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THE

PHILOSOPHY OF MYSTERY.

THE CHALLENGE. @

“ There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio,
Than are dreamt of in your philosophy.”— Hamlet.

Tuere was a shallop floating on the Wye,among
the gray rocks and leafy woods of (,lu‘p\tuw With-
in it were two fair «ruls reclining : the one blend-
ing the romantic Wlldlles of a m’ud of Italy with
the exquisite purity of English nature; the other
illuming with the devotlon of a vestal the classic
beauty of a Greek.

There was a young and learned bachelor sitting
at the helm. btudy had stamped an air of thourrht~
fulness on his brow ; yet a smile was ever pld) ng
on his lips, as his heart felt the truth and mﬁuenu,
of the beautiful life around him.

Listen, gentle reader, we pray thy courtesv and
thy patience, as a 1ude, unskilful pen traces the
breathed thoughts of these wanderers of the Wye.

Castarny. We have roamed, dear Ida, among
the classic lands of the far-off Mediterranean : we
have looked from her pinnacles of snow on the sil-
very gleaminess of Switzerland, and from purple
sierras on the sunny splendour of Spain; yet these
English meadows, with their fringes of wild bloom,
come o’er the heart with all the treshness of an in-
fant’s dream. Yon majestic crag of Wyndeliff is
flinging its purple shadows athwart the water, and
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floods of golden glory are streaming through the
beech-woods of Piercefield ; and see, our little sail,
white as the wing of a swan, is wafting us towards
Abbey Tintern, along this beautiful valley, where
the river almost doubles on itself; meandering
among its mead-flowers and its mosses, as loth to
leave its luxuriant bed. Listen! the breath of
evening is among the trees that dip in the ripple of
the Wye their leaves of shivering gold. What a
scene for minions of the moon to revel in! Say,
shall we charm the lingering hours of this midsum-
mer night among the ivied cloisters of the abbey ?
But where is Astrophel, our moon-struck student,
who, like Chaucer’s scholar, keeps

‘at his bed’s head,

A twenty books clothed in black and red,
Of Aristotle and his philosophy ?”

They have not taught him courtesy, or he would
not steal away from the light of our eyes to com-
mune with owls and ivy-bushes.

Yet we promise him our smile for your sake,
" Evelyn. Indeed, I am thinking his mysteries will
chime in admirably with the solemnity of this lone
abbey. We appoint him master of our revels.

EveLyn. Let your smile be in pity, fair Castaly,
onthe illusions of Astrophel. Ensconced in his dark
closet, within a charmed ring of black-letter folios,
he has wofully warped his studies, and has read
himself into the belief that he is a GIFTED SEER.
Yet love him, lady, for his virtues ; for his history
is a very paradox. His heart is melting with char-
ity for the beings of earth, yet his mind is half
weaned from their fellowship. At his imminent
peril, he leaps into the Isis to save a drowning boy,
and the world calls him misanthrope withal. It
is the fate indeed of many a cloistered scholar,
whose
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THE CHALLENGE. 9

“ desires are dolphin like,
And soar above the element they live in.”

Such is Astrophel.

Ipa. He looks his part to perfection. There is
a shadowy expression in his dark eye, as it were
poring over the volume of hi#s own thoughts. Be-
neath the slender shaft of yon eastern window, be-
hold this proselyte to the sublime science of shad-
ows. He approaches.

Ev. The /our is on him yet. Astrophel!

AstropHEL. Whisper,and tread lightly, Evelyn,
for this is haunted ground. Underneath this vel-
vet turf rest the mouldering bones of a noble. I
have held communion in my slumber with the spirit
by which they were once animated and moved ;
and the mysteries of the tomb have been unfolded
to me. The eidolon of Roger Bigod has thrice
come across my sight.

CasT. A ghost!

Ev. And Astrophel believes the truth of this vis-
ion! Such fantasy might well become the Cister-
cian monks, who once stalked along these gloomy
cloisters, but not an Oxford scholar.

Astr. And why not an Oxford scholar, Evelyn?
I do believe in the existence of beings out of the
common course of nature ; and, indeed, the history
of the world has ever proved the general leaning
to this belief, and my own mind feels that this uni-
versal adoption is a proof of 7eality of existence.
Smile at or reason with me, you will not shake
my faith, for I believe it true; and even Johnson
confessed that ¢ although all argument might be
against it, yet all belief 1s for it.”

“Ev. The diffusion of this fallacy, Astrophel,
proves only the universal sameness of the constitu-
tion of mind. You may, indeed, cite the high au-
- ority of Johnson, that ““a belief in the apparitions
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of the dead could become universal only by its truth.”
Yet, if this one word apparition be rightly inter-
preted, it will not imply the ewistence of real phan-
toms, however ethereal, before the eye, for the no-
tion so construed would have been a grand error of
Imlac; no, he adopts an indefinite expression, con-
scious that mere metaphysics were not illustrative
of this subtle question.

There was one Theophilus Insulanus, who, I
think, calls all those who have not faith in phan-
toms erreligious, because, forsooth, ¢ these ghosts
are never employed on subjects of frivolous con-
cern.”’ I may be under the ban of this flimsy en-
thusiast, but you will not gain me as a proselyte,
Astr ophbl for, like our great poct, I have seen too
many ghosts mysclf

Yet I know some few self-created wizards, who
have solved to their hearts’ content those two grand
mysteries, the real existence and the purpose of
ghostly visitations ; who, like Owain Glyndwr,
“can call spirits from the vasty deep,” and even
expect that they will ¢ come when they do call for
them.” Others have laboured under self-glamou-
rie, and believed themselves magicians, until put
to the proof. I remember the painter, Richard Cos-
way, was under this illusion ; and when the old cyn-
ic Northcote desired him to raise Sir Joshua Rey-
nolds, the psendo-magus confessed himself foiled
by advancing this simple excuse, “ I would, were
it not sinful ! ik

It were well if these monomaniacs were laid in
the famous bed of St. Hilary at Poictiers ; for there,
with the muttering of a prayer or two, as the le-
gend tells us, madmen may be cured.
~ Bat, in truth, the light of divine reason has so
far dispelled these fancies for the supernatural, that
very few of us, I presume, are confident in the hope
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of raising a ghost when we want one; or of laying
it in the Red Sea for a hundred years, by two cler-
gymen, with ¢ bell, book, and candle,” and scraps
of mystic Latin, when it becomes rude or trouble-
some.

Ipa. Will you not concede that many visionaries
have belicved, and written from pure and even holy
motives

Ev. There 1s no doubt of this, ladv ; yet while it
has fanned the flame of superstition in mmds of low-
er intellect, with many, the endeavour to prove too
much h‘lS marred these motives, and weakened faith,
even in the credulous; so that we may hope the
wild romances of Beaumont, and I)nrth(mrre and
Baxter, and Aubrey, and Crldll\lll(_‘ and that arch-
mystagogue Moreton (whose book is half full of
prolix dialogues between ghosts and ghost- seers),
will soon be mere objects of interest and curiosity
to the black-letter bibliomaniac and the more eru-
dite legend-hunter.

Cast. We will not submit to your anathema, Eve-
Iyn. This learned clerk has clnllenued our faith.
What a treasury of secrets might he unfold to us
from the mystic tomes of antiquity, the wonders of
profane psychology; from the tales of Arabia to Vas
theck and the Epicurean, from the classic mythol-
ogy of Homer to the wild romances of his humble
prototype Ossian.

Let it be a match: we will listen, Astrophel,
while you “ unsphere the spirit of Plato ;”” and here
we sit in judgment, on the velvet throne of this our
court of L'intern.




12 NATURE OF GHOSTS.

NATURE AND MOTIVES OF GHOSTS.

“In the most high and palmy state of Rome,
A little ere the mightiest Julius fell,
The graves stood tenantless, and the sheeted dead
Did squeak and gibber in the Roman streets.”

Hamlet, 4to B.

AsTr. It is not from the sources of mythology
alone that I adduce my illustrations of the reality
of ghosts, but from the myriads of ncidents which
ancient and modern Zistory record. Yet may I
well crave your courtesy for the scraps of fable,
and perchance of imposture, that may unwittingly
creep into my discourse. Listen to me.

It was believed by the ancients that each body
possessed three ghosts—to be released on its dis-
solution. The manes at once emigrated to the re-
gion of Pluto; the spuritus ascended to the skies;
the umbra or shade still wandered on the earth; or,
as the poet has more comprehensively sung,

‘ Bis duo sunt homini, manes, caro, spiritus, umbra ;

Quatuor ista loci bis duo suscipiunt :
Terra tegit carnem, tumulum circumvolat umbra,

Orcus habet manes, spiritus astra petit.”
Meaning that there are four principles in man, and
this is their destiny: the flesk to earth; the ghost
to the tomb; the sowl to Hades; and the spirit to
heaven.

The Queen of Carthage, confiding in this creed,
threatens Aneas that her umbra will haunt him
upon earth, while her manes will rejoice in his tor-
ments. . -

The notions of other mystic scholars are thus re-
corded by old Burton in his “ Anatomy of Melan-
choly;” as those of Surius, ‘ that there be certain
monsters of hell and places appointed for the pun-
ishment of men’s souls, as at Hecla in Iceland,

where the ghosts of dead men are familiarly seen,
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and sometimes talk with the living. Saint Greg-
ory, Durand, and the rest of the schoolmen derive
as much from ZAtna in Sicily, Lipara, Hiera, and
those volcanoes in America, and that fearful Mount
Hecklebergin Norway, where lamentable screeches
. and howlings are continually heard, which strike a
terror to the auditors: fiery chariots are continual-
ly seen to bring in the souls of men in the likeness
of crows, and devils ordinarily goe in and out.”
And then, to bring this fantasy to a climax by a
pandemonium of ghosts, listen to Bredenbachius,
m his ¢ Perigranions in the Holy Land,” where
“once a yeare dead bodies arise about March, and
walk, and after a while hide themselves again :
thousands of people come yearly to see them.”
And this reminds me of the phantom of old Booty,
who, at the hour of his death in England, was seen
by the crew of a ship running into the crater of
Stromboli in the remote Mediterranean—a story
which even in the present century was made the
subject of discussion in a justice court.

Now, you must know, the ancients believed that
only those who died of the sword possessed this
privilege.

These are the words of FlaviusJosephus: “ What
man of virtue is there that does not know that those
souls which are severed from their fleshly bodies in
battles by the sword are received by the ether, that
purest of elements, and joined to that company
which are placed among the stars: that they be-
come good demons and propitious heroes, and show
themselves as stich to their posterity afterward ;
while upon those souls that wear away in and with
their distempered bodies comes a subterranean
night to dissolve them to nothing, and a deep ob-
livion to take away all the remembrance of them ?
And this, notwithstanding they be clean from all

B
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14 NATURE OF GHOSTS.

spots and defilements of this world ; so that in this
case the soul, at the same time, comes to the utmost
bounds of its life, and of its body, and of its memo-
rial also.”

The mystery of the nature of these ghosts I may
not presume to define ; but there are many learned
writers of antiquity who believed in their material-
ity, and broached the intricate question of their
quality and formation.

The alchymist Paracelsus writes of the astral
element or spirit, one of the two bodies which com-
pose our nature : being more ethereal, it survived
some time after the death of the more substantial
form, and sometimes became the familiar spirit of
the magician. And what writes Lucretius the Epi-
curean to illustrate his credence in apparitions ?
That the surfaces of bodies are constantly thrown
off by a sort of centrifugal force ; that an exact im-
age 1s often presented to us by this surface coming
off, as it were, entire, like the cast skin of the rattle-
snake or the shell of the chrysalis; and thus the
ideas of our absent or departed friends s¢rife on the
mind.

The olden chymists, in the age of Louis XIV.,
accounted for spectral forms by the saline atoms of
a putrid corpse being set free, and combining again
in their pristine form. Listen, I pray you, to this
grave philosophy of an abstruse essay, written in
1794.

¢ The apparitions of souls departed do, by the
virtue of their formative plastic power, frame unto
themselves the vehicles in which they appear out
of the moisture of their bodies. So ghosts do often
appear in churchyards, and that but for a short
time, to wit, before the moisture is wholly dried up.”

‘.‘Such are those thick and gloomy shadows damp, 4

Oft seen in charnel-vaults and sepulchres, 5
Lingering and sitting by a new-made grave,”
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And we read in the Chronicles that “ during
the time the ancients bwrned, not buried thcn
dead, there was no such appearance of ghosts as is
now.”

Why waves the coarse grass ranker over the
grave? It is touched by the larva of the rotting
carcass, which, ascending from its putrid Chl‘)s-
alis a butterfly or Pb}ChG, flits a while like an
ephemera, and drops again into the vault.

A sentiment something like this, I believe, was
the grand cause of the enrolment of the mummies
by thc, Egy ptnn for they thought while the body
remained entire, the soul was flitting about it:
and the early Christians even believed that a por-
tion, at least, of the soul remained uncorrupted by
the bodv

Ev elwl will grant that among the Romans there
was a devout wisk to be buried near venerated
beings and saints, an emanation from whose bodies,
they believed, would inspire the hearts of the be-
lievers.

And here I will relate a story from the Dinan
Journal of 1840, and also the fragment of a very
mysterious tale, told with all the solemnity of a
faithful chronicle :

“ We had the curious spectacle of a long pro-
cession of girls from Pleudiheus, passing throurrh
our streets to the chapel of St. Anme, to offer up
prayers for the repose of the soul of the mother
of one of them, who has been dead twenty-two
years, and who every five years has appeared to
her daughter, urging her to have masses said for
her. This time thc troubled spult prescribed the
day, hour, and place of the service, and even the
precise dres»es she would have the votaries wear.
Consequently, they were all lightly clothed in
white, although the rain fell and the streets were
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full of mud. Some of the inhabitants of Dinan
affirm that they saw the ghost of the deceased
marching at the head of the procession to the door
of the chapel, where it remained till the mass was
finished, and then suddenly vanished.”

Returning from the harbour to Cadiz with some
Spanish donas, the Baron Geramb heard a voice
in French, crying, “Save me! Help, help !” but
at the time he took little or no heed of the mat-
ter. On the morrow was seen on the shore of
the harbour a body on a black board, with lighted
tapers by its side, which was covered by the baron’s
direction. During a tempest in the evening, some
secret impulse directed him again to the shore.
Before his bewildered sight arose from the spot a
shapeless phantom, wrapped in the black winding-
sheet which he had provided.

The phantom moved along with gigantic strides,
assuming a globular form, and then, whirling in
spiral circles, bounded off, and appeared at a dis-
tance like a giant. The spectre led the baron to
the streets of Cadiz, its course being accompanied
by a noise as of the tinkling of autumnal leaves.
In Cadiz a door suddenly opened with force, and
the spectre rushed like lightning into the house
and plunged into the cellar. There was the sound
of deep groaning, and the baron descended into
the vault : there lay the corpse, naked and livid,
and on it was prostrated an aged man, uttering the
deep sighs of abject misery and despair. In a
gloomy corner of this cave of death leaned the
phantom, revolving in its spiral whirls, and then
changing to a floating cloud of light; and then
there beamed forth the pale features of a youth,
undulating as if on the bosom of a wave, which
murmured in the ear. Then came the chanting
of anthems and prayers for the dead, and a glitter-
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ing young girl in white robes glided into the cellar
and knelt in devotion by the body.
The phantom—and so the legend proceeds.
There is a wondrous mystery, I grant, envelop-
ing this story; but if there be any truth in that
alchymic reanimation, Palingenesy—

“If chemists from a rose’s ashes
Can raise the rose itsell in glasses;”

nay, if the sparkling diamond shines forth from a
mass of charcoal, why may not the ashes of a body
be made into a ghost, illustrative of the philosophy
of substantial apparitions, adopted by Kircher—a
body rebuilt, after being resolved for a time into
its constituent elements? The Parisian alchymists
of the seventeenth century, indeed, demonstrated
this mystery, and raised a pheenix from its ashes.
They submitted to the process of distillation some
earth from the cemetery of the Innocents, during
which ceremony they were scared by the appear-
ance of perfect human shapes struggling in the
glass vessels they were employing. Aud lastly,
Dr. Ferriar thus deposes : A ruffian was e:\ccuted,
his body dissected, and his scull pulverized by an
anatomist. The student, who slept in the chamber
of e\:pm'iment saw, in the night-time, a prnm‘e%ive
getting together of the fragments, until the crimi-
nal became per fect and glided out at the door.
And here is a legend of deeper mystery still.
There was a merry party collected in a town in
France, and among all the gay lords and ladies
there assembled there was none who caused so
great a sensation as a beautiful young lady, who
danced, played, and sang in the most exquisite
style. The1e were only two unaccountable cir-
cumstances belonging to her: one was, that she
never went to church or attended family prayers ;

the other, that she always wore a slender black
2 B2
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velvet band or girdle round her waist. She was
often asked about these peculiarities, but she al-
ways evaded the interrogatories, and still,"by herx
amiable manners and beauty, won all hearts. One
evening, in a dance, her partner saw an oppor-
tunity of pulling the loop of her little black girdle
behind : 1t fell to the ground, and immediately the
lady became pale as a sheet, then gradually shrunk
and shrunk, till at length nothing was to be seen
in her place but a small heap of gray ashes.

And what think you now, Evelyn?

Ev. I think your candle burned very blue, As-
trophel, when you were poring over these mid-
night legends; yet I believe I may by-and-by
explain the story of your Lady of the Ashes—all,
excepting the mystery of the sable girdle. But
methinks you should not have stopped short of the
qualities by which we may recognise the genus of
these phantoms. There was once, as I have heard,
a ghost near Cirencester, which vanished in a very
nice perfume and a melodious twang, and Master
Lilly therefore concluded it to be a fairy: and
Propertius, I know, writes of another ; and he de-
cided that the scent diffused on her disappearance
proclaimed her to be a goddess! Glanville has
set himself to argue upon, nay, demonstrate all
questions regarding materiality and immateriality,
and the nature of splnts ; puzzling us with math-
ematical diagrams, and occupying fifteen chapters
on the nature of the witch of Endor: and Andrew
Moreton, too, in his “ Secrets,” comments, with
pedantic profanatlon on the “infernal paw-wawing
of this condemned creature.” Coleridge, and even
Sir Walter, who had a mighty love of legends,
propose a question, whether she was a ventnloqulst
or an aristocratic fortune-teller, or an astrologer

or a gipsy, imposing on the creduhty of Saul. And
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yet that same Sir Walter very shrewdly suggested
to Sir William Gell the manufacture of a ghost
with a thin sheet of tin, painted white, so that by
half a turn the spectre would instantly vanish.

