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INTRODUCTORY.

HIS book contains a record of mental and

physical phenomena witnessed by the author,

for which is claimed a supernatural origin. It may

properly be called a Journal of his personal experi-

ence for twenty-five years, while investigating the
various phases of modern Spiritualism,

When making his researches in this department
of human science, he neglected no fair opportu-
nity for obtaining the most reliable information ap-
pertaining to the facts presented to his senses and
appealing to his judgment for indorsement.

His object has been to ascertain by indubitable
testimony whether “if a man die he can live again,”
and if so, is it possible for him to make the fact of
his existence known to those who dwell on the
earth?

When he began to pursue these inquiries he had
no reliable evidence that there was any life, after
death had fixed its seal upon the human form. To

his mind, all animal existence depended upon the

a
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presence of the “animating breath,” and in its ab-
sence the heart stopped, consciousness was lost,
and the sun of life set, in an atheistic sky—a ray-
less and eternal night.

~ He was not ignorant of the Biblical and ecclesias-
tical assurances of the existence of an after-life; but
these were so vague, contradictory, or fantastically
stated, and the inheritance of their Utopia sub-
ject to so many contingencies of “vicarious atone-
ments” and “plans of salvation,” that they, instead
of removing his doubts, confirmed his unbelief.
Writers and speakers there were in abundance, each
advocating some individual “scheme” or “plan” for
securing the comforts of the after-life; yet in their

”

zeal to gain the “flesh pots” they neglected to pre-
sent the “proof palpable” that an after-life really did
exist. By this omission they leave a stumbling-block
in the pathway of millions. In sensible accord
with a German atheist it may be asked, “ What’s the
use of talking about ‘plans’ and ‘schemes’ to gain
‘the after-life, when there ain’t no after-life?” You
can not catch whales in a mill-pond, because there
are none there to be caught. There is an old adage
which says, “ You must never cook a lobster till you
catch him.”

No manly mind can believe without evidence.

Immaterial faéz/z will not create material facts. The
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fact must first exist, then you can have faith in it. It
is useless to try to terrify a free mind with the
priestly penalty of unbelief—* damnation to the soul.”
It will not be frightened into the admission of ‘a
monstrous lie. In their frenzy priests may curse
the man who unflinchingly stands by the rectitude of
his own heart until their throats crack with profanity ;
but they can not scorch one hair of his head, and z/e
maniacs know it.

The foregoing will show the dark condition of
the author’s mind when he began to study the al-
phabet of spiritual literature, consisting of *table-
tipping” and “spirit-rapping.”  Such manifesta-
tions were of profound interest to him until the
Buffalo doctors and Rochester priests discovered
that the “tips and taps” were produced by the
double-joinied toes of the Fox girls. This learned
exposure of the impostors it was thought would be
fatal to Spiritualism, and so, after laying out its form
and sprinkling holy water in its face, they “con-
signed it to the tomb of the Capulets,” never again
to be resurrected.

In this exhibition of high farce and low comedy
we see in what manner science and religion greeted
spiritual manifestations twenty-five years ago in the
cities of Buffalo and Rochester, New York.

If these fellows had been competent to rightly
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interpret “the tips and taps” of the invisibles,
instead of indulging in such silly clap-trap to
please idiots and allay the ghosts, they would
have addressed their fellow-men with candor and
told them frankly, for the sake of truth, to in-
vestigate these mysterious manifestations of power
and intelligence carefully and patiently, because if
they originate with spirits, as claimed, and declare the
verity of the after-life, nothing can prevent their
final recognition and universal acceptance. Truth
is a positive principle, that pervades and sustains all
the phenomena of nature, and it is at once both the
endowment and the glory of the human soul. The
mind, in the pursuit of truth, will rise to lofty pinna-
cles of thought, and find no‘résting-place but in the
bosom of eternal verities. It scales empyrean heights
to count the stars, and will not be satisfied until a
knowledge of the laws regulating their movements is
obtained ; when left untrammeled by fear, and not
degraded by ignorance and superstition, it will create “
forces which cause the human soul to develop in
beauty and grace, and grow in intellectual strength
and moral grandeur, until qualified to take its posi-
tion in that celestial Valhalla where is held the
senate of the gods.

As already intimated, this book contains an ac-

count of startling and significant phenomena which
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have occurred in the presence of the author. To his
mind, these manifestations of the spirit-world pro-
claim the dawn of a new era in the history of the
leuman vace, the importance of which to the best in-
terests of men he does not pretend to estimate.

While making this record he has not paused to
consider the influence it may exert upon the minds of
men. Truth has a good character for taking care of
itself. It was enough for him to know that he was
dealing with facts, and his business was simply to
arrange these facts for the critical inspection of the
mind’s eye. If he has failed to perform this service
well, no one will ‘more sincerely deplore the derelic-
tion than himself; for the tribulation of the world’s
great heart finds its source in perverted views of life,
and every successful effort to supplant ignorance with
knowledge saves mankind from physical pain and
mental anguish.

It will be seen throughout the book that the
author has not hesitated to express freely his per-
sonal opinions whenever occasion seemed to require.
He has done this with no view of begging favor
for the facts présented; neither. does he care
whether the reader likes them or not. He has
written them because they are crystallized con-
victions of his mind, and he makes nd effort to dis-

guise them in wordy superfluity.
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He asks the ingenuous reader to discriminate be-
tween the author’s opinions of a fact and the fact
itself. The first are of but little value, because
they are personal, and may be swayed from the
plumb-line of rectitude by the common infirmities of
man’s nature ; but the latter are of paramount interest
to all men, because they co-exist with all time,
seeking neither place nor applause, nor bowing at
~any human shrine. They should be espoused with

love and served with reverence.

146 SMITH STREET, }
CINCINNATI, O., July, 1875.
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Makes war on sectarianism ;
Takes away the terror of death ;
It teaches principles, laws, and
ideas.

543——Granite base for the construc-
tion of an edifice ; The Temple
of Truth; All nations worship
in it,
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STARTLING FACTS

IN

MODERN SPIRITUALISM.

"CHAPTER L.

PERSONAL RECOLLECTIONS OF WIZARDS, WITCHES,
AND WITCHCRATFT. -

BELIEF in the supernatural thrives best in an

atmosphere of ignorance. It is peculiar to the
childish instincts of our nature, and never attains
sturdy growth and development when the lungs of
our manhood are fully expanded. Indeed, there is no
power in such a belief; for all falsities tend to degrade
and enervate the soul.

My personal recollections of witches and witch-
craft must therefore be associated with my childhood,
or childish instincts, and not with the maturer years
of life, when th= thoughtful mind is sustained by its
judgments and held firmly by its convictions.

I remember, when a child, of having my curiosity
excited by seeirg horse-shoes nailed over the doors of
several houses in my native town, and the perplexity

of my mind when trying to discover the purpose for
1
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which they were nailed there. Curiosity in a child
can only be sustained during the period of mental
adolescence; when the mind begins to quicken with
its new powers, it demands knowledge, as the unfold-
ing flower demands light and heat. So I began to
ask questions of old people in regard to the horse-
shoes: what they were put up for; and who nailed
them there? It was not long before I obtained the
desired information; for almost every body I spoke
to in regard to this matter, told me they were put
there to “keep out the witches!”

“To keep out the witches?” I said; “what are
witches? what do they want to keep them out for?
what do the witches want to get in for? what will
they do if they get in? can’t they get in other houses
that have no horse-shoes over the doors? how do
the horse-shoes keep them out?’—and a hundred
other questions to which my childish fancy gave birth.

Witches, I was informed, could put spells on peo-
ple; could make folks sick or well, as they felt in- -
clined; that they could assume any shape they
pleased (sometimes they went into a black cat, or a
black dog); that they traveled through the air, riding
a broomstick ; and if any body offended them, such
offender they would certainly destroy.*

# Could a more graceless exhibition of ignorance and prejudice be
given than is found in the oft-quoted discourse of Bishop Jewel, de-
livered in the presence of Queen Elizabeth, over three hundred years
ago (1558): “It may please your grace to understand that witches
and sorcerers, within these four last years, are marvelously increased
within your grace’s realm.  Your grace’s subjects pine away, even unto
the death ; their colour fadeth ; their flesh rotteth ; their speech-is be-

numbed ; their senses are bereft. T pray God they may never prac-
tice further than upon the subject.”
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«But who are the witches ?” I would ask, resolving
not to expose myself to their resentments, if I could
possibly avoid doing so.

“«Witches!” said old Sam Wade to me, as we sat
together on a log behind Sam Heise's barn, while he
was tying the brail of a flail with an eel-skin; “why,
old Bets Parks is a witch! Don’t you know old Bets
Parks ?”

“Why, no!” I said; “where does she live, Mr.
Wade ?”

“Live? why, she lives in that old slab-cabin, over
on the commons, near Malson's.”*

“Ts that Jake Pugh’s mother?” I said.

“Ves, that’s her; she’s the witch. Didn’t you
never see that hole in her cheek ?”

“Yes!” I said, with trepidation ; for I already be-
gan to fear she might be about, listening to our con-
versation.

“Well, that’s where she was shot with a silver bul-
let! You see, you can’t kill witches with leaden bul-
lets. You put a gun right up against their head, and
shoot it off, and you can’t faze 'em. They’ll only
laugh at you through the smoke.” They can’t be

# Witches always live in cabins, or tumble-down, out-of-the-way
p\aces An abode of a Pythoness is thus admirably described by Spen-
ser, in the “ Faerie Queen :”

“There, in a gloomy hollow g]en she found
A little cottage built of sticks and reeds,
In homely wise, and wald with sods around ;
In which a witch did dwell, in loathly weedes
And wilful want, all careless of her needes.
So chooseing solitairé to abide
Far from all neighbours, that her develish deeds
And hellish arts from people she might hide,
And hurt far off unknowne whom ever she envide.”
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killed only with silver bullets; and you must git the
silver to make the bullets with from the witch her-
self; then you kin shoot’em.”

“Who shot old Mrs. Parks?” I inquired.

“Why, Uncle Joe Hinkle done it; but he didn't
kill her—only shot her through the face. That hole
in her cheek is where the silver bullet went in; and
it never came out !”

“It never came out! Why, what became of it ?”

“Q, she swallowed it. You see, old Bets be-
witched one of Uncle Joe’s horses, and it fell down on
the road and died. You see, the day afore the horse
died, old Bets went out to Uncle Joe's to buy a
chicken ; but she only wanted to witch something.
Uncle Joe was afeerd ov her; so he sold her an old
black hen for a levy and a fip. So, you see, when the
horse died, then he knowed at once that old Bets had
witched that horse; and what did Uncle Joe do, but
pounded the levy and fip into a bullet, and loaded his
big duck-gun with the bullet? He went down to the
barn and chalked a picture of old Bets on the barn-
door. Then he said, ¢Old Bets Parks, I'm going to
shoot you, you old witch I"  He then fired, and struck
her on the cheek. The next morning, old Bets had
a big hole in her cheek; and it is there to this day.
That’s how she got the hole in her cheek.” *

This marvelous story had a wonderful effect, and
made a lasting impression on my mind. However
skeptical I may have grown by subsequent mental
development, I never doubted the sincerity of old

Sam’s belief in what he said, though the statements
#*T'he “hole” in the old negress’s cheek was the deep scar of an
old abscess.
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were as logically loose in the joints as a supple-jack.
Still, for a long time, my faith in the existence of
witches was not entirely destroyed. Early impres-
sions are hard to outgrow ; they seem to stick to the
very -bone, and penetrate the marrow of our mind.
Thus, when I first read Cotton Mather’s * History of
the New England Witchcraft,” my sympathies were
enlisted for the victims who had fallen under the ban
of the “black art,” not for the “witches.” In full
sympathy with Sir Matthew Hale, T thought the man
who did not believe in witchcraft “an obdurate Sad-
ducee, and should be made happy in his disbelief by a
little roasting.” Though not much of a Biblical stu-
dent, still the story of the woman who had a familiar
spirit, and who was employed by Saul to consult the
deceased Samuel concerning the issue of his contest
with the Philistines, was sufficient authority to rest
my belief upon, at that early day.

