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J\fAUD BLOUNT, MEDIUl\f .

CHAPTER I .
Y OTHER AND DAUGHTER
0 matre puled tilia pnlcrior !-HORA.T.

RJLL very well, my dear mother ; only
there are no such things as spirits."
"J\!y dear :rvlaud,'' replie<l. the lady
thus addressed, "say, if you like, that yo u
don 't believe in spirits, or that you do not
think there are any such things. D on't say
there are no such things. It is very dogmatic,
and-allow me to ad<l.- slightly absurd. There
may be a few more t hings in heaven and
earth than are dreamed of even in your philosophy.''
"Possibly; only spirits are not among
them. I can believe lots of things ; but,

lllJ
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with Sir David Brewster, I say, Spirit is the
last thing I will give in to.''
" The last, perhaps ; but yon will give in,
as you term it, nevertheless."
"Never. 0
" We shall see."
" We shall.''
Miss Maud Blount, between whon1 and her
mother this colloquy took place, was a young
lady just emerging from her teens, and therefore as a philosopher of course infallible. She
asserted her opinions, not as opinions at all, but·
as the axioms of one who has exhausted truth.
It is a phase of intellectual existence we all go
through as inevitably as we have the physical
measles ·or · chicken-pox. Elderly people, or
•
those whose .experience has been precocious,·
smile tenderly at us, as we smile at foreigners
who speak broken English. It is only to
boors or very superficial people that such
youthful self-assertion is irritating. To the
really wise this assumption of infallibility is
amusing as an evidence of immaturity. The
seventeenth year is about th~ period when
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most young persons suffer from this disease.
Maud Blount defened it until she was, as
we have said, standing on the mystic verge
of her twentieth year, and consequently t;he
had it more severely than some who were her
. .
JUn1ors.
Maud was a splendid specimen of a spoiled
child. She was a splendid specimen of woman·
hood too, and a marvellous miniature of her
mother, whose widow's weeds sat gracefully
on what we should scarcely yet be justified
in calling the remains of a very fine woman
indeed. Both mother and daughter were dark,
and though a few silver threads streaked the
mother's raven locks, while the daughter's
were glossy and luxuriant, there were some
sly old critics who opined that the widow
might be tempted to change her condit.i on
yet, and who even regarded the snowy cap
and dress of deep mourning as a sort of
notification of that fact to all whom it might
concern.
Mr. Blount had been a provincial banker of
repute and substance, and scarcely a year had
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elapsed since his death. His widow and
daughter left the little country town of Caver-:
field as soon 3!S affairs were arranged, and
settled down very comfortably in one of those·
numerous terraces forming the suburb called
Maida Hill. In every detail of the. house
there was evident the fact that Mrs. Blount
k.n ew ho'~ to make things comfortable, and had
ample means for carrying out her ideas. Slie
did not keep a great deal of company; her loss
was too recent to allow her to do that as yet ;
but t::>he had already gathered round her a
small. select circle of friends. It is astonishing
what an excellent centre of such a circle a
cosy widow forms with a rich heiress to
dispose of. The old men were lured by the
widow herself, the young ones by the daughter;
and Mrs. Blount bad a c.o mpara.t ively small
nucleus of lady friends whom she gathered
round her by another kind of fascination to
be described by-and-by.
" You yourself, mamma/' said MaudJ
resuming the conversation, after a longish
interval, during which she had been holding a

.Jfother and JJaughter.
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magazine before her, and gazing right above it
.into vacancy, "say you do not understand
'vhat is meant by belief, except conviction
upon reasonable evidence."
''I do.''
"Well, and you must eonfess that a good
deal of the evidence in favour of spirits is
shaky to a degree."
"So is a goocl deal of evidence in favour of
Christianity. I should no more take the mad
freaks of Mr~ Enoch Trees
"
" The Reverend Enoch T1·ees, if you please ;
and write the Reverend in full."
" I should no more take the exercises of
Bethabara Chapel as an · inst.a.nee of the
.civilising effects of Christianity than I should
ask you to accept the idiotic freaks of some
table turner in the same way as I should the
higher manifestations.''
" I protest I have never been able to see
anything at all worthy to be called higher
manifestations yet. They seem all lower and

no higher.''
4
going to condescend to
' Now, if you are
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argument, I shall be very glad to enter upon
the matter with you, Maud," said Mrs. Blount,
putting aside some fancy work in which she had
been engaged, and · settling herself for a disquisition. "You know that, for many years,
I had been curious about this so-called spirituali~m; and, since your dear fathe.r's death"here the widow's eyes sparkled with a rising
tear-"the curiosity has deepened into belief,
and belief into almost a religion.''
" Only almost ?"
c: We may even leave out the reservation as
you suggest. I own that for some time I
kept my convictions a secret, and was perhaps
a little ashamed of them ; but since our great
so1Tow, and especially since Mr. Ball 11as
declared from the pulpit his belief in these
manifestations, I have no longer any compunction in avowing myself a spiritualist, and
my one only wish is that you, dear ].Iaud,
may share my happy belief."
There was just a twinkle in Maud's dark
eye, just the tiniest curl of her perfect
mouth, and the faintest possible elevation
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of her pretty pug nose. She said nothing ;
but her mother had been too accustomed to
watch the changes of expres~ion that flitted
over her daughter's face not to be quite aware
that 1\iaud was thoroughly unconvinced, and,
not only so, but dreadfully inclined to laugh
at her mothees conviction, had not a sense of
filial respect prevented her mirth.
"Putting asi~e all external evidence, Maud,"
said Mrs. Blount, "you cannot surely think
that we are juggling with one another when
you and ·I sit alone at yonuer little table and
get such charming messages."
" Unconscious cerebration."
"But the table has no brain."
"We have-or 3'.re supposed to have," rejoined Maud; "and we do it all by involuntary
muscular action."
" Really, Maud, I am astonished to hear
you, a girl of good common sense, talk such
uncommon nonsense on this one subject."
"Thank you for a left-handed compliment,

,,

mamma.
" And you so excellent a medium, too l"

s
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" My dear, good, mistaken mother, what do
you mean P I a medium ! Now there, if that
were the ·case, if I could only get raps myself
without damaging my knuckles or cracking
the joints of my toes; if I could be tied into
the cupboard in the breakfast-room, and then
something would come and make faces at the
hole you have had cut in the door; if I could
go into trances, sing hymns, anrl deliver insp~rationa] addresses, then I should
"
"What?"
"Give in. I couldn't doubt then."
"You would s~y it was self-delusion, just as
Dr. 1'Iason says it is only abnormal excitement
of the faculties, and compares it to fever.,,
' "Or worse."
"Or any other nonsense.
it was all hysteria."

You would say

":But hysteria could not get somebody else
-Katie, or John King, or Peter-to come
and play Punch and Judy out of the peephole ·
.in the corner cupboard whilst I ~ns tied into my
chair like a female Guy Fawkes down below."
"Then . I can only pray that such power

J,fother and IJaughter.
may be given you, Maud. · Nay, I am · sure
you have it if you would only be developed." :
" There again. 'l~hat is a process I never
could understand. Mrs. Pagsby says I am to
be developed, and all she does is to wriggle and
talk copy-slips to me. Professor Buncombe
'
says I am to be developed; and he takes my
hand-squeezing it unmistakably, let me tell
you, par parenthese- and makes me write o~
draw in a most effervescent manner; but
directly he lets me go again I stop dead.''
" Because you don't persevere."
."I'll persevere to any extent if you will
agree to accept me as a final ~est. If I become
a medium, then, as I said, I must give in. If,
on the other hand, I promise to hold myself
perft:ctly passive, and to submit to all Mrs.
Pugi:;by's wriggling and Professor Buncombe's
hand-squeezing, and still do not become a
medium, will you-I do not say give up all
belief or inquiry-but will you admit the probability, or even the possibility, that you are
mistaken?"
"I. am so convinced of your mediumship
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that should a fair course of development fail
to certify you a medium, I must feel that there
was a good deal to think about
"
" That there was a screw loose somewhere?"
"I hate slang, as you know, and wish you
wo~ld give it up-not only on this, but on all
topics."
"I will try; though I love it as much as
you do a dark seance. Is that a bargain,
then? I submit myself to the manipulations
of the developer; you are to be swayed in
your judgment by the result?"
"Yes."
"You do not answer as heartily as I should
like,. and I have half a suspicion that you are
J esuitical, you dear old soul ; but I do believe
that the result will be I shall convert you to
common sense."
"Exactly what I want to do with you."
"Only that-and nothing inore," said Maud,
mimicking the refrain of Edgar .Allan Poe's
poem.
''Now let us sit down and have a cosy
tete-a-tete seance," said Mrs. Blount. "You
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know there is nothing I enjoy more. We can
·certainly trust one another."
"But can we trust ourselves?" asked ~{aud,
as she laid aside her magazine and drew a little
round table up to the sofa on which Mrs.
Blount was sitting. The 'vid~w had already
disposed of her work, and laid her plump white
hands on the table, like a very prepossessing
nineteenth-century version of the Delphian
priestess presiding at the sacred tripo<l.
Then Maud placed her slender palms upon
the table too, with just the tips of each fourth
finger touching those of her mamma.
While they are " waiting for the spirits to
come" is a good opportunity for us to sketch
the portraits of the fair mother and fairer
daughter.
Mrs. Blount was past the heyday of life, of
course; · but her charms had only mellowed
into mature beauty. She was above the middle
height, somewhat slenderly built, and almost
as swarthy as a gipsy. Maud was slight too;
and "her eyes were sloe-black as her mother's,
her complexion nearly as dark; though, as 've
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have said, just emerging from her teens, she
was a model of rare, ripe won1anhood. Her
mind, perhaps, had scarcely kept pace 'vith her
-physical growtli. She was an only child, and
had been treated so literally as a child by her
mother, and also by her father in his lifetime,
that she was just the least bit hoydenish in ·
her ways. She loved slang, as she had confessed, and altogether needed a little fining
down, as the phra~e goes. She was heartwhole as yet. Wait, dear friend, until the
soft passion comes to suffuse with its chastening influence the now somewhat incongruous
elements in that warm heart of yours. As yet
she knew no love but for her mother. She
had had her ajfaires of course, and never went
to a ball without being "desperate" for some
one; but none had ever gain.e d more than
twenty-four hours' hold on her fancy. If the
destined cavalier was saving up somewhere, he
would, as far as present appearances went, find
a clear stage and no· favour-tha~ is, no favour
on Maud's part for any possible rival.
Pr~sently the table began to gyrate. under

a
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the manipulations of the two ladies ; and Mrs.
Blount said'' They are here.· Dear spirits, can you
answer our questions?''
The table gave three tilts or lifts to signify
assent ; and Maud laughed, and such a queer.
significant laugh, as she re-echoed her i;namma's
assertion.
''Yes; they are here."
As she so spoke, anybody who looked at
Maud would have been inclined to endorse her
mother's opinion as to the girl's mediu.mship-whatever that may mean. Her always
bright eye flashed with a new light; her face,
which seldom admitted any but its down
warm olive tint, was flushed with a ·deep
rich crimson, and the veins in her forehead
stood out prominently, showing intense cerebral excitement. Whatever the Sibylline
en~husiasm was, clearly Maud was one of the
initiated.

"Dear spirit/' continued Mrs. Blount," will
you ·give your name?"
Three tilts. She ran quickly through the
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alphabet, and the table lifted at each of the
letters~It () 13 ~ It !1.
" Do you hear, Maud?"
"What?"
"Your dear papa's name. Robert Blount,
of course, is it not?''
Three violent tilts.
"See how you beg the question, mamma,"
said 1'Iaud almost angrily. ''Now of · what
use, let me ask you, would this be as evidence,
when you put a leading question like that?"
~' I was not seeking evidence, Maud,"
answered Mrs. Blount, sadly. "I wished
only to enjoy the knowledge that your dear
father was near me."
" But does it make him a bit nearer to
you, or certify his nearness any the more
clearly, because a little stupid table that a
child could influence tips up and tells you
so? Mamma, it really does seem to
sacrilege to connect the spirits of the departed
with such nonsense as this.''
"You said there were no spirits just now,

me
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l\iJ aud. But do not let us quarrel over this,
We will leave off at once. It annoys you."
Then the table lifted beneath their hands,
and gave one violent thump, which was in·
tended to signify "No,'' according to the
telegraphic code of signals used at sittings.
" Mam ma 1 Did not you do that?" crieq
Maud.
''Most certainly not, my dear. Do you
suspect me of playing tricks under such circun1stances as these P"
" I don't know what to suspect; don't know
whom or what to believe or disbelieve," rejoined poor Maud; and then, as if by way
of solving the difficulty, she cried: "Oh, if I
only could believe dear papa was near me!''
and then threw herself on her mother's bosom
and sobbed hysterically. This brought the
seance to an end abruptly. The widow was
annoyed, and clearly thought Maud's inter·
ruption was intentional. Any unprejudiced
person would have understood that the poor
girl's feelings were overtaxed, and that it
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would have been cruel to· prolong the cause
of her excitement.
Mrs. Blount placed her daughter kindly on
the sofa, restored the little table to its p1ace,
and resumed her make~believe work.
"Come, darling," she said, "whatever else
we <lo, let us refrain from letting this matter
cause even the shadow of difference between
you and me. It would, as I have told you,
and as you knew perfectly well before, be the
greatest comfort to ine if ~ou could share my
belief on this point ; but belief is not a matter
of will-'- ''
"It
. is not, indeed, mamma."
" I am sure it would
a comfort to you
too if you could-I will not say believe, but
know as I do-that the dear dead saint your
father is by and communicating with us
almost as of old."
Maud's tears had dried now, and she
looked up with really almost a waggish ex:preEsion on that changeful face of hers as she
said" Oh no, not as of old, mamma. Dear papa

be
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never knocked the furniture about, or rapped
like an auctioneer- -·'
" Let us change the subject at once, i1aud,"
said Mrs. Blount. " Not another word in that
strain, if you please. Go upstall-s and cool
your eyes, dear," she continued. "Dr. Mason,
Mr. Ball, and Mr. Campbell have promised to
come in to afternoon tea ; and, dear me ! it's
close upon five o'clock. It does not seem an
hour ago we had luncheon."
' r Mr. Campbell! Is Mr. Campbell coming ?"
'' Yes, darling. Why? "
"Ob, nothing. Only-I'll go up and cool
my eyes. "

c

CHAPTER II.
AFTERNOON TEA.
H e that complies against his will
Is of the same opinion still.-Hudibras.

m1HEN ~f aud descended to five o'clock
~ tea, all signs of her recent emution
had disappeared, and she received her
mamma's visitors with her accustomed girlish
vivacity.
"Miss Blount," said the R ev. William
Ball, the Broad Church clergyman under
who1n Maud and her mother "sat," ''let n1e
introduce to you my friend and former pupil,
Campbell, who is going to help me at St.
Thomas's. Campbell, Miss Blount."
The two clergymen were broad in every
sense of the word.
They were muscular
Christians, physically as well as in their
theology; and Maud Blount at once decided
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that vVilliam Campbell was the :finest 1nan she
had ever seen. She had thought the same of
a hundred Herculean sons of 1fars ; so there
was nothing very exceptional in the long,
steady glance she gave at the big bearded
p~rson w~o

handed her to a cha~r and sat

next her.
" Another sceptic joining t1ie shrine of St.,
Thomas, surnamed Didymus,'' he said.
"A~d a pretty nest of sceptics and heretics
you·are there," said Dr. l\1ason, an old medical
man that looked as though he belonged to the
last century; one of those regular property old
men they put on the stage in modern comedies
like Still Waters Run IJeep.
"Heretics, but not sceptics, I hope," sniggled
somebody or something from a chair far out in

the distance.
"Heretics, but not sceptics, I hope. He!
he! he !11 cackled the still small v.ofoe once
more, finding nobody paid any heed to it t he
:first time.
Thep. everybody looked round and wer~
made aware of a remarkable phe.nc;.men.on ill
•
c2

20

lfarul Blount,

.J.~fedium.

the background. A youngish, pale-faced man,
se::ited on the very edge of an easy-chair, with
his coloured cotton pocket-handkerchief spread
over his knees, was eating violently of muffin
and in1bibing cup after cup of tea. His mouth
was so full that it was with difficulty he could
manage a final "He I he I he!" when he saw
everybody looking at him.
''I beg your pardon, Mr. Blathersby, I'm
sure," said the hostess, introducing her incongruous guest seve1·ally to each of the
others. " Mr. Blathersby," she continued,
" is the editor of the .Lfnti-Ohristian, and
proprietor of the Supernatural Lyceum. You
bad got into such a corner, that I did not see
you, Mr. Bln.thersby."
"I've been uncommonly well employed,''
answered the editor. "He I he! he 19' And so
he had.

· He then rose, and wiping the superfluous
muffin from his face with the cotton pockethandkerchief, joine.d the circ1e of guests· as
qaicldy as his weak kne~s would enable' him to
cro~s the spacious drawing-room.
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'' ~lways ready to combine business with
pleasure. He ! he! be!" And he handed to
each of those present, except Mrs. Blount and
1.iaud, a copy of the Allti-C!tristian, and a
programme of the Supernatural Lyceum. The
way in which they received the little donations
Old Dr. Mason threw
was characteristic.
them from him as though they had been some
venomous animal. Mr. Ball looked ~t them
decorously for a moment, t hen put them aside,
and continued a conversation in which he was
engaged with Mrs. BJount; while Mr. Camp·
bell· held his at arm's length, and looked
inquiringly at Tuiaud.
"I cannot think why mamma asks that
creature, I am sure," she said, reddening, and
answering the silent appeal.
" Isn't he
odious?"
"He seems a little eccAntric,'' answered the
new curate.
Before he had well got the sentence finished,
Blathersby made a dive at him, and, destroying
all 1"Iaud's hopes 'of a comfortable tele-a-tete,
·said-

-
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" I see you are inter-est-ed in that pe1iodical,
sir; and ·though you are, . I regret to hear, a
sceptic, you will, I think, like the account on
page 4 ·or' a seance with Red Indian spirits
and lots of genuine wa1;-whoops."
"Thank you, I will read it,'' replied the
curate, and buried his face in the periodical.
· · "And how is }.;Iiss Blount? He l he l he !"
said the editor. " Are we less sceptical,
too~" '
"Not a whit, ~ir. Blathersby. I never did
believe in your sort of spirits, as you know.''
" What J the Red Ii1dians? Oh, you only
believe in black spirits and :white; blue spirits
and grey. Is that· it?"
''I don't believe in spirits that never manifest until they have sent -the hat round. It
is not red, blue, or black I care ~bout ; but I
hate .the £. s. d. sort."
"But mediums must lh·e, Miss Blount.''
" So must editors, I suppose," retorted
Maud ; nnd · turning upon her heel walked
straight to the other end of the room, and
flounced down on a chair, scowling. ~fr.
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Blathersby was not in the least discomposed,
and only answered Maud with his wonted
sniggle. This stood him in stead on all
occasions.
" Why, you've driven Miss Bloun·t to the
extreme edge of civilisation, Mr. Blaiihersby,"
said the incumbent of St. Thomas I>idymus.
c:' I must go and reclaim her.
I had left her
1co Campbell, hoping he would be able to tone
down some of her terrible heresies.''
Mr. Ball crossed to where ~{aud was still
]pouting, and taking the chair beside b~r, said,
itenderly" 1\'Iaud, dear Maud-I may call you so,
'being an old grey-headed man-have you
-thought over what I said at our lasii conver:s ation ? .Are you more settled in your mind ?"
"Only so far more settled that I now believe nothing at all, Mr. Ball. Do 1not stare
at me, or reproach me.
You are largely

.

responsible for it."