Cast. A ghost, I believe, according to the rules
of fantasy, ought to be without matter or form, or,
indeed, any sensible properties. Yet are very se-
rious tales related of guns bursting when fired at
them, and swords broken by their contact, and of
loud voices issuing from filmy phantoms, through
which the moonbeams are seen to glimmer. A
spirit ought, of course, to communicate with us in
another way than that which we know, and possess
those ethereal faculties of creeping through chinks
or keyholes, and of resuming its airy form, like the
sylph of Belinda, when the * glittering forfex’ had
cut it in twain. An exquisite morceau of such a
phantom just now flits across my memory. It is
of two old ladies dwelling in two border castles
in Scotland. One of these dames was visited by
the spectre bust of a man, and the other by the
lower half of him. Which had the better bargain
I know not, but I believe—

Astr. Nay, it were not difficult, lady, to over-
whelm me with tales like yours—the idle and un-
meaning gossip of a winter’s night ; but there are
many spectral visitations so intimately associated
with events, that the faculty even of prophecy can-
not be doubted. Bodine, as Burton writes, is fully
satisfied that ¢ these souls of men departed, if cor-
poreal, are of some shape, and that absolutely
round, like sun and moone, because that is the
most perfect form; that they can assume other
aérial bodies, all manner of shapes at their pleas-
ure, appear in what likeness they will themselves ;
that they are’most swift in motion, can pass many
miles in an instant and so likewise transform bod-
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ies of others into what form they please, and, with
admirable celerity, remove them from place to
place ; that they can represent castles in the ayre,
armies, spectrums, prodigies, and such strange ob-
jects to mortal men’s eyes; cause smells, savours,
deceive all the senses, foretel future events, and
do many strange miracles.”

Then the eccentric IFrancis Grose has thus
summed up many of their wondrous attributes :

“ The spirit of a person deceased is either com-
missioned to return for some especial errand, such
as the discovery of a murder, to procure restitution
of lands, or money unjustly withheld from an or-

han or widow ; or, having committed some injus-
tice while ]1v1nrr cannot rest till that is redressed.
Sometimes t.he occasion of spirits revisiting this
world is to inform their heir in what secret place
or private drawer in an old trunk they had hid
the title-deeds of the estate, or where, in trouble-
some times, they had buried the money and plate.
Some ghosts of murdered persons, whose bodies
have been secretly buried, cannot be at ease till
their bones have been taken up and deposited in
sacred ground, with all the rites of Christian burial.”
The ghost of Hamlet’s father walked on the plat-
form at Elsineur to incite his son to revenge his
murder ; and many modern phantoms have enli-
vened the legends of our local histories, bent on

the same mysterious errand.
~  The mythology of the ancients, and the fairy
superstition of our own land, are also replete with
legends of these apparitions. The rites of sepul-
ture were essential for the repose of the manes. If
the body was not quietly entombed, the soul was
wandering on the banks of Styx for one hundred
years ere it was permitted Charon to ferry it

across the river. Thus spoke the shade of Patro-
clus to Achilles in his dream:
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“ Thou sleep’st, Achilles, and Patroculus, erst
Thy best belov ed, in death forgotten lies.
Haste, give me burial : T would pass the gates
Ol Hmles, for the shadows of the dead
Now drive me from their fellowship afar.”
And this is a prevailing sentiment among the North
American Indians :

“The beones of our countrymen lie uncovered,
their bloody bed has not been washed clean, their
gpirits cry against us: they must be appe%e(l i

In the letter of Pliny the consul to Sura, we
learn that there was at Athens a house haunted by
a chain-rattling ghost. Athenodorus, the philoso-
pher, hired the house, determined to quiet the rest-
less spirit.  “ When it grew towards evening, he
ordered a couch to be prepared for him in the 1010-
part of the house, and after calling for a light, to-
gether with his pencil and tablets, he directed all
his people to retire. The first part of the night
passed in usual silence, when at length the chains
began to rattle. However he neither lifted up
his eyes nor laid down his pencil, but diverted his
observation by pur»umo' his studies with greater
earnestness. The noise increased, and advanced
nearer, till it seemed at the door, and at last in the
chamber. He looked up and saw the ghost ex-
actly in the manner it had been deseribed to him :
it stood before him beckoning with the finger.
Athenodorus made a sign w ith his hand that it
should wait a little, and threw his eyes again upon
his papers ; but the ghost still rattling his chains in
his ears, he looked up and saw him beckoning him
as beﬁ)re. Upon this he immediately arose, and,
with the light in his hand, followed it. The spec-
tre slowly stalked along as if encumbered with his
chains, and, turning into the ar ea of the house, sud-
denly vanished. Athenodoma, being thus desert
ed, made a mark with some grass and leaves where
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the spiritleft him. The next day he gave informa-
tion to the magistrates, and advised them to order
that spot to be dug up. This was accordingly done,
and the skeleton of a man in chains was there found ;
for the body, having lain a considerable time in the
ground, was putrified, and had mouldered away
from the fetters. The bones, being collected to-
gether, were publicly buried; and thus, after the
ghost was appeased by the proper ceremonies, the
house was haunted no more.”

Yet, not only to entreat the rites of sepulture, the
phantom will walk according to some law of those
beings remote from the fellowship of human nature
—it may be to obtain readmission to that earth from
which it was, by some fairy spell, in exile.

In the wilds of Rob Roy’s country, there is many
a Highlander believing still the traditions of the
Daoine Shi, or Men of Peace; and among the le-
gends of Aberfoyle there is one phantom tale that
is apropos to my illustrations.

There was one Master Robert Kirke. He was
one evening taking his night walk on a fairy hill,
or dunshi, in the vicinity of his manse. On 2 sud-
den he fell to the ground, struck, as it appeared to
many, by apoplexy; the seers, however, believed
it to be a trance inflicted on him by the fairy peo-
ple for thus invading the sacred bounds of their
kingdom. After the interment, the phantom of the
minister appeared to one of his relatives, and de-
sired him to go to Grahame of Duchray, his cousin,
and assure him that he was not ‘dead, but was at
that time a prisoner in elf land, and the only mo-
ment in which the fairy charm could be dissolved
was at the christening of his posthumous child.
The counter-spell was this: that Grahame should
be present at the baptism, holding a dish in his hand,
and that when the infant was brought, he should
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throw the dish over the phantom, the appearance
of which at that moment was faithfully promised.

‘When the child was at the font, and while the
guests were seated, the apparition sat with them at
the table; but fear came upon the Graeme at this
strange glamourie : he forgot the solemn injunc-
tion, and it is believed that Mr. Kirke, to this day,
¢ drees his weird in fairy land.”

PROPHECY OF SPECTRES.

“Tll take the ghost’s word for a thousand pound.”— Hamlet.

Ev. THESE are very meager spectres, Astrophel,
or accomplices, as the lawyer would say, after the
fact.

Ast. I havereserved prophecies for this evening.
In the earliest profane records of our globe, we
read of the frequent visitations of prophetic phan-
toms. Listen, Evelyn, to a story of your own Pliny
—the legend of Curtius Rufus. When he was in
low cir cumstances, and unknown in the world, he
attended the governor of Africa into that province.
One evening, as he was walking in the public por-
tico, he was extremely surprised with the appari-
tion of a woman, whose figure and beauty were
more than human. She told him she was the tu-
telar power who presided over Africa, and was
come to inform him of the future events of his life :
that he should go back to Rome, where he should
be raised to the highest honours, should return to
that province invested with the proconsular dignity,
and there should die. Upon his arrival at Carthage,
as he was coming out of the ship, the same figure
accosted him upon the shore. Itis certain, at least,
that being seized with a fit of illness, though there
were no symptoms in his case that led his attend-
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ants to despair, he instantly gave up all hope of re-
covery, and this prediction was in all its points ac-
complished.

The shade of Romulus appeared to Julius Procu-
lus, a patrician, foretelling the splendour of Rome.
The fate of the battle of Philippi was shown to
Brutus in his tent by the evil spirit of Caesar; and
Cassius also saw the phantom of Julius on his
horse, prepared to strike him, shortly before his
suicide. In the Talmud we read of the announce-
ment of the Rabbi Samuel’s death to two of his
friends six hundred miles off. Then, the host of le-
gends in that “treasure-booke” of mystery, ¢ Wan-
ley’s Wonders;” the visions of Dion; of Alexan-
der; of Crescentius; of the Pope’s legate at the
Council of Trent; of Cassius Severus of Parma;
and myriads of analogies to these; nay, may we
not believe that the Grecian bards wrote fragments
of real history when Patroclus foretels the death
of Hector, Hector that of Achilles, and Mezentius
of Orodes, or when (Edipus predicts the lofty fate
of his family to Theseus !

But leave we the olden classics for the proofs
ot later ages. In the pine forests of Germany, and
n wild Caledoma the legends of spirits and shad-
ows abound in the O'Obblp of the old crones, both
in the hut of the jager and the sheiling of the
Highland peasant.

The Taisch (ike the Bodack Glas of Fergus
Maclvor) murmurs the prophecy of death, in the
voice of the Taishtar, to one about to (hc, and
the PVrait]a, Swarth, TVaft or Death-Fetch, ap-
pears in the Eidolon, or likeness of the person so
early doomed, to some loved friend of the party,
or sounds of wallmfr and prophetic voices scream
and murmur in the mountain blast. The wild
romances of Ossian, and the shadowy mysteries so
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brightly illustrated in the poesy of the “ Lay,” the
“ Lady of the Lake,” and *“ Marmion,” prove how
deeply the common mind of Scotland leans to her

mysteries ; how devoutly her seers foretel a doom.
The ev 1dence of Martin, the historian of the West-
ern Isles, is clear and decisive testimony of the
possession of a faculty of foresight; and in the re

ﬁecting minds of many sages, who seek not to ex-
Pldlll it by the term comuduu,e or to impute the
vision to mere national superstition. Indeed, in
their records we have rules noted down by Wlnch
the seer may overcome the imperfections of his
vision. If this be filmy or indistinct, the cloak or
plaid must be turned, and the sight is clear; but
then the fated seer is often presented with Zis own
wraith.

In-Aubrey’s ¢ Miscellanies’” we read how Sir
Richard Napier, immediately before his death, was
journeying from Bedfordshire to Berks, and saw
his own apparition lying stark and stiff on the bed;
how Lady Diana Rich, the Earl of Holland’s
daughter, was met by her death-fetch in the garden
at Kensington a month ere she died of smallpox;
and hsten to this legend of Aventine :

“The Emperor Henry went down through the
Strudel : in another vessel was Bruno, blb]lOp of
Wurtzberg, the emperor’s kinsman. There sat
upon a IOLk that projected out of the water, a
man blacker than a Moor, of a horrible aspect, ter-
rible to all who beheld it, who cried out, and said
to Bishop BIllllO, : Heal ! hear! blbllOP I am
thine evil spirit; thou art mine own; go where
thou wilt, thou shalt be mine: yet now will 1 du
nought to thee, but soon shalt thou see me again.’
The blshop ClOsSGd and blessed himself, but the
holy sign was powerless. At PO\Cllela, where

dwelt the Lady Richlita of Ebersberg, the floor
C
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of the banqueting-room fell in the evening : it was
the death-fali of the bishop.”

As the Protector Seymour was walking with his
duchess at their country seat, they perceived a
spectral bloody hand thrust forth from a wall, and
he was soon after beheaded.

It is recorded that, like Julius Ceesar, James of
Scotland had three warnings. The salntly man in
Lithgow palace, and another phantom, in Jedburgh,
warned King James of his fate: the latter wrote
a Latin couplet on the mantel-piece in the hall:
bad he read it wisely, he had not died at Flodden.

The demon, or the guardian angel of Socrates,
was also a pr ophetlc Mentor—not only to the sage
himself, but even to his companions in his pres-
ence ; and the slighting of its counsel often brought
Tegr et to those who were the subjects of its warning.

In the minds of Xenophon and Plato its influ-
ence was devoutly believed, and from the hive of
the Attic bee I steal this honeyed morsel : “ One
Timarchus, a noble Athenian, being at dinner in
company with Socrates, he rose up to go away,
which Socrates observing, bade him sit down again,
for, said he, the demon has just now given me the
accustomed sign. Some little time after, Timarchus
offered again to be gone, and Socrates once more
stopped hlm, saying he had the same sign repeat-
ed to him. At length, when Socrates was earnest
in discourse, and did not mind him, Timarchus
stole away, and in a few minutes after committed
a murder, for which, being carried to execution,
his last words were, ¢ That he had come to that un-
timely end for not obeying the demon df Socrates.””

‘When Ben Jonson was sojourning at Hawthorn-
den, he told Mr. Drummond of his own prophenc
vision, that, “ about the time of the plague in Lon-
don, bemg in the country at Sir Robert Cotton’s
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house, with old Camden, he saw, in a vision, his
eldest son, then a young child, and at London, ap-
Eear unto him, with the mark of a bloody cross on

is forehead, as if it had been cut with a sword ;
at which, amazed, he prayed unto God; and in the
morning he came to Mr. Camden’s chamber to
tell him, who persuaded him it was but an appre-
hension, at which he should not be dejected. In
the mean time, there came letters from his wife
of the death of that boy in the plague. He appear-
ed to him of a manly shape, and of that growth he
thinks he shall be at the resurrection.”

From Walton’s Lives I select the following
fragment : it is a vision of Dr. Donne, the meta-
physician, whose wife died after the birth of a dead
child : “Sir Robert (Drury) returned about an
hour afterward. He found his friend in a state of
ecstasy, and so altered in his countenance that he
could not look upon him without amazement. The
doctor was not able for some time to answer the
question what had befallen him ; but, after a long
and perplexed pause, at last said, ‘I have seen a
dreadful vision since I last saw you. I have seen
my dear wife pass twice by me through this room,
with her hair hanging about her shoulders, and a
dead child in her arms: this I have seen since I
saw you."” To which Sir Robert answered, ¢ Sure,
sir, you have slept since I went out, and this is the
result of some melancholy dream, which I desire
you to forget, for you are now awake.” Donne
replied, ‘I cannot be more sure that I now live,
than that I have not slept since I saw you ; and am
as sure that, at her second appearing, she stopped,
looked me in the face, and vanished.””

There was a promise by Lord Tyrone to Lady
Beresford of a visitation from the tomb. KEven
when the phantom appeared to her in the night,
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the lady expressed her diffidence in its reality ; but
it placed a mark upen her wrist, and adjusted her
bed-curtains in some supernatural fashion, and
even wrote something in her pocket-book ; so that
with earnestness she related to her husband in the
morning this impressive vision ; and it was not long
ere missives came which, by announcing the death
of Lord Tyrone, proved the spectre prophetic.

The tragedian John Palmer died on the stage at
Liverpool. At the same hour and minute, a shop-
man in London, sleeping under a counter, saw dis-
tinctly his shade glide through the shop, open the
door, and pop into the street. This, an hour or
two after, he mentioned very coolly, as if Mr. Pal-
mer himself had been there.

Cardan saw, on the ring-finger on his right hand,
the mark of a bloody sword, and heard, at the same
time, a voice which bade him go directly to Milan.
The redness progressively increased until mid-
night; the mark then faded gradually and disap-
peared. At that midnight hour his son was be-
headed at Milan.

It was told by Knowles, the governor of Lord
Roscommon when a boy, that young Wentworth
Dillon was one day seized with a mood of the wild-
est eccentricity, contrary to his usual disposition.
On a sudden he exclaimed, “ My father is dead !”
And soon after missives came from Ireland to an-
nounce the fact.

The father of Dr. Blomberg, clerk of the closet
to George IV., was captain in an army serving in
America. We are told by Dr. Rudge that six of-
ficers, three hundred miles from his position, were
visited after dinner by this modern Banque, who
sat down in a vacant chair, One said to him,
“ Blomberg, are you mad ?” He rose in silence,
and slowly glided out at the door. He was slain
on that day and hour.
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In the * Diary of a Physician” (an embellished
record of facts) we read the story of the SPC(_,HL-
smitten Mr. M , whose leisure hours were pass-
ed in the perusal of' legends of diablerie and witch-
craft. One evening, when his brain was excited
by C hampdnne he returned to his rooms, and saw
a dear friend in his chair; and this friend had died
suddenly, and was at t.hat moment /aid owt in his
chamber; a combination of horrors so unexpected
and intense, that monomania was the result.

May I also recount to you thisvision from Moore’s
Life of Byron? * Lord Byron used sometimes to
mention a strange story which the commander of
the packet, Captain Kidd, related to him on the
passage. This officer stated that, being asleep one
night 1n his berth, he was aw: ll\()llbd b\ the press-
ure of something heavy on his limbs, and, there be-
ing a faint light in the room, could see, as he thought,
dlbtmctly thc ficure of his ln‘othm who was at tlnt
time in the same service in the Labt Indies, dress-
ed in his uniform, and stretched across the bed.
Concluding it to be an illusion of the senses, he
shut his eyes and made an effort to sleep.  But still
the same pressure continued, and still, as often as
he ventured to take another look, he saw the ficure
lying across him in the same position. To add to
the wonder, on pulling his hand forth to touch this
form, he found the uniform in which it appeared
to be dressed dripping wet. On the entrance of
one of his brother officers, to whom he called out
i alarm, the apparition vanished; but in a few
months after he received the startling intelligence
that on that night his brother had been drowned in
the Indian Seas. Of the supernatural character of
this appearance Captain Kidd himself did not ap-

ear to have the slightest doubt.”

From Dr. Pritchard I quote this fragment: “A

U 2




30 PROPHECY OF SPECTRES.

maidservant, who lived in the house of an elderly
lady, some years since deceased, had risen early on
a winter’s morning, and was employed in washing
by candlelight the entry of the house, when she
was g'reatly surprised at seeing her mistress, who
was then in a precarious state of health, coming
down stairs in her night dress. The passage be-
ing narrow, she rose up to let her mistress pass,
which the latter did with a hasty step, and walked
into the street, appearing, to the terrified imagina-
tion of the gul to pass through the door without
opening it. The servant related the circumstance
to the son and daughter of the lady as soon as they
came down stairs, who desired her to conceal it
from their mother, and anxiously waited for her
appearance. The old lady entered the room while
they were talking of the incident, but appeared
languid and unwell, and complained of having been
disturbed by an alarming dream. She had dream-
ed that a dog had pursued her from her chamber
down the staircase and along the entry, and that
she was obliged to take refuge in the streets.”