What wonder, then, if in after life, when the sub-
ject of witches or witcheraft came under my notice,
I pricked up my ears to hear every thing that was
said. And this brings me to my first experience with
a veritable witch, the particulars of which T will state
as briefly as possible, as they came under my personal
observation :

In 1844, I was a student of medicine in Ebens-
burg, Cambria County, Pennsylvania. This town is
located on the summit of one of the swelling knolls
so common on the western slope of the Alleghanies,
about eight miles north-west of Cresson, the famed
mountain retreat for Summer excursionists, and hypo-
chondriacal moribunds.
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One morning, before the sleepy-heads of the town
had opened their eyes, a well-known sturdy old Welsh-
man by the name of Lloyd, who lived some three or
four miles west of the village, made the board-walks
rattle with his heavy brogans, as he wended his way
along the principal street in quest of a magistrate.
Being an early riser, I met the brave old farmer, and
gave him a cheery “good-morning,” before any other
pedestrian had yet appeared in sight. He inquired
for ’Squire Roberts’s house, which I pointed out to
him.

“But what’s the matter, Mr. Lloyd, that you should
be looking for ’Squire Roberts so early in the morn-
ing ?” I asked.

Hereupon he wiped the perspiration from his fore-
head, and seemed a little confused as to how he should
reply. ‘

I said, “The ’squire won’t be up for an hour yet;
so you’ll have to wait awhile.”

He then sat down on a store-box, and,.looking
me steadily in the face, he said:

“Do you believe in witches ?”

“Certainly,” I said, “though I have never seen
but one.”

His eye lightened, as I told him about the old
negress, Betsy Parks; but he derived very little
comfort from my statement that they possessed an
ubiquitous character, and could be killed only by
being shot with a silver bullet in the maunner already
described.

He did n’t want to kill Tom Evans, he said ; but
he wanted the ’squire to put him in jail !
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“What has Tom Evans done, that you want to put
him in jail?” T asked. _

“ He has bewitched my child, and I am afraid
he will kill her,” said the old man, with a sigh of
despair.

“In what way, Mr. Lloyd, has Tom Evans be-
witched your child ?” I asked, partly through curi-
osity, I admit, and partly with the wish of disabusing
his mind of the absurd fear under which he labored.

“0, in many ways,” he said. “She talks and
sings all night; and when she lays down to sleep, he
drags the clothes off her bed, and tears her dress,
and ties them in knots. He throws the dishes at her
at the table, and breaks them on the floor.”

This, and much more, did the old man state, with-
out manifesting any symptom of insanity in his look,
manner, or speech. He was a hard-working, plain,
sensible, but illiterate man. He had gone into the
woods with a stout arm, a courageous heart, and a
heavy ax. He had opened up a highway for the sun
to shine upon therearth and fructify its bosom. He had
built his home of logs, and was now rearing a family
of children, to be his comfort in age. He had neither
ability nor time to joke, but was in dead earnest when
he preferred the charge of witchceraft against his
neighbor, Tom Evans.

Tom Evans was also a farmer, with habits more
like Rip Van Winkle's than Lloyd’s. Unlike Rip,
however, he was quite a student, and was the owner
of an old illustrated volume on Astrology, wherein an
incantation scene was represented, showing the in-
cantee and incanted to be in the possession of horns
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tails, and cloven hoofs. . There was a striking likeness
in their general appearance. On one .occasion, when
Lloyd was making a friendly call upon his neighbor,
he found him pondering over this book, when Evans,
in his waggery, exclaimed: “This book teaches a
man how to raise the devil. It is the science of the
‘black art” I can turn any man into a horse, if I
choose, and ride him all night through swamps and
mill-dams, like a wild beast.” That was enough for
Lloyd. The direful picture was but too vividly im-
printed on the tablets of his lack-luster imagination.
Henceforth, he feared Evans, and avoided him. This
presentation of the two “wad” neighbors must suf-
fice. The knowledge here imparted will assist the
intelligent reader to form more rational conclusions
than he otherwise could do.

’Squire Roberts heard the story of Lloyd, and was
puzzled. There was no statute under which he was
authorized to arrest a wizard, that had not been re-
pealed. He could not even claim authority from
English law; for the act of Henry VIII, adjudging
“all witchcraft and sorcery to be felony, without the
benefit of clergy,” had long since been removed from
the statute-books of the Kingdom. But, law or no
law, Lloyd had made up his mind that Evans was a
wizard, and had, as he alleged— unfortunately for
himself and family—only too much proof that he was
practising his detestable “black art” on one of his
children; and therefore demanded a warrant for his
arrest.

Ebensburg is not a large town, and it did not re-
quire a long time for the story of Lloyd to be known
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to every man, woman, and child in the place. It was
curious to see how soon the people were divided into
partisans on this subject of witchcraft; and there was
no lack of zeal manifested on either side of the ques-
tion. To satisfy Lloyd, and relieve 'Squire Roberts
from an unpleasant dilemma, a party of ten men vol-
unteered to go home with Lloyd, promising, if they
found the evidence of witchcraft, as represented, and
Tom Evans’s complicity with the same clearly estab-
lished, to arrest him, and put him in jail.

This proposition found favor at once; so Sheriff
Murray, George Zahm, Charles Litzinger, Alexander
Cummings, John Blair, George Harncame, James
M’Guire, Andrew Lewis, Edward Mills, and myself,
were the self-constituted posse comitatus who volun-
teered in the service. Lloyd went home at once, and
we followed him a few hours later in the day.

When we arrived at his house, we found him in a
condition of mind almost helpless with fear. He met
us at the door, and, judging from his manner, he
seemed to deprecate the notoriety he had given him-
self and family. He, nevertheless, maintained stoutly
that the statements he had made were true, and ex-
pressed his approbation at our coming, as we could
now “see for ourselves.” That was the sentiment of
all present—to see for ourselves. '

The house was built of logs, unplastered—two
rooms on the first floor, and an attic floor, reached by
a ladder. In this loft the older children slept. One
of the rooms on the first floor was used for general
family purposes, embracing kitchen, dining, and draw-

ing-room. It was furnished with a large, stiff table,
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two or three chairs, two benches, a shelf for dishes,
and a corner next the outside jamb of the chimney was
filled with barrels and trumpery. The other room
contained a plain chest of drawers, a table, two bed-
steads—one a trundle-bed—and a number of Sunday
suits of clothing hanging on pegs fastened in the logs
of the wall. A saddle and bridle also decorated one
of the pegs.

The inventory was soon taken; and as we entered
the kitchen-parlor, “ten men strong,” the juveniles
opened their eyes, with big wonder in their faces. A
little social chat soon put all hands at ease, when we
were prepared to witness and bear impartial testimony
to whatever might be presented. Of course our
interest centered on the bewitched child, who was
the oldest and largest of the group of six tow-headed
children before us. She was a stout, healthy-looking
girl, twelve years old, and large for her age. Her
hair, a shade darker than her younger sisters’ and
brothers’, hung loesely about her neck, tangled and
uncared for. There was a thoughtful expression in
her face and large dark eyes, into which you could
look as into a well of clear water, and fancy any thing.
This child was much loved by her parents; her dis-
position, they said, was sweet, as her manners were
gentle. She stood in the center of the group, timidly
shrinking from our prying gaze, quite conscious that
she was the object of supreme interest to us all.

After our scrutiny had been satisfied, the other
children were called away from her, and she was left
alone. She was barefooted, and her dress—-a home-
spun linsey-woolsey—hung barely to her stoutish
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ankles. She had outgrown several tucks, that had
left bright flounce-marks about the bottom of the
skirt. - We had barely time to make these observa-
tions, when the first symptom of witchcraft made its
appearance. About six feet from the child, on a
wooden bench, sat a patent-pail filled with water.
This began to show symptoms of unrest, the pail
-~ rocking on its square bottom. After making two or
three efforts to slide along the bench, it careened and
fell to the floor, sending its tiny deluge to our feet.
This was the beginning of the trouble. Of course
we examined the wooden bench and pail, but discov-
ered nothing to arouse the least suspicion of trickery.
How the “Old Scratch” the pail was propelled to the
performance of such a feat, puzzled our wits. We
could see nothing by which the gravity of the pail
could be disturbed—no inequality of the legs of the
bench, nor depression in the floor; and yet there lay
the pail, and the water still standing in pools at our
feet! The feat was quite interesting to several half-
scared gentlemen ; and their surprise was not lessened
a bit as one of the chairs in the room made first a
conge and then a start from where it stood, toward the
child, who stood about six feet from it. When half
the distance had been passed, the chair stopped, as if
to consider the propriety of its strange demeanor,
toppled a few times on its back legs, then fell to the
floor. T bear a cheerful testimony to the fact that the
chair projected this movement of its own will and
accord, without any aid, advice, or encouragement
from any visible being in the room; and should be
held alone responsible for any fractures, bruises, or
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contusions of legs, back, or pediment, it may have
sustained.

The general verdict of the jurors assembled was,
that the devil was in the chair; but whether in the
bottom, back, or legs, or all together, we could not
decide.

~ This diabolical manifestation put us all more or
less in an “eerie swither,” and we began to look at
the little girl with something like fear and trembling.
The poor child then leaned up against the chimney-
jamb, over which was a board serving as a mantel. It
was a shelf upon which all kinds of traps had been
placed. A few old Welsh books, one of which was
a Holy Bible, took a notion to “raise Cain,” and
made a perceptible movement toward the middle of
the floor. They succeeded admirably in their inten-
tions, if I have correctly anticipated them—the Bible
a trifle ahead, as it was the most sprightly. Then
came several pairs of undarned stockings, without
fleshly legs in_them; and they were quickly followed
by an old witch-lamp, as a light to their feet. The
value of that shelf for house-keeping purposes will
never be accurately estimated. There was no end,
seemingly, to the traps that flew from that perch. A
japanned candlestick started, as if suddenly kicked on
end, and lighted unpleasantly near our feet. Then
some tin pans, pie-platters, started on a skimming expe-
dition, and there was no telling just where they would
hit; so we began to juke and duck, and dodge and
bow, as if paying a most respectful obeisance to “ Old
Nick” himself, The occasion was full of interest, and
we were having a happy time of it. An old spinning-



MODERN SPIRITUALISM. 13

wheel, of the large, trotting kind—that turns as you
run backward, and spins a hank of yarn in'a minute
or more—now began to cut up didos by rotating on its
center with a velocity that was “stunning” to see;
and if the periphery had snapped by the momentum,
would have been “stunning” to feel, by some of us
who stood in the line of its motion. After littering
the floor with the fragments of a few dinner-dishes,
the performance intermitted, and the spectators ad-
journed to the outside of the house for consultation.

“Don’t it beat the devil ?” said one.

“1It 7s the devil,” said another; “and he can’'t beat
himself, can he ?”

“Exactly ; but what of old Tom? Do you think
he is flying around here on a broomstick, a prince of
the power of the air? If it’s Tom, it an’t the devil !
If it’s the devil, it an’t Tom !” quoth logic.

“That’s a fact,” said the sheriff. “I guess we
had better not disturb old Tom, if we want to keep
out of trouble.”

Just here our short conference was interrupted by
the appearance of Lloyd at the door, beckoning us to
come in, as the row had commenced again. So in we
went, and found this time that the manifestations had
been transferred from the kitchen drawing-room to
the room containing the beds. As we entered, the
first thing to arrest my attention was the old saddle
and bridle hanging on the peg. The bridle came
rattling to the floor first, with a clattering noise ; then,
soon after, the old saddle-stirrups began to shake ; the
flaps extended themselves like the spread wings of an
eagle, and the saddle, literally raising itself like a

4
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huge bird, swept, with its leather wings outstretched,
from its peg-top aerie to the middle of the floor, quite
near to where the child was standing. If the devil
was seated on that saddle, he certainly received some
bruises in the fall.