"I!"
" You preached over and over ag;ain from

your pulpit that we were to pin our· faith to
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this wretched misnamed spiritualism. You
told us, did you not, that the Sacrament was
"
simply.a magne.t ic process? You
"Stay, stay, Maud ; but you believed in none
'
of these ~atters before.''
" I believed little . enough then, but less

.
tl"
since-no
ung now. ,,.
" You pain me, really yo~ do. If I thought ·
that any of these th_eories of mine were calculated to disturb the ~ind of one person to
whom they are imparted, believe me I would
keep them to myself."
·
" Take my advice, · ~heh, and keep them.
They are most disturbing."
"But it seems to me, especially in a case
like .yours, where some strong tangible evidence is so clearly wanted, that it would be
most desirable to reduce the Christian evidence~
to matter of demonstration."
"Decidedly, if.
,.
"If what? Do we not, by these manifestations, always supposing them genuine, really
rest on experiment as much as any positive
scienc<. does?"
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" Genuine ! Look at that," said ¥ :aud.
Mr. Blathersby was shambling aeross the
room preparatory to making hjs exit.. There
1~vas
nothing more to eat or drink, and
ltie had given a~ay all his copies ~Ls adver1~isements, so the proceedings ceased to interest him.
"Wait one moment, please, Mr. Bla1thersby,''
said Mrs. Blount. " I 'Yant you all- you
especially, Mr. Ball, if you will ceas~e flirting
so violently with Maud- to come to me tomorrow evening for a dark seance. ·1VIr. Blathersby thiuks be can get 1\tirs. Pugsby
"
" For a consideration. He ! he ! he !"
" For a consideration, of course, and a commission," repeated !{rs. Blount, a lit,t le snap·
:pishly. "Will you all come, Mr. Ball? Mr.
Campbell?"
The incumbent assented, and Mr. Campbell
said he had no idea what a dark seance was
like, but he had no engagement, and-" Do come," said Maud, "it's such fun."
"Will you come, ~Ir. Campbell?"
1\'lr. Campbell would be most happy. Had
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not beautiful Maud Blount told him it 1vas
"such fun?" Decidedly he would come." I'll run in to supper after the hocus-pocus
is over, madam, if you will have me," said old
Dr. Mason; "but I've no time to waste on
the spirits
"
" Only the alcoholic ones at the light seance.
He ! he ! he f Very well, I 'll bring l\'Irs.
Pugsby. You will allow a cab, of course."
And out went the weak-kneed editor, and
drove a bargain with a Jehu on the next rank
to take him and Mrs. Pugsby at a reduced
fare on the following evening.
"Mind, I don't ask you to d1nner," continued 1Irs. Blount, feeling, it must be confessed, rather relieved at the absence of her
eccentric guest. " Maud and I will dine
early, and I advise you to do the same. The
manifestatio.ns are always better when the
circle have been fasting."
"I advise you all to have a good sleep in
the afternoon," added old Dr. 1\iason, ''or
there will° be some inevitable cases of c01na
'
before you've been sitting an hour in the dark.
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Take my advice, Mr. Campbell, and be forearmed as you are forewarned. Have forty
winks in the afternoon."
"Thanks, doctor, I don't think I shall need
them. You said it was fun, tlidn' t you, Miss
Blount?" he said to Maud, who was next him
again i? the sorting of the guests which bad
followed Mr. Blathersby's departure.
"Now, I must be off and see some half
dozen patients before dinner," said the
energetic old doctor, "and you can talk heresy
as much as you like. You are come into a
fine school at St. Thomas Didymus' and here,
Mr. Campbell. The lady of the house and
your incumbent believe too much; and as for
this little rogue, 1.:Iaud, she believes too little,
I'm afraid."
" I don't know the meaning of the word
belief, doctor," said Maud, making Mr. Campbell open his eyes very wide indeed.
"Maud simply means, ~Ir. Campbell, that,
with our new revelation supplementing the
ohl," said 1'frs. Blount, " we no longer believe-we know."
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"I didn't say so, mamma."
"No, dear, but you nrnant it;" and her
mother looked so much in earne~t that Maud
could not find it in her heart to gainsay
her.
She took her revenge, however, in a mild
form by returning to the attack on the subject
of Mr. Blathersby. That was always· a. sore
subject between the widow and her daughter.
" Why do you tolerate that creature Bla.thersby, mamma?"
"The cause must use all kinds of machinery,
my dear. It requires the sine\vs of war.:'
"Yes; but we don't generally have ma·
chinery in a drawing-room; and as for sinews,
that i-s exactly what Mr. Blathersby seems
most to lack.''
"Spiritual," suggested Mr. Ball.
"No, it's not spirituality. It's flabbiness,"
replied l\f~ud.
"You are uncharitable, child," said the
widow.
. "And you far too promiscuous in your
charity, dear mamm~.
vVe shall \Vant a
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Charity Organisation Society for drawing
the line somewhere in the ranks of mediums. I verily believe if you met with an
insph-ed knife-grinder you would ask him to
t ea."
"Inspiration knows no distinction of rank,
does it, Mr. Bal1 ?"
"None. The original Twelve were probably all, more or less, men of exceedingly
humble rank."
''Do I understand you to say, Ball, that
you put these so-called manifestations on a
par with Primitive Christianity?'' asked Mr.
Campbell of his colleague.
" I dislike that phraseology, because every
fanatic claims Primitive Christianity as his
monopoly; but, in the sense I know you
attach to the expression, I do.''
" These modern miracles then you take to
be evidential just as those we find in
Scripture."
" Sometimes evidential ; sometimes the
signs following belief."
'~But surely they are grotesque-they are
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~tterly

infra dig.," suggested the younger
clergyman.

:\iaud and her mamma stood quite aloof, and
let tQ~ two pal'~ons argue it out ; but it was
quite evident that the mother inclined to the
opinions of the incumbent, while t.he daughter
was disposed to sympathise in every respect
with the curate.
" I cann9t see it. At least I can only see it
just in the same way as the Phari~ees saw
grotesqueness in the events of Pente~ost and
its sequel. They accused even Apostles 9f
worse than grotesqueness, you kno\v."
" I am quite disp_osed to c9ncede a good
deal to the traditional reverence we have for
s:i.cred records, and I am as liberal in my
opinions as you yourself, Ball-you know that
well enough ; but, f<?r the life of me, I cannot
see that there is the smallest anal9gy between
the two classes of events."
"And I fail as utterly to discern the difference. Possibly, therefore, we are in no
position to argue about ~hem; but I am sure,
if you had looked into the matter as deeply as

Afternoon Tea.

31

I have under the auspices of our dear good
friend here, you would see that, after making
all deductions, there is a solid substratum of
truth in this matter which we, the clergy, are
bound to examine."
"What deductions?''
"Take off a large percentage of alleged
manifestations as being mere charlatanism.
You have seen something of that element
to-day."
"Blathersby ?'"
" I am the soul of discretion, and name no
names. Then suppose, as I am quite ready to
suppose, that diablerie has something to do
"
with it
" In the way of Red Indians and warw11oops."
"In the way of Red Indians and war·
whoops, yes; there still, I submit, remains a
mass of evidence which you cannot dispose of
in either of these categories. So1ne of the
communications I have had with these two
ladies only-no professional medium, mindhave been of the \ery highest order."
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''But did not these come from .yourselves?''
"Utterly and entirely so, I believe, 1'fr.
Campbell," said Maud, unable to restraiD; her·
self_any longer.
"You see one of your witnesses is turning
against you ah-eady !"
"Scarcely so," replied Mr. Ball. "I am
only anxious to get at the truth, and I feel
that Maud's scepticism is most useful to us
in our investigations. I dislike the very name
of Spiritualism, because it appears to me to
beg the question at issue.'' ·

'' Have you learnt any new facts from the
revelation you claim ?''
"I cannot say that we have; but old facts
have been put in a new and very striking
light."
.
" But does not this circumstance differeniiate your revelation from that technically
so called-I mean the Christian Revelationwith which you ask me to consider this
identical? There a new fact was communicated-a new series of facts which revolutionised the world."
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,·,As this is destined .to do, I verily believe,"
said Mr. Ball.
"Does it appear so at present? There has
been a pretty long spell of manifestations,
and the present tendency se~ms rather in the
direction of the Red Indian and Anti-Chri'stian
developments."
"Hear him !" exclaimed Mr. Ball, with a
.h ilarious laugh. " He is going to talk orthodoxy, unless I am vastly mistaken. The
disciple I have reared at the shrine of Didymus is going to talk orthodoxy to his
Gamaliel, and to quote his arguments from
the columns of the Rock!"
" I am not going to do anything of the
kinu," answered Campbell, really beginning
to wax somewhat wroth; " but I do ask you
·one plain categorical question: Has not thP.
tendency of the revelation you claim as superior-I mean as opposed to the Blathersby
and Red Indian developments-been to teach

.P ure Theism?"
"Honestly, it has."
" Then do you not think that you, as a
D
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Christian minister, no matter how Broad you
may claim to be, are somewhat exceeding your
metier in tu.king up this matter?"
. " Shall I relegate it to_V oysey 1"
. "It would ce~tainly be more · in keeping
with this· last new heresiarch. But I believ·e
lrn scouts you, does he not P" · ·
: "Utterly." :
. .
"He has no spirituality in .him," said l\{rs".
Blount. "He has sat here and heard the most
.edifying discourse on the subject, but sternly
declined to look into the manifestations."
"The matter is largely one of temperament,
I feel sure," continued Mr. Bull. "With
some people the mere mention of spiritualism
-acts lik~ the process of shaking a red rag at a
bull. It _is so few people who, like myself
.and Mrs. l3l<;>11nt,' can keep our heads cool on
the subject~"
" Now yozt are begging the question with ·a
tengeance; because that is exactly what I
oelieve you do not do. I am ·q uite 'equal t-0
ei,ther fortune.' If the thing be true,,• no
.d oubt it can be utilised ; if' false,.
"
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"The sooner it is exploded the better, and

you can only explode it by seeing it first.
Let us go now; we are victimising these
ladies, and prolonging Afternoon Tea to close
upon their dinner hour. Come to the Dark
Seance to-n1orrow, and if you are unconvinced
tben I shall consider you"

"vVhat ?"
'' A bigger sceptic than I meant to make
you. "
So the hierophant and the neophyte made
their salutations and retired.

CHAPTER III.
A D A R K S E AN C E.
Lu cIPER.-1 call on spirits, and I make them come,
Bnt they depart accordjng to their own will-Festus.

rBflF mediumship consists, as some very
irreverent persons are disposed to
think, of a certain want of balance
in the mental powers, there seemed some
rea~on for supposing that Mrs. Blount's assertion was correct, and that l\1aud was, if not
already a medium, certainly " nlediumistic."
A sharpish line is drawn by the initiated between the two conditions. Most of us are, it
would seem, more or less mediumistic; but it
is not until we have been submitted to a
certain process, termed "development," that
we are qualified to take our places in the
ranks of the noble anny of mediums. There
is a good deal of vagueness as to what the
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process of development actually involvesalmost as much as attaches to the initiatory
rite of Freemasonry; but some mystic process
has to be gone through, and Maud Blount
had not yet ·Undergone this, so that her
mother's attribution of medil,lmship was, to
say the least, premature; but the young lady
displayed sufficient absence of equilibrium to
justify the fondest parental hopes as to her
mediumistic qualities.
•
She had, as we have seen, displayed a
certain amount of scepticism as to Modern
Spiritualism, yet with this she combined a
very palpable interest in the matter. Of !\'.fr.
Blathersby and Mrs. Pugsby she had spoken
with the utmost scorn ; yet when she descended from her room to the mysterious
chamber where these two were to be the
presiding geniuses, there was a glow on h~r
face and an energy in every movement, which
showed that she was far from being a disinterested participator in the approaching
,

seance.
"That's right, Maud," said her m.amma.
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am glad to see you yourself again. I
cannot understand why people-why you of
all people-should understate their belief in
this matter, as·though a full confession bespoke
some kind of mental inferiority. I claim that
we are the most practical, hard-headed, commonsense people goiug. We believe only what
we see. "
. . " Then we shall believ~ uncommonly little
to-night, mother dear; you have got the room
- darkened." .
~o excellently
The back drawing-room, which was generally
separated from the front by a l1eavy curtain
only, had now been divided from it by a canvassed screen, which fitted exactly into the
space usually occupied by folding doors. This
1\frs. Blount had ordered to be specially constructed for the purpose; . It was made in
separate pieces, hinged together, and in the
centre was an aperture very much like a Punch
and Judy show. At this the spirits appeared
when the circle sat for a materialisation
seance; but it was now covered up with a
thick drapery, and all the windows were
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swathed. in black American cloth, so that,
though :it was a bright summer evening,
not a ray ~f sunlight entered except through
the door, which was kept open in anticipation
of the sitters. A. single candle, too, was burning on the table, which shed a w~ird and
ghostly kind of light on the two ladies. They
were arrayed in evening costume, and took
their places at a large round table, where ~laud
had placed six chairs.
..
. "Now everything is ready; and I wish they
would come," 8aid Mrs. Blount.
"So do I,'' said Maud; and, as rapidly as
though the spirits had been laid on, there came
a rap at the street-door.
" How extraordinary, is it not, dear l\iaud,
that at the very instant we made that observation the raps should come!''
" Scarcely so very extraordinary, mamma,
considering that the hour for our seance is
already past ; and certainly that wai:m't a
spirit-rap."
"I guess. it is the medium," said Mrs.
Blount; and, su1·e . enough they heard l\IIr.
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Blathersby sniggling on the stairs. He had
got rid of a suspicious sixpence in paying
his cab fare, and was telling Mrs. Pugsby with
glee of his success.·
· "Now, is not that very extraordinary again,
dear Maud, that I should have said it was
the medium? ''
"Not so very, when there are only four
f oiks expected. Would you consider it very
extraordinary if I opined that this knock "
(one had just resounded) "belongs to Mr.
Ball and Mr. Campbell?"
"Why no, considering that there is no one
else to come, Maud."
"And considering, moreover, that I can hear
those two loud-voiced ecclesiastics talking in
the street."
Mrs. Pugsby had now come upstairs d~ly
escorted by the Anti-Christian editor, who was
unrolling her fro1n the interior of a capacious
cloak. 'There seemed a good deal n1ore cloak
than medium; Mrs. Pugsby being a very minute
person indeed, about whom 1.-fr. Dlathersby
made his af!customed joke.
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" I've brought you something in a cloak,
l\irs.. Blount. He! he! he! ,,
Mr. Ball's salutation of the medium was
scarcely more respectful. He called her a
"dear old corkscrew," and patted her so affectionately on the bare-very bare-back with
his broad palm, that he seemed in danger of
knocking this slender little woman all to
.
pieces.
ltlrs. Pugsby, however, was not discomposed.
She had that peculiar expression common to so
many mediums who are continually engaged in
dark seances, which is best described as a faroff, distrait look. She seemed to be gazing at
something quite a long way off, and to be
comparatively blind to what ~vas passing around
her. 1\ir.s. Blount kissed her tenderly; and
even lviaud saluted her with some warmth.
Decidedly Miss J.Vlaud Blount had strong
proclivities either to the spiritualistic inquiry
in general or, at all events, towards this one
seance in particular.
"We all seem to be here,'' observed Mrs.
Blount, after the usual greetings had ta~en
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place. "Shall we begin at once, or would you
like to take something first, :hfrs. Pugsby ?"
. Mrs. Pugsby did not seem to care pa1·ticularly
whether she did or not, but Mr. Blathersby
gave jt as .decidedly his opinion that she had
better have a glass of wine and a snack. She ·
was, he knew, apt to feel a _sinking which
might interfere with the manifestations. They
adjourned, therefore, into the garish light of
day in the front drawing-room, and Mr.
Blathersby was jm~t getting out his cotton
pocket-handkerchief to spread over his knees
again by way of an extempore table-cloth; but
Blobbs, l\1rs. Blount's particularly wide-awake
footman, knew hiR man, and after helping l\frs.
Pugsby and Mr. Blathersby to two sandwiches
a~d a glass of sherry each, carried all .the
refreshments bodily off. l\1r. Blathersby and
Mrs. Pugsby exchanged looks of dismay, but
Mrs. Blount and Maud were much too_busily
engaged with the two clergymen to notice
their discomfiture.
. " we shall have supper directly the seance
is over, .and an interval for refreshments
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between the dark and light portions of·it,'' said
the hospitable lady ·of the house.
'!'hen they retired to the seance roon:1, closed
t:he door, which Mr. Blathersby also covered
with black oilcloth, and then all seated themselves at the table, the same gentleman care·
fully arranging the seats.
" Mrs. Pugsby woufd like me to sit; on one
side of her and you on the other, I think, Mrs.
131ount. Miss Maud, will you be on my left,
J\fr. Ball next, and, .excuse me, I don.'t know
t,h at other gentleman's name-he! he!--we shall
have no difficulty in disposing of him. He
inust sit between Mrs. Blount and Mr. Ball."
'l'hey sat as directed; but Maud pouted
visibly. Not only had she wished to be next
]~ir. Campbell, but she had a particular objec·
tiion to sitting hand in hand with ]~:fr. Blat;hersby. He always placed her next himself,
she noticed.
" Do the conditions seem good, Mrs!
Jl?ugsby ?" asked th~ widow, as soon as the
candle was put out and Mr. Blathersby had
f;aken possession of the matches. .
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"Yes ; I think we all
seem
in love and
.
.
'armony. That's the principal thing,· isn't it;
Mr. Blathersby ?"
"He I he! he 1'' was all the reply that came
ringing through that Egyptian darkness.
· Then there was a long pause and a little
general conversation, but no manifestationsnot a tilt, not a rap. Everybody observed
that they felt a cold air over their hands,
which Mrs. Pugsby said was a sure sign that·
~pirits "·was about;" but they gave no further
evidence of their presence for the time being.
Then it was proposed that there should be
some singing; and, after considerable hesitation, Mrs. Pugsby struck up, in a sepulchral
key, "Shall we gather at the river?,, Mr.
Blathersby joining with the air about a quarter
of a tone sharper, and showing considerable
talent in preserving that slight divergence ·an
through the hymn. The rest warbled mildly;
but the two professionals threw their whole
energies into the melody, and worked with a
zeal worthy of a better cause.
Still no spirits came; and Maud hazarded a
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conjecture that they were not sitting properly.
Three raps instantly followed, expressive of
assent to this proposition, followed by five
which were understood to signify that the
alphabet was to be called over. This was
done, and the message given was" Maud and Ball change places."
Maud and Mr. Ball obeyed, and proceedings co~menced forth with.
"There seems a good deal more love and
'armony now," said Mrs. Pugsby, innocently.
"I made up my mind nothing should occur
while I sat next that Blathersby," remarked
-Maud, sotto voce, to the two clergymen.
"Can you control the power?" asked Mr.
Campbell..
"A.nybody can," replied Maud, "who has a
-will of their own."
So then Maud had a will of b er own, had
.she? Why should that remark make such an
.impression on that· very strong-minde9. parson,
:Mr. Campbell?
.Everything went on beautifully now. A
~andbell that had been placed on the table
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.rang at i~tervals in a way that suggested
·muffins. Ever and anon somebody declared
they were touched. by hands. Theu the voices
came. Peter spoke in a squeaky treble, ·John
King roared through a paper tube that had
been placed in readiness for him, and Katie
simpered soft nothings in the very faintest of
,\rhispers. · Nothing very much to the purpose
was said, but everybody declared it .to have
been a most successful seance by the time Dr.
Mason's ring was heard, and he himself, after
trying the back drawing-room door, which was
locked against all intruders, thumped and
banged at it with utter disregard of spiritualistic proprieties.
·
"Come out and stop that hocus-pocus," ·he
said. · "I want to see
faces."
" Shall we make a break and sit for materialisations ?" asked Mrs. Blount.
. " I think
might as well," replied Mrs.
-Pugsby'. ·" That knocking 'ave a drove 'em all
,,
away.
. " What do you think of it all?'' asked Maud
of Mr. Campbell, when they had broken up

some·
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and gone into the next room, all winking ·and
blinking as they came int o the unfamiliar

light.

