our obedience can this second advent
of truth be fulfilled.”

He looked at me with that expression which | so
well knew, as the signal for a surrender of my will.
I had come rather unwillingly, for I was getting
heartily tired of the business, and longed to shake off
my habit of (spiritual) intoxication, which no longer
possessed any attraction since I had been allowed to
visit Agnes as an accepted lover. In fact, | continued
to hold my place in the circle principally for the
sake of satisfying myself with regard to the real
nature and causes of the phenomena. On this night,
something in Mr. Stilton’s face arrested my attention,
and a rapid inspiration flashed through my mind.
“ Suppose,” | thought, “ | allow the usual effect to be
produced, yet reverse the character of its operation?
I am convinced that he has been directing the current
of my thought according to his will; let me now
render myself so thoroughly passive, that my mind,
like a mirror, shall reflect what passes through his,
retaining nothing of my own except the simple con-
sciousness of what | am doing.” Perhaps this was
exactly what he desired. He sat, bending forward a
little over the table, his square jaws firmly set, his
‘eyes hidden beneath their heavy brows, and every
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long, wiry hair on his head in its proper place. |
fixed.my eyes upon him, threw my mind into a state
of perfect receptivity, and waited.

It was not long before I felt his approach. Shadow
after shadow flitted across the still mirror of my
inward sense. Whether the thoughts took words in
his brain or in mine—whether | first caught his
disjointed musings, and, by their utterance reacting
upon him, gave system and development to his
thoughts—I cannot tell. But this I know: what |
said came wholly from him, not from the slandered
spirits of the dead, not from the vagaries of my own
imagination, but from Atm. "Listen to mel” | said.
“In the flesh I was a martyr to the Truth, and | am
permitted to communicate only with those whom the
Truth has made free. You are the heralds of the
great day. You have climbed from sphere to
sphere, until now you stand near the fountains of
light. But it is not enough that you see: your lives
must reflect the light. The inward vision is for you,
but the outward manifestation thereof is for the souk
of others. Fulfil the harmonies in the flesh. Be the
living music, not the silent instruments.”

There was more, much more of this—a plenitude of
eloquent sound, which seems to embody sublime ideas,
but which, carefully examined, contains no more pal-
pable substance than sea-froth. If the reader will
take the trouble to read an “ Epic of the Starry
Heavens,” the production of a Spiritual Medium, he
will find several hundred pages of the same character.
But, by degrees, the revelation descended to details,
and assumed a personal application, “In you, in all
of you, the spiritual harmonies are still violated,” was
the conclusion. “ You, Abijah Stilton, who are chosen
to hold up the light of truth to the world, require that
a transparent soul, capable of transmitting that light
to you, should be allied to yours. Sho who is called
your wife is a clouded lens: she can receive the light
only through John-----—---- , who is her true spiritual
Jhusband, as Abby Fetters is your true spiritual wife!”

I was here conscious of a sudden cessation of the
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influence which forced mo to speak, and stopped.
The members of the circle opposite to me—the host,
his wife, neighbour, and old Mr. Fetters—were silent,
but their faces exhibited more satisfaction than
astonishment. My eye fell upon Mrs. Stilton. Her
face was pale, her eyes widely opened, and her lips
dropped apart, with a stunned, bewildered expression.
It was the blank face of a woman walking in her
sleep. These observations were accomplished in an
instant; for Miss Fetters, suddenly possessed with the
spirit of Black Hawk, sprang upon her feet. “ Ugh!
ugh!” she exclaimed, in a deep, harsh voice, “ where’s
the pale-face? Black Hawk, he like him—ho love
him much!”—and therewith threw her arms around
Stilton, fairly lifting him off his feet. “ Ugh! fire-
water for Black Hawk!—big Injun drink!”—and she
tossed off a tumbler of brandy. By this time | had
wholly recovered my consciousness, but remained
silent, stupefied by the extraordinary scene.

Presently Miss Fetters became more quiet, and the
possession left her, My friends,” said Stilton, in his
cold, unmoved voice, “ | feel that the spirit has spoken
truly. We must obey our spiritual affinities, or our
great and glorious mission will bo unfulfilled. Let us
rather rejoice that we have been selected as the
instruments to do this work. Come to me, Abby;
and you, Rachel, remember that our harmony is not
disturbed, but only made more complete.”

“ Abijah!” exclaimed Mrs. Stilton, with a pitiful
cry, while the tears burst hot and fast from her eyes;
“ dear husband, what does this mean? Oh, don't tell
me that I’'m to be cast offl You promised to love me
and care for me, Abijah! I'm not bright, I know,
but I’'ll try to understand you; indeed I will! Oh,
don’t bo so cruel!—don’t”------ And the poor creature’s
voice completely gave way.

She dropped on the floor at his feet, and lay there,
sobbing piteously.

“ Rachel, Rachel,” said he—and his face was not
quite so calm as his voice—* don’t be rebellious. We
are governed by a higher Power. This is all for our
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own good, and for the good of the world. Besides;
ours was not a perfect affinity. You will be much
happier with John, as he harmonizes------ ”

I could endure it no longer. Indignation, pity,
the full energy of my will, possessed me. He lost his
power over me then, and for ever.

“What!” | exclaimed, “you, blasphemer, beast that
you are, you dare to dispose of your honest wife in
this infamous way, that you may be free to indulge
your own vile appetites?—you, who have outraged
the dead and the living alike, by making me utter
your forgeries? Take her back, and let this disgrace-
ful scene end! Take her back, or I will give you a
brand that shall last to the end of your days!”

He turned deadly pale, and trembled. | knew that
he made a desperate effort to bring me under the
control of his will, and laughed mockingly as | saw
his knit brow and the swollen veins in his temples.
As for the others, they seemed paralyzed by the
suddenness and fierceness of my attack. He wavered
but for an instant, however, and his self-possession
returned.

“Hal!” he exclaimed, “it is the Spirit of Evil that
speaks in him! The Devil himself has risen to destroy
our glorious fabric! Help me, friends! help me to
bind him, and to silence his infernal voice, before ho
drives the pure spirits from our mid3tl”

With that he advanced a step towards me, and
raised a hand to seize my arm, while the others
followed behind. But | was too quick for him. Weak
as | was, in comparison, rage gave me strength, and
a blow, delivered with the rapidity of lightning, just
under the chin, laid him senseless on the floor. Mrs.
Stilton screamed and threw herself over him. The
rest of the company remained as if stupefied. The
storm which had been gathering all the evening at
the same instant broke over the house in simultaneous
thunder and rain.