Next, the trundle-bed began to exhibit symptoms
of tribulation, or a fancy to show its agility to our
astonished eyes. It first made a dart into the room,
entirely clear of the mother-bed overspreading it, in
a most lively manner; but as it had nothing to say,
and offered no explanation for its obtrusion, and no
apology for its rudeness, it was forcibly pushed under
the large bed again, lalf-way. At this juncture, it
seemed to take on the sulks—or perhaps it is better to

say, the disposition of the mule—and would go no far-
ther on compulsion. This put two of our party on
their mettle, who pushed hard enough at that bedstead
to have shoved it through adamantine gates, though
guarded by cherubim or seraphim; but the trundle-
bed seemed immovable. For several minutes thé
issue was uncertain; it was a kind of *pull-Dick,
pull-devil” contest, when, while the boys were a-blow-

”

ing and getting their “second wind,” without aid or
abetment, the little bed went right under the big one,
itself, as naturally as a kitten goes under the mother
cat! Having performed this feat voluntarily, this
power demonstrated its satisfaction by pounding on
the floor under the bed, as if with a muffled mallet.
This ended the witch-show on the day of my visit,
and to all present the occasion had been of strange
and absorbing interest. The evidence of a power ex-

isting, though invisible to our natural eyes, quite
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capable of doing mischief, was apparent to all. The
question was now seriously discussed, What could it
be? what object could be attained by annoying this
family of poor people, and frightening them out of
their wits? Some thought the child was a witch!
Others sympathized with the belief of Lloyd, that his
child was simply the victim of Evans’s “black art!”
But then it was urged that no ill was done the child,
save only a little fright; and that the things we had
witnessed seemed to act by a volition of their own.
Of course, no intelligent conclusion could be at-
tained. The more the matter was discussed, the
more opaque the whole subject seemed, There was
enough of superstition, however, in the party to
ascribe the things we had witnessed flatly to witch-
craft; though when called upon for the rationale of this
belief, none could be given. The ascription was a
mere substitution of terms for devz/. But had we not
better give this power no name, until the mantle of
ignorance shall be lifted from our minds, and we can
see with clearer view the hidden cause? A belief in
the supernatural ceased to be a part of my mental
code when I ceased to be a child. “ALL THINGS ARE
GOVERNED BY LAW !” has been the axiom upon which
my mind has rested, with a sense of entire security,
for many years. Outside of law, there can be neither
order nor justice—in heaven, or on earth, or in hell.
Chaos would come again, when law ceased to govern
matter.

Our senses were manifestly at fault in discovering
the law which overcame the inertia of these bodies.
But let us with humility ask ourselves, How much or
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how little of the great system of laws governing mat-
ter do we comprehend? Ignorance is always arro-
gant. I speak for myself only—1I did not pretend to
understand the law as it manifested itself on this
occasion. Still, I could not 'surrender my faith in the
eternal principles of nature to any slavish fear or
degrading superstition.

Competent men bore concurrent testimony to the
reality of the manifestations we had witnessed. In
them the law of inertia seemed to be superseded ; but
there was power behind the manifestation, and power
can not exist without law; and law is but the reflection
of perfect intelligence. Is there still hidden in the
arcana of nature, forces yet unrevealed to mortal
sense? Is there a power we do not understand? Is
there a God we do not perfectly comprehend?
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CHAPTER 1L

MANIFESTATIONS IN COLUMBIA, HARRISBURG, AND
THE QUEEN’S BUSIH, CANADA.

HE 'incidents recorded in the preceding pages

had almost become a forgotten circumstance,
when they were again revived in my memory by
some singular manifestations of an occult character,
which transpired six years later in my native town,
Columbia, Lancaster County, Pennsylvania. These
I will briefly relate as they came under my personal
observation. By way of preface, it may be said that,
though a man may have no honor in his own country,
it rarely happens that he is not “well known” in the
neighborhood of his birth-place. Sometimes this is
a pleasant thought, and sometimes it is not. Very
much depends upon the light in which he is seen, and
the character of those who estimate his worth.

It was some time during the early part of the
Winter of 1850 that I read the first intelligent ac-
count of the “Rochester Knockings.” The letter
was written by a correspondent of the New York
Tribune, who was upon the ground, and gave what
seemed to be a fair statement of what he saw and
heard in Hydesville, at the residence of the Widow
Fox and her daughters. I had read other statements
of these wonderful “knockings,” but they seemed to
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be disingenuous, and failed to impress me as being
truthful. But this letter in the Z7zbune gave a most
graphically minute and circumstantial account of the
origin, progress, and character of the knockings, which
at once-captivated my mind and enlisted my sympa-
thies. I clipped the article from the paper, and car-
ried it with me several weeks. It so happened that,
one evening, in company with several ladies and gen-
tlemen, at my Aunt Odell’s, the conversation turned
upon the Rochester knockings, when I remembered
the printed letter of the Z7ibune, which I then had
in my pocket. I produced it, and read it aloud; and
as I did so, I, somehow or other, was thinking of the
witcheraft scenes narrated in the first chapter more
than those I was reading about. There seemed to be
a family resemblance between some of the witchcraft
scenes and some parts of the Hydesville manifesta-
tions, though I said nothing about my discovery to
any person at the time.

After T had concluded my reading, one of the
young ladies present, an accomplished daughter of
Governor Wolfe, who had but recently returned home
from a visit she had been making to her friends
in Little York, gave a very interesting account of a
table-tipping seance she had witnessed while absent.
The table, she said, really moved over the floor, without
any person ‘touching dt. This statement at once
brought my witcheraft experience so vividly to mind,
that I ascribed both manifestations to a common
cause, whatever that might be.  So, when the propo-
sition was made to form a circie, then and there, around
a table, to see if we could n't have some fun with it,
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I at once gave my consent to join hands, and assisted
to bring a heavy, old-time, solid mahogany table to
the center of the room. It was not on casters, and
the heft was not less than fifty pounds. Arvound this
table seven or eight chairs were placed, and occupied
by as many persons. We first joined hands, and,
after fifteen or twenty minutes, laid them disconnected
on the table, the palms downward. Very soon an
unpleasant feeling in the arms was complained of by
several ; but all felt like sticking to it until the table
would move. In this way, we had sat almost an hour,
chatting and talking on various subjects, having al-
most forgotten the object of our being there, when,
of a sudden, the table gave a quick movement to the
left, describing about a quarter of a circle; and so
rapid and unexpected was the evolution, that it slid
from under our hands.

It is needless to say how much excitement this
movement created, and how much interest it awak-
ened. After a few minutes, we all sat at the table
again ; and it soon became apparent, if we desired to
keep our hands on the “mahogany,” we would be
compelled to “locomote” quite lively to keep pace
with its voluntary movement. It began again by re-
peating the “spasmodic jerks” which had so surprised
us at first; but at each succeeding paroxysm the
movement seemed to increase in power, until a full
circle had been described; then, as if gaining mo-
mentum by the motion, and gathering new force, it
would rotate two or three times in the most rapid
manuner, causing all bhands to break from a “lively
trot” to a “double-quick.” The exercise was rather
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too much for the ladies. Some of the less pulmonary
robust gave it up for want of breath ; but two or three
remained, with myself, to brave it through to the end.

The table now began to make lateral as well as
circular movements, and to slide over the carpets al-
most as smoothly as if it had been on ice. Here the
ladies gave out, leaving Mr. Craven and myself alone
to accompany its perégrinations from one parlor to
the other, perhaps a distance of forty feet. Mr. Craven
soon became “a straggler,” when, solitary and alone,
T kept my pace alongside of the pesky runaway, my
hands all the while resting on the top. The speed of
the table seemed to be increasing, or perhaps it may
have been I had less power to keep up with it, when,
of a sudden, it darted across the room toward my dear
old aunt, who sat folding her hands over her breast,
amazed at what she saw. DBecoming alarmed, she
stepped upon a sofa, and beseeched me to put an end
to this play. Before her the table stopped, and began
tipping, and tilted back and forth several times, while
my finger tips rested upon it. I now withdrew them,
and the table stopped all movement. -

The evidence was conclusive that I had ¢ played
the trick ;” and that it was cleverly done, all acceded.
I now attempted to push the table over to its place,
about ten feet distant, but I could not budge it. I put
my whole strength to it, but with no better success.
I seized hold of the top, determined to carry it over to
its place, but could not lift the one end of it. It
yielded gracefully to the united efforts of two young
ladies, who lifted it to its proper position in the room.

Various were the speculations about the evening
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entertainment, There was a little too much of it, to
give me all the credit, so opinions were divided. All
conceded it to be a splendid parlor amusement, and
there were ever so mahy people who heard of it, who
expressed the wish that they had been there. It be-
came the talk of the town; and quite a new interest
was taken in me as the “magician” on the occasion.
I never was just so much talked of as during the dis-
cussion about the table-turning. I received many
“invitations” to hold circles at places I had never vis-
ited, and with people I hardly knew. Still T main-
tained my equilibrium of mind and deportment, and
declined. They honored me overmuch! I was inter-
ested, but was not willing to make sport of this thing
for any body. One of our town clergymen, who had
much wealth and respectability in his congregation,
came to sec me. He became interested, and I con-
sented to spend an evening with him and a few friends
at the table. They met; but I was detained by pro-
fessional engagements, and could not be with them.
However, the play went on without Hamlet. They
sat down to the table ; and, observing the rules I gave,
it was not more than an hour, so I was informed, be-
fore it began to grow “frisky,” and “kicked up behind
and before, like old Joe.” The table rotated, so I was
told, making it quite lively for all hands round.
While evoluting in this way, Rev. Mr. E. concluded
the exercise was rather laborious, so he thought to
take a comfortable seat on the table, and have a nice
ride. But there was no comfort in it. It was a most
unfortunate conceit; for no sooner had his clerical

cloth been spread on the table, than it made a bound
5
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that sent him flying through the air like a trap-ball.
He alighted with his head on the fire-rug, about ten
feet distant, his heels describing the segment of an
arc in his flight.  Several minutes elapsed before the
tangle could be got out of his reverence’s hair, so that
he could be made to understand the exact situation
he was in, and how he happened to be there. It was
only for a moment that he was discomfited. “This
was the dewil’s work, for nothing less irreverent
would deal so roughly with the cloth.” That was his
conclusion, and so he declared it ; and “one blast upon
his bugle horn was worth a thousand men.” What
he said, his congregation echoed.

It was an unexpected turn in affairs. Personally,
I felt aggrieved; for I was in the zenith of popularity,
and enjoyed the joke hugely—that is, if it can be
called a joke to be not only suspected, but openly ac-
cused, of being the author of all this pow-wow. Alas!
my honors faded in a day. The devil had superseded
me, as I had superseded the Welsh wizard, in the au-
thorship of this eccentric power. I bhad tasted the
sweets of public appreciation, and now the savory
fruit turned to ashes on my tongue. It is a curious
thing to watch the mental evolutions of the human
mind. They are by no means uniform in different
people ; they vary widely. Your poor stupid Welsh
farmer, when he sees his household traps flying about
his humble dwelling, as if suddenly endowed with
wings, thinks of his neighbor whom he has feared
for his intelligence, and secretly invests him with a
vower to do mischief, which could only be obtained
from the “roaring lion” that he has heard so often in
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his sleep. But there is your preacher—a good, sweet-
hearted man! He dresses so nicely, that he is the
admiration of his whole congregation! His walk is
so demure, his conversation so pious and elevating,
that, next to the great Spirit of the universe, he is
held in popular esteem. To touch him is as much a
sacrilege as to spit on a Hindoo’s wooden-headed
idol!

All that is false affects our manhood. A lie hurts.
It may not produce physical pain, but always a spir-
itual deformity. The declaimer and acceptor of the
falsehood "are alike injured. = Justice is assailed, the
heart insulted, and the intellect assassinated. The
devil is no more to be lied about than the Welsh wiz-
ard or myself. A lie shows the depravity of both the
head and heart that concocted or uttered it, no matter
against whom it may be aimed.

One step had been taken, however, in the direction
leading to a right solution of this subject. Table-
tipping was no longer thought to be the work of man,
but the devil. This carried the spirit of investigation
among the imponderable forces, and divested the phe-
nomena of all human agency. That was something
gained—an important step; for science was now au-
thorized to step in, and apply her crucial tests in
determining ‘what power it was that could project a
heavy man kiteing through the air like a paper
balloon.  Scientists rarely take any stock in the
devil. Tt is a poor investment, say they. So, regard-
less of what the pulpit might say, in its own way, in-
vestigation went forward. Nothing could be evoked
that gave much light upon the subject. The tables
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continued to tip; and science, weighed in the bal-
ance, was found wanting. No proper solution could
be given for the manifestation of this odd force.
Many theories were advanced; but, on close analysis,
none were found tenable. Speculation was rife. The
press came in to aid the pulpit; and while it was
truculently engaged in disseminating false theories
and devilish ideas, a new manifestation was given at
the table. Heretofore, when the desire was expressed
that the table should move, it obeyed. Now it stood
still, and spoke. Language is the utterance of sound,;
simply, successive waves of air that strike the sen-
sorium as the billows of the ocean break upon the
shore. The interpretation of sound—its investment
with sense—is purely conventional. We may build
up a system of laws to enable us to give a proper and
uniform expression to it, but we make sound to sig-
nify just what is most convenient for us.. When it is
conceived in the brain of man, and uttered by the
mandates of his will through the lingual structure, we
call it speech. Sense is thus vocalized, and conven-
tional forms of great truths are expressed and under-
stood. Taking this view of the subject, the assump-
tion that sound means speech is not an unwarranted
license by any means.