In the manuscripts of Lady Fanshawe, how evi-
dent is the fact of spectral prophecy ! Sir Richard
Fanshawe and his lady were sleeping in a baro-
nial castle in Ireland, surrounded by a moat. At
midnight she was awolke by a ghostly and fearful
screaming, and gleaming before the window in
the pale moonlloht a female spectre hovered, her
light auburn hair dishevelled over her shoulders.
While the lady looked in mute astonishment, the
spectre vanished, uttering two distinct shrieks.
Her terrific story was told in the morning to her
host, who evinced no wonder at the mystery:  In-
deed,” quoth he, “I expected this. This was the
prophetic phantom of our house, the spectre of a
lady wedded to an ancestor, and drowned hy him
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in the moat from false notions of dignity, because
she was not of noble blood. Since this expiation,
the phantom appears before every death of my near
relations, and one of these died last night in my
castle.” Here may be the prototype of the * White
Lady of Avenel.”

Among the most exalted families we have other

confident records of the recurrence of prophetic

hantoms, antecedent to great events. A spectre
of this kind formed a part of the household estab-
lishment of the Macleans. During the Peninsular
war, at the moment that the head of the clan died
at Lisbon, this wraith was seen to ride, screaming,
along the shore in Scotland.

Arise Evans, in a 12mo tract, “ sold at his house
in Long Alley in Blackfriars in 1653,” entitled
“ An Echo from Heaven,” foretold the restoration
of Charles 11.; and his true prophecy was based on
the vision of a young face with a crown on, appear-
ing after the shades of Fairfax and of Cromwell.

There is an incident in Roman history so im-
pressive in its catastrophe, so exact in its periods,
that few, I think, will deny the inspiration. At the
moment that Stephanus stabbed Domitian in his
palace at Rome, the philosopher Apollonius Ty-
aneus, in his school at Ephesus, exclaimed, ¢ Cour-
age, Stephanus! strike the tyrant home ! and a
minute after, when Parthenius completed this hom-
wcide, he added ““ He suffers for his crimes—he
dies.”

I have slightly sketched these illustrations, and I
presume to term them prophecies. There are others
so complex, yet so complete in every part, as to
convert, I might hope, even the unbelief of Evelyn.
To the relations of Sir Walter and Dr. Abercrom-
bie, I will add one from Moreton, in his ¢ Essay
on Apparitions:” ¢ The Reverend D. Scott, of



32 PROPHECY OF SPECTRES.

Broad-street, was sitting alone in his study. On
a sudden the phantom of an old gentleman, dressed
in a black velvet gown, and full bottom wig, enter-
ed, and sat hlmxelf down in a chair opp091te to the
doctm The visiter informed him of a dilemma in
which his grandson, who lived in the west country,
was placed, by the suit of his nephew for the re-
covery of an estate. This suit would be successful
unless a deed of conveyance was found, which had
been hidden in an old chest in a loft of the house.
On his arrival at this house, he learned that his
grandson had dreamed of this visit, and that his
grandfather was coming to aid him in the search.
The deed was found in a false bottom of the old
chest, as the vision had promised.”

In a letter of Philip, the second Earl of Chester-
field, is told the following strange story, which,
although not a prophecy, cannot be within the pale
of our philosophy. ¢ On a morning in 1652, the
earl saw a thing in white, like a standing sheet,
within a yard of his bedside. He attempted to
catch 1it, but it slid to the foot of the bed, and he
saw it no more. His thoughts turned to his lady,
who was then at Networth with her father, the
Earl of Northumberland. On his arrival at Net-
worth, a footman met him on the stairs with a
packet directed to him from his wife, whom he
found with Lady Essex her sister, and Mrs. Ram-
sey. He was asked why he returned so suddenly.
He told his motive ; and, on perusing the letters in
the packet, he found that his lady had written to
him requesting his return, for she had seen a thing
in white, with a black face, by her bedside. These
apparitions were seen by the earl and countess at
the same moment, when they were forty miles
asunder.”

The miraculous spirit which the influence of
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Joan of Arc infused into the desponding hearts of
the French army is written on the page of history.
Before her proposition for the inauguration of
Charles VII. at Rheims, she heard a celestial voice
in her prayer, ¢ Fille, va, va! je seray a ton ayde
—va!” and her revelation of secrets to the king
which he thought were locked within his own bo-
som, raised in the court implicit belief in her in-
sPIratlon
And now, Evelyn, T ask you,

¢ Can such things be,

And overcome us like a summer cloud

Without our special wonder ?”
Ere you smile at my fantasie, and overwhelm me
with doubts and solutions, I pr’ythee let me coun-
sel your philosophy. Dig to a certain depth in the
field of science, and you may find the roots and
the gold-dust of knowledge; penetrate deeper,
and you will strike against the granite rock, on
which rest the cold and profitless reasonings of the
skeptic.

Cast. You look on me, Astrophel, as on a bend-
ing proselyte. Yet, sooth to tell, it may be diffi-
cult to convert me, although I am half won to
romance already by the witch- thoughts of him who
gilded the science of the heart and mind with all
the iridescent charm of poesy—an wnprofessing
philosopher, yet with marvellous insight of human
hearts—my own loved Shakspeare. An you listen
to my Lord Lyttleton, he will tell you, in his ¢ Di
alogues of the Dead,” that *in the annihilation of
our globe, were Shakspeare s works preserved, the
whole science of man’s nature might still be read
therein.” And so beautifully are ‘his sketches of
the heart and the fancy blended withal, that we
hang with equal delight on the mystic philosophy
of Hamlet, the witchcraft of Mab, and Ariel, and

3



34 PROPHECY OF SPECTRES.

Oberon, with their golden wreaths of gay blossoms,
as on the dying visions of Katherine, as pure and
holy as the vesper-breathings of a novice, Yet the
shade of superstition never darkened the brow of
Shakspeare. Therefore, plume not yourself on your
hope of conquest, Astlophel Evelyn may win me
yet. Philosophy may frown on the visions of an
enthusiast, while she doth grace her pages with a
oet’s dream. But you will not wear the willow,
Astrophel ; there is a beam of pity for you in the
eyes of yon pensive Ida.

Inpa. You are a witch, Castaly. Yet I have as
little faith in the quaint stories of Astrophel. A
mystery must be purified and chastened by sacred
solemnity ere it may be blended with the contem-
plation of holy study. And yet there is an arch
voluptuary, Boccacio, the corypheeus of a loose
band of novelists, who has stained a volume by his
profane union of holiness and passion. The scenes
of his Decameron are played amid the raging of
the plague, by flaunting youths and maidens, but
that moment arisen from the solemnity of a Ca-
thedral prayer !

Astr. You will call up the shade of Valdarfar,
Ida, that idol of the Roxburghe Club, and printer
of the Decameron—

Ipa. If he appear, he shall vanish at a word,
Astrophel. Yet we may not lightly yield the in-
fluence of special visitations, even in our own days,
when solemn belief is chastened by holy motives,
and becomes the spring of living waters. Even
the taint of superstition may be almost sanctified
on such a plea; and Baxter may be forgiven half
his credulity when he wrote his “ Saints’ Rest”
and the “ Essay on Apparitions,” to convert the
skeptics of London, who, in the dearth of signs
and wonders, expressed their willingness to believe
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_the soul’s immortality f they had proofs of ghostly

visitations.

I will myself even quote a mystery (I believe
recorded in Sandys’s Ovid) for the sake of the
moral which it bears. It is the legend of “ The
Room of the Ladye’s Figure.” Whether it be a
tale of Bavaria, or a mere paraphrase from the
Saxon Sabinus, I know not.

This is the story of Otto, a Bavarian gentleman
of passionate nature, mourning for his wife. On
one of his visits to her tomb a mournful voice,
which murmured, “ A blessed evening, sir!” came
o’er his ear; and while his eyes fell on the form
of a young chorister, he placed a letter in his hands
and vanished. His wonder was extreme while he
read this mysterious despatch, which was addressed
“To my dear husband, who sorrows for his wife,”
and signed, ¢ This, with a warm hand, from the
living Bertha,” and appointing an interview in the
public walk. Thither, on a beautiful evening, sped
the Bavarian, and there, among the crowd, sat a
lady covered by a veil. With a trembling voice
he whispered ¢ Bertha,” when she arose, and, with
her warm and living arm on his, returned to his
once desolate home. There were odd thoughts,
surmises, and wonderings passing among the friends
of Otto, and suspicions of a mock funeral and a
solemn cheat; but all subsided as time stole over,
and their wedded life was without a cloud, until a
paroxysm of his rage, one fatal day, was vented on
the lady, who cried, “ This to me! what if the
world knew all!” With this broken sentence she
vanished from the room. In her chamber, whither
the search led, erect, as it were gazing on the ﬁre,
her form stood but when they looked on it in
front, there was a headless hood, and the clothes
were standing as if enveloping a form, but no body
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was there! Need I say that a thrill of horror
crept through all at the mystery, and a fear at the
approach of Otto, who, though deeply penitent,
was deserted by all but a graceless reprobate, his
companion, and his almoner to many a stranger,
who knew not the unhallowed source of bounty ?
That belief cannot be an error which associates
divine thoughts with the events of human life. I
remember, as I was roaming over the wild region
of Snowdonia, we sat above the valley and the
lakes of Nant Gwinant, on which the red ridge
of Clwd Coch threw a broad and purple shadow,
while over Moel Elion and Myneth Mawr the sun
was bathed in a flood of crimson light. The Welch
guide was looking down in deep thought on Llyn
Gwinant, and, with a tear in his eye, he told us a
pathetic story of two young pedestrians who were
benighted among the mountains on their ascent
from_ Beddgelert They had parted company in
the gloom of the evening, and each was alone in a
desert. On a sudden the voice of one of them
was distinctly heard by the other, in the direction
of the gorge which bounds the pass of Llanberis,
as if encouraging him to proceed. The wanderer
followed its sound, and at length escaped from this
labyrinth of I‘OC]\b, and arrived safely at Capel
Currig. In the morning, his friend’s body was
found lying far behind the spot where the phantom
voice was first heard, and away from the course of
their route. 'Was this a special spirit, a solemn in-
stance of friendship after death, as if the phantom
had been endowed with supematural power, and
become the guardian angel of his friend, or the
special whisper of the Delty in the ear of the liv-
ing ? | A belief in this spiritual visitation is often
the consolation of pure Christianity,for “the shad-
ow of God is light!” With some the hope of
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heaven rests on it ; and holy men have thought that
the presence of a spmt may even sanctify the being
which it approaches with an emanation of its own
holiness. Nay, do we not witness a blessing like
this in the common walks of life, as in that beauti-
ful story (told by the Bishop of Gloucester) of the
vision of her dead mother by the daughter of Sir
James Lee in 1662 ?

Is not the effect of these visitations, to a chasten-
ed mind, ever fraught with good? It may be
merely a wisdom or a virtue in decision, as when
my Lord Herbert, of Cherbury, prayed to God to
declare whether he should publish his book “ De
Veritate,” he heard a gentle voice from heaven,
which answered his prayer with a solemn approval
of his design. It may be the checking of our pride
of life, or our self-glory for success; a divine les-
son that may counsel us against worldly wisdom
in this golden precept, “ Seek to be admired by
angels rather than by men.” So that complete
conversion may follow the vision of a spirit. Dodd-
ridge has given us the stories of Colonel Gardiner
and the Rev. Vincent Perronet; and in the “ Baronii
Annales” we read of Ticinus, a departed friend
of Michael Mercator, then a profane student in
phllowphy, who, according to a preconcerted prom-
ise, appeared to him at the moment that he died,
afar off in Florence. The vision so alarmed hls
conscience that he at once became a devout stu-
dent in divinity.

In the city of Nantes, as we see it written by
William of Malmsbury, in the twelfth century,
dwelt two young ecclesiastics. Between them was
a solemn compact, that within thirty days after the
death of either, his shade should appear, sleeping
or waking, to the surviver, to declare if the true

psychology was the doctrine of Plato or of the
D
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Epicureans ; if the soul survived the body, or van-
ished into air. The shade appeared like one dy-
ing, while the spirit passeth away; and discoursing,
like the ghost of Hamlet’s father, of the pains of
infernal punishments, stretched forth his ulcerous
arm, and asked if “it seemed as light;” then,
dropping the caustic humour from his arm on the
temples of the living witness, which were corroded
by the drop, he warned him of the same penalties
if he entered not into holy orders in the city of
Rennes. This solemn warning worked his con-
version, and he became a pious and exemplary
devotee, under the holy wings of Saint Melanius.

In these instances, is not the special influence
of the Deity evident? and why will our profane
wisdom still draw us from our leaning to this holy
creed, causing us to “ forsake the fountains of liv-
ing water, and hew out unto ourselves broken
cisterns that can hold no water ?”

How awfully beautiful is the Mosaic picture of
the first mortal communion with the Creator, when
the vision of God was heard by Adam and Eve,
walking in the garden in the cool of the day; or
when the Deity appeared to Abraham and to Mo-
ses, and his word came to Manoah and to Noabh,
with the blessings of a promise; or when his angels
of light descended to console, and to relieve from
chains and from fire; or when the angel of the
Lord first appears in the vision to Cornelius ; and
the trance, or, rather, the counterpart of the vision,
comes over St. Peter at Joppa, and the arrival of
the men sent by the centurion confirms the mira-
cle; and then, the last sublime revealings of the
Apocalypse! You will not call it presumption,
Evelyn, that I adduce these holy records to con-
firm our mecdern faith, and ask you why philos-
ophy will yet chain our thourrhts to earth, and affirm
our visions to be a mean]ess fantasy ?
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“ More strange than true. I never may believe
These antique fables.”— Midsummer Night's Dream.

Ev. Your holy thoughts, fair Ida, are but an
echo of my own. The grand causes and awful
Judgments of the inspired @ras of the world prove
the truth by the necessity of the miracles, not only
in answer to the Pharisees and badducecs, who
required a sign, but even before the eyes of the
early dlsmples, whose apathetic hearts soon forgot
the miracles, and their divine Master himself; ior
as he was walking on the sea, “ at the fourth watch
they thought he was a spirit.”

T would fain, however, adopt the precept of Lord
Bacon, to waive theology in my discussions and
my illustrations, because I am unwilling to blend
the sacred truths of spiritual futurity with argu-
ments on the imperfection of material existence.

In the abstract spiritual evidence of all modern
superstition I have little faith. > These records are
scarcely more to be confided in than fairy tales, or
fictions like those of many antique sages: as the
rabbins, that “the cherubim are the wisest, the
seraphim the most amiable, of angels;” or of the
visionary Jew of Burgundy, whom, in 1641, John
Evelyn spoke with in Holland : “ He told me that,
when the Messias came, all the ships, barkes, and
vessels of Holland should, by the powere of cer-
taine strange whirle winds, be loosed from their
ankers, to convey their brethren and tribes to the
holy citty ;”’ or even that of Melancthon, that his
sable majesty once appeared to his own aunt in
the shape of her husband, and grasping her hand,
so scorched and shrivelled it that it remained black
ever after. These are fair samples of credulity.

You will call me presumptuous, but, believe me,
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Astrophel, it is superstition which is presumptuous
and positive, and not philosophy; for credulity be-
lieves on profane tradition, or the mere assertion
of a mortal. But the glory of philosophy is humili-
ty; for they who, like Newton, and Playfair, and
‘Wollaston, and Davy, look deeply into the wonder
and beauty of creation, will be ever humbled by
the contemplation of their own being, an atom of
the universe. A philosopher cammot be proud ;
for, like Socrates, he confesses his ignorance, be-
cause he is ever searching for truth. He cannot
be a skeptic ; for when he has dived into the deeps
of science, his thoughts will ascend the more to-
wards the Deity: he has grasped all that science can
afford him, and there is nothing left for his mighty
mind but divine things and holy hopes. Philosophy
is not confident either, because she ever waits for
more experience and more weight of testimony.

How often, Astrophel, must we be deceived,
like children, by distance, until experience teaches
us truth. By this we know that the turrets of dis-
tant towers are Aig%, yet they dwindle in our sight
to the mere vanishing point, as the child believes
them. Such is the power of demonstration.

The ancient polytheists could not be other than
idolaters and believers in prophecy. The rabbins

were schooled, in addition to the books of Moses,
in those of Zoxoastel in the Talmud, which was
the magic volume of 'the J ews, and the Takurni,
or Persian Almanac, the annual expositor of natu-
ral and judicial astrolocry in the clime of the sun.
. The sages who lived 1mmed1ately after the light
of Christianity had been shed over the Holy Land
had not forgotten-the miracles wrought in the holy
city, but they profaned Omnipotence by making
them purposeless,

Superstition then formed a part of the national
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creed : even a mere word, as “ Epidamnum,” they
~“dreaded to pronounce, as it was of such awful im-
port; and credulity and blind faith in the prophetic
truth of omens and oracles prevailed. We read in
Montfaucon that twelve hundred believed in this
miracle of Virgil :

* Captus a Romanis inusibiliter exiit, ivitque Neapolim :”
that he rendered himself invisible to the Romans
and escaped to Naples. The influence of this blind
infatuation was the spring of many actions, which,
like the daring of the Indian fatalist in battle, were
vaunted as deeds of heroic self-martyrdom.

Marcus Curtius, the trembling of the earth hav-
ing opened a chasm in the Roman forum, leaped
into it on horseback, when the soothsayers declared
it would not close until the most valuable thing in
the city was flung into it. And the two Decii
offered themselves as the willing sacrifice to en-
sure a victory for their country, one in the war
with the Latins, the other in that of the Etrurians
and Umbrians.

Aristotle and Galen were exceptions. It istrue
that Socrates believed himself under the influence
of a demon, a sort of delegate from the Deity—in-
deed, that God willed his death; for when his
friend pressed him on his trial to compose his de-
fence, he answered thus: ¢ The truth is, I was
twice going about to make my apology, but was
twice withheld by my demon.” But remember,
Astrophel, the Greek word which the philosopher
employed, 70 datpoviov, and you will rather confess
that it implies the Deity, as if some divine inspira-
tion taught him ; or perchance, as some of his com-
mentators believe, this invisible monitor was mere-
ly the impersonation of the faculty of judgment,
and of that deep knowledge and forethought with

which his mind was fraught.
D2
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Cicero, too, is said to have written arguments to
prove the divine origin of the oracle of Delphi;
but it is well believed by classics that Addison has,
in his letter in the Spectator, mistaken Cicero for
Cato.