.

"RealJy, I don't know how to answer you,"
he said. "You believe in it, don't you ?"
" To some extent; but that need not affect
your answer. This is your first experience, is
1•t not 'l"
.
"Yes."
" Then do you not think we are all lunatics ?'·i
· " 'That is rather an extreme way ·of putting
it, is it not?"
" Or tricksters ?''
"Frankly, Miss Blount, ·i f what has taken
place here had taken place anywhere else
i'
"Chez Pugsby or Blathersby, to wit?"
"Precisely. I should have said it was rather
third-rate conjuring. I cannot, 11owever, for one
moment think that you and Mrs. Blount, who
·have seen so much more than I h ave, could. be
constantly hoodwinked. Of course this is to
me, as you suggest, the very alphabet of my
spiritualistic experiences ; you have got on
·rµuch farther."
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"Excuse me, Mr. Campbell, there you are
wrong. We never get on in this matter. We
began just where you found us to-night, and
have worked at it for years, yet we get the
same thing over and over again. Peter squeaks,
John King roars, Katie whispers ; hands
.touch us, and voices bandy poor jokes. Toujozers perdri:c I"
" It must be slightly monotonous, is it
not .?"
" Sometimes a very rebellious sitter thinks
he would like a change ; but in the main we
are conservative, and any such notion is
poohpoohed by the majority, who declare it
was a splendid seance, and ask what in the
world we wish for more:"
"Now, Mrs. Pugsby, shall we sit for faces?"
said Mrs. Blount.
Mrs. Pugsby.having guarded anew again.st
any symptoms of sinking, graciously consented, and withdrew bebind the screen. Mr.
Blathersby seated himself.solus in front of the
same, just about in the position the man with
the Pandrean pipes does at a Punch and Judy
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exhibition; the rest formed a small semicircle
in front of the aperture, from which the curtain
had now been removed, and waited for the
spirits to show themselves.
Presently there was a sort of scuffiing noise
heard behind the screen, which Mr. Blathersby
stated to be due to the presence of Peter, and
added that Peter would like some music. The
repertoire seemed to consist of nothing but
" Shall we gather at the river ? " So they sang
that again ; but as l\iaud led the melody this
time, it was rather less lugubrious than
before. Dr. Mason did not improve matters
by grunting a note every now and then, which
he stated to be an extempore bottom bass, and
disturbed the gravity of the circle by the
remark.
"Too much trifling/' squeaked Peter from
within; "and too much light at first."
"Old Corkscrew is a long time getting her
togs on, 11 pursued that incorrigible Dr. Mason,
heedless of the thunder Mr. Blathersby was
looking at him. "Do you know, Mrs. Blount,"
he added, " I am puzzled whether we mo~t
E
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resemble a knot of gentle lunatics at Hanwell
on a high jinks ·night, or one of those sage
assemblies of old men you s·ee sitting inside
an enclosure in the Champs Elysees gravely
witnessing the performances of Polichinelle.,,

"It is rather like a pious Pun~h and Judy,
I must confess," said Mr. Ball, who, however,
was, on the whole, singularly reticent. Perhaps he was doubtful whether ]/Jr. Campbell
had been educated up to a point sufficiently
ad \Tanced to enable him to bear these somewhat astounding exhibitions. Mr. Campbell,
however, was seated with Jriaud on a sofa
rathtlr out of radius, and the two seemed to
await the manifestations with a good deal of
exemplary patience.
By-and-by there surged up to the aperture
something white, which Blathersby; who occupied, as we have said, an advanced position,
declared to be Katie King's face. Prt'sently it
came pretty well into view, though it·had not,
the showman explained, sufficient power to
bear the magnetic gaze of so mariy pairs of
eyes.

. . A nark Seance.

a""l'.

" There 1" exclaimed the widow, full of
excitement. " Do you see that? Dr. Mason,
do you see that beautiful face ?,,
"I see old Corkscrew a little overpowdere<l,
and with half a yard of sixpenny calico tied
over her chignon."
"Silence, scoffer. 1'.l:ay we come a little
nearer, dear spirit?''
Three raps.
Then, one by one, each went up and had a
good close look at the face. Dr. Mason came
last, aud, as lie approached, he said, quite
loud enough for every one to hear, though he
spoke in a stage whisper to Blathersby,, Corkscrew, or I'll eat her."
Then an uncontrollable impulse seemed to
seize this wicked old man. He lifted his
profane hand, and made one vigorous grab at .
the spirit's nose. There was a suppressed
scream, the nqise of a chair overturned in the
next room, and a considerable amount of
scuffiing. Mrs. Blount in real terror exclaimed- ·
"Dr. .Mason, what have you done? - _You

E2

52

llfaurl Blount, llfedium.

have killed the medium. Mr. Blathersb)r, do
i:ush behind and see whether Mrs. Pugshy is
safe li"
BULt Blathersby s11owed no ~ign of hurry.
He had no .dou ht, he said, that the esca1pade
l1ad 1seriously, it might be fatally, hurt the
medium, but it would hurt 11er still more _if
they .rushed in in a body. He would go and
calm her first.
".A.11 right, Blathersby, go and tidy up a
bit before you let us in," said the doctor.
"By .Jove, ma'am,'' he continued, "I am sorry
to haire made a fiasco, but I could not help it.
The fc1ce was a facsimile of Corkscrew's."
"'I'he spirit face
always moulded fi~om
the medium's."
"But listen, I had the most splendid test."
" "7bat was that?'' asked two or three
.
voices.
· " The nose melted away in my grasp, and I
know old Corkscrew's to ~e gristle of the most
uncompromising character."
"There, do you hear that? 1\fr. Ball, ]dr.
Campbell, Maud, do you hear that? The

is
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testimony of an adversary! The nose had no
gristle in it."
That adroit remark saved the doctor's credit,
and made the good widow quite happy. Mrs.
Pugsby was to~ agitated to reappear or to stop
to supper; so, much to his disgust, Mr.
Blathersby had to see her home without
regaling himself. But he had his revenge.
As the widow was shaking hands with him
the chink of gold was heard, and she
whispered·
" I've made it three, instead of two, on
account of the fracas."
" All right ; and you haven't forgotten the
cab fare, have you?"
So the medium went, and the ordinary
mortals devoted themselves to suppr.r.

CHAPTER IV.
SUNDAY S PIR l TS.
Thou art a day of mirth:
And wh en the week days trail on groun cl,
Tby flight is higher, as thy birth.
Oh, let me take thee at the bound,
L eaping with thee from seven to seven !
GEORGE HERBERT.

!RilHE Rev. V{illiam Ball's church, dedicated to the memory of Thomas
surnamed Didymus, the first Christian Doubter, was not situated in the most
fashionable quarter of L ondon, but had still
acquired a kind of ton peculiar to itself. Vt.•ry
strong-mi nded ladies and gentlemen, who were
used-up in reference t o ordinary places of
worship, frequented the shrine of St. Thomas,
and some of them divided their attentions
between it and St. George's Hall, at which
latter place Mr. Voysey was then holding
forth. There was a good musical service at
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St. Thomas's. The prayers were judiciously
abridged ; and the one end . and aim of the
ritual seemed to be the doing as wholesale
defiance as possible to the provisions of the
rubric. The Public Worship Act had not
been passed at the time of which we write, so
Mr. Ball took it ·out on the rubrics and the
Thirty-nine Articles. The Athanasian Creed,
when it did come rouncl, was singled out for
special objurgatioti; and the principle on
which many of Mr. Ball's congregation sat
under him seemed really to be in order that
they might hear what he would say next. ·
"Ball's last" became a favourite topic for
young n1en to start with their partners in a
quadrille, and the good things from St..
Thomas's became quoted by the gentlemen
over their wine at dinner parties, after the
ladies had gone to the drawing-room. Among
the very original topics treated by Mr. Ball in
the pulpit, had been, for instance: "The New
Jerusalem viewecl in the light of a real Hygeiopolis." He had delivered a course of Sunday
eyening lectures on Physiology, selecting
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especially those portions usually slurred over by
discreet lecturers. He was a musical man, and
gloried iu having a full band in his church.
He could not, for the life of him, he said, see
why a fiddle or a kettledrum was not just as
religious as an organ. A bassoon, he declared,
put him ·quite in mind of Oliver Cromwell
and the Roundheads ; while as for the trombones and the rest of the brass, he should .like
to know what bhey would do without that
ingredient in any institution that had to make
way in the nineteenth century.
The very latest novelty had been Spiritualism. · There was a period when it was
fashionable. It had been patronised at the
Tuileries, and. the Czar of Russia was reported
to have given rich presents to Mr. Home the
1nedium. Then came the Lyon v. Home case,
and perhaps the system had never quite
recovered the shock given to it by that cause
celebre. Still . it flourished. Young ladies
called it "charmingly dreadful." Scientific
men scoffed at it, and clergymen said it was
either conjuring or the devil. Consequently,
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being a tabooed topic with a spice of heterodoxy about it, Mr. Ball took it up and made
it his own. He sat with commendable diligence and pertinacity at every seance in
London, and readily yielded himself up as a
proselyte to .Ailrs. Blount, whose aspirat ion
was to convert the Anglican clergy and the
medical profefoision. She secured Mr. Ball by
way of a sort of representat.ive man of the
former; but with the latter, typified in old
Dr. Mason, she made no headway whatever.
They would not condescend to argue. They
jeered. It was only, Mrs. Blount said, to
cover absence of argument that they laughed ;
but it ·was i~finitely annoying, and she half
resolved to give up the consecration of science
altogether, and devote all her energies to the
re-consecration of theology.
" You ha\·e only the dry bones at present in
your ~igns and ceremonies,'' she observed at
an early stage in Mr. Ball's conversion, "but
dry bones are better than nothing at all. It
is spiritualism alone that can clothe them
with real living flesh and blood."
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The idea struck Mr. Ball as an original one,
and lie improved greatly upon it. Christening
a baby, he discovered only meant mesmerising
it. Public worship was just a big seance;
.at the Communion the elements were magnetised, and so was the congregation by a
preacher. "Very often,'' he said, "if you
would check my theory, you have only, as
"\Vren's epitaph · said, to look around you.
Many and many an one is in a deep sleep,
whether magnetic or merely physical I will
not pretend to say.'' l\ir. Ball liked to haYe
his little joke now and then.
1'Ir. Ball was fond of ignoring texts before
his sermon, or of taking the~ from some
.
secular work, which was generally as incongruous as possible-half a dozen lines from
Bailey's "Festus" · or Butler's "Hudibras,''
to wit. On the Sunday preceding Mrs.
Blount's seance, however, wh~n he had announced by advertisement in the previous
clay's JJmes that he wou~d take Spiritualism
for his subject, he selected a passage fro1n
· Isaac Taylor's ''Physical Theory of Auother
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Life" as the basis of his remarks. It runs as
follows:" Should a rational and laborious examination of the Scriptural evidence relating to
invisible orders lead to a revival of the belief
of Christians and to the refreshment of their
fading impressions-fading, because in their
original state, superstitious and exaggeratedshorild this take place, and in connexion with
a better understood. theory of intellectual
existence, very important consequences might
be the result ; and all religious minds awakened
to a sense of the simple reality of the spiritual
dangers we are exposed to as tenants of this
haunted planet would be impelled with undiverted anxiety to seek safety where always and
only it is to be found.''
· On this passage by way of text Mr. Ball
managed to build up a tolerably orthodox and
possibly edifying discourse. He was a fluent
speaker, and used neither MS. nor note in the
pulpit. He glanced lightly at the History
of the Supernatural in all Ages, and drew
special attention to the fact that false and true
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miracles had. always gone together. The very
prevalence of false miracles proved there were
true ones too. It 'vas futile to say that
any line was laid down as to where and when
miracles should cease. If they ever existed,
they certainly would el:ist now.
If they
were denied now, it would be very difficult to
get men to believe that they ever existed.
If you for bade men to accept a miracle which
recommende~ itself to sight and sense, you
could not reasonably ask them to believe on
the testimony of a book, however good, that the
same miracles happened hundreds of years
ago.
"Besides," he continued, "there it is in
your creeds and formularies. The ministry of
angels, the communion of saints, what are
they but what these poor, benighted spiritualists are pleading for? Once the Christians
were benighted; now they are triumphant
and call those darkened who are, I verily believe, only reverting to the faith of the nascent
Church.
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" Only a few nights ago," he continued,
lowering his voice to a mellifluous whisper, "I
sat, along with some who are now listening to
me. There, under conuitions which forbade
the suspicion of imposture or delusion, we felt
the so{t hands of th'ose who came back to greet
us ; we heard the loving voices of those we had
deemed lost, but who, we knew now, were .n ot
lost but gone before. Their breath fanned our
'cheeks, our hands. We even looked upon the
dear familiar faces, took the hands in our own,
looked long and lovingly into the eyes that
had once filmed in their solemn sleep, but were
now bright and full of expression age.in. All
this we had done, and more
''
"Even to breaking the spirit-nose,'' suggested Dr. Mason, ~ho was in the Blounts'
pew, and made l\'1aud gurgle with suppressed

laughter.
" Did not the Westminster Review, then,
speak fittingly of Spiritualism as the Religion
of the Future? On what, if not on demonstrative evidence like this, could men of edu-
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cation in the nineteenth century pin their
~ "tii ?"
ia1
.

That, in fact, he said, is the meaning. of
faith; not blind credulity, as the orthodox
seem to think, but belief upon sufficient evidence. \Vhere else do you get such .evidence
-the same class of evidence by which Christianity made its way at first-except in these
spiritualistic manifestations?
This was a tremendous dose for the more
orthodox of the St. Thomas surnamed Didym us people_to gulp down; or, rather, it would
have been if any of them had retained the least
fragment or shred of orthodoxy. One or t.wo
did indeed give it out that Ball was "off his
head',. on this subject; and really l\ir. Campbell was beginning to incline to that opinion
too. vVhen he heard the squeak of Peter and
the roar of John King described in the glowing terms quoted above, it was all he could do
to .refrain from smiling. He dared not look
to the pew where Maud was sitting, biting
her lips, or there would have been a simulta-
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nieous explosion. If the congregation could
only have been present, and listened to the
squeak and the roar, and ga~ed on the counter..
feit pr:esentment of Corkscrew's face!
What did it all mean?
· In another part of town that same ques ..
tion was being debated before a very different
congregation in the evening. At Bethabara
Chapel, down East, the Rev. Enocb Trees
enunciated to an . expectant and sym:p athetic
audience his doctrine of Diabolism. It was
a.11 the Devil. Samuel Taylor Coleridge said
that the Devil, as the personified Vice of the
Mysteries, was the Jona et origo of 1viodern
Jiumour. However that might be, he was
certainly, according to the Rev. Enoch Trees,
the source of Modern Spiritualism. l\!l[r. Trees
was quite as fluent as Mr. Ball. His English
was more homely, it is true; but t1here was
lots of it. He had a fairly good case, and he
1na<le the most of it. He was greai~ on the
~Red Indians and the war-whoops. TJae whole
i~hing was a concoction of hy~terical females (he.
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an~icipated in that remark Professor Clifford's

comprehensive diatribe against all religion), but
it was hysteria P_ltta the devil.
The Rev. Enoch Trees, too, strange to relate,
was a disciple of Mrs. Blount, t11ough he might
seem at present to be doing little honour to her
gentle propagandism. But, when we come to
think of it, these Diabolists are the most
thoroughgoing of all Spiritualists. They not
only decide that spirits are at the bottom
of the phenomena, hut profess to identify the
communicating intelligence. He is our old
familiar friend, or rather enemy: call him
Lucifer Son of the Morning, Mephistopheles,
Auld Reekie, Satan, or what you will. The
name only differs ; tl1e intelligence is the
same.
For some time Dr. Mason had promised to
take Mrs. Blount and l\laud to hear their
quondam frien~ and disciple demolish mamma's
favourite tenets. There was a good deal of
plausibility and not a little quiet humour
down below the bluff exterior of the Rev.
Enoch Trees's quaint oratory.
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'"What denomination does your early Gothic
friend belong to, :hirs . Blount ? " aslked the
. doctor, as they travelled home by rail fi·om the
East-end to Maida Hill.
''Do you know, doctor, that is a remarkable
fact, but I never once asked him the very
natural question you suggest. I approached
it several times, but we always seemed to
wander from it."
" Yes; it's a way those gentry ha•ve when
their antecedents won't bear looking i)(lto."
"But, after all, what matter 'orders,' as we
use the term ? .The original qualification of
the prophet or prophetess (inspiration knows
no sex) was magnetic power. Saul was a
physical medium; David, a s~irituad ; Solomon, an intellectual one. In those days even
kingship was bound up with mediumistic
power."
"Then mediumship must have gone down
in the market ·considerably. There is very
little of the kingly or queenly about Blathersby
or Mrs. Pugsby."
All this time Maud listened silently. She
J!
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.
was lost in thought. Thinking of what---of
whom ? Time was when she would have
joined eagerly in such a disquisition a~ this.
She would Jrnve defended that dear old fogey
against hei· mother· if only for the sake · of
contrariety. Now she spoke no . word. It
seemed to her ~s though all these argun~ents
were concerned only with the outwo1·ks. of
faith, neglecting the citadel itself. H~r doubt
had taken a wider sweep. One~ :she felt
that jf the~e manifestations could be proved
genuin~ there · would be a panacea against
all doubt. Now, it sometimes s~ruck her that
even their authenticity would not guarantee
the truth of ordinary revelation. It might.
all Qe Psychic Force from the lowest rap
or tilt up to the loftiest energy of . t1e
Supreme Intelligence itself. . Mother and
daughter seemed to develop their faith in
inverse proportion. While, eV'ery day, th~·
widow's credulity became more boundless;
~faud's faith-perhaps by a natural recoil
and reaction-became equally sbr~nken an~,
d\yarfe~. It w~s no vulgar .precoc~ous girl~sh
.:.
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-scepticism. She did not don bt for the sake
of doubting. It was just this : Mr. Ball had
taught her to believe that revelation might
be reduced down_ to a matter of positive
experimental science just like chemistry or
electricity. Now she was not satisfied with
the results of her experiments. If they were
properly performed, they seemed to her to ;
signify that the next step in the progress
of existence was rather a ~etrogressive one.
than one in advance. Peter, John King, even ·
quiet Katie, would not have been tolerated ;
in her mamma's drawing-room whilst in the
flesh. Was there the faintest glimmer of.
evidence that the process of death had exercised the . slightest refining influence over
them? On the contrary, the clown, the buccaneer, the frivolous woman, were just as
coarse and clownish now, always supposing
these manifestations to be genuine. But were ;
they genuine? There was the question.
. " :.My dear Maud, what are you thinking :
about?" asked the widow, as they neared
1

their destination.
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"Has a~ytliing you've eaten, darling Popsy,
disagreed with you?" added the _doctor, quoting
from one of Gilbert's supremely funny "Bab
Ballads.,,

"I really think we have bad enough to
make us thoughtful for one day, mamma ;
what with Mr. Ball's spiritualistic optimisrn
and Mr. Trees's pessimism."
"And shall we add," said the doctor, "that
interesting Mr. Campbell's halting behvi:s:t
two opinions ? Ten to one you two ladies
do not convert that young man, though you
have succeeded in turning the beads of Ball
and Trees."
"Done," said }laud.
· " In gloves.,,
- " Sixes."
"Right you are."
It had been a day of sti·ange experiences,
truly. Not strange in the sense of being
altogether new; but strange because l\faud
saw them all now in a new light.
How would they strike the mind of Mr.
. Campbell-a mind she ·saw to be constructed
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largely upon the same lines as her own?
Hitherto she had never been able to disentangle this matter from a mesh of prejudice.
She herself was prejudiced, no doubt, some·
times pro, sometimes con. It would be a
great boon to have found one who could
hold the scales equally poised and balanced
between the two extremes. Had she found
such?
She fancied, really fancied so far, that it
was only as an interesting alumnus in matters
spiritualistic she regarded Mr. Campbell. Is
there any occult influence, magnetic or otherwise, c'1.lled into existence at these dark circles,
and quickening into dangerous energy any
latent sympathies between those who share
in them ? The question is worth agitating
at a time when dark circles are attaining the
dignity of a mania. vV have heard that ·in
certain quarters the influence therein excited
has trenched upon the grounds of r~cognised
moralities. Th~ sitting has degenerated into
a Witches' Sabbath. Of no such results have
we had experience ; but in this young and

e
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not peculiarly susceptible girl's case there was
a marvellous quickening of sympathies, an
aln1ost indecorous haste manifested to feel
interest in this young curate. But, there- Love
laughed at locksmiths long before the date
of the Rochester knockings; and many young
ladies fell in love with attractive young curates
without the intervention of any dark circles,
or of any influence more occult than the
ordinary ones of Cupid or Hymen pure and
simple.