I stepped suddenly to the door, opened it, and drew
a long, deep breath of relief, as | found myself alone
in the darkness. “ Now,” said I, “ | have done tam-
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pcring with God’s best gift; | will bo satisfied with
the natural sunshine which beams from His Word
and from His works. | have learned wisdom at the
expense of shame I’ | exulted in my new freedom,
in my restored purity of soul; and the wind, that
swept down the dark, lonely street, seemed to exult
with me. The rains beat upon me, but | heeded
them not; nay, | turned aside from the homeward
path, in order to pass by the house where Agnes
lived. Her window was dark, and | knew she was
sleeping, lulled by the storm; but | stood a moment
below, in the rain, and said aloud, softly,

“ Now, Agnes, | belong wholly to you | Pray to
God for me, darling, that | may never lose the true
light I have found at last!”

My healing, though complete in the end, was not
instantaneous. The habit of the trance, | found, had
really impaired the action of my will. | experienced
a periodic tendency to return to it, which | have been
able to overcome only by the most vigorous efforts.
I found it prudent, indeed, to banish from my
mind, os far as was possible, all subjects, all memories,
connected with Spiritualism. In this work 1 was
aided by Agnes, who now possessed my entire con-
fidence, and who willingly took upon herself the
guidance of my mind at those seasons when my own
governing faculties flagged. Gradually my mental
health returned, and I am now beyond oil danger of
ever again being led into such fatal dissipations. The
writing of this narrative, in fact, has been a test of
my ability to overlook and describe my experience
without being touched by its past delusions. If some
portions of it should not be wholly intelligible to the
reader, the defect lies in the very nature of the
subject.

It will be noticed that | have given but a partial
explanation of the spiritual phenomena. Of the
genuineness of tho physical manifestations I am fully
convinced, and | can account for them only by the
supposition of some subtile agency whereby the human
will operates upon inert matter. Clairvoyance is a
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sufficient explanation of the utterances of the Me-
diums; at least of those which | have heard; bul
there is, as | have said before, something in the back-
ground, which | feel too indistinctly to describe, yel
which I know to be Evil. 1 do notwonder at, though
I lament, the prevalence of the belief in Spiritualism,
In a few individual cases it may have been productive
of good, but its general tendency is evil. There are
probably but few Stiltons among- its apostles, few Miss
Fetterses among its Mediums; but the condition
which accompanies the trance, as | have shown,
inevitably removes the wholesome check which holds
our baser passions in subjection. The Medium is at
the mercy of any evil will, and the impressions re-
ceived from a corrupt mind are always liable to be
accepted by innocent believers as revelations from the
spirits of the holy dead. 1 shall shock many honest
souls by this confession, but I hope and believe that
it may awaken and enlighten others. Its publication
is necessary, as an expiation for some of the evil
which has been done through my own instrumentality.

I learned, two days afterwards, that Stilton (‘who
was not seriously damaged by my blow) had gone to
New York, taking Miss Fetters with him. Her
ignorant, weak-minded father was entirely satisfied
with the proceeding. Mrs. Stilton, helpless and
heart-broken, remained at tho house where our circle
had met, with her only child, a boy of threo years of
age, who, fortunately, inherited her weakness rather
than his father’s power. Agnes, on learning this,
insisted on having her removed from associations;
which were at once unhappy and dangerous. Wk;
went together to see her, and, after much persuasion,
and many painful scenes which | shall not recapitu-
late, succeeded in sending her to her father, a farmer
in Connecticut. She still remains there, hoping for
the day when her guilty husband shall return and bej
instantly forgiven.

My task is ended: may it not have been performeda
in vain | \



Appendices






Mar 2, 1861,

DORSET COUNTY CHRONICLE AND SOMERSETSHIRE GAZETTE.

—

Literature,
POETS' COANER.

Ontoryar Donser.

Lok ! sure, bore's zummat terrble qacer,
‘l'e‘ Qll‘ll'r-_l -p'kl 1 keaper, i
weon s wvenly pouny
To zomboldy r Do'syshire; b3
T asal it top o' peaper.
1 ;g": oo bl lnl.'u-u 5L nighe,

! oot this zight of waoucy ;
lAlbunl inna'ra *In:‘:l wight i
ever you ean guess un 1ight ;

16 doost, "tis terrble vuuu;s. .
No, tiddon Lard- Leatwnant, then,
Nor u'ar & judge, nit Liwyer,
Nor tidden Squior Varzisseo,

Nor noue o' they gurt nobicmen,

Ao tidden Master Vioyer,

Well, then, I'll tell s, avd I wara
Woust be o' glad ‘s u land ;
Of all the vo'k | knows, thero s n'arn
OF zach & party win-vall far ‘u
That zoonder 1'J a-leard.

Well, then, wold Muster Barnes, good now,
The Duo'set poor wan's

A got dthick mouey ; o low

Our Quoen could pevee vl out how
Much vittier 1o bestow ut.

Thee get Lis book a-lemlesl thee,

Amd Ul Jay thee wy bost coat,
T'will muost s-vrighteu e to z0e
How wuch dthick jockey knows o' we,

An what's athin our wosscoat,

But what in ha I mumst almires,
He's st the zoame for ever,
Ho never its in noo yarm-clhairs,

He never gies uself 100 dirs,
Far all he b o' clever.

Ho well i raidl er Jou
Eajhy, theos :I..':ua-lh:" ”

Then here's a bealth, and dren tiwes deee,

The best of the p
ill, however, be

apecies of delusion wi
fow extracts (—
Ourary or Tue UeLikr.
“ My education was peither geaeral uor tharough | luce
I groped dukiy with the psychologiwal qaestions which
were presented L e Torenteal by Ui Juiwt s whilch st
2000 persnd of life asaail the soul of every tinking man, 1
was teady to grasp st any solation W) , without
very earetully testing its chiaracter. 1 eagerly accepted the
of Auiwal Maguetisw, whicl, »o lar s 1l went, was
salisfactory i bat it only illasiiaiel the poaves and svlan

"y in this
afforded by a

Tho master-apirit was b ing antil the

“On

Avvesy or 4 Pumacmize Mesrox.