Recollect, Astrophel, this is an old point with
us, when we were reading the sub*ect of Auguries
in his book, “ De Dlvmatlone in which he won-
ders “ that one soothsayer can look another in the
face without laughing ;”’ and you remember Lu-
cian ridicules ghost-seeing as the whim of imagina-
tion. You have cited Pliny. True, Pliny is an in-
teresting story-teller, although he warps somewhat
the phantoms of his dreams. But what is the first
sentence of his letter to Sura? “I am very desi-
rous to know your opinion concerning spectres ;
whether you believe them to have a real existence,
and are a sort of divinities, or are only the vision-
ary impressions of a terrified imagination.”

And what did Johnson confess? That “this is
a question which, after five thousand years, 1s still
undecided ; a question, whether in theology or
philosophy, one of the most important that can
come before the human understanding.”” So you
see the vaunted creed of Johnson was at least, like
the coffin of Mohammed, poised between the af-
firmative and negative of the proposition. The
sage was a strict spiritualist, and, as Boswell says,
“ wished for more evidence of spirit in opposition
to materialism.” On some points he was also
mighty superstitious, and constantly affirmed his
conviction that he should himself run mad. This
augury failed, and therefore the prophetic nature
of second sight needs more convincing proof than
the creed of Johnson. In his own words, “ Fore-
sight is not prescience.”

As to the second sight of Caledon, he confesses
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that, although in his journey he searched diligently,
he saw but one seer, and he was grossly ignorant,
as indeed they usually are. “ He came away only
willing to believe,” the learned and literary even
in the far Hebrides, especially the clergy, being
altogether skeptics.

In the consideration of this question in the study
of psychology, it has been an error to conclude
that, because in some certain works arguments are
adduced by imaginary characters in support of the
appearance of departed spirits, such was the posi-
tive belief of their authors. If, then, for instance,
the arguments of Imlac, in Rasselas, which aim at
the proof of spectral reality, or, rather, the appear-
ance of departed beings, be adduced as an evi-
dence of Johnson’s own belief, I might observe
that it were equally rational to identify the minds
or dispositions of Massinger and Sir Giles Over-
reach, of Shakspeare and Iago.

Like the Catholic priesthood, who rule the igno-
rant by the force of superstition, leaders have been
induced to profess the possession of this faculty to
overawe their proselytes by their own deeper
knowledge, as Numa vaunted his intimacy with
the nymph Egeria at her fountain.

For this purpose even the Corsican general,
Pascal Paoli, assumed the profession of a seer,
and the mystery of his prescience was on the lips
of every Corsican. When Boswell asked if the
fulfilments of his prophecies were frequent, a Cor-
sican grasped a bundle of his hair, and whispered,
“ Tante, tante, signore !”

But I will not play the dullard, Astrophel, while
you, with your legendary romance, charm the lis-
tening ears of ladyes fayre. I will have my turn
of story-telling (avoiding the myriads of queer
tales told by superstitious and unlettered visiona-
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ries on the look-out for marvels, by servant-maids,
and rustics, and silly people, the chief actors in
ghost stories), and therefore, in the face of these
negative conclusions, even of Johnson, hear one
unparalleled story, culled from the rich treasury
of Master Aubrey’s “ Miscellanies.” It was of an
Earl of Caithness, who, desirous of ascertaining
the distance of a vessel which was laden with wine
for his cellars, proposed a question to a seer. The
answer was, “ At the distance of four hours’ sail.”
It may be some doubt was expressed of the truth
of this oracle ; for, to prove his gift of clairvoyance,
he laid before the earl the cap of a seaman in the
ship, which he had that moment taken off his head.
The vessel duly arrived, and lo! a sailor claimed
the cap in the seer’s hand, affirming that, four hours
before, it had been blown from his head by the
gale. Is not this the very acme of effrontery ?

Carolan, the inspired bard of Erin, confessed he
could not compose a planxty for a certain lady of
Sligo, even when he made an effort to celebrate
her wondrous beauty; and one day, in despair, he
threw away his harp, and fell into a lament that
some evil genius was hovering over him: from his
harp strlnos (in contrast with those of Anacreon)
he could sweep only a mournful music, and he
thence proplhesied, and that truly, the death of the
lady within the year.

Dubuisson, a dentist of Edinburgh, on the day
preceding the death of President Blair, met him in
the street, and was addressed by the pr esident with
a peculiar expression. On the day before the death
of Lord Melville, the dentist was met by him ex-
actly in the same spot, and accosted by my lord in
the very same words. On the death of Lord Mel-
ville, Dubuisson exclaimed that he should be the
third. He became immediately indisposed, and
died within an hour.
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In the “Miscellanies” of Aubrey we read, that
John Evelyn related to the Royal Society the case
of the curate of Deptford, Mr. Smith, who, in No-
vember, 1679, was sick of an ague. To this rever-
end clerk appeared the phantom of a master of
arts, with a white wand in his hand, who promised
that if he lay on his back three hours, from ten to
one, his ague would leave him. And this prophecy
was also, to the very letter, fulfilled.

Napoleon, when he was marching upon Acre,
had a djerme, or Nile boat, with some of his troops,
destroyed ; the boat’s name was L’ Ifalie ; and from
this he said, “ Italy is lost to France.” And so it
was.

During the siege of Jerusalem, for seven days a
man paraded round the walls, exclaiming, with a
solemn voice, “ Wo to Jerusalem!” and on the
seventh day he added, “ Wo to Jerusalem and
myself!”” when, at the moment of this anathema, a
missile from the enemy destroyed him.

Do you wonder that the prophecy of Monsieur
Cazotte of his own decapitation, recorded in his
“ (Euvres de M. de la Harpe,” should have been
fulfilled ? for in 1788, when this prophecy was ut-
tered, the guillotine was daily reeking with patri-
cian blood, and the Duchess of Grammont, Vicq
d’Azyr, Condorcet, and Cazotte himself, among a
host of others, were dragged to the scaffold.

When dark events were overclouding Poland,
to Sorvenski the warrior, a convert to magnetism,
it was imparted in a vision that Warsaw should be
deluged in blood, and that he should fall in battle.
In two years these forebodings were fulfilled.

It is known that Lord Falkland and Archbishop
Williams both warned Charles 1. of his fate; but
it required no ghost to tell him that. And I have
known many deeply interested in the fate of absent
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friends, and knowing their circumstances and lo-
cality, so prophesy that they seemed to have all
the faculty of clairvoyance. The young ladies ot
Britain, during the Peninsular war, were often
dreammg of the apparitions of their lovers, periaps
at the hour of their expiring on the field of battle:
coincidences that must make a deep impression on
sensitive minds. Were I justified in divulging se-
crets and confessions, I might relate some curious
stories of these inauspicious dreams.

At the moment of the duel between Mr. Pitt and
Mr. Tierney, on Wimbledon Common, a lady of
fashion in London exclaimed, “ This is the impor-
tant moment !”’

Oliver Cromwell had reclined on his couch, and
extreme fatigue forbade the coming on of sleep.
On a sudden his curtains opened, and a gigantic
female form imparted to him that he should be the
greatest man in England. The puritanical faith
and ambition of Cromwell might have raised, du-
ring the distracted state of the kingdom, something
even beyond this ; and who may decide, if the spec-
tre had whispered, *“ Thou shalt be king hereafter,”
that the Protector would have refused the crown,
as, on the feast of Lupercal, it had been refused by
Ceasar?

“ General Oglethorpe,” writes Boswell, ¢ told
us that Prendergast, an officer in the Duke of Marl-
borough’s army, had mentioned to many of his
friends that he should die on a particular day.
Upon that day a battle took place with the F'rench;
and after it was over, and Prendergast was still
alive, his brother officers, while they were yet in
the field, jestingly asked him where was his proph-
ecy now. Prendergast gravely answered, ‘I shall
die, notwithstanding what you see.’” Soon after-
ward there came a shot from a French battery, to

kb
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which the orders for a cessation of arms had not
yet reached, and he was killed upon the spot!”
But can these shallow stories be cited as proph-
ectes? The links in the chain of causation are ev-
ident; and the veriest skeptic cannot doubt their
sequence, where there was so strong a probability.
It is merely by reflecting on the past, and judging
he future by analogy. ] Natural events of human
actions have laws to govern them, and there is sel-
dom foresight without the reflection oz these laws.
Lord Mansfield, when asked how the French rev-
olution would end, replied, | It is an event with-

' out a precedent, and therefore without a proph-

| ecYs. :

Astr. Then you do not believe where you can-
not develop the causes of events. Like all rational
philosophers, you must have demonstrative proof.
In which class of skeptics shall I enrol you, Eve-
Iyn? As a proselyte of Aristotle, who will deny
not only the existence of spirits, but affirm heaven
and hell to be a fable, and that the world is self-
existent; or with the Epicureans, who believed
the impious doctrine of blind chance—that the sun
and stars were vapours, and the soul perishable; or
with the modern lights of reason—Sir Isaac New-
ton, who confessed the Paradise Lost to be a fine
poem, though it proved nothing ; or the Abbé Lau-
guerne, who, for the self-same reason, despised the
brilliancy of Racine and Corneille; or with the
Sadducees themselves, who denied both prophecy

\_/and spirit ?

Ev. Perhaps the Sadducees might have referred
visions to the 7igkt cause, for phantoms differ little
from Locke’s *¢ substance which thinks.”” But the
mere metaphysician blinks the question (as Lord
Bacon does that of experimental chemistry—* Vix
unum experimentum adduci potest quod ad homi-
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num statum levandum et juvandum spectat’’), thus
wofully depreciating the progress of chemical sci-
ence, as if the discoveries of Wollaston, of Davy,
of Dalton, and of Faraday were fruitless. Re-
member, modern philosophers are not like Xeno-
phon, who (says Socrates) called all fools who dif-
fered from his opinion.

Even Baxter confesses the frequency of impos-
ture in ghost stories, yet leans to the belief of all
which he cannot account for.

“Now if philosophy had not doubted, science
would be stationary.” We might still believe, with
Heraclitus, that the sun was only a foot in breadth;
or with Copernicus, that it revolved in its orbit,
while the earth was at rest. Remember, Astro-
phel, the way to the temple of Science is through
the portals of doubt: 1t is a mark of weakness, ““ju-
rare in verba magistri.”” Even the prince philoso-
pher of Denmark doubted the prophetic truth of
his father’s ghost on its mere appearance—(* The
spirit I have seen may be a devil”)—until the scene
of the play, and the stricken conscience of the king,
and then only he believed that it was an honest
ghost.”

“It is true,” as Lord Chesterfield wrote in 1653,
“Iknow that God can make any such things to ap-
pear, but because he can, therefore to conclude that
“he doth isill argued; and although divers books are
full of such stories, yet the soberest sort of men in
all ages have doubted the truth of them.” I might
add to these the visions which have been so strange-
ly warped to interpret a subsequent event. Those
of William Rufus, and Innocent the Fourth, and
Henry the Second of Fr ance, and a thousand oth-
ers from ancient history, between the assumed
prophecy and fulfilment of which there is about as
much truth as when Lady Seymour dreamed of hav-
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ing found a nest of nine finches, and soon after was
married to Finch, earl of Winchelsea, and was
blessed with a brood of nine children.

With the coincidences of life we have all been
struck ; the ignorant, and timid, and superstitious
among us with wonder; but how comparatively
trivial are these tiny drops in the wide ocean of
events, and what myriads of dreams and visions
from which there are no results !

A simple incident occurred to me in the autumn
of last year, which was so complete in its associa-
tion as to be for a moment startling to myself.

Influenced by a sort of veneration for the mem-
ory of the good Gilbert White, of Selborne, I made
a pilgrimage to that calm and rustic village, so ex-
quisitely imbosomed among green meads, and
beech-crowned chalk-hills, and forests imbrowned
with heath and fern.

On my entrance to the village, I was reflecting
on the “idiot boy” who fed on honey which he
pressed from the bees he caught, when lo! at the
first door a figure, which gr mne,d at me, and mow-
ed and mutteu,d but W1thout the shcrhtest verbal
utterance. He was an idiot, but not W hite’ s 1diot;
yet a visionary mind might readily, for a moment,
believe it to be a phantom of the foolish boy, im-
mortalized, as it were, in the “ Natural History of
Selborne.”

There was an lmposmrr occurrence, also, during
the funeral procession of Sir Walter Scott to Dry-
burgh. A halt took place for many minutes (in
consequence of an accident) precisely on the sum-
mit of the hill at Bemerside, where a beautiful pros-
pect opens, to contemplate which Sir Walter was
ever wont to rein up his horse.

“In 1811,” writes Lord Byron, in a letter to Mr.
Murray, “ my old school and form fellow Peel, the

4 E
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Irish secretary, told me he saw me in St. James’s-
street : I was then in Turkey. A day or two af-
terward he pointed out to his brother a person
across the way, and said, ¢ There is the man I took
for Byron ;’ his brother answered, ¢ Why, it is By-
ron, and no one else.” 1 was at this time seen to
write my name in the Palace Book. 1 was then
ill of a malaria fever. If I had died, here would
have been a ghost story.”

‘While Lord Byron was at Colonna, his dervish
Tahiri, as we read in his notes to the * Giaour,”
who professed the faculty of second hearing, proph-
esied an attack of the Mainotes as they passed a
certain perilous defile, but nothing came of it : the
attack was not made ; and it is probable that some
ringing in the ears of the dervish, and a knowledge
that the defile was a haunt of brigands, were the
springs of this notion.

And there are events, too, which have all the in-
tensity of romance, and seem involved in the deep-
est mystery, and which, like Washington Irving’s
tale of the ¢ Spectre Bridegroom,’”” assume all the

ir of the supernatural until the enigma is solved,
and then we cry, “ ITow clear the solution !”

Among the myriads of explained mysteries in
the North, I will cite that of the farmer of Teviot-
dale, who, in the gloom of evening, saw on the
wall of a cemetery a pale form throwing about her
arms, and mowing and chattering to the moon.
With not a little terror he spurred his horse, but
as he passed the phantom it dropped from its perch,
and, like Tam o’ Shanter’s Nannie, fixing itself on
the croup, clasped him tightly round the waist with
arms of icy coldness. He arrived at home; with
a thrill of horror exclaimed, ¢ Tak aff the ghalst g
and was carried shivering to bed. And what was
the phantom ? A maniac widow, on her distracted
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pilgrimage to the grave of her husband, for whom
she had indeed mistaken the ill-fated farmer

The president of a literary club at Plymouth
being very ill during its session, the chair, out of
respect, was left vacant. While they were sitting
his apparition, in a white dress, glided in and took
formal possession of the chair. His face was “wan
like the cauliflower;” he bowed in silence to the
company, carried his empty glass to his lips, and
solemnly retired. They went to his house, and
learned that he had just expired! The strange
event was kept a profound secret, until the nurse
confessed on her deathbed that she had fallen
asleep, that the patient had stolen out, and, having
the pass-key of the garden, had returned to his
bed by a short path before the deputation, and had
died a few seconds after.

In the records of his life by Taylor, we read of
a trick of the great actor, who, like Brinsley Sher-
idan, had an ml\hncr for plactual jokes. It was
on a professional visit of Dr. Moncey. ¢ Garrick
was announced for I\mg Lear on that night, and
when Moncey saw him in bed he e‘cplessed his
surprise, and asked him if the play was to be
changed. Garrick was dressed, but had his night-
cap on, and the quilt was drawn over him to give
him the appearance of being too 1ill to rise. Dr.
M. expressed his surprise, as it was time for Gar-
rick to be at the theatre to dress for King Lear.
Garrick, in a languid and whining tone, told him
that he was too much indisposed to perform him-
self, but that there was an actor named Marr, so
]ike him in figure, face, and voice, and so admira-
ble a mimic, that he had ventured to trust the part
to him, and was sure the audience would not per-
ceive the difference. Pretending that he began to
feel worse, he requested Moncey to leave the room
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m order that he might get a little sleep, but de-
sired him to attend the theatxe and let him know
the result. As soon as the doctor quitted the room,
Garrick jumped out of bed and hastened to the
theatre. Moncey attended the performance. Hav-
ing left Garrick in bed, he was bewildered by the
scene before him, sometimes doubting, and some-
times being astonished at the Ie\em])lance between
Garrick and Marr. Atlength, finding that the au-
dience were convinced of Garrick’s identity, Mon-
cey began to suspect a trick had been practised
upon him, and instantly hurried to Garrick’s house
at the end of the play; but Garrick was too quick
for him, and was found by Moncey in the same
state of illness.” These are truths which are in-
deed stranger than fiction.

Were a miracle once authenticated, our skepti-
cism might cease ; but we cannot be convinced of
supernatural agency till something be done or
known which could not be so by common means,
or which, through the medium of deception or con-
nivance, amposes on the mind such belief, of which
impression Alston the painter once told Coleridge a
melancholy story. 'Twas of a youth at Cambr 1drre,
who dressed himself up in white as a ghost to fncrht-
en his companion, having first drawn the bullets
from pistols which he kept at the head of his bed.
As the apparition glided by his bed, the youth
laughed and cried out, ““ Vanish! I fear you not.”
The ghost did not obey him, and at length he reach-
ed a pistol and fired at it, when, seeing the ghost
immovable, and invulnerable as he supposed, a be-
lief in a spirit instantly came over his mind, and
convulsions succeeding, his extreme terror was
soon followed by his death.

I have read (I believe in Clarendon) that the
decapitation of Charles I. was augured (after deat’.)
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from his coronation robes being of white velvet in-
stead of purpk ; and this, it was remembered, was
the colour of a victim’s death-garment; and in
Blennerhasset’s nstory of James 11., that the erown
at his coronation tottered on his hedd, and at the
same moment the royal arms fell from the altar of
some London church. All this is too childish to
be spoken of seriously, and reminds me of the Gen-
eral Montecuculi, who on some saint’s day had or-
dered bacon in his omelette. At the moment it
was served a peal of thunder shook his house,
when he exclaimed, “ Voila bien du bruit pour
une omelette !’

We wonder not to find Lily, into whose moth-
eaten tomes I have sometimes peeped for amuse-
ment, prating thus of consequences. There 1s an
old paper of his graced with “ the effigies of Mas
ter Praise God Barebones,” where, among other
gJudgments, the blindness of Milton is recorded as
a penal infliction of the Deity for ¢ that he writ
two books against the kings, and Salmasius his de-
fence of kings.” But we do wonder at such a
weakness in Sir Walter Raleigh that he should
thus write in his History of the World, “ The
strangest thing I have read of in this kmd being
CCl'tdlllly true was, that the night before the battle
of Novara, all the dogs which iolluw ed the French
army ran from them to the Switzers; and lo! next
morning the Switzers were beaten by the I'rench.”