In this sense, the table began to speak. Sounds
were distinctly heard, as if reflected upon our sense,
from the under surface of its top. What can they
mean, was the question I asked myself, again and
again, Somebody had told me that os¢ 7ap or sound sig-
nified no, and three raps, yes; two indicated a doub.
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This was the triple key to unlock the mystery that
had been called wizch, devil, and doctor.

The joyous news throughout the land was rung,
That every table now had found a tongue.

I began to question the raps, and found them apt
in their responses. In company with others, and
when alone, the raps showed a willingness to answer
questions at all times, when asked to do so. To be
sure, their communications were limited to signify,
“aye, aye, or nay, nay; but even these simple mono-
syllables can be made to express a great deal. I said
to them, “Can you rap sixteen times?” and they an-
swered, “Yes.” “Please rap sixteen times.” . And so
they did, and then stopped. I did not bid them
stop; but of their own accord they stopped at sixteen.
“Can you rap one hundred times ?” I asked ; to which
“Yes” was replied. “Please rap one hundred times.”
It was done with accuracy, and I made the count
inaudibly. Iasked, “Are you a witch?” The answer
was, “No.” “Areyou a devil?” The same answer was
given. “Are you Doctor Faustus ?” Again, “No” was
responded. “ Well, once more, please answer me.
Are you a preacker?” “Ves,” was emphatically pro-
nounced, by unusually loud raps. “Then I'll watch
you closely,” I said. “Have you any odor of brim-
stone about you?” ¢ Not an odor,” was signified. I
was a little puzzled ; but let that pass.

I was soon made to understand that, by using the
alphabet, certain letters would be indicated by raps,
which would spell names, words, and sentences. So
I began to call the letters; and when I had called
“C,” a rap arrested my progress for the time, I put
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down “C,” and commenced calling the alphabet again.
When I reached the letter “h,” another rap was heard.
“Ch” T put together; and continued to repeat this
system, until CHARLES ODELL was spelled out. This
was the name of an uncle, who had been dead several
years; and it was at the house of his widow where
‘the table performed the antics I have already de-
scribed. To my inquiry, he said that he had oper-
ated with the table, and was glad to be able to let
his friends know that he still lived.

Up to this time, though I had sought diligently for
the knowledge of the fact here announced—namely,
the existence of an after life—I had no evidence that
I could rely upon, that after death I should live again.
Hearing the many conflicting theories of men—
springing from systems of religion, plans of salva-
tion, involving vicarious atonements, murder, and
devilish passion—1I had become hardened in the
belief that no affirmation could be given to the ques-
tion, “If a man die, shall he live again?’ I doubted
not the existence of a supreme intelligence, occupying
all space and pervading all matter—governing all
things by immutable laws; but that man had an in-
dividual life after death, and that he could be recog-
nized by his fellow-mortals in the sphere of the great
unknown, were problems of such distracting doubt in
my mind, that I had long settled into the conviction
that no satisfactory solution could be given them
while we dwelt upon the earth.

These tiny raps, and this brief-worded communi-
cation, unsettled the foundations of my belief. They
had spoken to my mind two great truths upon which
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the soul could rest; and, with the power of a talis-
man, had opened up a fountain of sweet waters in
my being. They demonstrated two new problems at
the same instant : the verity of the after-life ; and the
power of our friends who had passed, as we thought
forever, from our sight, to visit again the “pale
glimpses of the moon”—in such a form, at least, that
we could recognize their actual presence.
- The importance of this discovery will be variously
estimated by different persons, according to their
spiritual temperaments and needs. There are those
who place so low an estimate upon their value that,
to them, “a mess of pottage” or a glass of beer
would send them to chancery in eclipse. There are
others, however, who hail their advent as the dawn
of a new era, and in them see and hear the heralds
of the good time coming, proclaiming, “Peace on
earth, and good to willing men.” But here we leave
off speculation for the present.

~ During the Winter of 1851, I had pnvate business
that called me to Harrisburg, the capital of Pennsyl-
vania. At the time of my visit, the Legislature was
in session; and to meet conveniently several members
of that body with whom I had business, and who were
boarding at the “ Coverly House,” I made that my
stopping-place. This house was the place of rendez-
vous for a number of the members, who, every night,
came there to caucus, “lay pipe,” or have “a good
time” generally, as our public servants best know
how. Simon Cameron had an ax to grind that Win-
ter; and many of the honorable gentlemen were flush
of means and full of wine, until his ax was ground.
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There were those, however, who were upright in
heart, and who enjoyed a joke for the love of fun.
One evening, a small party of this character, perhaps
a dozen—among whom was Mr. Wells Coverly, the
proprietor of the house—retired to a private parlor
to hear the “spirit-raps.” General Bartram Shaeffer,
a senator from Lancaster County, being one of the
party, invited me to join them, which I did. It was
near midnight when we entered the parlor, and fast-
ened the doors to keep out intruders; for many gen-
tlemen (?) were then in their cups, and scarcely in
condition to interview the living or the dead.

Mr. Coverly took a position in the middie of the
floor, standing ; while around him, at a distance of
six or eight feet, sat the party who had just entered,
all curious to hear the raps. Mr. Coverly said: “Are
any spirits here that wish to rap? If so, please sig-
nal your presence.” Before he had pronounced the
last word, a rapid succession of bumps under the
floor was loudly given. That was the beginning ;
and I thought there would be no ending to this
strange interview. It was kept up for two hours,
during which time all kinds of questions were asked
and answered, by all kinds of spirits, who claimed to
be present. It is not expected, I know, that I should
enter into details in this matter, further than to state
that Mr. Coverly again and again stated he had no
confederate in this; and also, if it were not spirit-rap-
ping, then he could not tell what it was; that the
noise was heard about him, no matter where he would
go; neither did it make any difference in regard to
time—day or night—still they were heard: in his
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bed, on the head-board, at his table, on the floor, in
the office, he could hear them, though sometimes
more distinctly than others. The sounds were loud
by times, but always as if muffled—as if a cushion in-
tervened between the rapping substance and the floor,
or wherever the concussion was heard.

Whatever others might think of it, Mr. Coverly
believed—else there is no dependence to be placed in
any man’s word—that the sounds we heard were pro-
duced by spirits. This is all it is necessary to say
about that night's seance. I never expected to record
it in the manner it now appears to the reader; and
hence it has only been preserved in memory as an
experience of which the mind could not divest itself,

My chain of testimony would be incomplete were
I to omit a link that belongs to it, in chronological
order, in this place.

I was engaged in the practice of medicine in the
Winter of 1853, and was located in the village of St.
Jacobs, Waterloo County, Canada West. My ride
extended to the north and west of this point as much
as thirty miles. The country was sparsely settled,
by Irish and Scotch emigrants from the Old Country,
and was known as the “Queen’s Bush,” much of it
being unsurveyed, and large tracts of it yet unre-
claimed from the proprietorship of the wild animals
that still fed and flourished upon it. Surveys were
made as fast as the country filled up. To one of
the new townships I was called to see a sick child,
belonging to Mr. Charles Burrows, who was the pio-
neer merchant of the township of Mornington. It was
a full day’s ride to get to his residence, and no less to
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get home again. This was my first visit to- Morning-
ton; and, notwithstanding the generous hospitality
and genial companionship of Mr. Burrows and his
estimable wife, I sincerely hoped it might be my last.

But, to the point. After the comfort of the sick
child was assured, and we had taken supper, Mr. Bur-
rows, while at the table, asked me if I had had any ex-
perience in spiritism; to which I replied by asking
him if he had had—remembering Robbie’s advice to
his young friend, to

“Still keep something to yoursel’
Ye scarcely tell to ony.”

- He was free to tell me of a shoe-maker, who lived
only four miles distant, following the blaze on the
trees, who was a writing medium.

“A writing what ?” 1 inquired, not understanding
exactly his meaning, and for the first time hearing the
word "in that connection, and with a somewhat du-
bious sense.

“A writing medium,” he said. “The spirits take
possession of his arm and hand, and write whole pages
of the most wonderful things.” '

I looked incredulous; if I did not, my feelings
were not reflected in my face.

“ Are you jesting ?” I said.

“By no means! I was thinking of sending for
him to come over, to let you see him write. How
would you like it? . We can have him here in two
hours. Or are you too tired to be curious ?”

“0O no; send for him. Let us have a time of it,”
I said. “I have never heard of such a thing, and am
curious to see the operation. - Did you say the spirits
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write by controlling his arm and hand against his
own will ?”

“Exactly; that’s what they do. He has a barrel
full of manuscript ; and keeps paper and pencil on his
shoe-bench beside him, to be prepared for them at a
moment’s warning. - He may be engaged pegging a
shoe-bottom, when he is suddenly seized, and takes
up the pencil and paper. His lapboard serves as a
desk or \}vriting-table. He will then write a page or
two, or more, rapidly, when the power leaves him,
and he resumes his work. He pays no attention to
the manuscripts, but chucks them into an old trunk.
He is now on his second barrel. I have seen some
of these manuscripts, and they exhibit a grasp of in-
tellect very far beyond any I have as yet discovered
in the shoe-maker. I’ll tell you something in confi-
dence; but ‘dinna ye be speakin’ o’’t’ You have
heard, no doubt, that my mill was destroyed by fire,
last Fall. Well, I know I have enemies; and the
way the fire originated led me to suspect that some
one who did not ‘love me o’ermuch’ might possibly
have accidentally dropped some lucifer-matches in a
dangerous place. Well, the shoe-maker was over here
last week, and I got him to write for me; and I was
amazed to receive a letter from an old friend who
had been dead several years, informing me of all the
particulars of -the burning of my mill. He referred
to the circumstance that made a certain man my
eniemy, who had no other way to express his resent-
ment than by destroying my property.” = After giving
me still further particulars in regard to this transac-
tion, Mr. Burrows asked me what I thought of it
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Of course, I had no opinion to offer until I had met
my cordwainer ; so, until eight o’clock, we passed the
time in interchanging views on this strange subject.
Mr. Burrows was a man of education, young, ener-
getic, and enterprising, having no time to fool away
upon abstract questions of any kind. He meant
business. I listened to him, therefore, with more
consideration than I do when addressed by a specu-
lating philosopher.

A little after eight o’clock, the shoe-maker came
- in—a dark-haired, sallow-complexioned, medium-sized
man, about thirty years old—spare and angular, as
shoe-makers generally are. His eyes were dull, and
indicated a lack of that intelligent fire which an
education would have lit up in a flame. His speech
was an index to the character of the man—slow,
drawling, commonplace, with no magnetic life in it.
He was not above the average intelligence of the Old
Country poor people, and even lacked the proverbial
native wit of the Irish peasant. He had only been
out from the Old Country nine months, had landed
at Quebec, and made his way straight up the
lakes to the Queen’s Bush, where I now for the first
time met him.

Skipping all preliminary details, Mr. Burrows,
his wife, Crispin, and myself, became seated at the
table, and the writing soon commenced. It was only
a name at first; but that was sufficient. The hand
was strangely moved or controlled ; and, by a close
analysis of the movement, it could be seen that the
action was involuntary. The name written was

CHARLES ODELL.
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Startling as an apparition, the characters stood out
upon the paper. I affected ignorance, and asked Mr.
Burrows if he recognized the name as belonging to
any of his friends. Of course he did not; neither
did the shoe-maker medium. I said:

“The surname might be Irish. Did you know any
body by the name of Odell in Ireland ?”

The medium said he did not. Just then his hand
was controlled again to write.

“Do you doubt me? It was I that moved the
table that frightened your aunt. CHARLES ODELL.”