“These imnesstigations were aut tegularly comad on. O
casinnally the wderest of the circle fagaal, sutil it was
ronewnl by the visit of some apostle of the ues fatiy
wsually weonmpinied by a * Preacling Meliva”  Awoong
thow whos trmense eqmenally coiosl 1o kerp alies the
M of wprvitial mpairy, was & gootloman nausl Stdtans,
the wliter of & small manthly perialical wntitinl * Revelas
tons from the fnteroc”  Withomt g himsedl & Motina,

Wi b thoronghly with the varie
5 lisn, and both spoke and wivle in

1

of the soul in ite present state of custeice; it Hirew wo lizht
upon that fature whicl | was wa llluuﬁ to take wpoou fath
alone,  Though seusible to mesmeric iunfluencos, 1 was not
willing that my spisitual nature should be the tstrow (
avother's will=that a bmoan being like wyscll o 1
becowe possessed of wll wy sercie aud wane o bonaling
is unlidiaweld fingers. lTu

the power which
Honce, | sson grew woary of prosecut

my ovn winl.
wquiries which, ut best, woull fall shurt of soly

great and painful doubt—Does the bumaa son
exist alter | B That it could take coguizas
beyouwl the veach of the five seoses, | was already assured.
This, bowever, might bo 4 sizth sense, uo less watecial and
perishable i its chiaracter than the others. My beain, s yot,
Way oo young aud immatire to follow the thesd of that lofty
-l-muuhubc in the light of which such doabts melt away like
wists of the night. Thus, uneasy because undevelopel, erring
becanse T had never Kuown the uocessary cundauce, socking,
Lt alwost duspainng of eulightenment, 1 was & fit subjoct
for uny spiritual epidonic which seemel 1o offor w
plietsmens
koown as the * Rochester Kuockings.” My Lomo, let me
way, 48 in & nnall town not far from New York) * whared
i the general interest aroused by Lhe marvellous stories,
which, beung followed by the no less extosordmary display of
some unkuown wgenoy at Norwalk, Connectient, exeted e
1o siich o degron that T was balf cmverted to the new fuith

0
1 3 of #

the didloct which its fllowers wdoptod.  He was a man
of vanel bat o profesnd dearnieg, an dctive utellect
iving and rwivins Lapressiuus with gl facility, and
ith an unnssal oo alisation of coocenirativesess and ver-
ity 1o lis natwee,
with lis proseice, i pocsamality overtlowal upon and
influsncel others, * My mind i oot suficiently subrnwsive,’
e would sy, * 1o rective unpressions from the spints, but
1y atinaephiore ablvaets thom and s irages o Lo speak.”
He was it, steangly buils w Blarck )
grey axes, Lirzo auonal month, s
weck, 1Tal s laale loon coopped
very mach hie
in the middle, »
would allow.

e wnuld bave |
i wore it lone,

Leen w0 OF s surp
nstonishol us Ly the vizour of her possessions, {
Sawson awl Poter the Groat, but Gilbs, the pirate, Blac
Hawk, and Joo Mauton, who had died tie previavs yvar in
rophiesiol, strole, «

y and
wiashed thinge i turn, by weanss of ber fral itle body, As
Cribh, & notel pogilist of The last eentury, sho Hoored an ine
cautions spectator, g Doy Wlack eye, which I ware
for a fort uight aftur Singalarly unuh.‘.;y v

Quacks'
itical quacks a5 well as
indead tragic, bat i
story “ In the Tomplo Gurdens."—
prosents us with another of Doyle's admirable
page drawings, the scalo of the figures being
enlarged, and tho scene less crowded, so that
the characters are much bettor defined and
individuslised. They illustrate the humours of
a juvenile party from 3 till 7 (the hours of en<
tertainment, not the ages of the guests), and the
fow accompanying pages of Editorial letter-press
show that the comamentator is as well up in juveaile
life as he s undoabtedly in some parti of adult.
In " A Faw Words about Sermons,” another writer
vonfessos himsell to Lo suffering from them, sad
describes the grievance alluded to as arisi
the clerzy romaining stationary in Grovk and Latin
and cortainly there are practices pointed out which
are very susceptible of amendment.  Mr. Thackeray
pursios, of course, * The Adventures of Philip.”
{e is usually asccaunted o satirist; but wo think
it is a4 & moralist he transconds all other writers of
fiction, and such will be the opinion of nine-tenths
of the of new of his current
work, The title of * Dignity " is given to an
article which treats, however, of that quality werely
in it rhetorical sense, and as it is displayed or
mardered in literary comwpositions,  Another great
feature comes out moreover in this month's Corakill,
and it is the first instalment of the long-talked-of
novel, " Agues of Sorrento,” which Mew, H. B,
Stowe has been writing in Italy, simultaseously, it
appenrs, with its uppearance in the Atleatic Monthly

bfore | bad wituessed iy spintoal f Swu
after the artival of the Misses Fux e Naw York, | visitel
e in thor ooios at the Howard House.  Tupressed by
their quiet, watiral deoesnour, the absuce of anything
savounug of Jugglery, aud the pecaliar character of the raps

¥
" withiout
sud often withunt gicing sy «hu
A practisel stenograplier. engagel by M. Stdon, ok
down wany of  Loss  commsmcalims

’ ta ther |u«.~m;l||.\-:

"
ek

o the other sido the water.  We lardly know how
| the taldy toanuges these things, but we may remark
|t her ** Peael of Oer's Ialand," wow publishing
| weekly in Cuawsell's Family Paper, is also an-

and wovements of the table, 1 wakod wy g "

Tk iy teats, i & passive, of sot & belwving frawe of wind,
Yu fact, I bad not lung boou seated, before the uoisos bocauwe
load and froquent.  * The spirits like to communicate with
you," said Mes, ¥ *you seem to be nearer (o then tian

they -n-lt-
spoken, and  they wore ¥ 1w the
U Mevelations” 1t was also rouarkad, tiat, while Miss
Fotters employed vislout gesturos, and soomed (o pisess o
| supechuman stnmeth, 1w the contrary, sat imotionless,
| pale, and with listle wgn of Iife except 10 1oy voee, which,
ough low, wes clear and deomatic 1o ity wodalat