And }et a greater wonder is that so many sol-
emn stories should have crept into our national le-
gends in which there is no truth ; in which philos-
ophers and divines have very innocently combined
to bewilder us.

There i1s an assumed incident associated with a
melancholy event in the noble family of Lans-
downe most illustrative of my observation. In

E?2
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the ¢ Literary Recollections” of the Rev. Richard
Warner is recorded the interesting story of the
apparition of Lord William Petty, at Bowood, re-
lated to Mr. Warner by the Rev. Joseph Town-
send, rector of Pewsey in Wiltshire, and ““ confirm-
ed by the dying declaration of Dr. Alsop, of Calne.”

It is affirmed that Liord William Petty, who was
under the care of Dr. Priestley, the librarian, and
the Rev. Mr. Jervis, his tutor, was attacked, at the
age of seven, with inflammation of the lungs, for
which Mr. Alsop was summoned to Bowood. Af-
ter a few days, the young nobleman seemed to be
out of danger; but, on a sudden relapse, the sur-
geon was again sent for in the evening.

“It was night before this gentleman reached
Bowood, but an unclouded moon showed every ob-
iecct in unequivocal distinctness. Mr. Alsop had
passed through the lodge gate, and was proceeding
to the house, when, to his astonishment, he saw
Lord William coming towards him, in all the buoy-
ancy of childhood, restored, apparently, to health
and vigour. ‘I am delighted, my dear lord,” he
exclaimed, ‘to see you, but, for Heaven’s sake, go
immediately within doors ; it is death to you to be
here at this time of night.” The child made no re-
ply, but, turning round, was quickly out of sight.
Mr. Alsop, unspeakably surprised, hurried to the
house. Here all was distress and confusion, for
Lord William had expired a few minutes before he
reached the portico.

“ This sad event being with all speed announced
to the Marquis of Lansdowne, in London, orders
were soon received at Bowood for the interment
of the corpse and the arrangement of the funeral
procession. The former was directed to take place
at High Wickham, in the vault which contained
the remains of Lord William’s mother ; the latter
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was appointed to halt at two specified places during
the two nights on which it would be on the road.
Mr. Jervis and Dr. Priestley attended the body.
On the first day of the melancholy journey, the lat-
ter gentleman, who had hitherto said little on the
subject of the appearance to Mr. Alsop, suddenly
addressed his companion with considerable emotion
in nearly these words: ¢ There are some very sin-.
gular circumstances connected with this event, Mr.
Jervis, and a most remarkable coincidence between
a dream of the late Lord William and our present
mournful engagement. A few weeks ago, as I was
passing by his room door one morning, he called
me to his bedside: “ Doctor,” said he, “ what is
your Christian name ?” ¢Surely,’” said I, ‘you
know it is Joseph.” ¢ Well, then,” replied he, in
a lively manner, “if you are a Joseph, you can in-
terpret a dream for me, which I had last night. I
dreamed, doctor, that I set out upon a long jour-
ney ; that 1 stopped the first night at Hungerford,
whither I went without touching the ground ; that
I flew from thence to Sa/t FHill, where I remained
the next night, and arrived at High Wickham on
the third day, where my dear mamma, beautiful as
an angel, stretched out her arms and caught me
within them.” ‘Now,” continued the doctor, ¢ these
are precisely the places where the dear child’s
corpse will remain on this and the succeeding night
before we reach his mother’s vault, which is finally
to receive it.’”’

Now here is a tissue of events as strange as they
are circumstantial ; and I mght set myself to illus-
trate the apparition by the agitated state of Mr.
Alsop’s mind, were it not for the wtter fallacy of
this mysterious story, on which the late Rev. Mr.
Jervis, of Brompton, whom I knew and esteemed,
deemed it essential to publish “ Remarks” in the
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year 1831. From these you will learn that Mr.
‘Warner is in error regarding the “address, desig-
nation, and age of the Hon. William Granville
Petty, the nature and duration of lus disorder, and
the name of the place of interment.”” And then it
comes out that neither Dr. Priestley nor Mr. Jer-
vis attended the funeral, nor conversed at any time
on the circumstance ; and, regarding Mr. Alsop’s
deathbed declaration, Mr. Jervis, who was in his
intimate confidence, never heard of such a thing
until Mr. Warner’s volume was pointed out to him.

This strange story, believed by good and wise
men, mvolved a seeming mystery, until we read in
Mr. J ervis’s “ Remalks one simple sentence in
reference to the gentleman by whom it was first
told—that “ the enthusiasm of his nature predis-
posed him to entertain some visionary and roman-
tic notions of supernatural appearances.”

FANTASY FROM MENTAL ASSOCIA-
TION.

¢ This is the very coinage of your brain :
This bodiless creation, ecstasy
Is very cunning in.”— Hamlet.

Cast. How delightful to wander thus among
the reliques of that age, when her citizens, the
colonists of Britain, migrated from imperial Rome,
and built their Venta Silurum, or Caerwent, from
the ruins of which these now mouldering walls
were formed. As we trod those plctured pave-
ments of Caerwent beneath the blue sky of yester-
noon, I felt all the inspiration of Astrophel, and a
pageantry of Roman patricians seemed to sweep
along the fragments of those painted tessele.

“Lulled in the countless chambers of the brain,
Our thoughts are link’d by many a hidden chain ;
Awake but one, and lo! what inyrads rise,
Each stamps his image as the other flies.”
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There is a happy combination of antiquity and
simplicity in this land of Gwent. Almost within
the shadow of the Roman Caerleon, the Monmouth-
shire peasants, at Easter and Whitsuntide, assem-
ble to plant fresh flowers on the graves of their
relatives. How I love these old customs! the
chanting of the carol at Christmas ; its very home-
liness, so redolent of love and friendship ; and that
quaint old Moresco dance which was introduced to
England by the noble Katherine of Arragon. Then
the pastimes of Halloween and Hogmany in Scot-
land, and the Walpurgis night of Germany, and
the May-day in Ireland, the festival of their patron
saint, and the Midsummer night when the bealfires
cast a universal lumination over the fells of the
green isle, and the still more sacred fire, lichted
up in November, in worship of their social deity,
Samhuin, whose potent influence charms the warm
hearts of all the maids of Erin around the winter
hearth of their homes. 1 listen unto these pleasures
as if they were mine own, as children associate all
the legends of their school histories with themselves
and their own time.

In every spot of this land of Wales the very
names of the olden time are before us: the romaunt
of Prince Arthur and his knights is ever present to
our fancy, for he hath, as on the crag that towers
over Edinburgh, a seat on many a mountain rock
in Wales; as the Cadair Arthur over Crickhowel,
and the semicircle on Little Doward, and Maen
Arthur on the moors of Cardigan.

Astr. I never look on scenes like this without
the echo of that beautiful apmtrophe of Johnson,
among the ruins of [ona, whispering in my ear.

Inspired by such an influence, 1 have roamed
over the Isle of Elephanta, and gazed on 1its gor-
geous pagoda bewn from the rock, and adorned by
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gigantic statues and mysterious symbols of the
same eternal granite; on the beauteous excava-
tions of Salsette ; on the wonders of Elora, and on
the classic reliques of Persepolis; on the beautiful
columns of Palmyra, the Tadmor in the wilderness,
where Solomon built his “fenced city;” as well
as those arabesque and Gothic temples, the abbeys
and cathedrals of our own island. I, too, have al-
most dared to think that superstition and idolatry
might be forgiven for the splendours of its archi-
tecture, even for the elevation of those giant blocks
of Stonehenge and Abury, the mouldering altars
of the Druidical priesthood, in the city consecrated
to their god.

So do I feel in this courtyard of Chepstow Cas-
tle, whilom the Est-brig-hoel of Doomsdaye Booke,
and in later times so blended with English history.
See you not the conqueror and his knights in
panoply on prancing steeds before you ? See you
not itz Osborne and Warren, its former lords,
loom out upon your sight? And, lo! the portal
opens, and the dungeon of Henry Martin, the regi-
cide, yawns like a Dottomless pit before us. The
shade of Charles Stewart rises ; and again the
phantom of Cromwell, uttering his eplthets of
scorn, as if the wanton Puritan were about to dash
the ink in the face of his colleague as he signed
the death-warrant of the king. And now the scene
changes, and behold the doomed one is chained to
those massive rings of iron, and there with groan-
ing dies.

Ev. T am most willing that you should thus in-
dulge in your wild rhapsody, Astrophel, -for it is
the happy illustration of one potent cause of spec-
tral illusion—association. There are few whose
minds are not excited in some degree when they
tread the localities of interesting events. By mem-
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ory and its combinations something like an inspired
vision may often seem to come over us—a day-
dream; or, if we have been brooding over a sub-
ject, or gazing on the relies of departed or absent
love and friendship, or while we stand on a spot
consecrated by genius, or when we have passed the
scene of a murder, still will association fling around
us its visionary shadows.

Shortly after the death of Maupertuis, the presi-
dent of the Academy of Berlin, Mr. Gleditsch, the
curator of natural history, was traversing the hall
in solitude, when he saw the phantom of the presi-
dent standing in an angle of the room, with his eyes
intensely fixed on him: an effect pelfect]y explica-
ble by the association of intense impression of
memory in the very arena of the president’s former
dignity.

You will remember the story of a rich libertine
told by Sir Walter Scott. Whenever he was alone
in his drawing-room, he was so haunted by a spec-
tral corps de ballet, that the very furniture was, as
it were, converted into phantoms. To release him-
self from this unwelcome intrusion, he retired to
his country house, and here, for a while, he obtained
the quiet which he sought. But it chanced that
the furniture of his town house was sent to him in
the country, and on the instant that his eyes fell on
his drawing-room chairs and tables, the illusion
came afresh on his mind. By the influence of as-
sociation, the green figurantes came frisking and
capering into his room, shouting in his unwilling
ears, ‘““ Here we are! here we are!”

It is not, however, essential that there be sub-
stance at all to excite these spectres. Idea alone
is sufficient.

Do you think it strange that a ghost should ap-
pear fleshless and shadowy without some super-
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natural influence ? Be assured that the only influ-
ence exists in the sublime and intricate workings
of that mind which in its pure state was itself an
emanation from the Deity, which is only shadowed
by illusion while in its earthly union with the brain,
and which, on the dissolution of that brain, will
again live uncombined, a changeless and eternal
spirit.

It is as easy to believe the power of mind in
conjuring up a spectre as in enter taining a simple
thought ; it 1s not strange that this thourrht may ap-
pear cml)odwd ebpecnlly if the e\tem'tl senses be
shut. If we thlnk of a distant friend, do we not
see a form in our mind’s eye, and, if this idea be
intensely defined, does it not become a phantom ?

‘ Phantasma est sentiendi actus, neque differt a
sensione aliter quam fier1 differt a factum esse.”

“ A phantom is an act of thinking,” &e.

You have dipped deeply into Hobbes Astrophel,
and will correct me if I misquote this phllosopher
of Malmsbury.

It was in Paris, at the soirée of Mons. Bellart,
and a few days after the death of Marshal Ney,
the servant, ushering in the Mareschal Ain¢, an-
nounced Mons. Le Mareschal Ney. We were
startled ; and may I confess to you that the eidclon
of the Prince of Moskwa was, for a moment, as
perfect to my sight as reality ?

Now it is as easy to imagine a fairy infinitely
small as a giant infinitely large. Between an idea
and a phantom, then, there is only a difference in
degree ; their essence is the same as between the
simple and transient thought of a child and the in-
tense and beautiful ideas of a Shakspeare, a Mil-
ton, or a Dante.

““Consider your own conceptions,” said Imlac,
“you will find substance without extension. An

3
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ideal form is no less 7eal/ than material, but yet it
has no extension.”

You hear 1 adopt the word 7dea as referring to
the organ of wision, but sight is not the only sense
sulgect to 1illusion. Heannrr taste, smell, touch,
may be thus perverted, because the omrm'xl 1m-
pression was on the focus of all the senses, the
brain.

Indeed, two of these illusions are often synchro-
nous ; as when a deep, sepulchral voice is uttered
by a thin, filmy spectre, like the ghosts of Ossian,
thrmwh which the moonbeams and the stars were
seen to glimmer. But the illusion of the eye is by
far the most common, and hence our adopted terms
refer chleﬂy to the sight, as spectre, phantom, phan-
tasm, apparition, eldo]un, chost, shadow, shade.

lhe ghost, then, is nothing more th'm an ntense
/ idea. And as I have calurht the mood of story-
telling, listen to some an'xlurrlcs of those deep im-
pressions on the mind which are the spring of all
this fantasy.

That destructive brainworm, Demonomania, is
often excited in the mind of a proselyte by design-
ing religious fanatics. Let the life of the selected
person he ever so virtuous and e\cmplar}, she (for
it is usually on the softer sex that these impostures
are practised) becomes convinced of the influence
of the demon over her, and she is thus eriminally
taught the necessity of*conversion—is won over to
the erroneous doctrine of capricious and unquali-
fied election.

These miseries do not always spring from self-
interested impostors. The parent and the nurse,
in addition to the nursery t tales of fairies and of
genii, too often inspire the minds of children with
these diabolical phantoms. The effect is always
detrimental—too often permanently destructive. I

F
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will quote one case from the fourth volume of the
Psychological Magazine, related by a student of
the University of Jena. “ A young girl, about nine
or ten years old, had spent her birthday, with sev-
eral companions of her own age, in all the gayety
of youthful amusement. Her parents were of a
rigorous devout sect, and had filled the child’s

head with a number of strange and horrid notions
about the devil, hell, and eternal damnation. In
the evening, as she was retiring to rest, the devil
appeared to her and threatened to devour her.
She gave a loud shriek, fled to the apartment
where her parents were, and fell down, apparently
dead, at their feet. A physician was called in, and
she began to recover herself in a few hours. She
then related what had happened, adding that she
was sure she was to be dammed. This accident
was immediately followed by a severe and tedious
nervous complaint.”

The ghost will not appear to tell us what wull
happen, but it may rise, and with awful solemnity,
too, to tell us that which Aas happened. Such is
the phantom of remorse—the shadow of conscience
—which 1s, indeed, a natural penalty—a crime that
carries w1th it its own consecutive punishment.
Were the lattice of Momus fixed in the bosom,
that window through which the springs of passion
could be seen, there would be, I fear, a dark spot
on almost every heart, as there is, to quote the
Italian proverb, ¢ a skeleton in every house.” Of
these pangs of memory, the pages both of history
and fiction are teeming. Not in the visions of
sleep alone, but in the glale of noonday, the appa-
rition of a victim comes upon the guilty mind—

‘““ As when a gryphon through the wilderness,
With winged course, o'er hill and moory dale,
Pursues the Arimaspian, who, by stealth,

Had from his wakeful custody purlomed
The guarded gold »
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Brutus, and Richard Plantagenet, and Clarence,
and Macbeth, and Manfred, and Lorenzo, and
Wallace, and Marmion, are but the archetypes of
a very numerous family in real life, for Shakspeare,
and Byron, and Schiller, and Scott have painted
in high relief these portraits from the life.

Many a real Manfred has trembled as he called
up the phantom of Astarte; many a modern Bru-
tus has gazed at midnight on the evil spirit of his
Caesar ; many a modern Macbeth points to the
vacant chair of his Banquo, the ghost in his seat,
and he mentally exclaims, “ Hence, horrible shad-
ow ! unreal mockery, hence !”

Ipa. Ay, and many a false heart, like Marmion,
hears, as his life ebbs on the battle-field, the phan-
tom voice of Constance Beverly:

“The monk, with unavailing cares,
Exhausted all the church’s prayers.
Ever he said, that, close and near,
A lady’s voice was in his ear,
And that the priest he could not hear,
For that she ever sung:
¢In the lost battle, borne down by the flying,
Where mingles war’s rattle with groans of the dying’—
So the notes rung.”

We read in Moreton an exquisite story of the
trial of a murderer, who had with firmness pleaded
“mnot guilty.” On a sudden, casting his eyes on
the witness-box, he exclaimed, “ This is not fmr-
no one 1s allowed to be witness in his own case.”
The box was empty, as you may suppose, but the
eye of his conscience saw his bleeding victim gla-
ring on him, and ready to swear to “his murder.
He felt that his fate was sealed, and pleaded guilty
to the crime.

‘““ Deeds are done on earth,
thch have their punishment ere the earth closes
?on the perpetrators. Be it the working
Of the remorse-stained fancy, or the vision
Distinct and real of unearthly being :
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All ages witness that, beside the couch
Of the fell homicide, oft stalks the ghost
Of him he slew, or shows his shadowy wound.”

It is this utter humiliation of the spirit, and the
conviction of our polluted nature, that rankle so in-
tensely in the wounded heart; and thence the re-
pentant sinner feels so deeply that awful truth,
that there is a Being infinitely more pure and god-
like than himself.

Ev. A very fertile source of spectral illusion is
the devotion to peculiar studies and deep reflection
on interesting subjects. Mons. Esquirol records
the hallucination of a lady who had been reading
a terrific account of the execution of a criminal,
Ever after, in all her waking hours, and in every
place, she saw above her left eye the phantom of a
bloody head, wrapped in black crape—a thing so
horrible to her, that she repeatedly attempted the
commission of suicide. And of another lady, who
had dipped so deeply into a history of witches, that
she became convinced of her having, like Tam
O’Shanter’s lady of the ¢ cutty sark,’  been initiated
into their mysteries, and officiated at their “sab-
bath” ceremonies.

Monsieur Andral, in his youth, saw in La Pitié
the putrid body of a child covered with larve, and
during the next morning, the spectre of this corpse
lying on his table was as perfect as reality.

We have known mathematicians whose ghosts
even appeared in the shape of coloured circles and
squares, and Justus Martyr was haunted by the
phantoms of flowers. Nay, our own Sir Joshua,
after he had been painting portraits, sometimes
believed the trees, and flowers, and posts to be men
and women.

I knew myself a bombardier, whose brain had
been wounded in a battle. To this man a post was
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an enemy, and he would, when a sudden phrensy
came on him, attack it in the street with his cane,
and not leave it until he believed that his foeman
was beaten or lay prostrate at his feet.