The identification was complete; but, while the
opportunity presented, I desired to make a crooked
matter straight. I said:

“Uncle Charles, this is the third time you have
manifested to me: first, in your parlor, with the table;
the next time, by rapping the letters of the alphabet
in my office ; and now you announce yourself in writ-
ing. Do you remember you told me, the second time,
by rapping, that you were a preacker? How shall I
understand you? Have you changed your profes-
sion?”

The answer came quickly: “Have I not taught
you great truths?”

“Certainly,” I said; “but—

“The man or spirit who teaches a truth, preackes
it.  Am I not a preacher ?”

“0O yes; I comprehend you now, and will remem- -
ber your definition of preaching.”

Our sitting at the table lasted two hours, during
which time as much as six pages of ordinary-sized
foolscap paper were closely written over. Most of
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this writing purported to be done by Charles Odell;
and if it were not, the indicting intelligence certainly
knew very much of his private business and family
relations ; for these were the topies written upon. It
was impossible for me to think that there was any
collusion between Mr. Burrows and the Celt; for I
was personally but little known to the first, and, to
the latter, was an utter stranger. The subject-matter
of the communications could only have been given by
one most intimately 1nfouned of the private affairs of
my uncle’s family.

The next morning, I started for home, revolving
in my mind the strange circumstances that had trans-
pired on the preceding evening ; and resolving, if an
opportunity should ever offer, to mvestxgate this sub-
ject further,
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CHAPTER IIIL

INVESTIGATION CONTINUED IN BOSTON, MASS.—
MANSFIELD, THE SPIRIT POSTMASTER, ETC.

JOR several years after my experience with the

writing medium in the Queen’s Bush, I had no
opportunity for investigating the subject of “spirit man-
ifestations” in a satisfactory manner. Mediums were
not “as plenty as blackberries in August;” and those
that were known as “ public mediums,” both the pulpit
and the press began to stigmatize as frauds, cheats, char-
latans, and by other opprobrious epithets, which some-
what cooled my zeal, and even lessened my confidence
in the genuineness of the manifestations I had already
witnessed. Again and again, I recailed to mind all
the circumstances under which they had transpired,
to ascertain, if possible, some weak point in the testi-
mony upon which to hang a suspicion or doubt ; for I
had no motive to deceive myself, and I certainly had
no desire to deceive others. Unforthnaté]y, too, for
me, in the pursuit of knowledge on this subject, the
mediums accessible to the public lived in remote parts
of the country, which I could not reach without in-
curring much loss of time, and what I then considered
an inadequate expenditure of money. Thus circum-
stanced, my interest in the whole subject began to
flag, and I felt more like lapsing into the infidelity of
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unbelief, than going forward to secure a demonstration
of the verity of an after-life.

Just here the literature of spiritualism began to
engage my attention; and I read with amazement and
most absorbing interest the great work of Mr. Davis,
“ Nature’s Divine Revelations, and a Voice to Man-
kind.” In this historical compendium of the origin
of the universe, I found so much that was sublime in
thought, grand in sentiment, and noble in expres-
sion, that it gave a complete diversion to my mind,
and engaged all the grasp of its powers. His other
yol’umes, “The Physician,” “The Teacher,” “The
Seer,” “The Reformer,” “The Thinker,” “ The Magic
Staff,” followed in the order of my reading, sandwiched
with Ambler’s “Birth of the Universe,” Linton’s
“Healing of the Nations,” Tuttle’s “Arcana of Na-
ture,” and “Scenes in the Spirit World ;” Harris’s
“Lyric of the Golden Age,” and “ Epic of the Starry
Heavens,” and many other productions that were
claimed to have a spiritual origin.

It is not necessary to indicate more minutely the
course of my reading, further than to say that I read
most of the books, as they appeared from the press,
that have since become standard works in the litera-
ture of spiritualism.

This mass of reading, instead of satisfying my
mind, only whetted my appetite for personal knowledge
of such facts as were spoken of by others. I could
not build my faith upon the experience of others, but
wanted facts for myself—broad, solid facts, such as
I had started out with—whereon to rest my hopes of
an after-life. Different men read and reason from
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different stand-points; their conclusions are dissim-
ilar. But when a fact is presented, as if struck with a
bullet, they stand dumb, and meditate upon the pro-
ducing law.

My desire to see for myself the manifestations
others had witnessed and recorded, grew upon me day
by day, until I finally resolved to have my curiosity
gratified, at whatever expense it might be of time,
labor, or money. It was a felt importance to know
something of the destiny awaiting me. In the pur-
suit of such information, men had, in all ages, made
sacrifices of every thing they held dear, even life itself,
that the “great riddle” might be expounded. Na-
tions had poured out their treasures of money upon
the altar of investigation; wars had been waged in
the same spirit; and the earth had been reddened
with the blood of martyrs in the same cause.

I could not, therefore, be indifferent to the only
promised practical solution of this great problem of
life. A knowledge of the after-life seemed, to my
mind, to be a necessary complement to all we know
of this; as it would enable us to understand the
relations men should sustain to each other, and dis-
charge their duties with clearer judgment and fore-
thought. Some spiritual organizations can be sus-
tained by faith ; but such natures are of a sickly sen-
timental growth, lacking the development of power
and force. They take to pious water-gruel as a child
to milk. To build up the gristle and bone of man-
hood, you must have the substantial aliment of facts.
To build a dwelling-place 6for all time, the foundation
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of your house must be laid on granite ledges—solid
facts! Here the man can build securely until the
dome of his thought is lifted to the heavens.

I had read enough, and the time had arrived for a
new departure in the track of investigation.

Boston seemed to be the center of interest in the
spiritual movement. Here were located several public
mediums, whose names began to be familiar to those
interested in the subject living in remote sections of
the country. The secular press spoke of spiritualism
as a “Yankee trick,” a Boston notion, and a dollar
speculation. But time has shown how untruthful the
press was in its stigmatic epithets. To the everlast-
ing credit of the Yankees, be it said that they were
“the first to recognize this divine babe in the manger,
and had the manhood to declare the manifestations to
be genuine.

Among the Yankees I went, to obtain more light
upon the subject. Distrustful of trickery, I visited
many mediums, and discovered already, under the
livery of spiritualism, much given out as genuine
manifestation that was unreliable. There was a class
of people anxious to monopolize the privileges of
media, who pretended to be entranced by spirits, who
would, in this condition, give utterance to the most
silly and ungrammatical drivel that ever assailed the
ear of credulity. All they had to do was to shut
their eyes, squirm a trifle, and then begin a dribble
of shilly-shally” stuff that the poorest devil in the
spirit-world would be ashamed to own. If these peo-
ple were not self-deceived, they were harmless, for
surely they did not deceive any man who had capacity
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to distinguish the difference between a hen and a
hand-saw. They were the baser sort of Yankees.

But among all this swash, there were a few gen-
uine mediums, whom it was a pleasure to meet—
ladies and gentlemen of good education, culture, so-
cial position, and honorable. From among this class
I selected one to assist me in my investigations. My
attention was directed to him by the following Card,
which I saw published in the Banner of Light, at that
time, I believe, the only Spiritual newspaper published
in the United States:

“MR. J. V. MANSFIELD.

“This distinguished ¢ Writing Test MediunY for answering
sealed letters, may De addressed at Chelsea, Massachusetls,
Box 6o. His fee is three dollars and four postage-stamps. Per-
sons wishing his services will please not write any superscrip-
tion on the letter they desire the spirits to answer, but seal it
so it can not be disturbed or tampered with, without detection.
The answer and the sealed letter will be both promptly for-
warded to the writer.” *

Being upon the ground, I did not write to Mr.
Mansfield, but called upon him at his residence, when
he was not engaged as a medium, to make arrange-
ments for a systematic examination of his peculiar
phase of mediumship.

It was finally arranged that I should become an
inmate of his house, and, for the time being, a member
of his family.- This was an important step to me, as
it gave me facilities to study the character of Mr.
Mansfield, when he was most open to criticism. I did
this for myself, and with no view to betray any weak-
ness I might discover in his character, unless I held

my duty to society at large more binding upon me

* Mr. Mansfield is now (1875), and has been for several years,
located at No. 361 Sixth Avenue, New York, where he may be
addressed.
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than the law of hospitality, which admitted me to con-
fidence, and provided me with food and shelter. If
Mr. Mansfield had been a private citizen, I should not
have gone to his house ; but as he was not, it was my
bounden duty to know all I could of his private and
public character, that I might form the clearer judg-
ment of the reliability of his mediumistic pretensions.
It was of much importance to know what manner of
man I had to deal with—something of his personal
habits, his reputation for speaking truthfully. These
discoveries in a man’s character can be best made
in his own house. Here it is, if anywhere, a man
shows his real self; and, though it is humiliating to
confess, yet it is nevertheless true, that “a man is
rarely a hero to his own valet”” The lesson is, that
when you know men intimately, they cease to com-
mand your respect. But there are exceptions, and
these challenge the closest scrutiny, and loom up in
importauce as the inspection is intensified. Among
these I place Mr. Mansfield. An inmate of his house, I
have met him in his hours of social relaxation—in his
gown and slippers; no studied word or categorical
look to disguise the real man, or mar the harmony of
his action. With him I have broken bread and
“tasted salt,” and, for months at a time, have been to
him almost as a shadow to the substance. From this
intimacy, I claim to speak of this man’s character with
more judgment and honesty than those who know
nothing of him personally, but who seek to disparage
his excellence, and destroy his good name. With him
in every test condition, watching him closely day by
day for months,—if all this will not enable me to speak
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of this gentleman understandingly, then there can be
no reliance on the judgment of man,

And now what testimony am I expected to offer
in regard to this man? I will speak of him as I
know him. You who know him better, may criticise
my opinion ; but you who do not know him at all, for
God’s sake, put your hand upon your mouth, and be
silent. - You had better be a dumb beast than a chat-
tering rascal.

I will anticipate the desires of the candid reader,
and state fairly what I know about this singularly en-
dowed man and medium. It is not expected, of
course, that I should speak of his private character
further than to say, if I had detected any thing upon
which T could have rested a suspicion that his me-
diumship was a human contrivance, and in any sense
unworthy the great cause to which it is devoted,
I should have relentlessly exposed the fraud, and
abated no jot or tittle of my zeal in condemnation
of the man.

I believe Mr. Mansfield to be an honest man; and
that he is a genuine medium for the spirit-world to
communicate with this, I have ample proof. It will
be my business to lay this, in part, before the reader.
To present it all, would fill a volume. And just here
is a proper place to put investigators on their guard,
when they begin to examine this subject of spirit
manifestations.

Do not make up your mind too soon, nor bring
to the investigation of the subject antagonizing prej-
udices. When you have discovered a fraud, keep
quiet until you know it to be really a fraud; then



42 STARTLING FACTS IN

expose it.  If you speak of it too soon, you may ex-
pose yourself. I do not wish to be understood as
deprecating a full and fair criticism, but only e¢njoin
upon the hypercritic the additional quality of prudence.
It may save you blushes and remorse, when you
become older and wiser. Guard sedulously against
that carping criticism that doubts without reason, and
condemns without proof. Defer judgment until you
have all the testimony before you; then sift it closely,
that you may find the grain of truth in the chaff of
error. If your mind is poisoned with malice or preju-
dice, you are not fit for a judge. It will be difficult
for you to understand this. Exercise your severest
judgments upon your own ability to examine this
great subject. A drunken tinker, with tobacco-slavers
dribbling from his mouth, and hiccoughs in his dia-
phragm, wanted to explain the whole matter to me,
while he leaned against a lamp-post, in Cincinnati;
said he could do it in five minutes. Thus “fools
rush in where angels fear to tread.”

It is bard to get men to understand how littie they
know of this matter.

It will be seen, from Mr. Mansfield’s Card, that
his specialty is to answer sealed letters. IHence, he
is known far and wide as the spirit-postmaster. His
correspondence is very extensive, reaching to all parts
of the United States and British Provinces. Letters
come to him, indeed, from every quarter of the
globe, and in every language that has a grammatical
structure.

It is a curious thing to look at the outside of the
letters Mr. Mansfield receives. On the supposition
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that he is a trickster, the writers frequently seal their
letters with Spalding’s glue, cover them with paint or
varnish, smear them with wax, and I have seen them
stitched by a sewing-machine, until the decimal of
every square inch of the envelope was secured by
thread. Some were sweet-scented, and some were not.