1. |

for et week in eiglhtoen-peuny boards.
| The pradential plan of making the most of her
labours, however, dues uot detruct from their merits;
fiur from it; ws auy readee of her new tales, one or
other, may know.

o st paople.” l-«u{mu-l. 10 succession, tie spirits of my | Stilton explaiund thes differvnce withuat hesitation.  * Mis
1 |T° “:;:mz:‘:-ﬁ; L‘:’o’ ¥ wnother, & youuges brother, aud a cousn lu'vlllmnwl Ll b [ Abby," he :lr'. * prwsesses soul-mattr of & tevie s which | ¥ ail; b St
'l'b:r.dahn har eathly crowind for Le much attachad in boyhowd, and obtainel conect answers to ' the sonls of thews strong i waturally adbere.  In the | atls an raus.
Ad BEvermuons won't '~l!;l - . all oy questions,  T0id 0ot then rowark, what las sone  spinitebud Uie supertisies iepol eaclh uthor ; the iudivitual |
o d ovcurred to me, that thow qaestions concerund things which s ook to temady theis fpecieations - the il of Therw is in heaven a divine power the constaut cone
1 knew, and that the answers to thom were distinetly e opposites only i b be tound the groat laommns of lile. | panion of religion wml virtue. [t assists us to
Tuk Gexs axv Jurs or Eanauw, | r"'l-"l A wind - th hw-'-‘.'“w result of on-li-' You, w. e u(-lg:‘i‘""i plave u‘m;-‘l" :"‘l“ AU i, conbiacks with s Lo show os the haven in tines of
g st made & very Tupression upon me. ving o adeveloged, tame devolaped spits wie attoacte ), ready secour celebral
The .u’no;.ofumlh n::".'bl(wvn. | weutally selected .’{W'ﬂ'.uo'... 1 ﬁ na‘:: liu the luu:llu At hn;h '; oAy .“.h“l. sumple of | qun:t. ‘:‘:“’ _Imnl and o Altiough ita “::
Be o ok e e | v, Pty o TP W veasc Suasce e, e o e . St
More sinoe %0 new, slowly upra ont, on callieg over Uie alpliabut, * Beir | % Our socret circe lnd not hell many sosboms hofire o [ 16 Wolls budding flowers i ita haod ; sometimes & cup
" were always realived, | tiwong " L roturnad home very moch puzelel. Preciely | romarkable change tuok place in Uy chiwracter of the rovelas | Ml of swoct cotdial, Nothing is equal to the chara of
Az all bright thin ,..,,." gohl ||Ium festares of the exhibition (let me call it such) which | tions,  Mr. Stiltan emsal to repart then for his paper, | ite voiea, the graee of its wwile; the nearer wo advinco
11} mud_,f; prized B repulse others atteacted we.  The searching daylight, the [ * We are on the throstiold, a8 last,” suid b The socrets of | towards the tomb, the moro it shows it parity and
‘v kuew each wine wast bold— :‘""- o ;" ‘:‘;.;" i Scite :{r;hq“- i - ...::-. du: u:-l‘:.lb;yo'-‘d." 'I":a‘lwod:“nfb:rr‘i::“-‘v‘v ;»::.f‘h:: bnm:neo ta mortals relying on its cousolation. * .Itb':
lariice o improsesd . y 3 s Ly Y ! Ay Nister," name I!*
Then would they coase to hiave such weight ably towards the qin'l{nl nm{y. {4 -h-mhﬂ:l- ouls, 1 h-:';.hl us oh'n thiat onr eyns can bear the light; tiat we ':,(‘r,?m ?" s the y,;.::ll‘;- ‘\‘v.,.-u,
With youth sed hioary age, “ah), renly exint, £ cau commasaniorts Wit tbsse Je tha | acs smapetest 1o fadsive ties wikkow of the Hicher spteres, 1 iy Jr=RA
Thien would their powers ne'er elate fleshi, why should they chooss mooulight or dark weaves | amd Dew ncsseding 1o iL° Mine Fottors was wnore thau ever April 23, 1561
The ignorant and sage. yanls m{aldy e chntmbers, for there visitations > WHAL is | possesaed by e agirit ol Jow Mgt whioe allpwance of | Owe Samdiy, 4 clergyman, very short [n atature,
s + 10 hiinder them from speaking at times aod in pleoss where ooz having beon et off Loa saddunly by Wis death, e was | wae lavited by the pastor of & charch in a certain
10 Wiskom!. deop hefond all ighty the seases of wen are fully awake wel alert, rather than | csatinually clawmmnng for & desm 1 tell yon,” yellod be, | viflage o 1 bis pulpit for the day, The iuitation was
1 o imavthy l-E iy I when they are liable to be the dupe of Uhe ‘imegiuation® | of tather she, * | wan's stand sich mesimoss. | Wa'a's come | yercpted, and Sumdsy morning saw M. — in the
n dispensations which delight, In such reflections as these | was tha oconssinas dape of | all the way bere for mothin’. 1M knack Eessaus ol to | o) Nuw it b that the
Tuperfectly tho' read., - - e T aorercby | toaader kLo oy | 0D e 6 gl Lhab tho ptpll wmt @
-~ i 1 iparciad aad Ertioal .y g7 g4 o o Loy g o g o i one, wad accondingly moarly W Uhe poor
of earth a=e far et wparcal and cr A X o . o
n;\,j,’. d-rtl.-:n fowr, ' Y Circles, be tolls us n to be formed for | Balf fall of bisndy, wiuch sl olpel down at & siigle clergyman from view. However, the congregation, out
il 1 the govas, for oue, hare seen, R e e E5 . 8 o | e, “dos St ety e s take v fa | € apucts ssaugol to hecp Ui comntonincs, aod
| ' irasuius, who for wonetinge 1 Laatng, we what sppeanad over pious ly a
T4 Jory Yoty bndied you PRO0ERss 0F THE [NPATEATION. to be l;.n. None of ug omall wake wnch of itg WAl | test. Thoy were not obliged to wait loug, for & nose
T but the other day, in trath, y J Stiltan declured that the Latin prowsmciation of Erasmas | and two little eyes suddenly sppeared over the top of
A rare, rare gem 1 foand ; YA faw evenings after tlis wa uiet again. Those who | ooy wiobally different from ours, or that be wight lnva | the palpit, and 4 king, t lous voioe proclaimel
A Jover of the voion of youth, | were. 1nost ineredalous 1o be “"‘";""" 000k- | Jocret the Lrue Roman asemnt (v Ciontw awd Seccs, witl the (':n'..—."lhnl::a-lthﬁ it ie I— be not afred !
1 sought its mlv'ty sound, -l-u:li;'lbﬂr v"l-:::'”‘_'::.h‘ perssne w “_m | whous, danbitlons, e was wowe on sutsaus'e terar. At Ban- | 3To 00 Lo Tl ,,'u,,,,,, the sncencomend
- Bute'er I reackill the cottage door, | wes & gl of sistesnerSlite Abby Fettove—a pate, doticate | ™' ‘:’;"" y”““""" m'{."ﬂ'}':ﬁmr_ﬁ: wan becuno confused, aud Larned all sorte
The eweet low words of pray’r crmature, with bloml o and lighs bine eyes. Imapl.p.d | o e . witls 1 aputit of the laiter | Of eolours, Many, in the gemeral uprowr, leit Lhe
Were waftel fram that homesteal poor, | lier nwat to me in forune the ring, and her right hawd lay | P00 bewpis, '""-'{‘ o .rel o | ehareh ; aod it was tiwe before tuo minister wae
To charm my eaptur'd ear. | lightly upon ray beft. We stond acouml & clraing | TS LY turinl Vhit lew SRt ML T | bled to provead with U sermon, s0 abroptly brok
k & uz A cocsplete sihewss ) tellicitde, wn seoutnt of the sapecior wislon which they | to wil #0 al y on
T erept along, and perring through | i s ambiete silemcs wan preserver, sl oll | imight be supposed 1o catin,” | off,  Aferuoon came—aud the little man, on
Thie hail clos'd wouden sone, | Rinds radually siik iate & welet, phmive expctasey, . In i w fotatoul, hwd w fair view of his audieuce. The test
I gae’d a glorious view alwut ten minutes | began (o fid, or 1o i e that 1 felt, The results may be inferied=Stilton went off’ .  hla & .
That ::'\lln.mlwl -~ | & steoam of lght—if light were & sabstance—s | with Miss Abby Fetters, leaving dosulato & meek,  Wes suoouncol in dag farn—* A littls while yo sball
g 2 ) something far finer and wore salaile than an electric carrent,  niable, simple-boartel wife, whom he coully * 10% and ngain a little while and ye sball not seo
A child was kneeling there, | passing from the hand of Miss Fetters thrwagh my owu into rned the of spiritunl wiliaity, to the  ™e" In the courss of Lis sewon he liis test
Bewde ber little oot ! the l‘m-lull]lb-nnl!-nlnml':uhmml— v 9 NG, 5, NI oAl by With groat esruestocs, aud, seppiog , lost e
How « rose the pray'’r, | —=stopped —moved azain—turnal i & ke we follawing, = DAFFALor ; Lat the latter, as we gather, was saved, by 4 e Lo Ty from his lbearers !
Hoe wotlier's lot ! | without chungig the position of war luwls—and finally | having found & truer love i an unspiritual quarter. | ryg ey be more :ﬂ, iunsgined tuan described.
hegau 1o rock fiom o wle, with incrossing violescs. S ——
T g sk o o Wores showr) | Some of the circle were thrawn off by tha movesents ; | THE MAY MAGAZINES The following is wn exsct eopy of u will (with the
The ‘hz"" L ;‘m oo e | others with drew theiy hands 1o affnght: and but four, smang | g o) " ominsbin of the wvines), made loss than threo yosrs ago
O dae e barreamem, loss, | whom were Miss Fetters and wyselt, retaind thoie Wbl | Blackwwsd, St Jumes's, Touple Bar, and | _o 1858 July 19 1 ti — J— dow right my own
o T My catward couscioustion apperied 19 b sioewhat be | Cornhill are 1o hand—the focmer with a slushing | will= All the whick Stock aml ded stock farming stock
™2 nill, we i by swome prment fascioation or spproaching | leader on Uhe Budgel. The two tales substituted | and farming implempts bolong 10 the farm Likewis the
LITERARY ARTICLES. trwnce: but T retainol cunosity enonzh t bk at sy ewis | lnbo (o Nocwan Sinclaic,” who is oot forths  Capith now in hand after my furner) and other bils are
panion.  Her eyes, sparkling with o strange, steady light rf 3
e Wern. fil tpmon S Lable § I bemath cane fuich and shoart, | COming this wonth, are both good, albeit e is & | payd clowr t2 my Hrother —J jost as it stands,
SPIRITUALISM * il Dier cheek ik hoat every trace of eolonir Stddenty, a¢ | fiest* and not a *last"-ol-April remniniscence.  hen their is Twenty pourds that is w -Jd“.
o by a effort, e rermuvel o bamds; el the | Motloy’s History of the Netherlands is, out of sight, | J — 1% juoer lands | lav to four neves twes of J —