Intense feeling, ebpcually if combined with ap-
prehenblon often raises a phantom. The unhappy
Sir R C , on being summoned to attend
the Princess Charlotte of Wales, saw her form
robed in white distinetly glide along before him as
he sat in his carriage : a parallel, nay, an explana-
tion to the interesting stories of Astrophel.

Then the sting of conscience may warp a common
object thus. Theodnc, the Gothic king, un_]ustly
condemned and put to death Boéthius and Symma-
chus. It chanced at that time that a large fish was
served to him at dinner, when his imagination di-
rectly changed the fish’s head into the ghastly face
of b)mmachus, upbraiding him with the murder
of innocence ; and such was the effect of the phan-
tom, that in a few days he died. DBut these spec-
tral forms were seen, like the dagger of Macbeth,
and the hand-writing on the wall, by none but the
conscience-stricken, a proof of their being ideal, and
not I'Ca]o

Not long after the death of Byron, Sir Walter
Scott was engaged in his study, during the darken-
ing twilight of an autumnal ev ening, in reading a
sketch of his form and habits, his manners and opin-
ions. On a sudden he saw, as he laid down his
book and passed into his hal], the eidolon of his de-
parted friend before him. He remained for some
time impressed by the intensity of the illusion,
which had thus created a phantom out of skins,
and scarfs, and plaids, hanging on a screen in the
Gothic halt of Abbotsford.

I learn from Dr. T. that a certain lady was on
the eve of her marriage, but her lover was killed

5 F2
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as he was on his way to join her. An acute fever
immediately followed this impression; and on
each subsequent day, when the same hour struck
on the clock, she fell into a state of ecstasy, and
believed that the phantom of her lover wafted her
to the skies ; then followed a swoon of two or three

‘hours’ duration, and her diurnal recovery ensued.

Cast. I know not if it will make me happier,
Evelyn, but I have learned from your lips to believe
that many of those legends which I held as poetic
fictions may be the stories of minds in which, un-
der the influence of devoted affection, the slightest
semblance to an object so beloved may work up the
phantom of far distant or departed forms. You
may have read the romantic devotion of Henry
Howard to the fair Geraldine, the flower of Eng-
land’s court, and the chivalrous challenge of her
beauty to the knights of F'rance. During his trav-
els on the Continent he fell in with the alchymist
Cornelius Amppa, Who, by his sleight cunning,
showed in a magic mirror (as he said) 1o the dotmg
mind of the earl his absent beauty reclining on a
couch, and reading by the light of a waxen taper
the homage of his pen to her exquisite beauty.
Then there was an archbishop of the Euchaites, a
professor of magic in the ninth century. The Em-
peror Basil besought this pseudo-magus Santaba-
ran for a sight of his long-lost and beloved son.
He appeared before the emperor in a costume of
splendour and mounted on a charger, and sinking
into his arms, instantly vanished. This fantasy, and
the glamourle of the witch of Falsehope over Mi-
chael Scott, and the vision of the wondrous tale of
Vatheck, and the legend of the Duke of Anjou in
Froissart, might be the rude shadows of some slight
phantasmagoria working on a sensitive or lmpas-
sioned mind, may they not ?
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Ev. I am proud of my proselyte, lady.

Ipa. I presume these illusions may be wrought
without the outlines of dzstinct shapes. 1 have ever
thought the vision of Eliphaz the Temanite more
qolenm because an wndefined shadow: ¢ A vision
18 bef'(ne our face, but we cannot discern the form
thereof.” And where the profane poets have writ-
ten thus mystically, they have risen in sublimity.
Such is Milton’s portraiture of death :

“The other shape,
If shape it could be called, which shape had none
Distinguishable in membu, joint, or limb ;
Or substance might be called that shadow seemed,
For each seemed neither.”
And in the splendid vision of Manfred, whose

thoughts were, alas! so polluted by passion—

“1 see
The steady aspect of a clear, large star,
But nothing more.
SririT. We have no form beyond the elements,
Of which we are the mind and principle.”

And the idolaters profanely adopted this mystic
metaphor when they inscribed their Temple of Isis
at Sais—

“I am whatever has been, is, and shall be, and no one hath ta-
ken off my veil.”

Ev. The phantom is often described as destitute
of form. When Johnson was asked to define the
ghost which appeared to old Cave, he answered,
“ Why, sir, something of a skadowy being.”” And
there is a sublimity and a mystery in that which is
indefinite. Two very deep philosophers have,
however, differed in opinion regarding the effect ot
darkness and obscurity on the mind, Burke al-
ludes to darkness as a cause of the sublime and ter-
rific (and he is supported by Tacitus—* Omne ig-
notum pro magnifico est”) ; Locke, as not natural-
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ly a cause of terror, but as it is associated by nurses
and old crones with ghosts and goblins.

I will not split this difference, but I believe
Burke is in the right. Obscurity is doubtless deep-
ly influential in raising phantoms : that which is
indefinable becomes almost of necessity a ghost.
If the ghosts of Shakspeare did not appear, the il-
lusion would be more impressive. In darkness
and night, therefore, the ghosts burst their cere-
ments, the spirits walk abroad, and the ghost-seers
revel in all their superstitious glory. The Druids,
those arch impostors, acted their mysteries in the
depth of shadowy groves; and the heathen idols
are half hidden both in the hut of the American In-
dian and the temples of Indostan. It is true, chil-
dren shut their eyes when frightened, but this is -
stinctive, and because they think it real; but, in
truth, they ever dread the notion of darkness. By
the fancy of a timid mind, in the deepening gloom
of twilight, a withered oak has been fashioned into
a living monster ; and I might occupy our evening
in recounting the tales of terror to which a decay-
ed trunk once gave birth among some village gos-
sips in the weald of Sussex.

There are few who ‘ revisit the glimpses of the
moon,”’ whose romantic humour leads them abroad
about nightfall, who have not sometimes been in-
fluenced by feeling somewhat like fantasy during
the indistinet vision of twilight; the dim emana-
tions of the crescent, or the more deceptive illusion
of an artificial lJuminous point irradiating a circum-
ambient vapour. Through the magnifying power
of this floating medium the i image may be fashion-
ed into all the fancied forms of pOCth’Il creation.

At a midnight hour, by a blue taper light, and
in a ruined castle, a 31mplc tale will become a ro-
mance of terror.
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I have spoken thus to introduce an incident
which occurred years ago, and yet my mind’s eye
shows it to me as if it were of yesterday.

It was in the year , on the eve of my pre-
senting myself at the colloge for my diplmna 1
had been deeply engaged during the day in tracing
with some fellow- btudcntq the dlbtl'lbutl()ll of tlw
nervous ganglia. The shades of evening had closed
over us as our studies were nearly comph,red and
one by one my compamons cgave me good-night,
until, about ten o’clock, I was left alone still | po-
ring over the subject of my study by the dim light
of a solitary taper. On a sudden 1 was startled by
the loud pealing of a clock, which, striking twelve,
warned me most uncxpccted]v of the solunn hour
of midnight ; for I was not otherwise conscious of
this lapse of time. Ior a moment I seemed in ut-
ter darkness, until, straining my eyes, a blue and
lurid glimmer floated around me. A chilliness
crept over me, and I had a strange indefinable con-
sciousness of utter desolation—of being immured
in some Tartarean cavern, or pent among icx, rocks,
for the cold night-wind was sweeping in hollow
murmurs thr ough the vaults. In the blue half-twi-
light I was at length sensible that I was not alone,
but in the presence of indistinct shadowy forms, si-
lent and motionless as the grave; and by that aw-
ful sensation of the sublime which springs from
obscurity, I conceived that I had suffered transmi-

-ation, or had glided unconsciously through the
gates of Hades, and that these were the imbodied
spirits—the manes of the departed, in sleep; and
then I thought the sounds were not those of the
wind, but the hollow moaning of those restless
spirits that could not sleep. By some species of
glamourie which I could not comprehend, the
gloom appeared to brighten by slow degrees, and
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the forms became more distinet. "When we are in-
volved in mystery, the sense of touch is instinctive-
ly brought to its analysis. I put forth my hand,
and found that my eyes were not mocked with a
mere vision ; for it came in contact with something
icy, cold, and death-like—it was an arm clammy
and cadaverous that fell across my own; and as
the smell of death came over me, a corpse rolled
into my lap.

The moaning of the breeze increased, and the
screech-owl shrieked as she flitted unseen around
me. At this moment a scream of agony was heard
in the distance, as of some mortal frame writhing
in indescribable anguish, while a hoarse and wiz-
ard voice cried, “ Endure! endure!” It ceased;
and then 1 hc‘ud a pattering and flutter, and then
a shrill squeaking, as of some tiny creatures that
were playing their gambols in the darkness which
again came round me. On a sudden all was hush-
ed and there was a glimmer of cold twilight, as
when a horn of the moon, as Astrophel would say,
comes out from an eclipse; and then a brighter
gleam of bluer light burst through the gloom, at
which I confess I started, and my hand dropped
into a pool of blood. lee the astonished Tam
O’Shanter, it seemed that I was alone in the cham-
ber of death, or the solitary spectator of some de-
mon incantation, or of some wholesale murder.
There were some forms blue and livid, some ca-
daverous, of “span-long, wee, unchristened bairns,”
and others, deluged in blood and impurity, lay
around me; one pale and attenuated form, that
more than mocked the delicate beauty of the Me-
dicean Venus, lay naked on the ground. On the
athletic form of another the moonbeam fell in a
glory, as if the fabled legend of Endymion was re-
alized before my eyes.
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AsTr. And—

Ev. Ay, now for the secret—the materiel of this
wild vision. The truth was, I had dropped asleep
in the dissecting-room ; the candle had burned
out; and thus, with a copious supply of dead
bodies, the howling of the tempest, the purple
storm-clouds, the blue gleams of moonshine, and
bats, and screech-owls, and the screams of patients
in the surgical wards, and, withal, the hoarse voices
of those croaking comforters, the night-nurses, 1
have placed before you a harmony of horrors that
might not shame a legend of Lewis or a Radcliff-
ian romance.

Simple as this will be the explanation of many
and many a tale of mystery, although fraught with
accumulated horrors, like those of the Castle of
Udolpho;” and if, putting aside that ultra-roman-
tic appetite for the marvellous, we have courage to
attempt their analysis, the pages of demonoluay
will be shorn of half thcu terrors, the gulf of super-
stition will be illumined by the hcrht of philosophy,
and creation stand forth in all 1ts harmonious and
beautiful nature.

FANTASY FROM CEREBRAL EXCITE-
MENT.
“ A false creation,

Proceeding from the heat-oppressed brain.”
Macbeth.

Astr, I will grant the influence of all these in-
spiring causes, Kvelyn, but it is not under adventi-
tious circumstances alone that the gifted seer is pre-
gented with his v151ons, but also in the clear day-
light, in the desert, or in a mountain hut ; surround-
ed, too, by those who are content with the common
faculties of man.
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Among many of the Gothic nations especially,
women were the peculiar professors of divination
and magic. The Volva-Seidkona, the Fiolkyngi,
the Visindakona, and the Nornir were the oracu-
lar priestesses, the chief of whom was the Hexa.
These had the faculty of insight into skulda, or the
future, and foreknew the doom of mortals: either
to the niflheiner, or hell, over which presided the
half blue and half flesh-tinted Hela, the goddess of
Death, who, as the Cimbric peasants believed, dif-
fused pestilence and plague as she rode over the
earth on her three-footed horse Hellhest ; or to the
Valhalla, or paradise of Odin. And this we read
in the ¢ Edda.”

Ev. Gramercy, Astrophel, you run up the cata-
logue of these weird women as you were involved
in theu unholy league. Have a care, or we must
have you caged. There was once a Dr. Fordage,
a divine of Berkshire (as it is recorded in a strange
book, “ Demonium Meridianum, or Satan at Noon-
day”), accused of seeing spectres, such as “drag-
ons with tails eight yards long, with four formida-
ble tusks, and spouting fire from their nostrils.”
Remember the peril, and beware.

Astr. Oh, sir, you must impeach by wholesale,
for clairvoyance or second sight prevails in some
regions as a national faculty.

The courses of my travel have shown to me this
inspiration, especially among the elevated parts of
the globe. The Hartz and other forests in Germa-

ny, the Alps and Pyrenees, the Highlands of Scot-
land, the hills of Ireland, the mountains of the Isle
of Man, and the frozen fields of Iceland and Nor-
way, abound in ghostly legends. Among the passes
of the Spanish Sierras, also, it is believed that the
Saludadores and the Covenanters saw angels on the
hill side during their wanderings and persecutions.
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Ev. And how clear is the natural reason of this.
As in the wide desert, so on the mountain, nature
assumes her wildest form. Of the awful sublimity
of clouds, and vapours, and lightnings, among the
gorges of the giant rocks, of the Alps, and the Ap-
ennines, and the deep and dreadful howling of a
storm in the icy bosom of a glacier, or bellowing
among the erumbling walls of ruined castles, the
lowlander can form no idea.

The mind both of the Bedouin Arab, and espe-
cially of the mountaineer, is thus cradled in ro-
mance. If that mind be rude and uncultivated, cre-
dulity and superstition are its inmates; ignorance
being the common stamp of the seers, except in rare
instances of deep reflectors or melancholy book-
worms, whose abstractions, like those of Allan Bane,
and Bnan, and MacAulay, assume the prophetic
faculty ; the seer by its power perceiving, as he
declares, things distant or future as if they were
betore his eye.

The superstitious legends of Martin, the historian
of the Western Isles, and the precepts for the prac-
tice and governance of this clairvoyance, prove a
deep interest and impression, but not a mystery.
Among the defiles of Sneefel, in Man, the belief 1s
pr evalent : ¢ A Manksman amld his lonexy mount-
ains reclines by some romantic stream, the mur-
murings of which lull him into a pleaamrr torpor ;
half slumbering, he sees a variety of imaginary bc-
ings, which he believes to be real. bornctnnes
they resemble his traditionary idea of fairies, and
sometimes they assume the appearance of his
friends and neighbours. Presuming on these
dreams, the Manks enthusiast pr edicts ¢ some future
event.”~ Here 1s a local reason, as among the icy
mountains of the North. Cht,ﬂer writes that thus

influenced, the melancholy of the Laplandela ren-
G
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ders them ghost-seers, and the dream and the vision
are ever believed by them to be prophetic.

Cast. It is the contemplation of these Alpine
glories that gilds with so bright a splendour of im-
agery the romances of mountain poets, the wild le-
gends of Ossian, and those which spangle, as with
sparkling jewels, the pages of the * Lay,” the
“ Lady of the Lake,” and “Marmion.” It may
excite the jealousy of a classic, but the ghosts and
heroes of Ossian, as very acute critics decide, are
cast in a finer mould than the gods of Homer.

You smile at me, most learned clerks of Oxen-
ford, yet I believe the critics are correct. When
I was prowling in the king’s private library in
Paris, M. Barbier placed in my hands two of the
most precious tomes, the folio * Evangelistarium,”
or prayer-book of Charlemagne, and the 4to edition
of Ossian. The one is sanctified by its subject, and
rich beyond compare in illuminations of gold and
colours, and priceless in the eyes of the biblioma-
niac. The other was the favourite book of Napoleon.

Fancy that you hear him in the solitude of St.
Cloud, poring in deep admiration over passages
like this:

“ Fingal drew his sword, the blade of dark-brown
Luno. The gleaming path of the steel winds
through the gloomy ghost. The form fell shape-
less into air, like a column of smoke as it rises from
the half-extinguished furnace. The spirit of Loda
shrieked, as, rolled into himself, he rose on the
wind. Imistore shook at the sound. The waves
heard it on the deep, and stopped in their course
with fear.”

And yet these beauties, like the pictures of Tur-
ner, are looked upon with a smile of wondering
pity or of scorn, simply because these home-keep-
ing critics have never scaled the mountain, or
breasted the storm for its wild and purple glory.


http://hdl.handie.net/2027/loc.ark:/13960/t71v6bj9k
http://www.hathitrust.Org/access_use%23pd

FANTASY FROM CEREBRAL EXCITEMENT. 75

Among the mountains of Wales it was my for-
tune to light on many a wild spot, where the poetry
of nature fell like the sun-light on the heart of the
peasant. In the beautiful vale of Neath there is
tne tiny hamlet of Pont-Neath-Vechan. I shall
ever remember how fair and beautiful it seemed
as I descended from the mountain rocks of Peny
Craig, the loftiest of the Alps of Glamorgan, which
enclose Ystrad-Vodwg, the “village of the green
valley.” Around its humble cott'wcs is spread the
most romantic scenery of blecknocl\shlr The
tributaries of its rolling river there blend their wa-
ters—those torrent streams which Drayton has im-
personated in the Polyolbion as

“ Her handmaids Melte sweet, clear Hepsté, and Tragath.”

On the Melte 1s the wondrous cavern of Porth-
Mawr, through which, in Stygian darkness, flows
this Acherontic river. And on the clear Hepsté is
that glittering waterfall which, in the midst nfleafy
\’VOOdb and bu.skv olens, throws itself, like a min-
iature Niagara, from the rock, forming an arch of
crystal, bmmath wlmh the traveller and the peas-
ant cross the river’s bed on the moss-green and slip-
pery limestone. Oh! for the pcn(nl of a Salvator,
the pen of Torquato, to picture the wild vision
which was before my eyes when I sought shelter be-
neath this crystal canopy from the deluo'e of a thun-
der cloud. The lightning flash 0‘10'1]]10(] through
the waterfall, forming a pu%matlc l'unbow of tr'ms-
cendent beauty, while the deep peal swept through
the echoing dm(rles, and the erimson-spotted tr out
leaped in sportive summersets over the water-ousel
that was walking quietly on the gravel, deep in the
water.