CHAPTER V.
A E R I A.. L F L I G H T S.
0 what a. dainty pleasure is this,
T o sail in t he air,
When the moon shines fair !

Loc1rn·s Mad"~th.

~O mat~rs progressed; or shall we say
~

stagnated P In proportion as :rvt:aud
drifted more and more from recognised

stan<larcls of faith, she felt her strange spa~
n1odic attaclunent t o this new system recu r
more frequently. So true it is that when we
once abandon the old moorings, we often beat
about without chart or compass. Happy if
we do not finally n1ake shipwreck of faith
altogether.
But, through all, h er interest in their ne w
acquaintance Campbell remained fixed as the
pole-star. In him she saw all her own cruJe
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theories met with the inherent force of a
thoroughly maa.culine miud. Though not
exactly what would be described as a strongminded woman in the offensive sense of the
term, ~I aud had a good many of the elements
of strong-miudedness in her composition.
You could· see that in the flashing eye which
showed when she felt interested in an argument, and still more in the firmly compressed
lip with which she clinched that argument at
its climax. But in William Campbell she
owned a master. .He had not the intellectual

gifts of his incumbent; or, if he had, f\Iaud
had scarcely the opportunity of testing them ;
for ~Ir. Dall monopolised the pulpit at St.
Thomas Pi<lymus. He engaged his .curates
simply to sing the service for him; and satire
whispered that, on previous occasions, he had
not selected the most favourable specimens
even of the " inferior clergy" for his assistants.
People did Ray that he chose them ·as a sort of
foil to himself. His congregation bore this
· up to a i1oint ; but some of the · embodiments
of the Anglican priesthood, which he installed
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as temporary occupants of the reading-desk,
were so extremely objectionable that he found
it advisable to change his tactics, and, accordingly, engaged his friend ~nd q uonda1n pupil,
vVilliam Campbell, to help hin1. There were
many advantages attending this selection.
Campbell had money, was a thorough gentleman, and did n~t in the least ~bject to play
an efficient second fiddle to the Rev. :h'Ir.
Ball. In church, therefore, the ladies never
had an opportunity of gauging the mental
powers of their new friencl ; a.nd, up to t11e
present time, he had never once visite<l the1n
except in company with his incumbent.
"I am sure, man1ma," said Miss l\Iaud,

"they

can~ot

say that our clergy are troubled
with dissensions, as they are elsewhere. Mr.
Ball and :!\fr. Can1pbell regularly hunt in a
couple. They are never apart. Do you
notice that Mr. Campbell has ne\rer calle<l
here by himself?"
" I had not noticed it until .,vou mention it .
But surely that is much better than cackling
one against the other as incu1nbent and
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.curate often do, especially when they are of
.different ages, and both bachelors. I used to
think you were setting your cap ~t 1vlr. .Bali,
.Maud. Now I fancy you have transfe1Ted
your fancies to Mr. Campbell."
. ~faud blushed most unmistakably; but
·her man1ma was so busily engaged in directing envelopes to her friends for a soiree at the
Supernatural Lyceum, ·that she did not notice
any such sublunary matters. It was a
speciality of the Supernatural Lyceum in particular, and, to some extent, of ~ondon Spiritualism in general, that somebody was always
in difficulties, or a fund was being got up for
.Somebody or something, to which ~irs. Blount
.was expected, not only to contribute pecu.n iarily, but also to devote her energies as
secretary. Now it was some poor spiritualist
who was being persecuted oy an Evangelical
clergyman for whom the hat was sent i·ound ;
anon a medium was goiug .to America or
coming from America, and, in either case, a
soiree was got up which involved subscriptions and correspondence, and Mrs. Blount
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always had the secretarial duties thrust upon
}ler, the editor of the Anti-Christian much
preferring the more congenial occupation of
treasurer.
The summer had waned to autumn-tide.
~he season was dead and gone beyond hope of
resuscitation, and Mrs. Blount, in the intervals
of her somewhat extensive prepat"ations for "recognising" the great Professor Buncombe from
America, had formed plans for a brisk winter
campaign in· favour of "the cause." Maud
was t.o .be developed, and· sit as often as possible .
for the preliminary conversion of the Upper
~en. When they had passed the period of
initiation, and all the scepticism was pretty
well stamped out of them, they were to be
handed on to the professional . skill of Mrs.
Pugsby an~ Mr. Blathersby. There is nothing
·more curious than the tacit concession that is
made to professional over amateur qualifications. A lady may know ten times as much
music and have a tenfold better voice than some
sixteenth-rate professional; but because the
~atter makes a Ii ving- often a very precarious
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one-by her slender gifts, ergo she, beyond
. question, must be superior to a mere dilettante.
The born artist, who does not paint for pay,
1nust hide his diminished head in presence of
some poor professional brother who daubs
night and day for the picture-shop windows.
Such are some of the pleasant fictions by the
adoption .of' which society hangs together.
There had been one or two more seances
with Mrs. Pugshy, but none ,presented sufficiently ·definite foatures to call for notice.
. Perhaps Mrs. Pugsby's game was getting just
a lit.tle stale ; but Mr. Blathersby assured
Mrs. Blount that the lull was only temporary.
A " ·g reat tidal wave of influence," he said, was
coming. Where he got his informa.tion he
did not say; but he spoke with all the
authority of a Zadkiel. Old Dr. Mason, 'vho
was by, and who never lost an opportunity of
a fling at the Anti-Christian editor, said, '' That
means, my dear J\fau<I, that he and old Cork·
screw are getting up some new piece of
dev1·1ry."
There had been, in fact, quite a pause in the
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history of spiritualism for some weeks when,
one night, as Maud and her mamma were
seated in the. drawing-room enjoying the last
remains of the .lingering autumn at the open
·window, they noticed a little crowd gradually
assemble in front of their house, and by-and-by
saw a policeman stalk over to the door with all
the majesty of the la\v embodied in his single
·s:elf. He put aside the small boys, amd rang u.
tremendous peal at the visitors' bell. It would
ne\?er do for a policeman even to ring a bell
quite like other folks.
"~1y dear l\1aud, .w hat can be the tl}atter ?"
said ~lrs. Blount; and Maud ran to the top of
t;he stairs to see.
BJobbs bad just got the door open, and there,
coiled· up on the top step and in ijhe very
corner of the vestibule, sat Mrs. Pugslby, lookiin g in the most dishevelled con.dition. She
had no bonnet or shawl on, and in her hand
·was a volume of a popular novel; hut she
appeared to be half asleep.
.
The opinion of the populace was. that she
iwas, as they expressed it in the ve:rnacular,
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" mops and brooms-1~ather;" and the policeman gave it as his .opinion that he ~1ad better.
go for a stretcher; but Blobbs, who bad seen
something of Mrs. Pugsby- in the " superior
condition,'' · said it wasn't worth while to
trouble. . The person 'vas known, and was not·
tipsy, but probably mesmerised. J\faud ran·
back and fetched her mamma, who made a fe\v
passes over the prostrate form, ~hen :M~rs.
Pugsby " came to" at once ; desired to know
where sl1e was, and finally, a~id the jeers of
the populace, who were .disappointed at not
seeing the end of the little game, she entered
the house, was taken upstairs, and partook of a
refresher. She was sinking, and no mistake,

this time.
. She then Rtated ~hat she was sitting nt her
lodging~ in Camden Town, reading aloud to.
:iYir. Blather~by, when all of a sudden. she
became unconscious, · and when . she regained
her faculties :she -:was on Mrs. Blount's door-:
step un~er the ch·cumstances they I1nd j~~t1
witnessed.

Aerial Fli9hts.

79:

'' What o'clock . is it now?'' asked ~frs.
Pugsby.
It was just a quarter to eight.
" How very extraordinary ! The clock at
the church n~ar my lodgings in Camden Town·
chimes the quarters, and I reme1n ber 11earing
the .half-past seven chime Jong before I became
unconscious. . I remarked to Mr. Blathersby
how long the days kept for the time of year,
and tl1at it would scarcely be .dark by eight·
o'clock."
"Then it's quite certain that M1·s. Pugsby
must have been transported through the air
from Camden Town to Maida Hill. JYiaud,
you do not seem to realise this very extraordinary fact. Mrs. Pugsby has been wafted·
to us in an incredibly short space of time."
"It is very curious.'~
.
" Curious ! It is a miracle, a genuine
I,lliracle. What else can it be?"
"What, indeed?''
. " Here is the .book Oi>en at the . very pa:ge
where I was reading," observed Mrs. Pug~by. ;

SO

Jfaud Blount, jJfedium.

"Yes; but what makes me angry with
l\faud and you is that you both take it so
muc:h as a matter of course, just as if you were
in t;lie 11ahit of making these aerial transits
every day of your life.''
VVhile the ladies were discussing matters a
harnsom cab drove violently up to the door.
"I do hope this may be 1tir. Ball," said ·
M.rs. Blount. '~I should like him to hear of
this at once.,,
lib was not 1\fr. Ball, but Mr. Blatheirsby,
who rushed in, exclaiming. " It isn't often I go to the · expense of
hansom cabs, but .really such an extraordinary
thing
What, l\frs. Pugsby here? "Well,
this doet-1 beat everything. I came to announce
Mrs. Pugsby's wonderful disappearance,, and
herei I find ber. How did she get here before
me?''

" Sl1e has been transported through the air,
l\ir. Blathersby.''
"What ? He! he! he l You don't imean·
to sa.y that I I thought I must have dro1pped
off to sleep while she was reading to me1, and
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then she must have come away; but I found
her b9nnet. and shawl were in their usual
place, and was not conscious of having forgotten
myself for a moment. In fact, one instant
she was reading to me, and the next, startled
by the sudden silence, I looked at the chair
where she had been sitting, and saw it standing
,,
emp t y.
It was then discovered that Mrs. Pugsby was
becoming violently .a gitated, and seemed likely
to "go off" in a trance. It was resolved,
therefore, a~ once to hold a seance, in the hope
that some explanation would be vouchsafed of
the late marvellous event.
After a good deal of preliminary shivering
and contortion, Mrs. Pugsby did go off, and
forthwith delivered a. most magniloquent
address. -The " sperrits, P as sh~ al ways would
insist upon terming them, had been accumulating force for a long time. That accounted
for the lull in the manifestations. They had
determined on a grand tour de force, which
sho-qld defy competition and set all scepticism
for ever at rest. They would have liked some
G
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one a little more bulky for their manipulations, as the transference would then be: even
stilll more wonderful; but failing a stout
medium, they made use of their dear old Corkscrew. The transit, they said, had been
instantaneous, and their only regret was: that
1.1r. Blathersby had not looked at h~s watch so
as t·o be able to certify this.
Pressed as to the modus operandi, the invisibles said, through Mrs. Pugsby as their mouthpiece, that the transit was effected by the
etherealisation of Mrs. Pugsby's not very solid
flesh, her removal fro.m the house while
doors and windows were closed being brought
about by the disintegration of intervening
obst acles.
"Why did you not deposit her safely illl the
drawing-room here, dear spirits?" asked ]\faud,
" in:stead of dropping her in that undignified
way on the doorstep?"
" The p~wer was exhausted," was the
reply.
" Awkward ! May I
tion?"

ask another ques-
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"Yes."
"Will you take her back again as you
brought her?"
"No. One test should suffice."
" My dear Maud," said Mrs. Blount, " what
a most inhospitable suggestion to make."
Inhospitable or not, it was quite evident
that the suggestion would not be complied
with. 1\t!rs. Pugsby began to move her hand
violently backwards and forwards like one
writing.
cc Doe~ the spirit wish to communicate by
writing?" asked Mrs. Blount.
Three violent thumps with poor Mrs.
Pugsby's lean fist on the table.
"The writing is for J\.Iaud alone," . said the
medium-that is, presumably, the presiding
intelligence speaking through the medium's
organism.
"For me?"
" For you alone.''
"Very well. Write."
"You must keep secret what is written."
cc From mamma?"
I

G2
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"From every one, for the present. Do you
promise ?1'
" Shall I promise, mainma ?"
" By all means, my dear. Never oppose
the spirits in anything."
"V~ry well. I pr9mise."
Mrs. Pugsby thereupon took pencil in hand,
and, after an immense amount of flourishing
on a large sheet of .paper_, wrote a few words
and pushed the document hastily over to
Maud Rlount.
M~ud read them, and a burning blush suf-

fused her face from forehead to chin. The
words were" W . C. loves you."
Maud rose indignantly, and said, "I am
· ~nre this is juggling. I demand some t~st of
genuineness, or I .shall believe it is a random
shot of tbe medium's."
Again her hand moved as before, and the
words Written were"Coming now.
morrow."

All will be ·kn9wn ·to-

" There, Maud, you will ·not have 'long· to
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wait for your test. Now, who is this ?" added
Mrs. Blount, as a knock and ring were heard
at the front door ; " how annoying that we
. should be interrupted by
"
· " Mr. Campbell, ma'am," said Blobbs,
ushering in the curate of St. Thomas
Didymus.
Maud's blush, which had continued to
mantle in her cheek, changed to a hue of ashy
paleness at this singular coincidence.
The widow, in welcoming Mr. Campbell,
warmly said, "It is so curious, Mr. Campbell;
Maud was only this eveni.n g saying you never
called on us alone."
"I have the strongest possible objection to
prematurely wearing out my w~lcome to a
pleasant house ; but I am flattered by the
knowledge that Miss Blount has even noticed
my absence, and will take care that she has
riot to do so again."
There was a pleasant evening, made up
partly of spiritualistic and partly of more
mundane matters. If the truth were to be
told, Mr. Campbell enjoyed the natural even
I
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more than the so-called supernatural element ;
though he was considerably interested in the
latter too, especially when he found .that Maud
was an automatic writer herself.
" The sperrits have a private message for
you, Mr. Campbell," said ~'.lrs. Pugsby, after
she had informed him, as she did about every
third· person, that he was an undeveloped
medium.
"Indeed! Let me have it.""
Then, with the accustomed prelude of spiral
flourishes, the message was written" Come to-morrow afternoon. Tell her
'
what you wish. She will say ~ Yes.' "
He said nothing, but loc;>ked archly enough
around at the small circle as much as to say,
"Are you poking fun at me ?" But all were
so thoroughly grave and unconscious, ihat he
felt his passing suspicion was unjust, and only
wondered how anybody in the flesh or out of
it could know that he had anything he wished
to say; but he thanked the communicating
intelligence, and said he would certainly act
upon the instructions he had received.
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What would not Maud have given for one
peep at Mr. Campbell's paper! H e folded it
with the utmost complacency, put it in his
pocket ; and for the rest of the ·evening kept
them all ·amused by the way he fixed his eye
upon Mrs. Pugsby, with the object, as he said,
of detecting any incipient attempts to vanish
up the chimney. None such were made ; bu.t
she and Blathersby went off like ordinary
n>:ortals in a growler from the neighbouring·
stand.
There was no reason to believe that Ivirs.
Blount possessed any clairvoyant power; but
she could see as far into the interior of things
as most sensible women can, and · did not fail
to draw her own conclusions from the private
communications that had been bandied about
during the evening. She was not, therefore,
at all surprised when, as Mr. Campbell left, he
announced his intention of calling the next
day. She simply contented herself with
~aying that she-and Maud-would be very
glad to see him.
The colJoquy between mother and daughter
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which succeeded might have been embarrassing
under the circumstances ; indeed Maud was
beginning to feel it so; but Mrs. Blount; said
very quietly" Observe in the most punctilious manner

the injunctions to secrecy which the spirits
have~

laid upon you. I am not without
curiosity; but I can wait.''
So 1\iiaud kissed her mother, and withdrew
to her room.

CHAPTER VI.
THE SWEETEST SPIRIT OF ALL.
Lc1ve is the most reasona1le thing in nature.
"\Vbat can we J o lrnt love? It is our cup.
Love is the cross auJ passion of our heart;
Its end- its erra.nJ.-Festns.