Whilst Mr, Carpenter is expounding at the
Whittington Club the cutivaale of the belief and
* believers,” us he terms William Howitt and some
others, a party who in America had become the wil-
ling dupg of the spiritualist imposture comes forward
to reveal what he kuows about the hallucinations in a
narrative, not the most highly moral perhaps that
could be, but by no means uninsteuctive. Thoroughly
imbued at one time with the belief himsell, tie writer

to have been anable altogether to shuke it

; and yet o lave felt so much disgust st the
abuses to which it is capable of leading, sa to adopt
the resolve of exposing them,

Dexomanistso TEXDENCY OF SPIRUTUALISM,
“1 do not wonder at,” wags hie, *thoagh [ lament, the
b of the belwef in spi I In & fow fndividual
cases it way have been productive of gowd, lut its gencral
y 1 el Thers are peatubly bt few Stiltoost
g e , few Miss Fettersest among its melums ;
bt the tion whitch Accompanies the trame, s |
shown, menitably removes e wholeswne cliwek whiely le
our w i subpectin,  The mediam s ot the
wmercy of any evil will, and the impressions eorvel from a
oorrupt wind are always lable 1o b sconptal by i
beliesers ua revelatious from the apinits of the holy deal.
shall shock many honest soals by this confession, but [
wud bolieve that it iuay wwaken and enlightes othors. It
publication is uecessary s au expiation for some of the evil
which has been doue through my own iustruuentality.”