Mr. Mansfield and myself would take “turn and
turn about” in fetching the mail from the post-office,
he bringing my letters, and I his. I have, by this
arrangement, been the first to handle the letters sent
to the “spirit-postmaster.” The answering of these
letters was a matter of more interest to me than to
Mansfield. With him it was an old song; it meant
work, thankless work in most cases, and complete
physical exhaustion. But not so with me. This un-
known power to answer a letter, without knowing a
word contained in the letter, was a novelty that inter-
ested me much. The letters I would bring to Mr.
Mansfield very rarely got out of my sight before they
were answered, and returned with the answer to their
authors. The people for whom Mr. Mansfield per-
formed this service exhibited, by their method of seal-
ing their letters, a suspicion of fraud, or that their
letters were opened or tampered with. I failed to
make any discovery that would tend in the least to
confirm such impressions, and I certainly did not lack
opportunity to detect such practice, if any had been
attempted. It may be of general interest to know
exactly how the “spirit-postmaster” answered sealed
letters.

Being seated at his writing-table, I lay before him
a half-dozen letters, bearing post-marks, perhaps, from
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as many different states in the Union. The outside
envelopes are now removed, and thrown inthe waste-
basket. He has now before him a half-dozen securely
sealed letters, without a mark or superscription to
afford the slightest clue to the authors, or to the name
of the spirit addressed. Over these he now passes,
very lightly, the tips of his fingers, mostly of the left-
hand. He touches them so delicately that you could
fancy him picking up gold dust, a grain at a time.
He passes from one to the other until all have been
touched. If no response is elicited, he puts them in
a drawer and locks them up. In a half an hour or
more, he renews the effort to obtain an answer to the
letters. They are again before him, and, like a bee
passing from flower to flower, his finger-tips pass from
one to the other of the letters, He turns them over,
and senses every part of the envelope. The glue,
paint, or wax, has almost destroyed the magnetic con-
dition of the letter ; but he finally gathers it up, when
his left-hand closes with a spasm. That is the signal
of success. The spirit addressed in the letter, that
exerted this strange influence on his hand, is present,
and is prepared to answer it. The other letters are
now pushed aside, and this particular one remains
before the medium, with the fore-finger of his left
hand touching it. He has in a convenient place long
strips of white paper, and a pencil, to be ready for the
emergency. All is now ready for writing—the pencil
at rest in his right-hand. The point of interest is
now in the finger of the left-hand touching the letter,
It begins to tap on the letter like the motion of a
telegraph key, making like irregular sounds. Simul-



MODERN SPIRITUALISM. 45

taneous with this tapping, the writing begins with his
right-hand, and, without intermission, continues until
the communication is finished., There is no rest,
after the influence begins, until the completion of the
work. I have seen as many as twelve strips of paper
closely written upon at one sitting, though three or
four, perhaps, would be a fair average of the length of
the communication received. The writing is very
rapidly executed; and varies in style as much as is
common to men.

When the writing is completed, the left-hand,
which has been closed all the time with a spasm, now
opens, and the influence is gone. It is only for a few
seconds ; for it returns again to write the address of
the person to whom the letter is to be sent, on the
envelope. This being done, the letter and answer
are immediately inclosed in the directed envelope, and
promptly mailed. The whole thing is business-like,
orderly, and straight.

I have watched this operation closely, and have
seen it repeated a thousand times. If there are many
letters to answer, Mr. Mansfield very rarely spares
~ the time to read what he has written ; but if he has a
little leisure, he reads the communications carefully,
and seems to study them with the interest of a stu-
dent. I have seen him for an hour at a time trying
to understand the exact sense of one of these strange
missives, using an “unabridged Webster” to assist
him to comprehend the definition of words, strange
and unknown to him. When names were given in
the communication, the fact was always of more than

usual interest to him. These were what he called
7
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his Zests. While reading a letter, I have seen his eyes
filled with tears, as the pathetic story.of a spirit
would be read, in which perhaps the first announce-
ment of its translation would be communicated to
friends in the form. I remember the letter of a
young man who, in the early excitement, went to
California to obtain gold. He was an only son, and
the stay and support of a widowed mother. He had
been successful in his object, and had transmitted
the evidence of his success in handsome amounts to
his far-away home in-the East. His preparations for
leaving were completed, and the last letter written to
his anxiously awaiting parent. Day by day he was
expected home. The little cottage was kept in order,
to give him a pleasant welcome; whilst a doting
mother’s heart was warm with love to greet his re-
turn. He did not come. The distance was long,
very long; he must have been detained; perhaps
had changed his mind, and gone into the mountains
again. Weary months passed away, and still that
mother awaited the return of her manly son. But he
came not. " i

One day she received a letter. It was not in fa-
- miliar writing, but the language was couched in the
same affectionate terms with which her son was wont
to address her. It was the story of his death, by fever,
on the isthmus, with all the particulars attending it.
He had hoped to comfort her old age, and be with
her in the closing hours of life; but it was not so
ordained ; and wanted his mother to be comforted,
and reconciled to the will of his Heavenly Father,
who doeth all things well. He was happy, and would
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meet her first when she entered the spirit-world, and
would take her to a beautiful home he was preparing
for her.

A recital like the above would affect him to tears.
He would say, “Wolfe, I'd give any thing to be as-
sured that the story in this communication is true!”

“Do you doubt it, Mr. Mansfield ?” I would ask.

“0O no; I have no reason to doubt it. I have
never known a statement to be false that came in this
way ; and yet this thing is so marvelous that I can
not comprehend it at all. I sometimes feel that my
life is a dream, and my existence a myth, and that
there is nothing real or substantial in all we see.
Yesterday, that little boy wrote to his mother trying
to comfort her in his absence. To complete his iden-
tity, he recalled the particulars of his death by drown- ’
ing ; how he had gone into the creek to bathe, and by
accident got into deep water; how he struggled to
save himself, but felt no pain as he quietly yielded up
his life. He spoke of the discovery of his body; named
the person who found it; how the news of his death
caused his mother to swoon, in which condition she
again beheld him, and of her loud lamenting over his
lifeless body; how she kissed his cold lips and fore-
head again and again, crying ‘O, my son, my son!
Then again, he spoke of her placing her picture on his
pulseless heart, and filling the coffin in which his
body lay with flowers. It was a pitiful letter, and has
made me feel sad ever since I mailed it.”

“Perhaps it will be a comfort to the mother to
learn that her child still lives, and is able to return
and watch over her,” I said.
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“That is very true,” he replied; “perhaps it is
all right, as friend Childs puts it; and we ought not
to feel so.”

I have known Mr. M. to be suddenly influenced
to write; and, without a break in the conversation,
he has seated himself at the table, when a long letter
has been written. I say influenced to write. This is
known by a slight muscular spasm of the arm, which
will generally show itself when he folds his arms
across his breast, or clasps his hands, or rests them
on his knees. These positions form what the spirits
term an electro-magnetic circuit, enabling them to
approach and influence the nerve-center of his motor
system. He seems, at such times, to be inadequate
to the exercise of his will-power over the motor
nerves; but his thinking faculties are as lucid as when
not under any influence at all. Blind Tom I have
seen, with his right-hand playing, in a very clever
manner, a piece of difficult music, while, at the same
time, he performed with his left-hand another intri-
cate composition, and set in different time. While
thus engaged differently on his right and left, he
. sings a song, different in time, the sentiment of which
he must memorize. In like manner, I have seen Mr.
Mansfield writing two communications at the same
instant, one with the right-hand, the other with the
left, and both in language of which he had no knowl-
edge. While thus engaged, he has conversed with
me on matters of business, or continued conversation
begun before this dual writing commenced. It may
thus be seen that while Mr. M. himself talked in a
very sensible manner, as men ordinarily talk, both
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his right and left arms and hands were engaged
talking, too. On one occasion, I remember distinctly,
while Mr. M. was writing with both hands, in two
languages, he said to me, “ Wolfe, did you know a
man in Columbia by the name of Jacobs?” I replied
affirmatively ; when he continued, “ He is here; and
wants to let you know that he passed from his body
this morning.,” This announcement proved to be
true. But what we are most interested in, is the triple
manifestation presented on this occasion: Both hands
engaged, not on the same subject, but each differently
writing, one in a back-hand, the other straight as we
ordinarily do; the matter written differing in char-
acter; the language different: and yet, while our
very senses ache to think of it, a third man speaks,
and announces a startling fact which had occurred,
'since we were seated in that room, several hundred
miles distant. What solution can be offered to this
triple manifestation of intelligence, power, and organ-
ization?

The communications thus received, while they
seemed to be intended to show that no ordinary
man was equal to their spontaneous production, had
really a different purpose. The letters were fre-
quently for persons by whom they would be esteemed
“godsends,” and upon subjects of the deepest inter-
est. It looked to me as if the spirits were making
the best use of time, with the limited means at their
command—really utilizing the mediums, as the tele-
graph is kept at its fullest working capacity when
business is brisk.

Such occasions were rare, to be sure; for the
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medium could not stand under such a drain upon his
nervo-vital organization without suffering from com-
plete exhaustion ;* but that a manifestation of this
character can be made, affords the mind a center
from which to reason that is of first importance to
the proper appreciation of this entire subject.

One morning, Mr. M. and I were seated in his
office, engaged _in conversation having no bearing
whatever upon the circumstance I am now about to
record, when very. abruptly he said: “I feel Father
Pierpont! He is now entering the city. He will be
here soon to see me.”

“Do you mean the Reverend John Pierpont, the
poet, and Unitarian minister ”’ I said.

“Yes. He is one of God’s make of noble men.
You will love him very much.”

We talked about Mr. Pierpont quite a while, when
our conversation was interrupted by the entrance of
a gentleman who desired to have a letter answered
which he had in his possession. Both retired to the
writing-room, and left me alone in the reception-room.
Very soon the servant opened the door, and, without
announcement, a spare-made, tall gentleman, with the
most courtly manner, entered. His hair was white
as silk floss, and his face was a blazon of intelli-
gence and benevolence. His voice was as musical
as the child’s first utterance to its idolizing mother.

* Mr. Manstfield, I regret to learn through the press, has become
a victim of paralysis, What influence his mediumship has had in
producing this distressing condition, can only be conjectured, of
course ; yet I incline to the belief that such nervous exhaustion as he is
subject to, when overtaxed with writing, favors the development of
paralysis.
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Extending his hand, with a slight forward inclination
of his body, he said:

“ Good-morning, sir. My name is John Pierpont.
Whom have I the pleasure of addressing ?”

“My name is Wolfe. I am interested in the sub-
ject of spiritualism, and am stopping with Mr. Mans-
field to examine the manifestations through his medi-
umship,” T replied.

“You are highly favored, sir. Mr. Mansfield’s
mediumship is very remarkable, and presents to my
mind incontrovertible evidence of spirit-power. Is
Mr. Mansfield engaged at present ?”

“Yes, sir; but will be free to see you very soon.
He was apprised of your coming an hour ago. He
then said, ‘I feel Father Pierpont; he is now entering
the city; he will be here soon to see me.” Have you
just come from Medford ?” I asked, secking to con-
firm the statement of Mr. Mansfield, or to 1efute it, as
the facts might be.

“No, not from Medford; but from New York. An
hour since, I arrived at the Old Colony Depot, and
from there came straight here, to obtain information
respecting the whereabouts of a Jady medium whom I
have been directed to find, but of whom I have never
heard a word.”

“Perhaps I know the person you seek; and can
give you the necessary information.”

“Perhaps, so,” he continued. “I have been visit-
ing New York; and last night attended one of Mrs.
French’s circles. She was controlled, imperfectly, by
the spirit of my wife, who said, ‘There is a lady me-
dium in Boston, by the name of Hyde, whom I can
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manifest through much better than I can through
this organization. Call upon her when you return
home, and I will meet you, my dear, and talk to you
of our children and beautiful home.’”

“I know Mrs. Hyde very well,” I said. “She
lives on Portland Street, near Causeway, and, I think,
is a very fine personating medium.”

Here our conversation was interrupted by the en-
trance of Mr. Mansfield, who greeted the venerable
poet, prophet, and philosopher, with the warmth of a
loving son. After chatting awhile about New York,
spirit-mediums, and the premonition of his appearing
in the city, Mr. Pierpont left, to call upon Mrs. Hyde.