BILLIAM CAMPBELL had experienced
~

a somewhat hard battle of life, with
very varying success, but prided himself on having come off conqueror at last. Hjs
victory had consisted in the attainment to
what might have been called cynicism but for
the addition of a certain bonhomie which
leavened it very agreeably. Still it was his
boast that he was case-Lar<lene<l and inaccessible
to many of those weaknesses which he saw to

be the principal sources of his fellow-creatures'
misery. Above all, when he cast i.n his lot
with the Muscular Christians, without in any
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way adopting an ascetic rule oflite, he forswore
la belle passion. He would.never have joined
Mr. Ball had that clergyman been a Benedict
with the inevitable quive1ful. As he too was
a sworn bachelor, he shared his house as well
as the ministry of St. Thomas's Church, and
the kalends of March were never to have any
meaning at all for· either Crelebs.
He had scarcely been three inonths in his
new sphere, and was it possible that a change
was coming over the spirit of his dream?
Before he Irnd been there as many weeks he
found bis courage faltering in presence of
beautiful Maud Blount. Even Ball had
twitted. him with his palpable admiration, and
stea~ily refused to believe his asseveration that
he was heart-whole. Why should he not
marry? He ,.Vas young, fairly rich, and in
many respects an eligible suitor; while l\faud
Blount was the very woman for bis wife. It
was in vain he protested that he had not
a thought or wish beyond their bachelors'
castle. Mr. Bull was the most determined
sceptic on this point, and concluded every
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debate on the topic with the enigmatical
remark-" We shall see what we shall see."
As the younger son of a landed gentleman
in the West of England, William Campbell felt
he would have to make his own way in the
world, and the easiest and most agreeable way
of doing that seemed to be the method ·suggested by bis father-namely, that he should
go to college at the same time with his elder
brother, take orders, and in due course succeed
to a family living at present in the possession of a wheezy old parson who would be
certain to make room at no very distant date
for a successor. The arrangement had been
carried out to the letter; but the old squire's
plans were modified by the death of his elder
son, which took place abroad soon after
vYilliam had taken orders. The father followed
the so:n at no distant date, and William found
himself in the somewhat unusual position of
a country curate with a rent-roll of some
thousands. His rural position was so incongruous that, at the bishop's request, his rector
allowed him to resign at once. But he had
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got to love his sacred calling, and resolved to
take some light work in London until the
vacancy occurred in the family living. The
wheezy old parson hung on after the manner
of his .kind ; but William Campbell was in no
hurry to ocoupy his place. In the meantime
a proposal was made to him by his friend and
former tutor to come to St. Thomas Didymus,
and remain there just as long as suited his
purpose. The suggestion exactly squared with
his views, and accordingly, as we have seen,
he fulfilled his evident destiny by coming
thither and so failing over head and ears in
love with beautiful Maud Blount, like a
good, br.oad-shouldered English parson as he
was,
"I am rejoiced to observe, my very dear
William;'' said the incumbent of St. Thomas's,
in his most sententious tone; " that you have
not, on this eventful day, followed the exceedingly evil ex~tmple . of M~pbibosbeth, who neither dressed his feet; nor trimmed his beard,
nor washed his clothes, in deference to David's
absence. You look remarkably spruce this
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afternoon, as behoves a rich lover going to
make the great experiment of life."
So the murder was out. William Campbell
never asked him how he found it out, but
owned the soft impeachment by his silence.
"Do you feel ~ very withering contempt for

me, Ball?"
"~fy boy, I envy you very much. She is,
as I told you, an ~.x.ceptional girl in all respect s.

,,

" But wait until I come hack.

She is not

mine yet."
"I have no misgivings."
No more, as a matter of fact, had William
Campbell. Surely it must be a man's own
fault if he is ever refused. Love is proverbially blind, it is true ; and young ladies occasionally trifle with men 1 but if they have not
sufficient discrimination to detect such capri·
cious beauties, they deserve their fate, and-will,
at all events, have gained experience by their

failure.
It was with a good heart, then, that the
Rev. William Campbell presented himself at
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the hospitable widow's door. He did not
knock as though the dentist d~elt there.
Blobbs declared afterwards that there was no
perceptible tremor in his voice when he asked
whether ~Irs. and Miss Blount were at home,
nor was there even the suspicion of a flutter
about his heart when he found Maud alone in
.the drawing-room.
. As for the young lady herself, she was a
shade paler than usual. Could a young Jady
be otherwise under the exceedingly unusual
circumstances in which she was placed P But
there was a perceptibly merry twinkle in her
dark eye, and just the suspicion of a smile at
the corner of her mouth, which would have
emboldened a less confident lover.
" I am very much tempt.ed to adopt the
phraseology of the Attorney-General in the
Tichborne case, and say, Would you be surprised to hear me call you ' Maud,' instead of
'Miss Blount,' on this particular
occasion?''
.
.
"No."
" Would you resent the familiarity if I
did?''
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"No.''
" Then - l\.Iaud - will you sl1ow me the
private message Mrs. Pugsby wrote to you
from the spirits last night ; and will you
read t11e one she wrote for me at the same
time?''
· They exchanged d~cuments; and Campbell
could not help observing that lVIaud did not
take hers from her pocket, as he unromantically did. She had placed it much nearer her
heart.
" Then Maud-dear Maud-the spirits have
obviated the necessity of a very embarrassing
avowal on my part; but I . endorse the few
most true words they have written. What
is your reply?"
She pointed in silence to the last word on
his communication. It was the significant
monosyllable " Yes."
William Campbell took the fair white hand
that was extended towards him, printed on it
the first· kiss of love, and then, folding ~faud
in his arms, sealed their mutual contract on
her red lips.
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"We ought to be exceedingly obliged to the
dear spirits, and to their mouthpiece, Mrs.
Pugsby, for the way they have smoothed our
paths to-day. But your mamma, Maud ? Did
she know of the messages; and will she, think
you, endorse your reply?"
"She knows nothing of the messages, for
certain; .b ut-Willie-I think she guesses,
and I am sure she approves.''
"Then, darling, now the ice is so satisfactorily
broken-say, rather, is thawed in the sunshine
of your dear smiles-let me tell you that, from
the first moment I set eyes on you, I felt this
must come: I felt all the cold cynicism of
which I have. boasted pass clear away from
me. Did you know this ?"
" I thought it ; I hoped it."
"When my hand met yours at that delightful dark seance, did you feel that thrill which,
far more perceptibly than the cold air the
other sitters e)(perienced, assured me that one
spirit at least was present?"
" Do you not remember that I would not let
other manifestations occur until we were, at all

The Sweetest Spzrit of Lill.

D1 .

events, posed for. that one ? And, tell mevVillie-~id it ever occur to you that I planned
to.day's dear event when I did it?"
"If I had been conceited enough to tliink so,
this dear event, as you so kindly call it, would
have happened before-might even have happened then. No ; I never guessed it-dared
not believe such happiness in store for me.
vVhat an admirable institution dark circles
must be for lovers circumstanced as we were!,,
"I believe this-that in that darkness and
silence-possibly in that magnetic contact-the
real self comes to the surface. I think I knew
you loved me then, though I could not have
told you how or why I knew it."
" Bless you for these words, darling. You
do not know-you will not, for a long time,
until you know me through and through, be
aware-how blessed they are to me. Mine has
been, to some extent, a loveless life, Maud ; so
that now the happin~ss of realising your love
seems almost too intense for me."
" May I ask you-Willie-one thing?"
" You seem to have considerable difficulty
H
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with my Christian name, Maud ; but keep
on repeating it, and it will soon grow
familiar. You m·ay ask me . anything, of
course."
"Have you ever loved before?"
"Never-absolutely never-not even with a
boy's silly love. That was partly what I meant
when I said my life had been comparatively
'loveless, though I was thinking rather of your
mother's love. Mine died before I knew her.
And you, Maud, have you Jost your heart
before?"
" Never lost my hea.r t, Willie, I assure
you. I have flirte.d desperately, but never
loved." .
" Then each of us might quote to the
other Tennyson's beautiful words, 'My heart
was ever virgin save to thee.' Is it not
so?"
" It is a case of first love on both sides."
"And last-please Go~."
"Amen."
"Are you two young people engaged in
private devotions?" said Mrs. Blount's cheery
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voice outside the door; "and shall I be accused
of brawling if I come in
I heard Maud
. 'A men. ,,,
saying
"Really, my dear madam, I do not think
yo~ could have described our position more
accurately. I commenced private devotions,
and 1\'Iaud fell in with them."
"Mr. Campbell, do you call my daughter
'Maud?'"
"Have you any objection?"
" Considering that you· addressed me as
' madam,' I don't quite see why you should
call her by so familiar a title."
" Then, instead of calling you ' ru y dear
madatµ,' have I your authority to call you
' my d ear mamma ?'"
"With all my heart, Willie. I need not
ask what Maud's answer has been."
" Need not. Why, indeed?" said the young

r

lady.
" You dear transparent· creature, I am not
as young as I once was, but I am not so old
as to be ston~-blind yet. I am not in love,
you

1-

,,
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"You would not have the ~eart to say that
if Dr. Mason were here, mainma. But how.
long have you been aware of this interesting
fact, pray ?"
" I no not at all see the necessity for going
into chronology ; but if you insist on doing
so, Maud, let me tell you I found out you
were in love with 'Vi.llie-it's difficult to get
that Christian name out at first--long before
I had the faintest suspicion that l1e was in
love with you."

'' Am I so transparent?"
"Pellucid to the last degree. And tben I
watched him come round beautifully. It was
all the dark seance, you know.,,
" A. good deal, but not all. The light
seance bad something to do with it too;" and
then they handed the scrolls of paper to ~'.lrs.
Blount for inspection.
'' And yet people ask the cui bono of
spiritualism! No\v you two silly children
would have gone on for months longer without telling the truth, if that dear old Corkscrew, as you call her, had not sailed all the
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w:ay down fro1n Camden Town to Maida Hill
just to tell you each of a fact which was patent
to everybody but your two silly selves.'''
"And now, mamma," said Mr. Campbell,
lolling in an easy-chair as though l\~a.ud and
he had been engaged for years, " are there
not some business matters to be settled ?
I>on't you want to see my lawyers, or my
bank-book, or something ? Are there not
some documents to be signed with big
s1eals ?"
"I fancied you had probably got all the
sealing done before I came in. No, Willie,
happily there need be no discussion on these
IJaatters. You are not a poor curate, or l\Iaud
a, penniless girl. The most vulgar element in
love.making is fortunately dispensed with. I
hope you know lVIaud is not a religiou:s young
lady, though."
"On the contrary, when you looked in upon
us, you heard her saying 'Amen' like an
awakened parish-clerk."
" I3ut seriously, Maud, have you told Willie
about your opinions?"
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"He has never asked me, mamma."
"The more reason you should tell him."
"He 'vould stoutly refuse to listen if Maud
did tell him, mamrna," replied Mr. Campbell.
'' Were you a pretty pagan, Maud, I would
marry you first and convert you afterwards."
'' Now that's nice, mamma; isn't it? :po
you know I have ·.a p1·oblem to put to you,
mamma and Willie?"
"What is it?"
"I want to ,ask you whether you think it
possible that London contains three happier
people tl1an ourselves to-day."
"I hardly think it possible. And I should
not be so 11appy as I am, did not my new and
most comfortable creed inform me that your
dear papa knows all this. 0, that you could
only have been acquainted with l1im here,
Willie I But we shall all be tOgether yet.
'Ve all are much nearer together than we
used to think. Do you not feel that it would
could get to think as we
be a co1nfort if you
,
do, Willie ?"
"Who?"
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"!viaud and I."
"Does Maud quite share your belief?"
"I think so," replied 1\Iaud, timidly. "That
is, I fully believe in all the phenomena which
occur when mamma and I are alone. I do
not believe that, under those circumstances,
we are practising rliablerie ; but when I
gaze on the ilabby form of Blathersby
or·--"
''You dare not say Pugsby to-day, Maud."
""\Vell, say on Blathersby only; then I feel
that our holiest aspirations are being degraded
to a matter of £ s. d., and I sometimes am
illogical enough to let my objection to individuals extend to the creed they profess."
"Is it more than a profession, do you think? ''
asked Mr. Campbell.
"In Blathersby's case I am sure it is the
emptiest profession," replied ~laud. "Do you
know, Willie, I am sure the odious creature
was in love wi~h me."
" I ca.n quite believe it."
" Under existing circumstances, I suppose
you could scarcely say less ? "
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" But don't you think his love was professional too ?" said Mrs. Blount.
"Hearken to mamma. In order to deal a
side 1low at me she demolishes her idol."
" He is no idol of mine, love. My regard
for him may be said to be professional too. I
only use Blathersby in the interest of the
cause. But come, little ones, this is far too
happy an event to mix up Blathersby with.
Let us have some tea, and toast our new alliance in that most delightful of all beverages."

CHAPTER VII.
P R 0 F E S S 0 R B U N C 0 M B E.
A h uge translation of hypocrisy
V ilely compiled..- SJIAK.SPE.A...RE.

mJA.UD'S engagement, which might have
been expected to put an end to
spiritualistic pursuits, really had quite
an opposite effect. It gave a new impetus to
them in that family of which Mr. Campbell
had become a member-elect. In the first
place, he himself could not h elp feP.1ing son1e-

IWJ

thing very like gratitude to the system which,
whether true or false, had given him his future
wife. H e had not much doubt that all J\{rs.
Pugsby's "sperrit-writing 11 meant nothing more
than tb:.tt she bad, perhaps by constant practice,
seen a little way farther into futurity than her
neigh hours, and wrote according to her lights.
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If you poke your nose persistently enough into
other people's affairs, gradually you will get to
know those affairs as well as, or even better
than, your own; and this was ~is very simple
solution of Mrs. Pugsby's vaticinations. His
own arrival on the evening when she predicted
it, on the occasion of her nocturnal Hegira,
must have been . a coincidence, he argued.
That was curious ; but the love matter was
nothing beyond the ordinary observati9n of a
shrewd woman with her eyes open. The very
fact of Mrs. Pugsby pretending t~ ke~p hers
half closed was in itself suspicious. Her dazed
air n1ight only be assumed in ~rder to get .
people to ~peak freely in her presence, and
to secure· for herself quiet opportunities of
observation.
Maud, he could see, had no suspicions of
this kind, and he felt himself almost ungrateful
for harbouring them. She looked upon the
n1atter as genuine from beginning to end; and
as for Tuirs. Blount, she would as soon have
thought of doubting her own existence as of
questioning the Sibylline power in Mrs. Pugsby
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-her dear, darling Corkscrew, ns she always
called her now.
" You men and your logic," the widow used
to exclaim, if. Mr. Campbell suggested any of
his common sense views of the subject, "into
what ii-logical conclusions will it not lead youl
Just as half of the wicked persecutions on
record are due to religion and to an alleged
desire to do good for God and man, so half of
the absurdities extant are attributable to this
s~me vaunted common sense, which I generally
find to be the synonym for its exact opposite'
arrant nonsense."
"Well, mamma," rejoined Willie, ignobly
recanting bis heresy, "I suppose for a man in
my position, very much engaged, spending his
days in toying with this white hand and
smoothing these 1\1adonna braids of hair,
common sense is rather out of the question."
Maud and he were on a settee in -the
drawing-room, with Mrs. Blount playing propriety, and he suited the action to the word as
he spoke.
"Do you really, Willie, feel that your
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engagement to me has concluded the regime
of common sense in the constitution of your
being?"
" A pleasant interregnum, Maud. We shall
revert to the manners and customs of ordinary
individuals anon. It is only the reculer pour

mieuw sauter.''
" So, then, I am to expect you to be a shade
more cynical by next spring than you were, or
professed to be, when I first knew you."
"You are right in saying 'prof~ssed to be.'
Do you think I ever was cynical, Maud?"
" No, I don't; but you assu~ed that virtue
if you had it not."
"The assumption is over, and I don't think
it is li~ely to recur."
The engagement was not. to be a long one ;
why should it? And in the meanwhile the
Rev. William Campbell did seem to be
dawdling away his time in a very Samson
and Delilah fashion. He was such a very
voluminous ecclesiastic that he. looked more
than usually. out of pla~e lolling about all
day in a drawing-room. Broad Churchman
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though he was, he always dressed in the
extreme of clerical fashion. He wore, that is,
the very longest of coats composed of dead
black serge, coarse as the u1aterial of a friar's
gaberdine, with cassock waistcoat to correspond, and he was one of the very first to adopt
the ecclesiastical wide.awake with wide brim
and tassels. He looked every inch a priest,
though he was not all shaven and shorn-very
far from it; and he carried his ecclesiastical
adornments into such minutire as jewellery.
He forswore golden appendages of all kinds,
and substituted silver, because he said gold
was the symbol of divine glory, and therefore
inappropriate for him; while silver typified
human purity, and at this he aimed.
A
heavy silver watch-chain, with a tolerably
large pendant cross, therefore, formed his only
decoration, and it harmonised well with the
dead black of his garments. He justified this
exceptionaHy correct dress by saying that he
wore it as a soldier wore his uniform when
on parade. Why should he be ashamed of the

service?
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Mrs. Pugsby was, of course, high in favour
with the Blounts and Mr. Campbell. Not so
with the editor of the Anti-Ohristi"an. She
had, he felt, spoilt his game with Maud. He
never had much chance, perhaps; he did not
lay to his soul the flattering unction that he
had; but whatever he had, Mrs. Pugsby had
effectually spoiled. He owed her one for that;
and be had not the tact to see that it was not
exactly wise to cast suspicion on an event in
which, if it was not genuine, he n1ust have
played a traitor's part, or that Mrs. Blount's
house was not exactly the place where it was
prudent to suggest such au explanation. of
things. One evening, however, when some
reference was made to Mrs. Pugsby's aerial
flight, he actually hinted that he must have
dropped asleep, and that Mrs. Pugsby simply
hired a swifter cab-horse than he, and so got
to Maida Hill first and deposited herself on
the doorstep. His idea was so scouted by the
ladies, and ~r. Campbell looked so very ·
muscularly inclined on the occasion, that the
flabby little editor veered round on the spot,
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and declared-he I he I he !-that lie was only
joking. But he resoh ed to play a trun1p card
against M1·s. Pugsby for all that.
Professor Buncombe was his trump.
It became necessary for those entre.p1·eneurs
who catered for the i:;piritualistic u istes in
langland, to keep their eye . constantly upon
the American medium market, and ever and
anon import some distinguished specimen of
the class from beyond the Atlantic. Now it
was an inspirational speaker ; now a nealing
inedium ; now a trance-speaker ; anon a
1naterialising or other physical medium that
was selected. A certain Professor Buncombefaculty and university not specified-had been
starring it in the States ; and ~Ir. Blathersby
felt that he was the man for the English market,
:and also best calc..ulated to put an end. to M1·s.
:.P ugsby's reign at Maida Hill. Consequently
this enterprising little man wired a message
:per Atlantic cable to the Professor suggesting
that an opportunity, which might not recur,
,offered itself for a European campaign.
The Professor was over like a shot ; and
1

112

:Jfaud Bloun!, :Jfedium.

the Anti-Christian puffed him as successfully
beforehand as the Gritia of old did Alexander
Smith. It is an amazing instrument of
succes~ this preliminary puff.
People have
no chance of correcting you, or checking your
assertions, and your hero comes accredited at
once, and with any amount of stock in the
way of popular fame to draw upon. Professor
Buncombe had no speciality. He absorbed all
the gifts of mediumsbip ; was a magnetic
healer, a trance-speaker, a physical mediuinin short, a sort of supernatural Admirable
Crichton. He,, was a plausible, handsome, welleducated old man, with a smoothly shaven
face, and long grey hair arranged
!'artiste
a good way down his back. On the whole, he
was a taller model of the Rev. Henry Ward
Beecher, whose pulpit effusions the Professor's
Sunday trance-addresses were said to resemble

a

very much.
Such was the bright and particular star
whom Mr. Blathersby wired over to irradiate the spiritualistic world in t11e forthcoming season, and who, he felt sure, would
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prove a formidable obstucle to l\1rs. Pugsby's
progress in the affections of the 1-faida Hill

family.
''There is not the slightest reason, Professor, why you should not malTy that Maida
Hill widow, and live independently of medium:.
ship for the rest of your life," said :i\ir.
Blathersby very soon after the great Buncombe
had landed on European soil.
Buncombe, however, for some reason or other,
threw cold water on all matrimonial schemes.
He preferred mediumship to matrimony, he
said. As for Blathersby, he had no idea that
anybody could take up Spiritualism except for
the sake of living by it. It was a mere
matter of chance that he was in this particular
line himself, and not in the W omau's Rights
or Anti-vaccination agitation. There seemed
an opening for. the Li.uti-Chr£stian in the world
of Spiritism, so he started that organ. He
would make it represent l\1aterialism in its
next issue if he thought that would pay better.
Of course, an: introduction to the very
pleasant house at Mu.ida Hill was an:iong the
I
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very first of the Professor's London experiences ; but from the earlie~t appearance
which that distinguished alien made in Mrs.
Blount's salon, B1at11ersby could see that he
was a failure.
" Trun1ped higher!" he said to himself,
" and by that confounded old Corkscrew. T
shall lose a pot of money if Buncombe don't
take with the wido,v."
Buncombe did not take with the widow. He
was a big medium, not a doubt of it, and for
the sake of that abstraction which she called
"the cause'' }.{rs. ~lount felt bound to open
her house and her purse to any medium who
could promote its interests ; but she was not
bound to open her heart. Blathersby was far
too dense to see that, though 1.Irs. Blount
'vas severely bitten by spiritualism-though it
was, in fact, · to her a religion because she
thought it put her en rapport with her dear
dead husband-still she was ·a thorough
woman of the world, and reserved a wide
margin of common sense alongside all her
t.ranscendentalism.
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It was perhaps the glaring contrast between
Buncom be and Mr. Campbell that prejudiced
the widow and her daughter against the 'former.
Of course Mr. Campbell's star was in t~e.
ascendant; but that was not all. Buncombe
entered the drawing-room with a bumptious
air, and though he did not talk with a Yankee
l>rogue, or eat his dinner with his knife (a
luxury in which poor Corkscrew occasionally
indulged), he was forward and pronounced
-in fact, he was all that a refined English
gentleman would not be, and Mr. Campbell
was not; so after a few hospitable dinners and
several seances, more or less successful, the
widow rather gave Blathersby and the Professor the cold shoulder. In anticipation of a
certain event in her family, she feared she
should not be able to hold any seances at her
house for some little time ; but she attended
the inevitable welcoming soiree which was got
up for the Professor's benefit, and subscribed
liberally to instal him in a tri~le line of
business at the Supernatural Lyceum. He
healed during the day at five shillings ahead,
I 2
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g~ve. a seance

a la

JJavenport in the evening,

~~d rleliyered inspirati_
ona1_3tQdresses after ~4~

t_nanneJ; of Mesd3i~es Emma Hardinge and
Coi;a Tapp~n on Sundays..