® The Confusions of a Medimw. Lomdou: H. J,
Tresidder, Ave Maria Lune. .
+ Claracters meutioued 10 the osuree of Lis uarative,

wanme, sl tiee Labile stuppel,  She thioew hersell inte & seat,
wn of exbosnste ] sot, danng the wimle tame, it & wascle of
the band wioch lay g wiwe bl stieel. | solomnly
declare that my own hawls hal boen opaally pasave, yet |
vxperienced the same Teeling of [, Il

the best review that style of history  originated
by Carlyle, Froude, and Macaulay, has yot re-

“The Eutl of the Octomau Empire.”  The

g
fatigue, but A scuse of doaluens, as if every deop of nervous
ol beens yud Joul from we. Further experis
ol that we twn, either toges
o 10 prolnce the same
of the others present.

ot of theumselves, sugzest the idea of & spiritual wanitesta.
tiom, * The table s bowitchod,” said Thompsin, & hank
hnadesd young fellow, without a particle of ruagmation ;
is wive evally thie fiot fompression of all : some gok
! Vi tlae dead maattor, liad b catlel it ae
poclasvon was s0 strmuge, Wi incred

3

it
y ot supernatural intellizenons Boally presental

th 3
teell 1o my ] as the coadiest solutin, It wae not lonz
Itivin wee Obtastend rapqungs, and wine eoabied G pepeat wil
T T T
wnily, Fhe spronte
antvced Hiomeel
of thetr warthily hivis. cunless, Luwever, 1hat, whon-
ever we aitewspited to ey mta te Biure, we msaally rosvel
Auswers as ambigaons 4 those of the Grecan woackes, ur
prelictions which tailed to b realisal.  Violent kuocks or
wther waiuly J would au
] ool v which od 108 souem highit o
the otiver life.  Thee, we were told, were occasoned by evil
oc miscliwvous spints, whose deligut 1t was 10 create dise
turbances.  Loey werer ocenrred, | now semnnber, cxorpt
wheu Miss Fetters was present. At the time, we ware 100

life of 1t is wlinost s complete epitowe of Lord
Stanhope's Biograply. —St. Jumes's changes its
Lorus in quo without much variation in its spinit or
contents ; although thete are symptoms of sobering
down to o lower amintion, and, instead ol crack
writers like Miss Muloch, we bave Miss Adelarde
Procter and Mr. Standish Grady. Stll there romain,

D, Doran anid Thoas Heaphy in archaology ; and
in general literature, Mes, ILII. who 18 in hersell a
lioat.  She continnes her fine talo * Can wrong be
right ? Lory
young of the household."—=Mr, Sala, in Traple
Bar, s superl i Tl Soven Sons of Mannoon.*
Ll eart of Uie my story of getbing in postage stau o
throngh adver s tn pretty woll plucked oat
A tolevable article is bhackial out of the hackovyed
theme of ofd Bishop Corbutt’s joviality, ** Broad
awake” s evid drown ol a literary
artist retraci The real aud conven-
tional nigger” introduces capital sketches of the
Ethiopian sereaader tribe from the Ol Folks and
Buckley's, up to Christy's Minstrels, There is a
beautitul article on * clouds,”

etoorological. The lighter articles, such as ** John's

wuch absorbed iu vur reseacclies 10 uotice the fact

Wile,"” way be descrived ns of stirring domestic (and

A sad series of revelations is embodied in |

in science Professor Ansted and Hobert Hunt; |

*aml gives lier promised luiry * Story tor the |

more wsthetical than |

S ol b 0f S e § = that e ta:l T e
L — J o J ) U § e W
N e 10 be delt oqualy wmougst them Lo gob every wou
| muew wae with if they lik [hen all Lhse rest of the Captil
| that is out at ews [ leav I:dmy wm.;ua-;m
1 is now living at present uud my nevery Te—— Jo—e—
1 wick was my Kl llmun-hdnm‘l‘nhd-uqdq
| amongst them shiare wind anar slik as far ae it gos that
ta sy Bee J— Jome M= B aml
Bomme Do il Toee T Jome Bt you must
apatal Lt an i Madter G——"s
s an ke and J e 5 e Bl
Lurbour aon half belyigs o wy Brother John Je—=—
and the Captil that is in the Savio Bank belongs to my-
well. Al 1 boav B and J—e= J—=— my Urothers
C Bxootees Aud srboenit this by wy own lands Pee—

Jom e Witnss 101 W LS
May ! Weautifol Moy, bae come, Joyoas month, telling
r ekl <o Wit ploasant by

e cotme Bk wnd earthe wow woall ber watural
beanty.  Bat, b sorroimg hearts, what is May ? The
snnshine saddons thiem, the binds' glad songs are weari.

wome, nnl the mormar of the trees bri no babn to
! them ; they are thinking of the pust Maydays, when
Love and bope made May a May indeed, \‘npt up in

| their present sorraw, the besuty of the earth is b
and the brightuess wid the freshness of the plorious
Moy is pased over wnenjoyed ; eta for the lappy
k :t 1 their misds, —thoughts of lappy thiey were

t oue short year ago, aud of Low bright carth was to
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This series of tracts is designed to exhibit the ?crip-
tural foundation for the doctrine* of onr orthodox
Christianity. The first seven numbers Mill have
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“ Mhen we tell our readers that the author of thi* little
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scripL  8vo, Is.

The Magdalen’s Friend and Female Homes'
Intelligencer. Edited by n Cikcotman. Volume
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:".ﬁobook renders it doubly necessary lo recond au indignant pro.