He visited our rooms several days afterward, and
gave a most pleasant and highly artistic description
of his interview with his cherished wife, as she mani-
fested through this lady medium. Speaking of his
dear one, as of his son, he said, “I can not think her
dead !”

My object, however, in this conversation, is to
call attention to this phase of mediumship.

Mr. Pierpont visited Boston, on this occasion, at
the instigation of his spirit-wife, and started on the
very night he received the suggestion. His visit was,
therefore, unexpected to himself, and unlooked for by
others; and was undertaken by the awakened enthu-
siasm of his own soul. Neither Mr. Mansfield nor
any of his friends knew of the coming of the “sweet
singer,” only in the manner already described.

It is pertinent here to ask whether Mr. Mansfield
can manifest this power of conscious discernment to
all people. I learned from himself that he could not.
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It was only toward those with whom he was on the
most intimate and fraternal terms. He could, how-
ever, in this way, sense the approach of a person who
was repugnant to his subtile feeling, squares away;
and would shrink from their presence as the sensitive-
plant from the touch of rudeness.
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CHAPTER IV.

PERSONAL TESTS—PICTURE-WRITING—STRANGE VIS-
ITORS—THE MEDIUM'S SENSIBILITY.

T was not long before I made the discovery that

spirits out of the body do not differ very much in
their dispositions from those in the body. Let us
illustrate this proposition. Mr. A., while in life, was
a truth-loving and benevolent man, had a scrupu-
lous regard for his word, and in every relation of life
sustained a comeliness of character sans reproach.
He passes to the spirit-world; and, from his new
sphere of being, is invited to return to tell us the
experience he has had in passing through the great
transition. In doing this, he is not likely to depart
from his pre-spiritual habit of speaking the truth. He
may be relied upon as telling exactly what he believes
to be true. In the spirit-world he has much to learn
that is new and valuable, and also much to unlearn
that is old and worthless. He must outgrow the
errors of his earth-life, and learn the truths of his new
existence, before he becomes a competent teacher to
those who call him to return. He will come, how-
ever, and do his best to advise, instruct, and inform
you; but he is as liable to err in judgment as are
those he seeks to gratify. He is therefore to be rea-
soned with—to be met with the amenities of contro-
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versy such as distinguish civil and enlightened debate;
and it is by no means arrogant to assume that a mor-
tal frequently exhibits profounder thought, and a more
thorough appreciation of the real realities of spirit-life,
than those who have actual experience to offset the
argument. Thus an uninformed person may travel
from a rural district to a large city, and find himself
lost in the crowd of pedestrians with which he meets
and mingles upon its thoroughfares. He repeats the
motive of his walk, and makes the same optical ob-
servations, day after day, month after month, until
years have passed. He finally returns to his country
home, and with him brings the personal experience he
has had ; only this, and nothing more. He begins to
speak of things he has seen, and feels that he is com-
petent to instruct those who hear him. He describes
with rustic power things which most attracted his at-
tention. Mr. B., who has never traveled beyond the
boundary of the cloud-skirted hill which he sees from
the open door of the house in which he was born,
asks Mr. A. a question about something of which he
has read pertaining to the city. A. is blank. “He
did n’t see it. He does n't believe the thing in ques-
tion is in the city, else he would have seen it.” How
preposterous! If it be understood that information
is limited to what we see, then really but little can be
known of the great realm of truth which lies beyond
the scrutiny of sense. It is the brain that thinks, that
possesses knowledge. He who absorbs what he sees,
feels, and hears, and gives the esse a healthy diges-
tion—one who grasps the whole can speak of parts
the best.
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Thus, when we commence our investigations of
the spirit-life, we should think that but little is under-
stood of its actual condition, and by no means make
that little knowledge the boundary limit of our
thought. We have capacity to know all; and the
more our faculties for acquiring knowledge are exer-
cised, the larger will grow the area of truth to our
apprehension.

When I began my correspondence with inhabit-
ants of the spirit-world, I yielded an implicit belief to
all T received from them, until I found myself the
dupe of an overcredulous mind. Then I quickly turned
to the austere extreme of skepticism, and maintained a
chilling distrust toward all I saw and heard. Both
conditions of mind were incompatible with a just ap-
preciation of facts when presented; and so I settled
down from the extremes of credulity and skepticism
to that common-sense mean through which we sift
and filter the communications we receive from our
fellow-men, and applied this rule to the intercourse I
held with those who had “passed to the land o’ the
leal.” Let us not essay to supersede human nature
in thought, word, or deed, and then we shall be as
near right as it is profitable to be.

In this andmus, 1 opened my correspondence with
the spirits, through Mr. Mansfield. I wrote my let-
ters plainly, and with as little ambiguity of sense as
I was capable of doing. I wrote to those who,
I felt confident, would have honored my correspond-
ence in the form and with the same familiarity with
which I would have addressed an old and intimate
fiiend. I reserved as little to myself as possible,
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acting in this as well upon the impulses of my nature
as upon the advice of the Ayrshire bard:
“ Ay free aff-hand your story tell,
‘When wi’ a bosom crony.”

It was not always convenient for Mr. M. to give my
letters immediate attention; but this did not deter
me from writing. Living in an atmosphere of har-
mony, in a place where spirits held convocation
night and day around their favored medium, I almost
felt the presence of my friends in spirit-life, as Mans-
field had sensed the presence of Mr. Pierpont. At
such times, I would sit down and write a free, frank,
familiar letter, put it in an envelope, and await a
favorable opportunity to have it answered. Before
this could be done, however, I would write other let-
ters; and, in this way, have-had at one time as many
as twenty-five letters, all ready, as opportunity favored,
for Mr. Mansfield’s delicate manipulation. These I
would carry with me, each inclosed in an unsuper-
scribed ‘buff envelope. As the envelopes were uni-
form in size, shape, and color, I had no marks upon
them to distinguish one from the other. As an op-
portunity occurred—that is, when the medium was
not too much exhausted by work, and not otherwise
engaged—TI would lay before him my whole batch of
letters, to ascertain whether any one of the twenty-
five spirits addressed .in the letters were present, and
could control to write. Under such conditions, it was
very rare that the effort failed to obtain a response
from some one or two. He would pass his hand over
this epistolary display, and pick up a letter at random,
as already described, and proceed to answer it. It is
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worthy of remark, that I have never known him to
fail to be accurate in obtaining the name of the party
addressed, and either a message from the said party,
or a reason given why they did not write. The re-
sponse always evinced a perfect familiarity with the
subject, circumstances, dates, or persons alluded to, in
my letter, when the indicting spirit was the one
addressed.

Their replies were often of the most astonishing
character. They were not simply pert and pointed,
but in them were often embodied the new thought, the
new fact, new names, new circumstances, new dates ;
and, when I say new, I mean that by no forced con-
struction of the language of my letter could such in-
formation be obtained as was frequently imparted,
even had my letter been «openly submitted to the in-
spection of any number of doubting, caviling, or crit-
ical readers. I will take, without any special reasons
for doing so, the following letter, from among a hun-
dred I received, to illustrate this curious proposition.
The letter was inclosed in a sealed envelope, among
twenty-five others, and was undistinguishable from
the rest. But to enable the reader to try his powers
to give a satisfactory reply to it, consider the letter
open and under your eye, and then speculate upon it
as much as you like. Here it is:

ROBERT SPEER, lale of Cassville, Huntingdon County, Pennsylvania,
now i the Spivit-world :

DEeAR FrIEND,—Can you, by any means you may employ,
satisfy my mind of your personal presence, and establish your
individual identity beyond a reasonable doubl? Any communi-
cation you may give of such a character will, I need not tell yon,
be gratifying to, and gratefully appreciated by, your friend for
aye, N. B. WOLFE.
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Now, let the reader consider this was a concealed
letter, and occupied a promiscuous place among more
than a score of other equally ambiguous letters now
lying before Mr. Mansfield. I need not again explain
the manner of his selection : how he delicately touches
the letters with the tips of his fingers, turns them over,
and again solicits the end of attenuated thread that
will unwrap the mystery of death and the after-life.

At last he finds the influence. Robert Speer
has heard the call, and responds to my request. He
comes to establish his personal identity—through what
difficulties I can not tell, at what sacrifices I have no
means of knowing. How shall he begin? The situa-
tion is awkward. He may revive some story that is
laid away in the storehouse of my own memory; but
that won’t do. I must have proof, outside of my own
mind, of my friend’s presence.

The medium’s hand begins to move over the white
paper. The pencil-marks were irregularly drawn, and
by no conjecture could I guess the meaning of all this
scribbling. But patiently I sat, and noticed this
strange device ; for I had no doubt it was intended as
a reply to my request: A horse began to shape up;
another followed, though in the lead. What could it
mean? It now began to seem

¢ A mighty maze, but not without a plan,”

The pencil glided more swiftly than ever, and, at
each stroke, some line of development was unfolded.
I need not continue to mark the curious tracery to
the end. The picture—for such it was—was com-
pleted in thirty minutes. Now let us examine the
details of this uniquely-produced composition.
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Above the “Jack’s Narrows,” in the Valley of the
Juniata—a point formerly known as “Van Devender’s
Lock”—you have as beautiful a river, valley, and
mountain view as can be found anywhere on the con-
tinent. The scenery is composite; the pastoral and
the wild form a most enchanting picture ‘to the
rapt senses. From this point, you see Sideling
Hill, stretching to the west as far as the eye can
reach, or until the horizon abruptly closes the view.
This was the general outline of the picture. Now for
the details. Along the hill-side, a much-traveled road
is plainly discerned from the river valley. The farm-
ers from Trough-creek Valley, of which Sideling Hill
forms the southern boundary, haul their produce over
this road to the Pennsylvania Canal, at Van Deven-
der’s, whence it is shipped to Philadelphia in common
freight-carrying boats. In the picture we have the
mountain, with a loaded four-horse wagon descend-
ing—the road, the valley, the river, and the canal,
fairly presented; a canal-boat, with two horses tan-
dem attached ; and a little mischievous driver flour-
ishing a whip by way of stirring up the leader. On
the boat is painted the name “Zlomas Fefferson.”
On the bags in the wagon is printed “R. Speer.”

“ Now what of all this description?” says the im-
patient reader. But that is my question. I ask,
“What of all this?” I have shown you the letter to
which this is a reply, and now I wish you to decide
upon its pertinency. Cassville is in Huntingdon
County ; that is true. And this scenery is in the
Valley of the Juniata, and can be appreciated from
Van Devender’'s Lock., But remember, I have told
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“you all this. You could learn nothing of this from
the letter. Now, what else do you see in the picture
that is an apt reply to the letter? Nothing, abso-
lutely nothing! But I forget; you are not expected
to see it. Robert Speer was called upon to give me
@ test of his personal presence, and his individual iden-
tity! Has he done so? The only writing discernible
was this brief sentence:

“ Mother is here, and will communicate.”

Still no clew to the proper interpretation of the
picture; rather, the whole subject is more ambiguous
than before.

- Now for my interpretation of this picture-writing;
the reader may then understand it more clearly than
at present.

In my early life, I was in the service of Robert
Speer. He lived beyond the mountain described, in
the Valley of Trough Creek. He was the merchant of
the valley, and bought the grain, and other produce
of the farm and dairy, from the farmers. Those who
could deliver their produce at the canal, the boat,
Thomas Fefferson, was, there to receive it, until laden
for her trip. Daily trips of wagons from Cassville to
the canal and back, were made. Bags of grain marked
“R. Speer” generally stood upright in the wagons,
a sketch of which we have in the picture. I was,
as already stated, in Mr. Speer’s employ, and served
in the capacity of cow-boy, store-boy, and boat-
driver. I suspect the chappie on that hind horse,
who is now making the leader, “Old Mike,” frisky,
by tickling his rump with a new silk cracker, is about

thirteen years old, with a shocking head of hair the
8
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color of tan-bark, his face freckled ; and if he answers
you civilly when addressed, will likely tell you his
name is Nep. :

But, again the impatient reader exclaims: “ What
of all this? We can see nothing in your story that
has any bearing upon the letter addressed to Robert
Speer.”

Well, then, God pity you! Why didn’t you an-
'swer my letter, with your eyes upon it, before this
answer was given? This illustrated reply to my let-
er, I submit, is as apt and germane as any reply
could be. There was no equivocal sense con-
veyed in this rejoinder. It was all- true to life;
and if the personal identity and individual presence
of Robert Speer was not clearly manifest, then I am
graceless enough to ask, “What character of testi-
mony can establish a fact?”