In this wilderness of nature, no wonder that le-
gends should prevail : that fairies are seen sporting

« in “he Hepste cascades, and that in the dark cavern
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of Cwm-Rhyd y Rhesg, the ghosts of headless la-
dies so often affright the romantic girls of these wild
valleys. No wonder that they believe the giant
Idris, enthroned on his mountain chair, shook the
three pebbles from his shoe into that pool which
bears the name of the Lake of Three Grains ; or
that the shrieks of Prince Idwal are to this day
heard by the peasants of Snowdonia amid the
storm which bursts over the purple crag of the
T wll-dhu, and thunder clouds cast a deeper and a
darker shade over the black water of Lyn Idwal.
Nay, I myself may confess, that as I have stood on
the peaks of Y Wyddfa, while the white and crim-
son clouds rolled beneath me in fleecy masses,
whirling around the cone of Snowdon, 1 have for
a moment believed that I was something more than
earthly. And when enveloped in the mysterious
cloud which rests on the head of Mount Pilate in
Lucern, I gave half my faith to the legend of the
guide, that storm and human trouble, and the perils
of flocks in the vicinity of its triple peak, were the
result of the self-immersion of Pontius Pilate in its
lake, an act of remorse at his impious adjudication.
This unhallowed water was regarded with dismay,
and not a pebble might be cast to make a ripple
on its surface and disturb the quiet of the traitor.
But lo! in the sixteenth century the spell was
proved to be a fable by an assemblage of bold
Switzers, who hurled rocks into the lake, and swam
across its water without the slightest indication of
displeasure from this kelpie of the Brundeln Alp.
Ev. The truth is sweeter on your lips than fic-
tion, Castaly. Whisper again in the ear of As-
trophel the penalties entailed on the indulgence of
second sight. Dr. Abercrombie knew a gentleman
who could, by his will, call up spirits, and seers
have assured me that the sight is, to a certain de-
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gree, voluntary : by fixing the attention on a sub-
ject during the dark hour, the power of divination
may be increased, but it cannot be controlled. But
those who indulge in those illusions are often driven
on to a degree of phrensy equal to the agonizing
penaity of Frankenstein ; ; even as the witch of En-
dor trembled when she raised before Saul the spirit
of Samuel, or the Iberian princess Pyréne, who,
like Sin, fled from the child-serpent which was
born from her dalliance with Hercules.

The effort of the seers, nay, the mysterious or-
deal to which they submit themselves, are often so
painful, that they gaze with strained eyeballb, and
fainting occurs as the vision appears. When the
dark hour is over, they will exclaim with MacAulay,
“Thank God, the mist hath passed from my spirit !"’
Indeed, Sir Walter Scott observed in those who
presumed to this faculty, ¢ shades of mental aber-
ration which caused him to feel alarmed for those
who assumed the sight.”” Archibald, duke of Ar-

yle, was a seer, and it is written that he was
haunted by dlwe phantoms, the origin, I believe, of
our epithet for melancholy—¢ blue devils.”

At the foot of yonder purple mountains in Mor-
gany once lived Colonel Bowen, a doer of evil
works, whose spectral visitations fill so many pages
of Ba\tel s “ Essay on the Reality of Apparitions.’
This deep historian of the realm of shadows tells
that the wizard was worn down by the phantoms
of his evil conscience ; that he imprisoned himself
and his boy, who was, I presume, a sort of famulus,
in a small castle ; that he walked and talked of di-
ablerie, and I ]\now not what miseries, in his sleep.

I have myself known those who see spectres
when they shut their eyes, before an attack of de-
lirtum, which vanish on the readmission of light ;
and in imaginative minds, under peculiar condi-

G2
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tions, intense reading may so shut out the real
world that an effort is required to re-establish
vision. In Polydori’s ¢ Vampyre” it is recorded
that they had been reading phantasmagoria and
ghost stories in Germany, thereby highly exciting
the sensitive mind of Percy Bysshe Shelley. Anon,
on Byron’s reading some lines of Christabel,
Shelley ran from the room, and was found leaning
on a mantel-piece bedewed with cold and clammy
perspiration ; and it is enough to read of the gloom
which marked the minds of those geister-sehers,
the proselytes of Swedenborg (among whom he
ranked the King of Plusma) to reclaim all the
converts to his strange religion.

Astr. There is a bright side, Evelyn. In Ger-
many, those children which are born on a Sunday
are termed “ Sontag’s kind,” and are believed to
be endowed with the faculty of seeing spirits; these
are gifted with a life of Lappiness.

Ev. And you believe it. Well, for a moment I
grant its truth ; but it is the reverse in Scotland ;
the vision is almost ever cheerless, and prophetic
of wo. ¢ Does the sight come gloomy o’er your
spirit ¥’ asks MacAulay. “ As dark as the shadow
of the moon when she is darkened in her course in
heaven, and prophets foretel of future times.”’
And the anathema of Roderich Dhu’s prophet Brian
is dark and gloomy as the legend of his mysterious
birth, or its prototype, the impure fable of Atys,
and the loves of J upiter and Sangaris.

Casr. If I am the sylph to charm this moody
gentleman from his reveries, I will warn him in
the words of a canzonet, even of the 17th century :

“Yet, rash astrologer, refrain ;
Too dearlv would be won
The prescience of another’s pain,
If purchased by thine own.”

And I will tell him what Collins writes on the
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perils of the seer, in his ““ Ode on Highland Super-
stition :”’
“How they whose sight such dreary dreams engross,
With their own vision oft astonished droop,
When o’er the wat’ry strath or quaggy moss
They see the gliding ghosts imbodied troop.
They know what spirit brews the stormful day,
And, heartless, oft like moody madness stare
To see the phantom train their secret work prepare.”
He listens not to me. Nay, then, I will try the
virtue of a spell that has oft shed a ray of light over
the dark hour of the ghost-seer. I will whisper
music in thine ear, Astrophel. The fiend of Saul
was chased away by the harp of David ; the gloomy
shadows of Allan MacAulay were brightened by
the melody of Annot Lyle; and the illusion of
Philip of Spain, that he was dead and in his grave,
was dispelled by the exquisite lute of the Rose of
the Alhambra.

Astr. My thanks, fair Castaly; yet wherefore
should I claim your syren spells? My visions are
delightful as the inspiration of the improvisatore,
and carry not the penalty of the monomaniac. But
say, if there be (in vulgar words) a crack in this
cranium of mine, may not this crack, as saith the
learned Samuel Parr, “let in the light 2

If prophetic visions in the early ages came over
the dying, why not in ours ?

The last solemn speech of Jacob was an inspired
prophecy of the miraculous advent: * The sceptre
shall not depart from Judah, nor a lawgiver from
between his feet, until Shiloh come, and to him
shall the gathering of the people be.” And is it
profanation to ask, why may not the departing
spirit of holiness, even now, prophesy to us ?

As we see the stars from the deep well, so may
such spirits look into futurity from the dark abyss
of dissolution. In some cases of little children, L
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have learned that this unearthly feeling has caused
them to anticipate their dying. How pathetically
does John Evelyn, in his Diary, allude to the an-
ticipation of his little boy—* an angel in body and
in mind, who died of a quartan ague, in his fifth
year. The day before he died he called to me,
and told me that, for all I loved him so dearly, I
should give my house, lands, and all my fine
things to his brother.”

The dying seem indeed themselves to feel that
they are scarcely of this world. Holcroft, a short
time before his death, hearing his children on the
stairs, said to his wife, ¢ Are those your children,
Louisa?” as if he were already in another exist-
ence—as if the human mind itself were perusing
the celestial volume of the recording angel, the
awful book of fate.

‘When the northern Indian is stretched on the
torture, even amid his agonies, an inspired combi-
nation of belief and hope presents him with vivid
pictures of the blessed regions of the Kitchi Mani-
tou. The faithful Mussulman, in the agonies of
aeath, feels assured that his enchanted sight is
blessed by the beautiful houris in Mohammed’s
paradise. The Runic warriors, also, as the Ice-
landic chronicles record in their epitaphs, when
mortally wounded in battle, “fall, laugh, and ex-
pire;” and in this expiration, like the dying war-
riors of Homer, predict the fate of their enemies.

As the venom of the serpent curdled the blood
in the veins of Regner Lodbrog, the Danish king,
he exclaimed, with ecstasy, “ What new joys arise
within me! I am dying! I hear Odin’s voice;
the gates of his palace are already opened, and
half-naked maidens advance to meet me. A blue
scarf heightens the dazzling whiteness of their bo-
soms ; they approach, and present me with the
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soul-exhilarating beverage in the bloody sculls of
my enemies.”
Ev. In that awful moment, when the spirit is

“ Soon from his cell of clay
To burst a seraph in the blaze of day,”

the mind is prone to yield to those feelings which
it might perhaps, in the turmoil of the busy world
and at another period, deem superstition. There
" is something in the approach of death of so holy
and so solemn a nature, something so unlike life
in the feeling of the dying, that in this transition,
although we cannot compass the mystery, some
vision of another world may steal over the retiring
spirit, imparting to it a proof of its immortality. I
do not fear to yield, for once, my approval of this
devout passage of Sir Thomas Brown: “It is ob-
served that men sometimes, upon the hour of their
departure, do speak and reason above themselves;
for then the soul begins to be freed from the liga-
ments of the body, and to discourse in a strain
above mortality.” It is on the verge of eternity,
and the laws and principles of v1ta11ty may be al-
ready repealed by the Being who conferred them.
The arguments, then, recrmdmo' the phenomena of
life may fail when life has all but ceased.

With this admission, I may counsel Astrophel
as to the danger of adducing heathen history or
fiction in proof of this solemn ¢ question.

Cast. And yet Shakspeare, for one, with a poet’s
license, brings before us, as you do, the dying hour
as the cawuse of prophetic vision. John of Gaunt,
on his deathbed, mutters,

“ Methinks I am a prophet new inspired,
And thus expiring do foretel of him,”

and then predicts the fate of Richard.

And remember, the dying Hotspur says,
6
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“ Now could I prophesy,
But that the icy hand of death,” &c.

Ev. Well, I will not controvert your creed, As-
trophel ; rather let me illustrate some of your ap-
parent mysteries by simple analogy.

As in these extreme moments of life, so in the
hour of extreme danger, when an awful fate is im-
pending, and the world and our sacred friendships
are about to be lost to us, a vision of our absent
friends will pass before us with all the light of real-
ity. We read in the writings of Dr. Conolly of a
person who, in danger of being swamped on the
Eddystone Rock, saw the phantoms of his family
passing distinctly before him; and these are the
words of the English Opium-eater: “I was once
told by a near relative of mine, that, having in her
childhood fallen into a river, and being on the very
verge of death but for the critical assistance which
reached her, she saw in a moment her whole life in
its minutest incidents arrayed before her simulta-
neously, as in a mirror, and she had a faculty de-
veloped as suddenly for comprehending the whole
and every part.”

Now, although the coming on of death is often
attended by that slight delirium indicated by the
babbling of green fields, and the playing with flow-
ers, and the picking of the bedclothes, and the
smiling on the fingers’ ends, yet in others some op-
pressive or morbid cause of insanity may be re-
moved by the moribund condition. In the words of
Aretaeus, ¢ The system has thrown off many of its
impurities, and the soul, left naked, was free to ex-
ercise such energies as it still possessed.”

I will glance in illustration at these interesting
cases : from Zimmerman, of an insane woman of
Zurich, who “a few hours before her death be-
came perfectly sensible, and wonderfully elo-
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quent;” from Dr. Perceval, of a female idiot,
who, as she was dying of consumption, evinced the
highest powers of intellect; from Dr. Marshall, of
the maniac who became compl(,tely rational some
hours previous to his dissolution; and from Dr.
Hancock, of the Quaker, who, from the condition
of a drivelling idiot, became, shortly before his
death, so completely rational as to call his family
together, and, as his spirit was passing from him,
bestow on them with pathetic solemnity his last
benediction.”

Thus your impressive records are clearly ex-
plained by pathology; and, perhaps, unconscious of
this, Mrs. Opie has a fine illustration in her “ Ia-
ther and Daughter,” the mind of the maniac pa-
rent being illumined before his death by a beam of
reason.
~ Baut in the languid brain of an idiot excitement

@ay even produce rationality.

“ Samuel Tuke tells us of a domestic servant who
lapsed into a state of complete idiocy. Some time
after she fell into typhus fever, and as this pro-
gressed, there was a real development of mental
power. At that stage, when delirium lighted up
the minds of others, .s]w was rational, becauee the
excitement mer ely b1 ought up the nervous energy
to its proper point. As the fever abated, however,
she sunk into her idiot apathy, and thus 'continued
until she died. It was but the transient gleam of
reason.
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FANTASY FROM CEREBRAL CONGES-
TION.—OPI1UM.

“ Have we eaten of the insane root,
That takes the reason prisoner !”—Macbeth.

Ev. The contrasts to these phantoms of blind
superstition are those of the overstrained condition
of the mind. The Creator has ordained the brain
to be the soil in which the mind is implanted or
developed. This brain, like the cornfield, must
have its fallow, or it 1s exhausted and reduced in
the degree of its high qualities. In our intellect-
ual government, therefore, we should ever adopt
that happy medium, equally remote from the big-
otry of the untutored and the ultra-refinement of
the too highly-cultivated mind.

It 1s not essential that I should now offer you‘

more than a hint, that the essence of the gloomy
ghosts of deep studv, like the melancholy phan-
toms and oppressive demons of the nightmare, con-
sists in the accumulation of black blood about the
brair and the heart; and a glance at phrenology
would explain to you how the influence of that
blood on the various divisions of the brain will call
up in the mind these ¢ Hydras, and Gorgons, and
Chimeras dire.”

The learned Pascal constantly saw a gulf yawn-
ing at his side, but he was aware of his illusion.
He was, however, always strapped in his chair,
lest he should fall into this gulf, especially while
he was working the celebrated problem of the cy-
cloidal curve.

A distinguished nobleman, who but lately guided
the helm of state in Encrland was often annoyed
by the spectre of a bloody head a strange coinci-
dence with the phantom of the Count Duke d’Oli-
varez, the minister of Philip of Spain.

e
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From Dr. Conolly we learn the curious illusion
of a student of anatomy, who, during his ardent de-
votion to his study, confidently believed that there
was a town in his deltoid muscle.

And, from Dr. Abercrombie, the case of a gen-
tleman of high literary attainments, who, when
closely reading in his study, was repeatedly annoy-
ed by the intrusive visits of a little old woman in
"~ a black bonnet and mantle, with a basket on her
arm. So filmy, however, was this phantom, that
the door-lock was seen through her. Supposing
she had mistaken her way, he politely showed her
the door, and she instantly vanished. It was the
change of posture which effected this disappear-
ance, by altering the circulation of the brain-blood,
then in a state of partial stagnation.

My friend, Dr.Johnson, has told me of a gentle-
man of great science, who conceived that he was
honoured by the frequent visits of spectres. They
were at first refined and elegant, both in manners
and in conversation, which, on one occasion, as-
sumed a witty turn, and quips, and puns, and satire
were the order of the ev unncr, so that he was
charmed with his ghostly visiters, and sought no
relief. On a sudden, however, they changed into
demoniac fiends, uttering expressions of the most
degraded and unholy nature. He became alarm-
ed, and depletion soon cured him of his fantasy.

A Scotch lawyer had long laboured under this
kind of monomania, which at length proved fatal.
His physician had long seen that some secret griet
‘was gnawing the heart and sucking the life-blood
of his patient, and he at last extorted the confes-
sion that a skeleton was ever watching him from
the foot of his bed. The physician tried various
modes to dispel the illusion, and once placed him-
self in the field of the vision, and was not a little

H
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terrified when the patient exclaimed that he saw
the scull peering at him over his left shoulder.

The “ Martyr Philosopher,” too, in the * Diary
of a Physician,” saw, shortly preceding his death,
a figure in black deliberately putting away the
books in his study, throwing his pens and ink into
the fire, and folding up his telescope, as if they
were now useless. The truth is, Ze himself had
been eugaved in that occupation, but it was his own
disordered imagination that raised the spectre.

You will beheve from these illustrations, Astro-
phel, that Seneca is right in his aphorism,

“ Nullum fit magnum ingenium sine misturd dementiz.”
And Pope, also, in his unconscious imitation,

“ Great wits to madness nearly are allied.”

Lord Castlereagh, when commanding in early life
a militia regiment in Ireland, was stationed one
night in a large, desolate country house, and his
bed was at one end of a long, dilapidated room,
while at the other extremity a great fire of wood
and turf had been prepared within a huge, gaping,
oldfashioned chimney. Waking in the middle of
the night, he lay watching from his pillow the grad-
ual darkening of the embers on the hearth, when
suddenly they blazed up, and a naked child step-
ped from among them upon the floor. The figure
advanced slowly towards Lord Castlereagh, rising
in stature at every step, until, on coming within
two or three paces of his bed, it had assumed the
appearance of a ghastly giant, pale as death, with
a bleeding wound on the brow, and eyes glanng
with rage “and despair. Lord Castlereagh leaped
from his bed and confronted the figure in an atti-
tude of defiance. It retreated before him, dimin-
ishing as it withdrew in the same manner that it
had previously shot up and expanded; he follow-
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ed it, pace by pace, until the original childlike
form disappeared among the embers. He then
went back to his bed, and was disturbed no more.

The melancholy story of the Requiem of Mo-
zart is an apt and sublime illustration of this influ-
ence. It was written by desire of a solemn person-
age, who repcatedly, he affirmed, called on him du-
ring its composmon, and dlsappcqred on its com-
pletlon. The requiem was soon chanted over /s
own grave; and the man in black was, I believe,
but a phantom of his own creation.

A step beyond this, and we have the spectres of
the delirium of fever: the wanderings of typhus,
in which the victim either revels with delight in
the regions of fancy, a midsummer madness, or is
influenced by gloom and despair, in which, with a
consciousness of ught and wrong, he is duven head-
long to acts of ruin and devastation.

Ipa. In thisillusive condition of the intellect con-
sists even the monomania of suicide, and the phre-
nologist will declare that torpor or excitement of
the « organ of the love of life”” will incite or deter
from such an act. But surely this is error; it is
certain that there was a fashion among the Stoics
for this crime; and even in the early history of
Marseilles, suicide was sanctioned, not only by cus-
tom, but by authority.

Ev. Itis a truth of history, but the essence of the
crime is the predlbposmon in the brain. You will
think to confute my position, Astrophel, by addu-
cing Brutus and Cassius, and Antony and Cato, and
a host of Roman heroes, in proof of the sanity of
these suicides ; but even in the case of Cato, if we
read Plutarch, and not Addison, who, with Rous-
seau, Montaigne, and Shaftesbury, leaned towards
a sanction, we shall believe that Cato was a mono-
maniac. I speak this in charity.
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And to all these morbid states we may still offer
analogies. Such are the effects of opium.

The brilliancy of thought may be artificially in-
duced, also, by various other narcotics, such as the
juice of the American manioc, the fumes of tobacco,
or the yupa of the Othomacoes on the Orinoco. To
this end we learn from a learned lord, that even
ladies of quality are wont to * light up their minds
with opium, as they do their houses with wax or
oil.”