Our New Rector ; or, the Village of Norta,  Edited by Cuthibert

Auathor of “Mr. Verdant Green.™ Loudon: Sa s, Otey,
and Ca. Inthe dncncan uccnl denial of the impuumm. we
always consider varsel m justified in that the acknowledg.
ment of the editorship of n novel cqnn-alcuz to a tacit confession of
nsatbonhip Voe bava.mhenfm. no seruple in regarding this story
ulhe'nrku l e name sppears on its title-page,
who is prme;pally kpown as lbe suthor of a particularly lively mis.

lation which t issucd is indifferen pnnl.cdbutfl
exceuted, mdu:ymm\!‘:’ul:’nnul:tooom o l:\ﬁ

allow, 1t is illustrated by engravings which mobﬂomly Freoch

%J«l‘mwt’ the Conference on Ragged Schools, held at
Birmingham, Jazsary 2:1. 1%! émdon Longman snd Co.—The
promoters of Razged Schools, feeling not mmﬂnnlly somewhat
aggrieved that, in spite of tbcar numerous representations, the Com-
mittee of Council c:f Bhduemad ol:‘ﬁ;dd mﬁmmwmm 1o extend tl::’
pecuaiary s t tot

nm?:mr.u»t l';or' rxf-ml hr:.* I is of qml‘:: different sm-p frz:.x mm'x‘gus‘g»?vmo Y ;rld ?mdmmm nt guhmmchn.w uxt::u tl: cou{-
say of 1ts au s former w mn , B3 neement reseat > t

:élt of l\ arch tendencies, riﬁch, but for its ?La.xn-. ::mdawma.ans s:dxm::?rhemb;t udonou Seiote Ten mto

n writen by Miss Yonge herself. The suthor The bt detailed scoount plam
hetter tlun his vonl. for, t ,hon‘h hem;mma us only one nc: nnlhp:xn ot:f:nn. :':.uu:hg;u:uf?ﬂ‘wpon of the nnom =
mm. be in fact gives us tuo, the Grst being Killed of in the most important of wluch were delivered by Sir John Ps (m.

of the volume. Mo takes occasion fo give us incident
hs views on several ionts of Church goverument, expressing a
fmcnl. m}x: lbal. "l | may not fe far distant vhcn all
put ieto the proper hands, riz. those of | m
the humr ulour Chnrch when we wmay bope tlut many a xood
fall to the lot of hard-working and st
mstadof to unworthy branches of woddly families.” My, Cc!hl’:-.n
Bede is recko without his bishops—at jeas t, without the Bishop
of Durbam. Although the story 1 toamnrlu‘onc, of the
thlcol the Camean war, it is printed in the guasi-antigue u" wluda
the

Chairman), the Recorder of Bn.rmmglmn. and Dr. Gut

The Hanibook qflfmr- i and New \olt Caasell,
Petter, and Galpin—The prctx.mt: of this Ilandbook is that the

ls provided for imitation are all genuine letters that have actually

h(ﬂ wnitten, and are in po case faney productions fabricated for lhe
cocasion, 3 is, s farasit a decided improvement upon any
other manual of the kind with which we are A fow speci.
mens of handwriting are given at the end of vdmc,l.hatvonnt
of which arc ingeniously mads to serve as ts of Messrs,
Cassell’s publications,

zht into fashion by Mary Dowell, olbtr books The aul. J ug Tot From the B of F
is, we_think, ‘a great mistake. appearance of ﬂn‘ (.ahllnto “ ﬁf" "'r'?:.'uw of mml’"ﬁ' &vm
anuq type, with its lul.upi dcv'm of lhhﬁ Ndﬂ?“ letters, is | in Furo i vn!s Londou “Saunders, Otley, and Co—We are
prety in itself, but s priate when employed | obliged {: Lady Wallace for giving us the means of fo an esti.

u a veh -sr a mume which is uu:ut modern i its tone and

wing speech, for iustance, is not very brilliant in o °‘ the Spanish romaute literatare of the "‘% Her

itself, bnt nl ec m nothing from the manner mwlud: ::lsm :lgm:“:o.‘: -t “ciaﬂ <P pnlporl bk n:ctcbu 5 lJe
it is pnn!cd “‘\ol of the kind," replied Pop; *ooly a huge | the Castlo and two ln lhe l"or the uonu uﬁ: iselves we
Cat 3 'gl Lieve “P_thﬁdftl' old l‘a’ uts Halast- caanol say wiuch. m, are of u” ible construction ‘M
:;dhon&sl';«z 'the\\wbetul)amp.bewucu as 8 delicate | are all more or less tragic in the: E Oa the whole, wé.w
ersian Constitution!" " inelined to think tla inhthxuuuoﬂh Collage
The duber Witeh. London: Tinsley —Stimulated, we may fairly mpmnlv’uthulbmco;lho(?ulle Ioﬂhceldko{ thefomer.thuu‘;:

presume, by the suceess of Mr. Wallace's new opers, "Mr. Tinsley has

ubl.nbedntnuhuono( the Geran acconat of wimt he culls not
mearreetly, ** the most romantic and cur.\nrdn case of witcleraft
extaat.” (¢ will doubticss be accrptable 0 those who nre uosoquainted
with the detals of this singular history, and who wish for fuller in.
l'oruwbn respecting it than ca be denved from the libretto of the

Th Charecter of Jeras, By Horaoe Bushuell, DD, Author of “The
New Life,” &. CAnistiax Nurtere, By the Same. Edinburzh:
Strahan and Co. Loodon: Swmpson Low, Son, and Co.—Some of
sur  readers may mt be aware that Dr. Busheell is an"American
divine, who vocu prominent position in that schwol of theol
\'hvﬁzwhde de tbc sacrificial nature of the Atooement—i. e. the
p tof ':it waveent for the guilty—still insists u s Lelief

Christ as the Son of God a8 an esscutial point in the Christian
docu'me The first of the volumes wow before us, which is a repriat
of the teath chapler of the Doctor’s treatiss on Nafare and (he Ssper-
natwral, ix a very able and closely.reasoned argument, drawn from the | of

not particalarly brilliany, is aot qmu ao hkc ad as that of
their wealthier neighbours. We rur‘“ mpnlc Sefior
Caballero is beld in bis own oountry. bu’ in Enghnd rank as a
novelist would nm we m:fne. igh.
). The Procide mfnlldu \nlmlllvn John Dugn.
mll.b 2. m lawof ] We a1 g, (od&dr-dldew
?ou Dogmas, By W, Tl n: Manwarivg —The
ob;cct. w Duncanson proposes to attain by means of the Girst
of these lwn mlnm is to mdvocate a conception of the Divine agency
which is adapted to the present state of our knowledge. The conclu-
sion at which ho arrives s that Providence is expressed by the uniform
and unalterable aetion of vatural laws, There can be vo such thing
as a fortwlous or a supernatural occurrence, and to call ao event
either one or the other is merely another mede of ackunow! onr
ignorance of its cause. He rejects the doctrine of special provi
as unneoessary when the coustitution of nature is y iucr-
preled. and as lcndmi to encoumge superstition rather than a sense
23 cndrntly devoted considerable atteation to

facts of the Gospel parrative, in { of tbe Divine nature of our

5w 's iy b ety ok s sl proe by e e ey o e i o s s e
do not coineide \nth tun ullmrso inlons on all points, This gentleman rds Christinuily, as it is a1 present re.