The reader’s own good sense will discern the
strong points in this test of spirit presence and
identity. There has been no theory advanced that
will explain all this so satisfactorily as that which
admits the presence or agency of Robert Speer as an
individualized spirit.

My mind upon this latter point was clear and de-
cided, and there did not seem to be any necessity
for more testimony to confirm my convictions.
Nevertheless, the medium’s hand was again put in
motion, in reply to some conjectural remarks in
reference to the announcement made in the picture
that “mother would communicate” It will be re-
membered that I made no allusion to “mother.”
My mother was still in the form; and Mr. Speer’s
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mother was but little known to me, and there was no
reason why she should have any desire to write me a
letter. Still, she was announced as being present,
and would write. That was my understanding of the
message.

As already stated, the medium’s hand began to be
agitated again ; and while the picture was still under-
going- a critical examination, moved with the pencil
over the paper. The result of this control was simply
a chest of drawers, or bureau. There was no evidence
of skill displayed that the veriest tyro in drawing
might not successfully compete with ; still, there were
four drawers in the set, upon which the following
names were inscribed :

GEORGE.

WALTER.

NAPPY.

JOHN.

Underneath this was written:

“You were all children to me, and required a mother’s care.
Did you not call me ‘mother?’ MOTHER SPEER.”

~If T had had any doubts in my mind as to the veri-
table presence and individuality of Robert Speer, this
unlooked, uncalled for, manifestation completely dis-
pelled them. It is necessary to offer some explanation
.of the above volunteer test, that its value as such
may be the better appreciated.
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I have intimated that, at the age of thirteen years,
I was, by the stress of “iron fortune,” thrown upon
my own resources in the world. It is not necessary
to enumerate what these resources were. I was a
mere child, and small for my age. I had “straggled”
from home, and engaged to “drive boat” for Robert
Speer. The first boat I ventured my fortune with
was the old Stgphen Girard; but she was not a
“dainty skipper,” and was found to be “unseaworthy”
for the “raging canawl.” Captain Querry and the
Girard were soon superseded by Captain Miller and
the Z/omas Fefferson. 1In the transfer, I was left out,
and was taken from the boat by Mr. Speer, and ad-
mitted into his family. Here I received the same
training and attention bestowed upon his own chil-
dren. Mother Speer was mother to all of us; and if
she discriminated in her love among us, I was too
young to notice it, and too well satisfied to prefer a
complaint.

That there was no partiality shown in her great
motherly heart, was sufficiently evinced by the care
she displayed for all our childish wants. None of us
had yet outgrown the reckless period in life, when
accidents to frowsers were both frequent and com-
mon—sometimes, I may add, fatal to their comeliness
‘@ posteriori. But, no matter how terrible the accident
might be, a patch or a stitch could mostly repair it, if
“taken in time.” That was always done. If there
were but two buttons left, after a hard contest with a
more skilled “pitcher and tosser” than myself, in due
course of time the despoiled garment would find its
way into “drawer number three”—marked on the
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diagram “ Nappy "—with all the buttons intact for use
on Sunday morning. Need I apologize for calling
this great good woman “mother ?”

George was her eldest son—about my own age.
He had by the right of _seniority the first drawer.
Walter was the second son, to whom was given the
second drawer. John was the third son; but here
arose the question, whether he ought to have pre-
cedence over my age? He was very much younger
than I. It was finally settled that my drawer should
be the third, and John’s the fourth. This, it was
alleged, would make mé feel more satisfied, and like
one of the family. It was a fine display of delicate
thought and feeling, which I recall with pleasure after
sleeping over it almost forty years. Goodness, when
it touches the heart, is “a thing of beauty and ajoy
forever.”

The reader will now see the bearing of the test
given in the picture of the bureau. Let him couple
this and the picture of the boat and driver together,
and then candidly say whether it is not more difficult
to disbelieve the assumed presence of Robert Speer
and Mother Speer, than to admit their presence and
their authorship of the pictorial communications I had
received.

If these were isolated cases, unsupported by other
concurrent testimony in favor of the spiritual theory,
then we might abandon the ground assumed, and say
a deception-had been practiced ; but, on the contrary,
every letter I submitted to the touch of Mr. Mans-
field elicited facts and responses no less striking and
conclusive than those I have cited. He has answered
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for me more than one hundred letters in this manner;
and it has happened but very rarely that the spirits
communicating failed to give the most indubitable
evidence of their complete identity.

I have seen Mr. Mansfield answer more than one
thousand sealed letters, and under such circumstances
that to suspect him of tampering with seals, or hav-
ing personal knowledge of what was written through
his hand, is simply a sad reflection upon one’s sanity.

The office of a spirit-postmaster (as Mr. Mansfield
has been called) is a very interesting place to outside
observers. People come there or send for letters,
who are little suspected for having any correspondence
with the “dead.” Many are manly, outspoken, and
openly avowed believers in spirit-intercourse; ‘“but
others are afraid, you know, that something might be
said, you know ; and they would n’t, for the world, let
it be known, you know, that they really believed in
this thing, you know!” This kind of twaddle you
hear every day from people who go spooking through
life, unknowing and unknown. They drop out of ex-
istence, and their memory rarely survives the dis-
charge of the undertaker’s bill, which is always grum-
. bled at for being too high—too much expense for
burying such a carcass. One day, Zwo people entered
Mr. Mansfield’s office, muffled and hooded like two
thieves on a professional visit. Thick black veils
covered the face of the woman ; and the man had his
hat drawn over his forehead to his eyebrows, and a
huge muffler about his face. He squeaked out, in a
disguised voice :

“ Are you the spirit-postmaster ?”
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“No!” T said, with a voice like a cutting knife:
“what is your business with the spirit-postmaster?”

“We want to get a letter from the spirits,” said
the simpering woman,

“O! I beg your pardon! I thought you were
thieves, and wanted to steal somethmg Mr. Mans-
field is engaged just now.

I left them free to choose whether to remain or
go. They preferred to stay. It was but a little while
before the medium entered the room, when he at once
penetrated the disguises of these poor foolish people,
and said :

“Mr. P, your daughter Minnie is beside you. She
is weeping because you and her mother are in dis-
guise. She says, if you loved her as much as you
pretend to do, you would not be ashamed to seek her
presence with an open face. She is so much agitated
that she can not write to you to-day.”

These people threw off their disguises, and the
man was found to be a well-known clergyman in Bos-
ton, and the woman was his wife. They turned out
to be very genial people, but lived in mortal dread of
public opinion. The next day, 'they entered the re-
ception-room with the assurance of well-bred people,
and were treated with the respect due their honesty,
intelligence, and position, and received satisfactory
communications from their daughter and other mem-
bers of their family in the spirit-world.

In speaking of Mr. Mansfield as “penetrating their
disguises,” I wish not to be understood as intimating
that he saw through the obstructing material as peo-
ple ordinarily see by the use of their natural eyes;
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but, on the contrary, it is the clearly perceiving senses
of the spirit that take cognizance of facts on such oc-
casions and lay them bare to the bone. In the in-
stance before us, the medium was instantly endowed
with clear hearing and clear seeing ; hence, he heard
Minnie speak, as well as beheld her beautiful form
bowed with grief and shame in the presence of her
insane parents.

It is needless to further extend my observations
on this wonderful endowment of Mr. Mansfield. I
studied the manifestations of his power for several
months, and under the best of circumstances arrived
at safe and satisfactory conclusions. The final result
was in the thorough conviction of my mind that the
spirit-world was as real as the natural; that life was
as much individualized there as here ; and that death,
like its twin-sister sleep, was a beautiful ordinance of
nature, into whose loving embrace we could yield our
spirit as confidingly as the weary child sinks to repose
upon the mother’s bosom.
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CHAPTER V.

GUARD AGAINST IMPOSTURES—UNRELIABLE MEDIUMS
IN THE FIELD.

HERE is no subject to which the investigating
mind can be invited where it may be so egre-
giously deceived and so grossly imposed upon as that
which appertains to the phenomena of spiritualism.
He who undertakes to examine it critically, must
sharpen his wits, and not be overcredulous to believe,
or ready to indorse as gospel, all that he sees and
hears. Without intending any reproach upon the
cause, it can not be denied that a majority of so-
called spiritual media are either rank impostors, or
so little trustworthy in their pretensions, that it is
best always to be on your guard when brought in
contact with them. My experience with this class
of people has been varied and extensive; and it
may be doing a good service to the reader, though-
the task is. as unpleasant as it is thankless, to sam-
ple the mediums who, in my judgment, have given
the cause of spiritualism more discredit than all its
open foes have done. In doing this work, I hope I
am animated by a truer charity than that which
excuses private vice at the expense of public good.
I have now in my mind’s eye a large number of
men and women who properly deserve animadversion,
9
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From these I can only select a few, as my space is
limited, to illustrate the character of this pernicious
mediumship. Thkey, however, as already stated, will
sample the whole.

To all well-informed spiritualists, the name of L.
Judd Pardee is quite familiar. He was what is
called a trance-speaker, and an accredited minister
of the new gospel of spiritualism. I met this gen-
tleman in the early period of my investigations of
spiritvalism, and formed for him a warm personal
attachment, and had a high esteem for his me-
diumistic powers. By birth and education, he
was a North Carolinian, though I never met him
outside of Cincinnati, where he was well known to
the spiritualists, among whom he had many friends.
Here I engaged him to lecture for a month, and
procured for him, first, Melodeon Hall, and afterward
the Mechanics’ Institute. I was at the time serving
as president of the spiritual platform.

Pardee, at that time, was about thirty-five years
old, personally about medium height, with a delicate,
almost feminine, physical structure and voice. In
ordinary conversation, he spoke like a girl just en-
tering her “teens,” not a romping girl either, but
one of the timid sort that are still led by mamma’s
apron-strings. This man possessed a fine, subtle,
analytical mind, and, when on the rostrum, a voice
of almost Websterian compass, with which he could
make echoes ring and electrify the hearer in every
part of the largest hall.

A natural metaphysician, he seemed sometimes
to want ballast to prevent him voyaging in mid-
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air, where he was not in heaven, and yet he had cut
loose from earth. He was a good reasoner, and could
thrill the hearts of as many as heard him with delight.
He had the most ready command of language I ever
knew a man to possess. Words and phrases were
marshaled as playthings, and, in their gorgeous dis-
play, you almost forgot their mission. He chose
them more for their musical rhythm than their sig-
nification; and yet they were always appropriately
chosen and strongly expressive of the sense intended.
Pardee was a most interesting conversationalist, and
had a very retentive and compliant memory.

When he appeared on the platform, his general
mien of face and form was demure. His dark-blue
eyes could scarcely be seen under the long pale
lashes. He covered his face with his right-hand, as
he sat for a few minutes before speaking, as preachers
do when they enter the pulpit. Look at the man
closely, and you will see his shoulders shrugging a
kind of a twitch, as if a wheat-head had got down his
back; and then he sits upright, and passes his hand
over his forehead, first to the right, then to the left.
His eyes are now tightly closed, and, after oscillating,
as it were, upon the extremity of his spinal column
for a moment or two, he takes a deep inspiration,
when he is said to be entranced. In other words,
Pardee has vacated his body; and the implication is,
that the spirit of Saul, Socrates, Demosthenes, or
the Nazarene, has taken possession of it. Gudgeons
are supposed to believe this.

The medium being entranced, all is hushed into a
death-like stillness, that the first faint sound from his
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inspired lips may be heard. His words are soft and:
low, like the ripple of waters along a meadow-bank, and
musical as the first carol of a Spring bird. Gradually
they increase in power and force, until that frail, deli-
cate form seems to dilate with strength, and become
invested with a mantle of grandeur or a kingly robe.
He rides, as it were, in a chariot of flame, leading cap-
tive the hinds who listen to his majestic eloquence.
He stretches forth his hand, as a king his scepter,
and all hearts acknowledge the mastery of the man.

No word-painting can do justice to Pardee’s style,
and delivery of his impassioned thought. He must
be seen and heard to affix his image forever in your
memory. But here commences our humiliation.
After the storm has passed, this man feigns to be
unconscious of the power he has displayed.  After
swaying a multitude for two hours, at the caprice of
his will, he pretends to know not any thing of what
he has done. Out upon this hypocrisy! Unconscious,
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