Altogether h~

D:ett~d a. fair i.n come,

b,qt fa.i led on the whole
tQ wa~e the coup. Blath.ersby had, expected.
'Cute as :Qe was, the. Y ~nke~ overacted hjf?
part in the theoiogiGal liµe. H~s instructions
fro~ ~lathersby in reference to l}fr. Ball and
¥r. Campbell were.- .
" 'rwo Broad. Church p~rsons who go in for
M uscula..i; Chi:istiC:tn.i ty and sh~ve th~ edges qf
~nfidelity.. The n1ore her~sy you can give
them. the better they will I~~ you."
:a~t, to ~e a vulgar though expressiv~
{ig~re,_ B.uncom.be laid his. li~r~sy on too thick.
J;>Qssibly ~hos.~ mus~ula_r pa~~ons, too,. fel~ that
they coul.d dQ their.· h~r~sy fo~ themselves, and
d.e.Glin.ed. to a.ccept ~t filtere~ tbroqgh the mind,
q( a co:,\nl~ 4.meri~an ad ~entur~r. A~ long ~
};u~ tN,kE:ti
\YOil_d~~ful, cures he had pet;formed,_
o~ the S'q.cce~sful way in. which, he. VaJiished

or

fro_m hjs Gal.:>inet,. leaving

~ot ~

they list~n.ed

a;ncl

~ourt~ously

wra.Gk behind,

wi~h att_eQ.ti.Q~ ;.
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but as soon as the Professor wandered on to
his Sunday services, and spoke words dep·r~
ciatory of a Name they held in highest reverence and of a Church to which, with all its
possible faults, they still belonged, they dis•
covered that it was time to join the ladies in
the drawing-room, 01· to break u·p for the
evening; and the Professor felt himself shut
up in that consummate way, the accomplish•
ment of which, without violating the bounds
of good-breeding, is so essentially the accomplishment of the English gentleman.
"I say, Blather::;by," the Professor observed
in the sequestered retirement of the Supernatural Lyceum, "yo·u misled ine in the
matter of them parson cusses. They riled up
like lightning when I attacked the venerable
establishment as you told me."
"I s'pose they think it'll last their time,"
answered Blathersby, again regarding the
matter from his own peculiar statitlpoint; "so
they don't ·w ant to bust it up just at present.
But I thought they could have stood it as hot
as you gave i•t ,em. "
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One of the Professor's most celebrated feats,
more popular in England than America, illustrated curiously the combination of th~ sacred
(so-called) and secular elements in his craft. He
received at a ~barge of twenty-one shillings
sterling, current coin of the realm, any one who
wished to consult him on affairs of business or
pleasure, appertaining to this 'vorld or the next.
He produced a Family Bible, and requested the
applicant to state his case. This done-and
the appli~ants were, as a rule, very communicative-the table wa!; turned, and the Professor
passed into a semi-comatose condition. He
then took the Family Bible in hand, made
a dive at its closed pages with his index-finger
or a paper-knife, opened it wherever it so
chanced, ran his finger down the page, and
stopped at a particular verse, which was always
found, either directly or indirectly, to be.ar
upon the question at issue.
Some of the communications thus obtained
were indeed exceedingly curious; others
required considerable exegetical adaptation.
Mrs. Blount believed thoroughly in the reve-
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lation, and Maud was <?pen to conviction after
the Professor had dived into a passage in
Solomon's Song which made a graceful and
unmistakable allusion to her Willie ; but her
Willie and his incumbent did ·not favour this
partieular kind of manifestation.
" Given a good big Family Bible," ].ilr.
Ball said in his terse, dry fashion, " and a fair
knowledge of the consecutive order of the
Scriptural books, it was fairly easy to hit upon
Ezekiel or Canticles, and there was a good deal
to be made out of these with a l~ttle adaptation; while if all else should fail, there was
always the Apocalypse to fall back upon."
Poor old Corkscrew, directly she went in for
this method of communication, got a crusher
ip. the shape of a comparison between her and
the Witch of Endor. Mrs. Pugsby had her
way to make in the world too, and saw so
completely through their devices, that she
had no difficulty in prej udicing Mrs. Blount
against the American medium. She was perfectly conscious of the coup she had made in
bringing about Maud's engagement, and had
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not the slightest intention of abandoning the
advantages it conferred upon her. She had
carried that point by acting independently, and
'
against the interests of Blathersby. 'Ihose,
therefore, would be her tactics for the future.
This was ungrateful of Pugsby, it is true;
but then mediums are men or-worse stillwomen. Blnthersby went so far as to threaten
her if their interests should clash; but she .
proved herself equal to the occasion, and
retorted" Don't be rash, Blathersby. It'R best we
· should hold our tongues. I could say a word,
you know, that would not only shut Mrs.
Blount's doors against you, but open some
others as you wouldn't like quite so well.,,
".But you won't say that word, Pugsby.
Hel he! hel"
"Don't be. too cocksure," was that lady's
elegant reply.
So tlie weeks sped swiftly by under the
influence of a sweeter spirit than any of those
that i·apped or squeaked at seances. The
winter came and went, and with the spring
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ma1Tiage drew nigh. They still "sat"
sometimes, but it. was only with Mrs. Pugsby,
who, since the happy result of her revelations,
seemed to own a prescriptive right to preside
in the widow's circle. She was, in fact, installed there almost as one of the family, and
even the imputation of being the vVitch of
Endor did not shake. her in the regards of her
friends.
" I really think you are becoming less
sceptical, Campbell,"' said Mr. Ball, after one
of these sittings. " What a potent spirit that
Dan Cupid is, after all!"
"I never doubted tha·t there was some· truth
in these ~atters; but it seems ·to me deeper
down the well than ever."
"And in the meantime you find the operation of perpetually letting down the bucket to
no purpose som~what irksome: so you are half
inclined to abandon the operation and devote
yourself to love-making. Perhaps you are
wise, Willie-perhaps you are wise."

CHAPTER VIII.
BRIARWOOD.
Oh that the desert were my dwelling-place,
With one fair spirit for my minister,
That I might all forget the human race,
And hating n o one, love but only her.
Cltilde Httrold.

! m H.E early sumn1er loomed in the immediate distance, and Maud Rlount's
wedding-day was imminent.
The
plans of the young people did not involve
any separations at present. They were to
take up their resjdence at Maida Hill, an<l
Mr~. Blount planned a series of visits among
her friends.
"Don't protest, Willie, dear," she said. " I
know you love me very much at present.
'\Vait until I am a mother-in-law in reality
instead of on1y in prospect, and you will be

g
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thankful enough to anybody who will take
me off your hands."
. "Very well-wait," said Mr. Campbell.
"Only then one doesn't like exactly to be
ordered out of one's own house, you know,"
replied th~ widow.
"1'Iamma !" said Maud, deprecatingly.
"You needn't trouble yourselves, any of
you," i·ejoined Mrs. Pugsby, who was present
at the soliloquy. " The plan won't be carried
out."
"You enigmatical old Corkscrew," said l\ir.
Campbell, "what plan won't be carried out?
Is Maud going to jilt me?"
"I wish you would~'t make one's blood run
cold, Mrs. Pugsby," continued Maud. "I declare you quite frighten me."
" You surely don't mean to sny that the
wedding is-is going to be put off?" asked
Mrs. Blount, in real alarm. " Do consult the
spirits, and tell us."
"I don't know about t11e wedding being
put off. That I can't see clearly; but there's
a cro~s somewhere. The plan won't be carried
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out as you were arranging it now; that's all I
know. At least, all I can tell you besides is
that it won;t be long before you know all

about it."
"That's comforting, any way," replied Mr.
Campbell. "Shall we cease discussing our
plans, tJien, mamma ?"
" No, dear Willie. I do not find that our
invisible friends are by any mean~ infallible
on these mattets of common life."
"You dear inconsistent old creature. How
refreshing it is to find. your strong co·m.mon
sense cropping up ahov-e all your nostrums."
"And pray, sir, which are the nostrums
and which the common sense ?"
" Ob, you pay your money, and. you take
. "
your ch01ce.
'though the preparations for the grea~ event,
then,
went on as actively as e\rer, there was
,
ab . uncomfortable undercurrent of liervt>us
anxiety in everybody's mind in reference to
Mrs. Pugsby's prophecy. She had laid in such
an immense stock of prophetical popularity
by her prediction of the engagement that she
~
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seemed abl~ to trade to any extent upon itperhaps was trading upon it now when she
acted the seer on the subject of the marriage.
"l\iiy heart is so bound up in yon now, dear
Maud; you have so completely metamorphosed ·
that once cynical member of mine, that even
a dubious prophecy from l\'!rs. Pugsby alarms
me," said ~Jr. Campbell, at one of his frequent
tetes-3.-tete with his beloved .
."So it does me, Willie. She was SQ
Guriously right about your offer, that I am full
of fear lest she prove right again."
" Your own heart is true, ~faud ?"
" Dearest, can you ask me such a question
now, when I am as much, body and soul, yours
as though we bad been married for years? No;
it is nothing in which my will plays a part
that can influence our plans. · Is it not strange
that, in· these spiritual communications, one
never gets anything tangible?
There is
always the element of doubt.''
'' Does not that shake your faith in. their
being spiritual at all ?"
· " No ; I remember once putting the ques-

126

},Jaud Blount, J.feaimn.

tion as to why the spirits did not help to
reveal undetected crime_,,
" What did they say?"
"They said-' If by our aid crime was
certain to be punished, earth would be what it
was never meant to be, a perfect sphere.'
Curious, was it not ?"
"Curious, but eminently unsatisfying. I
fancy this woman has nothing more than
strong presentiment. Do you remember
Alexander Smith's prognostication as to his
own lifeBefore me lies a. Toad of toil
With 1ny gt·ave· dug across f'

" And was that realised ?"
" To the letter."
'' Yes'r -letter for you, sir," said the
discreet Blobbs, wbo bad knocked before
entering the drawing-room, but the lovers
were too busy to hear or heed him. · .
" A letter forwarded by Ball," said 1\!r.
Campbell; "and look, . Maud, what a deep
black border. Now, if I had a single soul in
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the world I cared about besides you and your
mamma, I might be alarmed."
He broke the seal, and read his epistle after
leave asked and obtained from his fiancee.
"Ha, ha," he laughed, "the murder is out,
and Pugsby scores another point."
"How so?"
" Poor old Hobbes, the rector of Briarwood,
our picturesque family living in Surrey, has
wheezed his last, and, egad, I shall have to
change my plans. I must present myself,
or put in somebody to keep it warm for
me, which I don't like at all."
"Oh no, let us go to Briarwood at once."
"Say yuu so, Maud? I was afraid you
would scarcely be able to face life in a country
rect ory."
" vVith you, Willie?"
"Even with me, charmer. You do not
know what an amount of still life appertains
to such a state of things."
"I should like it beyond all.''
" rrhen so it shall be."
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l\irs. Blount came in hastily, having been
apprised by Blobbs of the arrival of a lefuter
for 1\![r. Ca10pbell, ''with such a deep black
1 :J
,
,,
neage:, ma am.
"l\'.[oiher-in-law elect," exclaimed Campbell,

" salrnte with proper xeverence the prospective
rector of Briarwood."
" Is it possible ?"
" S:o you see our plans are changed.''
" ~lnd Pugsby .is right again. Ho'v very
e.xtra1ordinary ! Is she not a capital medium,
W i·11·ie.?"
" S he seems able to see into that particularly
opaque object, a milestone, farther than m.ost
of us!, I must confess."
~{r. Campbell had to run down to Briiarwood at once, and arrange for taking the duty:
then to see the bishop, and so on. · He began,
all of a sudden, to be a busy man, and ,:<.Yas
absent from Maud ·more than. he had ever b1een
since his engagement. Old Hobbes had h een
as complete a Crelebs as Campbell had purposed. to be, but was not. Nothing, therefore,
had ·to be done in the way of ousting his
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belongings from the rectory. 'fhey 11ad only
to bury the old man decently, and fit up the
l·ectory somewhat more suitably for its new
occupant, and then-as the rector phrased itmatrimony stared him point-blank in the
face.
Briarwood was a sweet spot; a tiny village
with the greenest of trees and the whitest of
cottages nestling amid the recesses of the
sunny hills. It was perfect in its rustic
retirement, yet sufficiently near town to be
accessible to friends, and to afford frequent
opportunity for visiting the great metropolis.
There were plenty of good houses dotted about
here ·and there ; so it would not be like going
to the Land's End or J ohn-o'-Groats.
"Willie," said 1d:aud, as they were strolling
hand in hand through the mazy gardens of
the comfortable rectory, after inspecting the
little church, " I have a fancy about our
. "
marriage.
The rector-elect struck an attitude, and
called loudly to l\frs. Blount, who was looking
up the flower beds.
K
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'' Mamma !" He had anticipated events so
far as to call her by this name.
" Yes ; what is it ?"
"Another point scored by Pugsby. Maud
li~s changed her mind about the n1arriage."

"What?"
"I don't exactly know what the change is to
be ; but she tells me there is to be a change,
and you may as well hear it, since you are an
int~rested party."
" I did not say there was to be a change. I
did not even use the word change. I said I
bad a fancy about our marriage."
"Well, what is it?''
" Let us be married here, instead of at St.
Thomas Didymus'."
"How nice!" e:xclain1ed the widow.
"J.olly !" added the bridegroom-elect.
"Then 5hall it be so, since you both approve?"
"Decidedly," said i\1r. Campbell.

"I will
write at once to Ball, and book him. Shall we
name an earlier day than we had fixed upon,
and get it over P,.
\
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"No," said :M~aud, firmly.
"Why?"
"No," repeated her mamma, with greater
firmness still.
"What is the just cause or impediment?''
"Dresses."
" Oh ! I forgot. But as we are to be 1narried
quietly, does it matter much about the dresses?"
"This may be Paradise, my dear Willie, but
allow me to observe we cannot introduce the
costume of that period."
" No ; I forgot."
Never within the memory of living man had
that littl~ Surrey village been so stirred. Not
only was that big bearded gentleman coming
to be the new rector, but he was going to signalise his advent by marrying a beautiful wife.
He could not have taken a step more calculated to render him popular with hi~ few
simple p~rishioners. The rumour got abroad,
too, that he was rich; and already large vans
of furniture had come down from London to
the little rustic parsonage. All that was now ·
wanting was the great event itself.
K

2
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It is the eve of the festival, and the new
rector, having read himself in on the previous
Sunday, has come down with the cle1·gyman
who is to perform the ceremony, his old friend
and former incumbent at St. Thomas Didymus'. The two ate their last bachelor dinner
together in Mr. Campbell's ~ew home.
" Upon my life, Willie," remarked Mr. Ball,
"this kind of thing is contagious. If there
were another 1\1.aud Blount we would make a
double-barrelled affair of it to-morrow, though
I should not have such a rural Paradise as this
to bear my bride to."
cc Never too late to mend.
There's tim~/'
he added, looking at his watch, " to get a
special licence.,,
"But the lady?"
cc There's Mrs. Blount.''
" A very fair imitation of the daughter, but
not the facsimile I seek.'' .
" Try Pugsby."
"I believe that is out of the question. I
have been informed that there is a male Pugsby
in existence somewhere, who occasionally pays
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domiciliary visits to our poor Corkscrew, and
beats her if she does not shell out to him.
Besides, you would hardly like me to say

that J\iaud bore any striking resemblance to
Pugsby?"
"Perhaps not."
. It is the eventful morning, and the widow
and ~laud, duly convoyed by Dr. Mason,
have come down betimes. Mrs. Pugsby is
present, too, to sign the register as second witness when the old doctor shall have given the
beautiful bride away. Blobbs and Maud's
maid constitute the sole retinue. The other
servants are kept on from old Hobbes's

menage.
The bells rang out cheerily for Maud's
arrival, as they had do~e on · the previous
evening for the .rector's. Indeed, those bells
had little rest, for anon the simple cere1nony
was over and they rang again. Yet once
more; the breakfast was concluded, and the
rector and his bride set out for their brief
honeymoon. .Soon that waned too, and they
came back to commence life in real earnest.
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Then the bells rang out again. But this ·was
the :final peal, so far as his reverence was concerned. Then ensued the "to-morrow and to.
morrow and to-morrow" of clerical life in the
country. But they were all in all to each
othe:r. There could be no monotony; for
every day the rector discovered some new
attraction in the beautiful woman he had
mad.e his wife. Mamma would come down
and spend a week or two. Mrs. Pugsby eame
and gave them a week's seances; Dr. M:ason
!usticated, and tried to take off the effeet of
the medium ; but l\faud was still a good deal
bjassed in favour of the old faith; and when
l\Ir. Ball came in the late summer and
.completed the series of guests, be found that
Maud had regularly taken her place as me- ·
dinm, and they got beautiful manifestatio:ns.
"Well, old fellow," be said to Mr. Campbelll, " of course your wife has converted
,,
you.
"Of course, I know that whatever lY.[aud
does is genuine. There is nothing of the
Blat;hersby-shall I add, nothing of the
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Pugsby-element in what occurs with her.
But I don't like it. I frankly confess to you,
Ball, I doubt the source."
"You think it diabolical."
"I don't know that I even dignify it so far
as that ; because, of course, to call it diabolical
is to concede that it is, at all events, spiritual.
I rather think that it is a dangerous excitement of the normal faculties, which is most
perilous to Maud under existing circumstances."
"Indeed !"
" Dr. Mason was here, and warned me
solemnly against letting her sit at present."
"Mason is prejudiced."
"Perhaps so; but I am not, and I see it
myself. I see that Maud believes much more
than she tells me."
· " Does she indeed ? I fancied the reverse."
" Fancied that she overstated her belief?
Oh no l"
"Ah ! you are speaking about spirits, are
~ou not?"