is a collection of sound practical urses, somewhat of the mlun ceived, a3 a oolleetion of i aslions of &

of oenmm. on the subject of Christian education. The former work,
?bpf ially, wduces us to form a high estimate of De, Bushnell's

T& Confestions of & Mediwn, Tnudon : 1. J. Tresidder.—This wry
far aud very small book —or e, s it mwl:l Wore m
—w the work of a gentleman who was for a consi
a medium of more than common mmlnmy and power, nd 'bo
having seen cause to abandon the profession and practice of » iritual.
ism, wishes to warn the public agaiast the daugers feom which he las
Anpsel{ According to lum, spintualism is to be feared
mther than pucd. I8 is ot an imposturc; at least, not in the
sense of the word, Table.rapping and turning are not
by physical means, but can only be accounted for * by the
w.»mubm of some subtile agenoy whereby the human will operates
inert matter,” The spiri-ullenunces are not fabricated by
medium, who is meeely o passive vehuele for thar publiention,
llc is, in Let, under the mllucwco( a kind of spiritual iatoxication,
dunag which he apeaks without auy cousciousuess of what be is
saying. And heten les the dnugor. \\ lule he is in this coudmon.
55 il 2od eonscience are fmhe. and lds wind helplessly subjeet to
gmx.omot other »o that the witerances for which spints
e t‘ﬂdl‘ my b" and u‘amemlly are, dictated by some person
mmﬁ to whose wil weding is in temporary subjection,
uu::efore. is that " the wapressions received from a
corrept mma aro always liable 10 be m&l‘ul by innocent believers as
revelatinns from the spinits of the holy dead.” It was st the close of
& particolarly lively session, in which our autbor, under the influence
of hs spiritunl mstructor, bad favoured the company with some
grossly mnoral ulvwc. that he awoke to the true state of the case,
pmmp'.ll red the soarce of his inspiration by a welldirected blow
under the chin, and broke with the spintualists at once and for ever.
Although we think that the plienomena of spiritualism are susceptible
of a simpler explanation than that given by our nuthor, there is no

llwongmo(lhelnml is to t in the unptmoutmuo“hc
tritual enfities or ncu!nura mnpo:x‘& the human soul; our spiritual
iea of God being iwpersonated w the Father, the ALODIGE CONSCIENON
of the soul in the Son, and our subjeetive sense of diviwe ageacy in
the Holy Ghost. 1t is neec»ary Lo mscn to theoe uuu:nouuoua
sowe place of abode, and they are accordingly locat aven, nal.
as the elassical dmmun wm placed on Mounl. Ub befou
systemn of impersonation is necessarily provisioual,
state of umperfoction ; and our ascent from the u)mhoh 1o the trulln
whwh they represen), the pecessity for which is just beginming (o
dawn upon e world, will, whew completed, constitute the consum-
mation of the sccond coming of Christ on the earth, "The reader will
pereeive that Mr, Hall hu arranged everything very much 1o lus
own satis{action,

The Proviace of Juriprwdence Detormined.  Soootud edition. Pelng m ln\ n
of W oseres of Loctures oo Jurtapredence, or e PRUosopdsy
law. Dy the late Jokn Avetin Zspe, of the Tnesr Temple, Y m-u-l.-w

The Davyirs and W Mofern Thecbygy: romtaining ' Nageesthone
Ulfered W0 the Theologlenl Student utsler Prosent DIfllewitios™ (s revised
TIM-M ADd Glber Discvurses, By Arnchiludd Canplell Lood labop of
A am

Sirtehos of Early Sonh [Tatory owd Secvel rogrem, Ry C lones,

o= > erera, Dy Jotn Browp, LD, &,

Ol ford s Nindaathe (norectory for 188l

Nietoson v Noeth Amenica: with pome Account of Congress el of the Slavery
(puesthon, By Il Reld,

Murkel Hardurvwgh or, How D Sawyer went o (e Shiroa,

PAMPITLETS
Raggnl Shinds wn reietion 1o the tivrernmend Groats Jor Edacetion. The Autho.
rized Heportof the Conferrmmos hohd ot Birmingnsm, Jas 240, A,
n; u.‘y l{;{--uu-. s appiied 10 Atatret 1dons u?al&m Dogrtae.
WS
The Case of the Ranre ¢f Tanjors,
Lottors ow [laly, ond the Long Ravge, Ry Jumes Poierson.
The Mow Cdiage: nTal0 of Home Lite. Ky l.y Neverioy.

wn«-ﬂu A Protest sllrvesed 1o L Rey tha Lord Dishop of
doubt that his actual €Tpeniences s & medium are nﬁcuzndy gro- ury. 7 the lev, Eobers Rirace lc-mnt. A, &e.
tesque 1o casure o fcv muuwo sausement W any one iuto whose ALMANACK.

hnh his pamphlet ga
wﬂmm oun-Ja ser Romsseaw. Translated (mm the

The Southeru Procieces Almanac for Ui )ar-jurlmd ISEL Incorpomating tha
Reeves and Turuer.—~No more thoroughly Lope.

New Zealand Almasss and Nelson §

Note—(a the natice on Mr. Pulmer o Byyptaas Chronices, tn our st namber, wo
h-lwnnd) sfliatesl vo Mr. Kemrick & swtemsest made by his reviewer In the'

Mﬂ\" & satenent which, Yhough n regutrew qma‘m W oeassaially
ourtect,  We have A, hawsyer, spcceeded M\n‘h& Cwe TYRTn attr bt
o Mr, W that W n-nby whick the the liehrew
Tutmththm leugih of » cycle—1400 J or bWl Rgyprian
years, & distinction not cormectly indicasod (o var notice

tone and spirit ; and whatever charms it
l-n-!nduhm unleaw be read in the original. L{:mh u
nd'rm huwever, .ppm-tobeo( a diferent opinion. The trans.