Indeed, a kind of inspiration seems for a time to
follow the use of these narcotics. The Cumean
sibyl swallowed the juice of the cherry laurel ere
she sat on the divining tripod; and from this may
have arisen those superstitious fancies of the an-
cients regarding the virtues of the laurel, and the
influence of other trees, of which I remember an
allusion of the excellent author of the * Sylva.”

“ Here we may not omit what learned men have
observed concerning the custom of prophets and
persons inspired of old to sleep upon the boughs
and branches of #rees, on mattresses and beds made
of leaves, ad consulendum, to ask advice of God.
Naturalists tell us that the Lawrus and Agnus Cas-
tus were trees which greatly composed the phrensy,
and did facilitate true vision, and that the first was
specifically efficacious, mpo¢ Tove evbuvoraspovg, to
inspire a poetical fury; and Cardan, 1 remember, in
his book de Fato, insists very much on the dreams
of trees for portents and presages, and that the use
of some of them do dispose men to visions.’

During the revery of the opium-eater (not the
deep sleep of a full dose, but the first and second
stage ere coma be induced), he is indeed a poet,
so far as brilliant imagination is concerned, but his
scribbling is mere ¢ midsummer madness " the
phantoms of which are as wild as those of intoxica-
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tion, dreaming, or insanity. But the philosophy,
the metaphysics of poetry, are not the ploduct of
mere excitement: ¢ Poeta nascitur, non fit.” A
poet s genius is born with him. The influence of
oplum on the philosopher or the orator is the same,
but in them it does not usually elevate the force of
imagination beyond that of judgment. The pow-
er of the faculties has been, in fact, exhausted by
thought or study ; the stimulus of opium, then, re-
stores that depressed energy to its proper level,
leaving the judgment perfect, and not overbalanced.
The celebrated Thomas Brown, during the compo-
sition of his Essay on the Mind, kept his intellect
on the stretch by opium for several successive
nights. Sir James Mackintosh (one of his favourite
pupils) informed us that, on entering the doctor’s
library one morning somewhat abruptly, he over-
heard the following command addressed to his
daughter: ¢ Effie, bring me the moderate stimulus
of a hundred drops of laudanum.”  So that the ex-
citement be obtained, it matters not how, whether
by the use of opium, or other “drowsy sirups of
the East, poppy or mandragora,” as in the case of
some of our modern statesmen ; or the free libation
of brandy in certain orators, who were wont to stag-
ger down to the House from White’s or Brookes’s,
with those clubhouse laurels, wet towels, round
their brows, and overwhelm St. Stephen’s by the
thunders of their eloquence; unless, indeed, this
be carried to excess, and then we have two very
interesting states of vision, as you may gather from
the followmrr witticism on two of these departed
legislators, which was founded on a truth : :

] cannot see the speaker, Bill, can you?
Not see him, Harry—d———e I see two !”

for the effects of alcohol and opium are alike : the
first degree is excitement ; the second, revery ; the
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third, sleep or stupor. ¢ Ben Jonson,” writes
Aubrey, “would many times exceede in drink;
Canarie was his beloved liquor; then he would
tumble home to bed, and when he had thoroughly
perspired, then to studie.”

The second visions of that moral delinquent, the
practised opium-eater, like the cordial julep of Co-
mus,

“Will bathe the drooping spirits in delignt,
Beyond the bliss of dreams.”

The phantoms of the third stage are often of un-
utterable anguish : visions of bright forms dabbled
in blood, and scenes of crime and horror which are
at once loathed and revelled in. The awful curse
of Lord Byron’s infidel—a vampyre—who, haunt-
ing the graveyard with gouls and afrits, sucks the
blood of his race :

¢« Till they with horror shrink away
From spectre more accursed than they.”
Thus, for a moment of delirious joy, he yields up
his mind to the agonies of remorse, his body to a
slow poison, perhaps to a sinful dissolution.

Ipa. The scenes which I gazed on among the
opium-houses of Constantinople ever excited my
wonder and my pity. These slaves of pleasure,
when they assemble and take their seats, are the
perfect pictures of either apathetic melancholy or
despair. As the potent poison creeps through the
blood, they are lighted with unholy fires, untll these
being exhausted, the vulture of Prometheus again
gnaws their vitals, although the fire is not stolen
from heaven.

Listen to the confessions of such a slave :

“ At last, with the sense that all was lost, female
forms, and the features that were all the world to
me, and clasped hands, and heart-breaking part-
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ings, and then everlasting farewells, and with a
sigh such as the caves of hell sighed, when the
incestuous mother uttered the abhorred name of
Death, the sound was reverberated—Everlasting
farewells.”

“ Whatsoever things capable of being visually
represented I did but think of in the darkness, im-
mediately shaped themselves into phantoms of the
eye; and by a process no less inevitable, when
thus once traced in faint and visionary colours, they
were drawn out by the fierce chemistry of my
dreams with insufferable splendour that fretted my
heart.”

Is there any earthly pleasure which will com-
pensate the victim of this voluntary condemnation?

Ev. And yet a visionary once thought of renting
the Hummums in Covent Garden, and purchasing
a large stock of opium, for the purpose of supply-
mng us with visions. He would have succeeded,
perhaps, if he had hired a second Helen to serve
up this nepenthe to the guests.

The intense effect of opium is insensibility or
death. Thus, the Natchez give narcotics to their
victims, and the Brahmins to the suttee women, ere
they ascend the pile, for the purpose of producmg
insensibility. Its mildest effects will be, if long
continued, especially in early life, idiocy ; and Op-

enheim states that it is sometimes administered
to adults by design, to substantiate a statute of lu-
nacy.

AsTr. I cannot disprove your facts, Evelyn, nor
do they yet disprove the rationality of my own faith.
And is there not one illusion from opium-eating
which seems to reverse your laws? From the tales
of the Opium-eater we learn, that the healthy
thoughts of the mind seem to be frozen up in the
brain, like the notes in the frozen horn of Munchau-
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sen, or the Irish echo, which was so long in giving
its answers, that if you had a concert, you should
play and sing the airs the day before the assemblage
of your company. And then, when the effect was
wearing off, these thoughts followed so copiously
and fast as that not one in a hundred could be re-
corded. Is this true?

Ev. It is a slight fact embellished. The action
of opium, however, is not uniform: it may produce
deep sleep, or insensible stupor; or it may quiet
some of the faculties; and when it does so, it ex-
cites a dream of irregular associations.

The salts of morphia exert an especial influence
over the organ of language, so that the orator, in
the fluency of his power of speech, finds it diffi-
cult to stop. The muriate is the best preparation
to induce fluency and confidence in speaking, or
the mind to luxuriate throughout a night in de-
lightful revery ; and in the morming, after this fan-
tasy, the body will even rise refresied.

In some cases, however, morphia will create a
very strange illusion, a spectral language ; so that,
in reading or listening, we may feel or think that
the words have lost their true meaning. This ef-
fect is, I am told, attended with severe headache.

The poem of ¢ Kubla Khan,” which Coleridge
has termed a psychological curiosity, had its origin
in the excitement of opium, a spinning out of a
theme in ¢ Purchas’s Pilgrim,” which he had been
reading : it is an effort of the poet in recording the
wild images which had been before presented to
the mind’s eye of the enthusiast—the impression,
indeed, of the pleasures and the pains of memory.


http://hdl.handle.net/2027/!oc.ark:/13960/t71v6bj9k
http://www.hathitrust.Org/access_use%23pd

POETIC FANTASY, OR PHRENSY. 93

POETIC FANTASY, OR PHRENSY.

“The poet’s eye, in a fine phrensy rolling,

Doth glance from heaven to earth—from earth to heaven.
And as imagination bodies forth

The forms of things unknown, the poet’s pen

Turns them to shapes, and gives to airy nothings

A local habitation and a name.”—Midsummer Night's Dream.

Astr. Is there so potent a charm in poppies,
Evelyn? You will make us believe, soon, that
opium can make a Shakspeare—that genius can be
imparted by a drug.

The ghosts of fairy land, those bright emana-
tions of a poet’s fancy, whlch are wafted through
the air on the thistle-down, or swing to and fro on
the filmy thread of the gossamer, sprang from a
deeper source than this. The fairy mythology of
Shakspeare, the beautiful creations of the * I'em-
pest” and the ¢ Midsummer Night’s Dream,” are
the very offspring of that innate gemus that “ ex-
hausted worlds, and then imagined new.

Those exquisite and tncksy spirits, the mis-
chievous Puck and the delicate Ariel—indeed, the
whole train of ghosts which appeared to Macbeth,
and Richard, and Clarence, and Brutus, and Ham-
let, and the spirits of the ¢ Midsummer Night,”
thc “ Tempest,” and “ Macbeth,” of Bolmrrbml\e
and Joan of Are, could not have been so pdmted
unless they had stood before the mind of Shaks-
peare as palpable as reality.

Look, too, on those splendid illustrations of the
Gothic poets by the eccentric, or, as Evelyn would
call him, the half-mad Fuseli. Look on the wild
pencillings of Blake, another poet-painter, and you
will be assured that they were ghost-seers. An
intimate friend of Blake, himself a reader of the
stars, has told me the strangest tales of his visions.
In one of his reveries he witnessed the whole cer-
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emony of a fairy’s funeral, which he peopled with
mourners and mutes, and described with high po-
etic beauty. He was engaged, in one of these
moods, in painting King Edward I., who was sit-
ting to him for his picture. While they were con-
versing, Wallace suddenly presented himself on
the field, and, by this uncourteous intrnsion, marred
the studies of the painter for that day.

Ev. A most unhappy comparison, Astrophel.
The difference between Shakspeare and Blake is
antipodean. Blake was a visionary, and thought
his fancies real : he was mad. Shakspeare was a
philosopher, and knew all his fancy was but imagi-
nation, however real might be the facts he Wrought
from. Ben Jonson told Drummond that he lay
awake one whole night, gazing in mute admira-
tion on his great toe, surrounding which, in minia-
ture, appeared the inhabitants of Rome, and Car-
thage, and Tartary, and Turkey ; but he, also, was
aware of the illusion.

CasT. My most gracious smile is yours, Evelyn,
_for this honour to my sweet Shakspeare. I pray
you accord the same to the spectral visions of a
poet, in whose beautiful Aminta each line is a
breath of inspiration—the day-dreams of the ele-
gant Tasso. Listen:

‘““ At Bisaccio, Manso had an opportunity to ex-
amine the singular effects of Tasso’s melancholy,
and often disputed with him concerning a familiar
spirit which he pretended to converse with. Manso
endeavoured in vain to persuade his friend that
the whole was the illusion of a disturbed imagina-
tion ; but the latter was strenuous in maintaining
the reality of what he asserted, and, to convince
Manso, desired him to be present at one of these
mysterious conversations. Manso had the com-
plaisance to meet him the next day, and while
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they were engaged in discourse, on a sudden he
observed that Tasso kept his eyes fixed upon a
window, and remained in a manner immovable
he called him by his name several times, but re-
ceived no answer. At last Tasso cried out, ‘ There
is the friendly spirit who 1s come to converse with
me : look, and you will be convinced of the truth
of all that I have said.” Manso heard him with
surprise. He looked, but saw nothing except the
sunbeams darting throurrh the wmdow- he cast
his eyes all over the room, but could perceive
nothing, and was just going to ask where the pre-
tended spirit was, when he heard Tasso speak
with great earnestness, sometimes puttm ques-
tions to the spirit, snd sometimes giving answers,
delivering the whole in such a pleasing manner,
and with such elevated expressions, that he listen-
ed with admiration, and had not the least inclina-
tion to interrupt him. At last this uncommon con-
versation ended with the departure of the spirit,
as appeared by Tasso’s words, who, turning to-
wards Manso, asked him if his doubts were re-
moved. Manso was more amazed than ever; he
gcarce knew what to think of his friend’s situation,
and waved any farther conversation on the subject.”
Ev. I shall forfeit your smile, sweet Castaly, or
change it, alas! for a frown. I have ever thought
Tasso a monomaniac, for he yielded to his illusion.
I can give you, in a fragment from Lorry, the
countelpart of Tasso’s fantasy in a far different
mind. “ During these paroxysms she would talk,
and was accustomed to address herself to some
one individual present, with whom she conversed
at first in an obscure voice, but afterward in a dis-
tinct and audible manner. She evidently per-
ceived him, and observed all his gestures; but all
she said to him bore a reference to one idea, on
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which she was intent. In the mean time she af
peared not to see or hear any other person, even
if he exerted his voice to the utmost to make him-
self heard. This fact I witnessed with the great-
est astonishment, but many other persons are liv-
ing who can attest it. The mother of this female
died unexpectedly, after which the daughter used
to hold conversations with her as if she was pres-
ent. She would answer questions as if interroga-
ted by her mother ; would entreat her to take care
of her health, and recommend some physician as
more able to restore her than others. Moreover,
she would talk to her mother of her destined mar-
riage, although it had already been some time com-
pleted, in a manner perfectly like that of a sane
and modest young woman, making some objections
to it, and replying to others, and appeared to be
revealing all her secret wishes; in a word, she
seemed perfectly collected and rational, excepting
the error respecting time and the supposed pres-
ence of her mother. This woman had in other
respects good health, but was afraid of the small-
est noise, and was easily affected by anything she
saw or heard. At length she fell into a consump-
tion.”

In other cases, especially in accomplished minds,
the fantasy is usually combined with derangement
of health. A very ingenuous and elegant young
lady, about the age of seventeen, was suddenly
seized with catalepsy. It commenced with violent
convulsions of almost every muscle of her body,
and the most distressing hiccoughs. In about an
hour came on a fixed spasm, one hand being placed
against her head, and the other to support it. In
about half an hour more the spasm subsided, and
then began the revery in a moment, her eyes and
expression indicating a fixed attention. She then


http://hdl.handle.net/2027/loc.ark:/13960/t71v6bj9k
http://www.hathitrust.Org/access_use%23pd

POETIC FANTASY, OR PHRENSY. 97

conversed with imaginary persons, her eyes being
wide open, and during this ecstasy she was com-
pletely insensible to the most irritating, and, in-
deed, the most violent stimuli.

Sir Henry Halford related to us that, on a visit
to a person of exalted rank in his chamber, he
heard him, with great energy, request Garrick to
play a scene in ‘“ Hamlet,” reminding him of the
lines in Horace’s Epistles :

“ Haud ignobilis Argis,
Qui se eredebat miros audire tragedos,
In vacuu Iztus sessor plausorque theatro.”

In Dr. Darwin, too, we read of an epileptic girl,
who, during a fit of revery, when insensible to all
external stimmuli, conversed fluently with imaginary
people, and was surprised to hear of her illusions
when fully awake.

And in Andral, of a gentleman of distinguished
ability, who believed that an absent friend was
sitting among his guests, welcoming him to his ta-
ble, and, with great courtesy, handing him a chair.
You remember hoiv pathetically Crabbe has illus-
trated this illusion in his poem of “ Sir Eustace
Gray.”

Cast. Hark to the profane philosopher who as-
sociates poetry with madness! Tell me, Master
Evelyn, while you wandered in the Water walks
of Magdalene, with the balmy breezes of heaven
around your brow, and the mellow sunbeam stream-
ing through the green leaves upon your cheek, with
the inspired volumes of Virgil, and Theocritus, and
Bion, and Moschus breathing nature in all the
lines of their beautiful idyls—while Astrophel, per-
chance, was musing among cobwebs in Ifriar Ba-
con’s study—tell me, felt you not the sublimity
and truth of poesy ?  You remind me of the quaint
tradition among the shepherds of Snowdonia, that

v 1 \
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if two persons lie down, on Midsummer eve, to
sleep upon a certain 1ock on Snowdon, one will
wake a poet, the other a maniac. I pr’ythee, think
otherwise of Tasso, whose reveries were an ecstasy
of bright thoughts. Even when the light of day
is eclipsed, as when the senseless orbs of Homer
and Milton were merged in * ever-during dark,”
the thoughts of a poet may be deeper and clearer
for the gloom.

Ipa. And so pure and holy withal. In the ¢ De-
fensio Secunda,” I remember this gem of senti-
ments : ‘ Involved in darkness, not so much from
the imperfection of our optic powers as from the
shadow of the Creator’s wings—a darkness which
he frequently irradiates with an inner and far su-
perior light.”

Never did poet feel more intensely than Milton
the truth of that divine thought, that * the shadow
of God is light.”

Cast. And call up that glory of the Elizabethan
age, Philip Sidney, whose life, in the words of
Campbell was ‘““a poetry in actlon, and who
more than imbodied the brightest pictures of Tasso
and Ariosto, and eclipsed the glory of that Cheva-
lier Bayaud like himself, “sans peur et sans re-
proche.”

Ev. I cry you mercy, fairest ladies, I speak not
of the light of poetry, but of its shadows. Chero-
mania is the first form of monomania, or the mad-
ness of one idea; and this is marked by cheerful-
ness and splendid ideas, which, indeed, often tend
to mitigate the melancholy scenes of derangement,
as if “the light that led astray was hrrht from
heaven.” I will illustrate this by 1cpeat1ncr to you
the letter to his brother of a young officer, whose
progressive changes of mind, from excitement to
confirmed mania, it was my duty to watch over.
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¢ December 4th, 1832,
“To ——, Esq.

“] am Lord President of the Counsil, a most
honorable situation, and the richest gift of the
Crown, which brings me in seven thousand pnuuds
every year. The Courml consists of Three Secre-
taries of State, of which I am one, and the Pay-

master of the Forces. When the King W illiam
the forth shall die, then shall be crowned King of
England, and be crowned in Westermister Al)lm\ f
By “"The Lord Archbishop of Canterbury. 1 shall,
on the occasion of my coronation, have placed in
the different street of Liondon one thousand pipes
of wine for my people, and at night in the of Hyde
the Park a magnificent display of Fireworks, and
one hundred pieces of Anrtillery shall fire three
rounds for the amusement of my people and sub-
jects. I have only now to give you a list of my
titles and honors :

“ King of England.
Fivst Heir Plcbumptno to the Clown
Major-general and Field-martial.
Duke ot Leitzep.
Prince of Denmark.
Lord-president of the Counsil.
Kunight Banneret.
Lord-treasurer of the Exchequer.
Lieutenant-colonel , Lord and Baronet.
Aid-de-Camp to the King.
Champion of England.

“ Dear , I wish to acquaint you that Wind-
sor Castle belongs to me, that the palace of Brigh-
ton also belongs to me, also I purchased from the
Duke of Wellington the splendid park and Palace
of Stratfieldsea, wherein there are very extensive
Forests of Oak and of Pine trees, together with a
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