" Of course.

Of what are you speaking?_"
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_ "· 0 h, nothing ! Never mind... The fact is,
~was speaking rather at random." ·
Mr. Ball saved himself adroitly, but he
roused the demon· of suspicion in his friend.
What was it that ltiaud had confessed herself
incredulous.about? And why, if she confessed
to anybody, was it not to himself?
. .'.' I. find about all these spiritualistic f olksJ '~
he said, " a tendency to double-dealing, a
hesitancy in speaking out the truth, the whole
truth, and nothing but the trut~. It is
painful in the extreme for me to 'have to say
so, but I find even Maud, who is the soul of
truth in every other respect, inclined to prevaricate on the subject of spiritu~lism."
. " Do · you indeed ? I had , not_ observed
that."
" I think you must have, my dear fellow.
In fact, there is a surt of reserve . in _your
manner now which, if I did not know you as
well as I do, would incline me to think that
you w~re trifling with me. Ball, I really
believe you are playing with edged tools in.
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encouraging this spiritualism, especially in the
case of girls like Maud."

" Girls ! You forget, Willie, your wife
would be very scandalised if she heard you
call her a girl."

"In her case, depend upon it, the thing is
still more perilous. She has gone to bed tonight tired and done up, and I feel sure she
has been doing this automatic writing by herself. I am sure," he added, with someth5ng.
very like a tear in his eyes, "you would not
encourage 1\1 aud in anything that you knew
would be prejudicial to her health. I solemnly
believe, Ball, it would 1.'ill me with anxiety if
I saw her in the least affected by what I must
call this horrid spiritualism.,,
" I think you are unjust ; indeed I do, old
fellow; but I am sure you know that, as far as
I am concerned, the subject shall, if you wish
it, be a tabooed one. It is her mother against
whom you will chiefly have to take precautions."
"But if she knew it was doing Maud
harm

"
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" She would be slow to realise the fact; and
even if she did, why- -"
''What?"
"A very determined spiritualist would say
it was better that physical health should suffer
than the highest truth be neglected."
"What utter infatuation!"
"Possibly. But it is true, nevertheless,
that they do say it, and act on such a principle
))
t oo.

CHAPTER IX.
CO~MUNING

WITH THE DE.AD.

How pure at heart and sound in head,

·with what divine affections bold,
Should be the man whose thought would hold
Au hou.r's communion with the dead.
In Memoriam,.

maJA UD CAMPBELL was, of necessity,

IWJ

a good deal alone during the day
in her new home. The quondam
rector bad not had much opportunity for
working the parish well in the intervals of
chronic bronchitis, and his successor was not
a man to do anything in a slipshod way. He
had taken Briarwood in hand with a due sense
of responsibility; and he would, God h elping
hin1, make it a model parish in every respect.
It should be a little Hygeiopolis to begin
with. Mr. Campbell thoroughly believed in
the close connexion between cleanliness and

140

111auil Blount,

J.~fedi11rn.

godliness, and it was a sight to see the new
rector ferreting about among the cottagers and
advising them ~s to the arrangement of their
pigstys, at .the same time as he suggested to
them that they might with a little judicious
economy _of time manage to get to morning
church. · .An hour or so less at the public.
house after market on Saturday would insure
them all the rest they required. He did not
rail indiscriminately at all public-houses, nor
would he promise that bis Sunday sP.rmon
should afford them opportunity for refreshing
sleep. He would make the Sunday services
bright, and the discourses short and as interesting as possible. Gradually he got the fQlks to
see things in his light, and even the landlord.
of the "Dog a.nd Duckn was glad to be able to
shut up early, and so avoid the risk of losing
his licence.
On all hands it was agreed tl1at the parson
was a rare good fellow, who did not interfere
with his parishioners one whit beyond what
they could see was for their good. He looked
up Peggy and Bobby and hauled them into
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school, instead of allowing them to scare birds
precociously ; and, somehow or other, the poor
parents were no losers by the change. V\' hen
l?eggy and Bobby were astonished by the
a1rnval of a new brother or sister, which was
·very frequently the case, there came a. mysterious box from the rectory with all sorts of
c:reature comforts for mother, and eiver and
mnon the beautiful young pa'son's wife flitted
in and out like a good angel. Altogether the
pastor and flock had a good time of it. There
~vas just enough work to keep an active man
employed, and the Rev. William Campbell did
that work vigorously and well.
In her peregrinations among the poor, Maud
lvas astonished to find how largely bier spiritualistic views were shared by the peasantry,
though they had never heard of the Modern
1v.Iystery, and were innocent as to all knowliedge of historic Rochester knocking:s. But
their faith in ghosts was firm and unque:stioned;
so that Maud found herself really in a.n atmo- ·
sphere of unconscious spiritualism, :and tlie
confirmation which her previous vi1ews re-
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ceived from this circumstance was very strong
indeed.
Her husband, to whom she mentioned the
matter, said" Yes, that is the only thing that ?eats me,
the dense mass of ignorance one has to combat.
But I trust to the Elementary Education Act
to remedy all this.''
· "But is it ignorance?"
" This prevalent Bogeyism? Of course it is.
Can you ask such a question?"
"~Iamma believes in Bogey, as you term it.·
I believe in Bogey to some extent."
''Yes, but-"
"vVe lived before the days of School Boards,
and want brushing up in the three R's-is that
what·you mean to say, sir?"
'' Not exactly; but the excess of civilisation
often cu1iously lands people in the very same
errors as a defect of that commodity would."
" And you think that our spiritualism,
·technically so termed, is just the same as the
Bogeyism of these simple villagers?"
"Precisely."
1
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" Than that is the strongest proof you could
give me that spiritualism is true."
. This was a colloquy that, under slight
variations in detail, constantly took place
between the rector and bis young wife ; and
it generally ended in the same way-namely,
by his begging her to shelve Bogey, and put
on her hat and come for a walk, or sit by him
and read Bailey's " Festus" aloud.
"We wont argufy about it, Maud, as the
poor old folks here say. I trust to the new
Board Schools to root out your spiritualism.''
" And yet you teach it in every formulary
of your Church and every sermon you preach."
"What, Bogeyism-necromancy ?"
" Yes; necromancy pure and simple, oilly not
called by that name/'
" Not if I know it."
" Then perhaps you do not know it ; but
you certainly do it."
"I only object to Spiritualism because I see
that it spoils s9ber judgment, runs counter to
common sense, and is, I believe, morally and
physically bad for those who practise it. I

I
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have no other fear of Bogey. But come; it
is a delicious · evening, and I decline to say
one more word about that most objectionable
genUeman at present."
But during those hours of loneliness :h1aud
resigned herself entirely to the old spell.
Perhaps it was that her faith in the ordinary
trut~hs of religion was not firm, and therefore
she laid hold with the greater tenacity on
wha:t purported to be a new revelation. She
'..\vro1:e much to her mother, who, of course,
encouraged her in the pursuit of these IJnanifestations in so far as she could engage in it
without neglecting her duty to her l1usband.
Alas I that reservation was a very elastic one.
Maud had most of the day to herself; her
household duties were light and soon over;
the few parishioners who required her aid
were rapidly attended to, and then she resigned
herself to what she called, and thoroughly believed to be, " an hour's communion with the
dead.'' She fully accepted the doctrine which
had been carefully instilled into her by her
man1ma, tha.t her dead father was constantly
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by her side, that he influenced her hand to
write automatically; that those good impressions which certainly became every day more
definite were really impressions in the most
literal sense of the term-sweepings of unseen
fingers on the sensitive nerves of her being.
She felt sure that she needed only to become
clairvoyant in order to see a beloved form
always near, only to become clairaudient to
hear a familiar voice. So she would quietly
sit every day and write, or even resign herself simply to the manipulations of those on
the other side of the mystic frontier line.
They had told her they could do all that was
necessary; only she must be passive, and not
oppose her will to their influence8.
So nervous did she become when thus sitting
alone that she started at the commonest
sounds, and even sometimes thought she heard
a footfall on the floor, and answered in articulate language her own thoughts as though
they bad been prompt.ing::; from without. For
a nervous excitable woman such an experience
It threw her
was fraught with peril.
L
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dangerously back upon herself: She lived in
an ideal world, and, dearly as she lovecl her
living husband, it really seemed as though at
this time she loved her dead father with a
deeper, even if less demonstrative, affectiou.
N·or was this automatic writing the only
n1etlhod she adopted of obtaining her hour's
conrmunion with the dead, as she deemed it.
SomLe years before, when the study of Spiri. tualism was new to her, site sat next ant old
gentleman at one of l\frs. Emma Hardinge's
soire;es in the Beethoven Rooms, Harley
Street, ·and ente1·ed into conversation with him
on t he general subject of Spiritualism. He
asked her if she was a medium, and she told
him she bad done a little writing, but always
doubted whether the communications did not
come from her own brain; she was perfectly able
to st:op the writing by the exercise of her will.
"Possibly," he replied; "but if you take my
advice you '~ill never write again."

" ·why?"
" Because it is neither more nor less 1~han
poss ession. You resign your organism to a
1
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spirit, who may be a pure and good one; but
when that spirit goes the channel is still open,
and another of a very different order may take
his place."
1\iaud smiled.
"You may smile; but I am a Spiritualist of
forty years' standing-long before it was
called by the special name of Spiritualism;
and I 11ave seen such disastrous results from
this possession that I never fail to advise
e\'t:rybody I can against it."
" Then what mode of communication do you
approve? Any?"
"Certainly. I live in daily communication
with the world beyond."
cc How?''
"By means of the crystal or the magic
•

11

mirror.
'!,his opened up quite a new world to Maud;
and the old gentleman explained to her and
}vlrs. Blount, who had now joined them, that
the mode of communication he approved was
safe, because purely objective. It invc>lved no
surrender of the organism.

L2
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"Come to my house," he said, "and you
will see my speculatrix, a child of thirteen,
seated before the consecrated mirror in which
she reads the communications which I transcribe. · I 11ave no power of seeing myself, but
I l1ave many large quarto volumes that I 11ave
receiv-ed through this child. Here is a crystal,
which is more convenient, because more
portable;'' and he produced a small eggshaped piece of rock crystal from his pocket.
" I will lend it to this young lady, and I think
she will obtain visions in it. When she bas
done with it, you and she can bring it back ;
and if you favour me so far as to visit me in
the evening you can see me at work with my
little seeress."
Of course 1'faud and her mn.mma went
violently in for crystal-seeing, but with only
partial success. The visions they obtained
(for ench of them " saw") were meagre, and not
nearly so exciting as the freaks of John King
and the Davenport spirits. So they rather
laid tl1is phase on one f'ide for future examination ; but the old man gave Maud the crystal ;
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and now, in her new home and renewed study of the subject, she reverted to this method of
communication, though even now not to the
exclusion of the automatic writing.
While her husband, then, was scampering
up and down the parish on foot, or riding his
parson's cob over the breezy heaths, Maud sat
thus within her enchanted cham.ber; and he
might never have known anything about it
had it not been for a new "development,"
which caused considerable alarm for some time
at the rectory.
~iaud had now a definite plan of action.
Every day-sometimes twice a day-she would
retire to her little boudoir dressing-room, opening from her bedroom, and lighted with a tiny
latticed window over which the ivy and
creepers drooped so as to form a " dim religious
light." Here she would lock herself in, and
read some passage from a work bearing either
<lirectly or indirectly on Spiritualism. The
vulgar literature of "the cause" she eschewed;
but she would take up Tennyson's" In Memoriam," Isaac Taylor's " Physical Theory," or
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Bailey's" Festus," and from one of these select
a passage which seemed. to suit her purpose.
On the day in question she read from the
first~named work, in a monotonous voice, the
linesDare I say
No spirit ever broke the band
That stays him from the native land
Where first he walked when claspt in clay P

No visual shade of some one lost,
:But he, the Spirit himself, may come ;
Where all the nerve of sense is dumb,
Spirit to Spirit, Ghost to Ghost.

Descend, a.nd touch, and enter; hear
The wish too strong for words to name ;
That, in the blindness of the frame,
My Ghost may feel that thine is near.

The particular date of this occurrence was
Hallow·e'en; and Maud and her mamma had
always observed those three days- Hallowe'en, All Saints', and All Souls'-with peculiar
honour. They had a theory that the spiritworld impinged more closely upon the natural
just then, or that .the associations inspired by
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our surroundings at those particular times were
likely to bring us more easily into communion.
Sit1Ging by herself in the sombre light of her
little room, with the ivy and red

Virg~inian

cre1eper flapping at the pane in the October
breeze, ~faud felt the genius loci full upon her,
ancl resigned herself gladly to its influence.
"Dear, dear papa, are you 'vith me?" she
asked, in a subdued tone.
Immediately her hand was moved violently,
andl she made a succession of spiral mar][s on
the paper. Then, while she stared into vacancy,
she wrote in a perfectly legible shape the
w01rds" I am with you always-now especially.
I ~Lm going to try a new kind of control.
I slball seek to entrance you to-day."
"And then, instead of your coming t,o me
here in this dreary wintry world, I sh~tll be
wit:h you in your bright summer land. Oh,
.
dea.r papa, do I"
Bhe said no more, but fell back placidly in
lier easy-chair, and became as one dead.
A.n hour-t\vo hours-passed, and no one
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noticed her absence; for it had becon1e her
constant custom thus to lock herself in her
dressing-room. Her servants had orders not
to disturb her on any account, and did as best
they could without 11er. Only :Blobbs, who
was rusticating at the rectory while .l\frs.
Blount paid country visits, guessed what was
going on. He said notl1ing to the other servants ; for he had a calm aud superdlious contempt for country-folk, whom he regarded as
benighted pagans. But he told the rector
what he thought, and asked him if he bad not

noticed that Mrs. Campbell looked "dreamylike."
He liad noticed it; but l1e laughed it off,
and said young ladies, married as well as
single, often did look dreamy-like.

Maud was generally waiting in the porch to
receive him when he came in at luncheon or
dinner-time; and when he did not see her on
this occasion, a passing thought crossed his
mind as to whether the time was coming _w hen
the petits so£ns of married life would be given
up between ·them. It was, · he had heard,
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inevitable that they should fall into desuetude;
but it seemed early just at present.
" Where is J\Irs. Campbell, Blobbs ?" he
said, as he came through the garden.
Blobbs was in waiting for him there.
"Don't say nothing to the women.folk, sir;
but Miss lVIaud-I inean the young missis-is
still locked in her room. I have found out
that from her maid. Go you up, sir, and see
that all is right. If not, call me quietly."
J\fr. Campbell went up, but returned in a
few minutes with a face of blank dismay.
" The door of my wife's dressing-room is
locked, Blobbs, and I can get no reply. I shall
break it open. Come up with nle, and prevent
anybqdy entering the bedroom if I make
a noise. Take care my wife does not see
you."
The door yiel<led easily to Mr. Campbell's powerful shoulders, and he found his
wife lying as if dead. She was pale and rigid;
but a glance at the table ~howed him in a
moment the secret of her condition.
"All right, Blobbs," he said; "it is as .we
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suspected. She is in a trance. Thanks to
my spiritualistic and mesmeric experiences at
Maida Hill, I know how to manage that. Go
do,vnstairs, and tell them to get luncheon
ready. We shall be down directly. 11
He then locked the bedroom, and by the
help of his tool-chest repaired the damaged
hinges of the dressing-room door. A few
vigorous mesmeric passes over :l\{aud's face
restored her to consciousness, and, as she came
to herf'elf, he kissed the red ·Iips and said, in a
tone of banter" A nice wife, indeed, Miss l\'laud ! The
honeymoon has newly waned, and here you
are in a deep sleep instead of coming down to
welcome your liege lord."
" My dear Willie, how did you get in?"
asked 1\iiaud, very naturally.
" Through the door, 1\1aud."
"I locked it."
"Love laughs at locksmiths. If Mrs. Pugsby
can sail up throug_h a ceiling, why should not
a fairy-like creature like me manage a door?'' ·
" Ho\V very ridiculous !"
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" I wish I could get you to see it in that
light. You waste a deal of valuable time in
i;his development, as you call it. But come to
luncheon. I am hungry as a hunter, and you
certainly look as though your sleep had done
you good. Come downstairs."
~iaud ~id the papers that were on the
·table, flattering herself that, in his anxiety
:a.bout herself, her husbanc"!. might not have
read them. He had, however, and their contents filled him with an anxiety which he
only dissembled when he spoke in a sportive
·tone on the subject of this developing process.
Wherever Maud had been in her t'Yo hours'
:sleep, she certainly came back radiant, ate ~
:hearty luncheon, and consented to 1nake her
infatuated husband happy by taking a drive
with him in the pony-c4a.ise all the afieruoon.

CHAPTER X.
A NEvV IMMORTAL.
0 change, 0 wondrous change !
Burst ~re the prison bars ;
This moment here, so low,
So agonised, and now
Beyond the stars !
0 change, stupendous change !
There lies the soulless clod :
The sun eternal breaks,
Tl1e new immortal wakesW akes with his God.-BowLEs.

fl!IHRISTMAS was a pleasant time at
the rectory. 1v1rs. Blount, of course,
was to be a guest, and constitute
the party a family gathering. J)r. Mason
accompanied h er as her cavalier; but was only
}Jermitt ed to do so on condition of sitting at
seances when ever desired or permitted to do
so, and of ne\·er calling them hocus-pocus.

g
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Pugsby, who was still held in double
honour as the prognosticator of the marriage
and the presiding genius of Briarwood, was
also welcomed with all enthusiasm ; and ~Ir.
Blathersby might have been included but for
that lady specially requesting he might not
be. He was displaying considerable personal
enmity to herself, and she did not believe he
was a Spiritualist at heart at all. There was
some talk of his selling the .Anti-Christian to
the Secularists .
. " .Y ou dear old Corkscrew," said ~1aud,
"you must let me call you by that name,
though it doesn't sound respectful. It puts
one in mind of old times, and I always feel as
though I owed my husband and he his living
t o you. "
"I was only the mouthpiece of the sper~·its,
Mrs. CampbelJ," she replied.
'"Mouthpiece or not, I don't believe that
dear reticent olcl . boy would have got his
proposal out by this time if you had not
written it down for hin1 on a piece of paper.
Would you, Willie?"
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"I expect you would have brought me to
book in some way or other, in any case. If
not, there was that match-making old mother·
of yours, who would not have let you miss
such a chance."
" Chance, indeed !" replied 1\irs. Blount,
taking up t~eir tone of badinage. "I don't
call it much of a chance to bestow one's
daughter upon a wretched Bluebeard who
would make her look twenty years older inlet me see, how long is it ?-about seven
mouths. 11
" Thank you, mamma."
" Come here, 1\1aud," said her husband, and
taking both her thin white bands in his, he
lookec.1 straight into her lustrous eyes, " are
you so old and haggard as they say ? I
11ad scarcely noticed it. You do look older.
Either matrimony or Briarwood doesn't agree
with you. What do you say, doctor; can we
screw a prescription gratis out of you ?" .
"By the terms of my agreement with Mrs.
Blount," answered the old doctor pompously,
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" I am forbidden to tell you what is the cause
of .htirs. Campbell's illness."
"I beg to say I am not ill," said lVIaud.
· "I n1enn JHrs. Campbell's elderly and haggard appearance."
" vVhat does the dotard mean by saying I
forbid him to speak plainly? What is the
n1atter with 1\1au<l,_ you most incompetent of
general practitioners ?"
" Spiritualism-neither more nor less-you
most charming of homreopathic ladies," replied
Dr. 1\'Iason, referring in his reply to Mrs.
Blount's last. new n1ania. She liad become a
determined homreopathist, and added another
bone of contention to those already existing
between herself and the doctor.
"Back you go, sir; back ho1ne at once,"
said the widow. "Though it wants not an
hour of the Christmas dinuer, and I know .,v-ou
have an empty larder at home-off you pack,
bag and baggage-for you promised not to
say a word against 8piritualism, and you begin
to cackle forthwith. I suppose you will want
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to forbid our Christ\l)as Day seance next, when
Mr. Ball is specially engaged to come down
aft.er bis afternoon service for it.''
Everybody laughed to see the doctor's
pretended dread of his fair assailant's invectives; but he diverted attention from himself
by saying." Goodness gracious ! what is the matter
with old Corkscrew? She's got spasms."
Mrs. Pugsby was writhing about in a way
'
.
that certainly would l1ave suggested to an
outsider that she was vi<>1ently ill. The
doctor knew as well as . the rest that it was
only the si~n of a spirit ''assuming control."
In a few minutes she became calm, and made
indications that she wished to write. Paper
and pencil were brought, and, to the amazement of the ladies, this illiterate female
wrote" Gloria in excelsis Deo, Pax--"
Here she came to a dead stop.
"Extraordinary!" said Mrs. Blount, as is
the custom with Spiritualists on every occa.
s1on.
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"Surely," added l\Iaud, "you will confess
this curious, Willie. vVhat do you say,
doctor?''
"Ben trovato·. I daren't say more.''
"A very neat way of stopping all discussions,'' said the rector. " If you attended to
my sermon this n1orning, which it seems pretty
clear you did not, you will remember I suggested that on this one day of the year, at all
events, everything in the shape of disagreement should be held in abeyance. Let us act
on that principle ; or, as Mrs. Pugsby put it in
three letters, let there be 'Pax.'"
" I observed it, dear Willie, and knew
exactly what you meant. You intended delicately to hint that such was the only method
of securing ' conditions' for my long-expected
Christmas seance. Surely the angels must be
nearer to us to-day than at other times."
"Have a care, doctor," continued the rector,
" Mrs. Pugsby has more mischief on hand.
She will pair you off with Mrs. Blount to-day,
as she did me with Maud, if she doesn't appropriate you herself. But here is Ball coming.
lI
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I have got.so familiarised to the sounds of this .
place that I can catch the sound of wheels at
a fabulous distance."
" Clairaudient, dear," said Mrs. Blount.
Mr. Ball came in to complete the party, and
seemed to bring the fresh, clear, crisp Christmas weather with l1im. Snow was beginning
to fall l1eavily outside, he told them, and everything looked as seaRonable as possible.

Mrs. Pugsby "came to" opportunely, and
there '~as a ~uspension of all re.ference to
Spiritualism while justice was being done to
Mrs. Campbell's excellent Christma·s fare.
It was deep in the evening before the members of the circle could be got ~ogether, but
.then tliey sat down determinedly in the drawing-room for a long evening's table-rapping.
It was not thought desil'able to attempt any
higher . form of manifestation because Dr.
Mason and Mr. Campbell were to be sitter~;
~nd each of these was regarded as somewhat
sceptical, though the rector was almost con.sidered a proselyte.
There was the usual amount of pirouetting-
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on the part of t~e table. There were raps and
tilts, and a good <leal of riot very edifying
exercise with the alphabet, when suddenly
Mrs. Pugsby showed symptoms of going into a
trance again.
"Corkscrew in spasms," exclaimed the
doctor. "She feels sinking, and wants some·
thing_comfortable.'' ·
"She's going to hand you or Mr. Ball over
to M1·s. Blount," said the rector.
"Maud, dear, have you paper and pencil?
You look tired, child ; shall we break off?"
vio. ifrs. Pugsby took the pencil, and wrote
.
lently on the paper" Stop at once. l\:laud is ill."
Before she had finished, l\irs. Campbell had
settled the matter by fainting in her husband's
arms.
There was a commotion, amid which Mand
was carried to her room by her husband, and
nobody noticed that Mrs. Pugsby went on
writing. These were the words" Maud will not sit at any more ~eances for
.
,,
~ 1ong t ime.
1\( 2.
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When the medium recovered consciousness
she was, or, at all events, professed to be,
greatly alarmed and astonished to find herself alone. She rang the bell, and when
Blobbs tardily appeared, inquired what was
the matter.
Blobbs, in a tone of virtuous indignation
which he evidently could not control, an·
swered•
" Mis8is is very ill-and will be worse, Mrs.
Pugsby; and I can't help saying as it is you
have a done it with your horrid spiritrapping. Rapping, indeed! I wish I had
the rapping of some of you."
His speech was cut short by the entrance of
th~ two clergymen. 1\faud had recovered from
her fainting-fit, and wished to be left alone
with her mother. Dr. Mason joined them in
a few minutes. Blobbs lingered at the door
to hear what his report was.
"Mr. Campbell," said t.h e old man, in a
tone of unwonted solemnity, "I must speak
seriously. Your wife is very iil, and I decline
the responsibility of the case. There will be a
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premature event, and I should wish the regular attendant to be called in."
Blobbs took his cue, and was off immediately for the village doctor.
"You . seem, Dr. Mason," said the rector,
when the man had left, " to speak in a tone
almost of asperity to me. I cannot imagine
for what reasou."
" Can you not, Mr. Campbell? Then I will
tell you ; and I will fearlessly use words
which will sound very bold. I consider your
wife's life is in peril by her practice of spiritualism-a practice, allow me to suggest, which
you could have prohibited. 11
" I excuse an old friend of the family
for using words wl1ich in an ordinary medical
attendant I should, of course, resent as an impertinence."
" I am no medical attendant at all in t11is
house. I desire that the gentleman who acts
in this capacity may not be informed that I
am a medical man, because he would expect
me to tell him that whic~ I am pledged not
to divulge."
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"But you surely do not suspect me of encouraging Maud's spiritualistic pursuits.. I
have always set my face against them. I hate
and detest the subject. My dear friend Ball,
l1ere, will confess it is about· the only point on
which we differ. , I wfll tell the medical man ·a ll
the ti·uth. I have perhaps been culpable in not
forbidding Maud to pursue the subject at all."
"Frankly, I think you have, Willie/' said
Dr. l\:Iason, addressing .the rector for the first
time by his Christian name. "Forgive me if
I have said anything to wound your feelings;
but I love that dear girl, and cannot bear to
see her suffering as she is. It is no use to
talk to her mother. She is simply a monomaniac on the subject of Spiritualism ; but I
do ask you to use your influence-your authority, if necessary-to prevent Maud from dabbling in this dangerous pursuit for the future.
Now, you wretched old Corkscrew, what do
you want? The first thing I shall do will be
to have you packed home by an early train
to-morrow morning. , If devils have anything
to do with this matter you bring them.''
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Poor Mrs. Pugsby was shut up, and simply
handed them the paper on which she had
written after l\Iaud fainted.
" For a long time indeed t I hope, :hfr.
Campbell, you will make it a very long time
The idea of writing these messages, as
though they came from my dear old friend
Blount. I am sure he has son1ething much
better to do where he is now than attend to
the likes of you, you old witch.''
Mrs. Pugsby was astonished ·t o find herself
thus made the object of vituperation; and, not
knowing exactly what else to do, snivelled i nto
a dirty white pocket-handkerchief.
"Doctor, go upstairs; you are wantedimmediately," said 1\ilrs. Blount, entering with
a face full of dismay.
The old man shambled off, looking daggers
at the widow, and mumbling, "I wish that
village doctor would attend to his patients."
"Mother," said Mr. Campbell, with tears in
his eyes, "there must be an end of this."
" An end of what, Willie? I fear there is
an end of poor Maud. What do you mean?"
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. . "I agree with Dr. ~Jason that the spirits,
as you term them, are responsible for all ibis.'·~
"The spirits I Oh, Willie! The only chance
of dear Maud pulling through is by the' help
of the spirits. Poor Dr. Mason is useless. lf
you would only let Mrs. Pugsby go up
now--"
"I forbid it sternly. . I will not allow .that
woman to see my wife again if I can help it.''
Pugsby snivelled afresh.
· Dr. Mason reappeared, and told ltirs. Blount
she could go upstairs again.
"Campbell," he said, "I wish I could congratulate you. A son is born to you ; but it
would be hard to say whether the mother or
child has the feebler hold on existence.n
· After a protracted delay, during which the
local leech had been entertaining his family
with snapdragon, that fu~ctionary made his
appearance, and Dr. M·ason forthwith retired
into the background. He went up to tl1e sickroom with the air of an 1Esculapius ; and after
a prolonged absence returned with the welcome
intelligence that Mrs. Campbell was better, but
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that be thought the rector had better christen
the baby.
"Oblige me by calling him Mason, after me,
Campbell," said the old doctor, "if only to
show that you have forgiven my warmth."
" I forgive you anything that you said in
your love for · darling Maud/' replied Mr.
Campbel 1.
The rector accompanied the village leech
upstairs ; and the latter said, as soon as they
left the room" I did not like to ask you before your
friend-sad break-up of a Christmas party,
indeed-but has your wife had anything to
agitate her during the last few days ?"
" I fear she has.''
" Ah ! I should have been at a loss to
account for this mishap in any other way.
You will control yourself if I let you see
her, and take en.re to have her kept very
. t ,,
qu1e.
Mr. Campbell wondered whether the man
thought he was going to introduce a party of
Ethiopian serenaders, or fire off a gun in the
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bedroom.

But he knew it was the ordinnry

verbiage of his crdft, and simply assented.
Then he bent over and kissed his wife's
white lips, as she lay ~oaning, and asking
whether her baby was going to die.
"Dear Maud," he said tenderly, " we hope
he will live ; but we must prepare for any
eme~gency. You would like him to be chrh;tened in any case, would you not?"
"Yes, Willie, and give him-give him
papa's name."
" What was that, darling? I have forgotten
.whether you have told me."

"Thomas."
So the . poor little fragile creature, as it lay
hovering between _death and life, was christened
in Maud's little:..dressing room by the name of

Thomas Mason.

Five minutes after the brief

ceremony was over it breathed its last .
•
"Willie, Willie !" said Mrs. Blount, as the
stricken father buried his face in his hands
and wept~ " don't do that. Let me take it
down to 1\irs. Pugsby, and ask her to mesmerise
1"t . ,,

.
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"I forbid you to touch the poor darling,"
answered the rector. "It is one of God's
own little ones now. It would be sacrilege
for that woman to look upon it. Let me
never see her again.11
I

"I cannot hea~ all you are saying," moaned
poor Maud, from her bed ; " but I know the
poor little one is taken from me. Is it not so,

vVillie ?"
" Only for a little while, Maud."
"But he is taken. Oh, what have I done
to. deserve this?" Give me back my baby.
Give him to me, dead or alive. He would not
have died if you had left him with me. You
have killed him between you out there. Give
me the poor little body, even if the spirit
seems to have fled from it. I will not believe
that he is dead. He cannot be dead. Give
him back to m~, I say."
With much difficulty they persuaded Mr.
Campbell to go downstairs. Pugsby had been
sent to bed with something cotnfortable; and
arrangements were made that she should leave
by the :first train in the 1norning. She ran
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hourly risk of being lynched as long as she
remained at the rectory, or even in the parish.
Maud had a long, hard battle for life ; but
youth carried her through at last ; and, certainly, if good wishes and heartfelt prayers
could avail anything, her recovery was a foregone conclusion. The great difficulty was to
reconcile her to the loss of her child. Could
that have been spared to her, she might
have recovered more speedily.
In a few days the rector's first grave was
opened in the village churchyard, and that
little seed was sown for immortality on the
earliest day of the New Year. Mr. Ball
officiated at the funeral ; and it was a long
time before anybody knew who raised the tiny
cross of marble at the grave-head, with the
child's two Christian names~ and the simple
legend, "Of such is the kingdom of heaven.''

CHAPTER XI.
W I D 0 \V

H D N T I N G.

Widowhood, more wort hier t han wedlock!
P iers P lotum a n.

mlHEN the widow returned to her soli~

tary house in ~Iaida I-Iill, after a
long spell of visits to her fri ends and

her attendance on .Niaud d uring her illnes8,
there se~med, at first, some danger that she
would fin<l that hitherto lively spot very much
like a ~owling wilderness ; and it was really
only a strong sense of <luty to herself and her

children-as she term ed Mr. CamplJelJ an<l
Maud- that made her refu se the invitation of
the rector to take up her residence at Briar-

wood.
" No, vVillie," she said; " I made up my
mind I ne\er would assullle the position of the
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ordinary mother-in-law in reference to you an~
dear Maud; that is reason Number One why
I must decline your tempting offer. I will
visit you as often as you like, but I will be
in your house on sufferance, not as a matter
of right.
Then, again, dear Maud's long
illness" (it was waxing towards the early
spring when she spoke) "has been very
trying to ·me."
" .A.nd to all of us, dear mot.her."
"Yes; but you, Willie, have got youth on
your side, as dear Maud herself l1as. I am
getting an old woman."
" I s11ould not like to have made that asserti on while you were within earshot."
"You might have done so with perfect
I

safety. No ; it ~ill be convenient for you
and Maud to have a London as well as a
country home ; . indeed, as soon as our dear
girl is well enough to leave, and ·the weather is at all .warm, I should suggest that
she comes to me for awhile, even before going
to the seaside.'~
"I think it would be wise. "
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" Besides this-but you will laugh at what
I am going to say now.,,
" Perhaps; hut do say it.

It is a long time

since we have had any laughter in this house."

"vVhat I was going to say is, I cannot do
'vithout my Spiritualism ; ·ai;id I believe you
accept that dear idiotic old doctor's assertion
that this is at the bottom of 1'Iaud's illness.''
" I make no sweeping assertions, and am
about to issue no imperial commands on the
subject. As l'Iaud was then situated, I think
it was imprudent for her to sit so much ;
but for that I was greatly responsible in
leaving her so much alone. I have advertised
for a. curate, who will be in sole charge here
while I take Maud for a long holiday in the
summer, and whom I hope to retain as my
coadjutor afterwards. I began too fiercely at
parochial work and neglected my wife, who
took to this kind of f-ipiritualistic dramdrinking in order to make up for my absence
.
from home."
So Mrs. Blount left Briarwood soon after
Maud was able to come downstairs. The

176

-~faurl

Blount, Merliwn.

poor young wife had suffered relapse after
relapse, and apparently tried every method of
· escape from this sublunary sphere; but her
physical constitution was excellent, and .the
constant care of those about her pulled her
through. She was now beginning to regain
her old look and her former spirits, and was
quite reconciled to the change when she saw
her mother depart with faithful old Blobbs in
attendance.
" Good-by, darling," she said; " mind you
let me know the latest news· from ~pirit-land a::;
soon as you get to town ; and be sure you
give my love to dear old Corkscrew."
Mrs. Pugsby had felt considerably out in the
cold of late, and had to undergo a good deal
of sinking; for the London business was sadly
monopolised by Profes~or Buncombe. Foreign
talent is as much preferred befo1·e native
industry in spirits of Mrs. Pugsby's kind as in
those of an alcoholic character, and Buncombe
for a time ·carried a11 London before him.
As 8oon, therefore, as Mrs. Blount returned to town, Mrs. Pugsby gladly accepted
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I

an invitation to come and stay at :Maida Hill.
The first salutation she recei,•ed there was an
ample apology from 1.fr. Blobbs, who excused
the warmth of his language ou a certain
memorable occasion to the devotion he felt for
. his young mistress.
:lvlrs. Pugsby received the communication
with becoming hauteur, and requested M·r.

Blobbs to "keep in his place," or she should
inform his mistress.
"Take my . umbereller, sir, and show me
upstairs at once," she added.
From his Oriental retirement, too, the R·everend Enoch Trees fe1t it incumbent upon him to
issue forth and convert Mrs. Blount from the
error of her ways. It seemed dreadful, he
said, that the comely widow should be left as
a brand for the burning. What·, though he
might have to sacrifice himself on the altar of
Hymen to prevent the burning of that brand,
he could face even such a contingency as this for
the truth'~ sake and the good of his fellowcreatures. That was how the Reverend Enoch
Trees put it exoterically. In the secrecy of
N
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his own consciousness he could not but
acknowledge that his Transfordanic Bethabara
did not answer.
The congregation were
enthusiastic, but needy: He wanted a better
sphere for his energies ; and a vVest-end chapel,
witb a well-to-do widow to back it up; struck
him as a contingency that might iriduce him
to face even Hymen himself for its accomplish:.
inent.
Next to the source ofM1·. Trees's "reverence;"
which nobody Lad ever been able to sound, the
greatest mystery attaching to him was the
exact character of his religious opinions. His
own statement t11at he was made all things to
all men, that he might by all means save some,
seemed vague and elastic enough; and when
supplemented by his impartial award of utter
condemnation to all who differed in the slightest
degree from hin1self; rendered him a soinewliat
denunciatory person.· His hand was against
every man and .every man's hand agairist him.
What he wanted at the present moment, how.:
ever, was not a inan's hand, but a woman's.- In
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a word, he resolved to try his fortunes with the
fair \Vidow at ~Iaida Hill.
Wheri lie arrived there, he found, as we have
s1aid, Mrs. Pugsby installed as sole visitor.
Indeed, the two ladies were just regaling
i~hemselves with some table-turninig after
]luncheon, and Mrs. Blount was by no means
iwell pleased that Blobbs had not denied her to
tha~ odious Mr. Trees," as she openly termed
1
' '

lliim.
" Never mind, let him come up," ~;be said.
~' Keep your hands on the table, Mrs. Pugsby,
and let us hear what he will say. 'Ve shall
bave some fun."
When Mr. Trees entered and be~held the
'Delphic priestess at her tripod, he se:emed to
1debate with himself for a moment whiether he
:should not beat a hasty retreat; but nto, virtue
:prevailed. He had a mission to fulfil; and
]tie would fulfil it with all the bolduess of a
~fohn Baptist at the Court of Herod. }.frs.
JPugsby's nose must be put out as a preliminarj
1measure.
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"I am truly sorry, my dear madam," said
Trees, opening fire at once, "to see the nature
of the avocation in which you and t~is· this
' person '-are engaged. Mrs. Blount hac1asked his permission to reassume her place at
the table, where she could talk to him quit~
well; indeed, he might sit himself if he liked ;
but this was declined. ".A.re you aware that
you are practising necromancy?''
"Quite, l\iir. Trees," shid the widow, disconcerting her inten·ogator by the reply. "Yes,
we are prophesying by means of the dead.
Quite so."
"By. means of the devil, madam," repHed
Trees, who did not know so well as the widow
did what necromancy meant.
"And by means of the devil too, perhaps.
Why not? I daresay he would be able to tell
us a great many interesting things, and pos~
sibly we could reform him."
Mr. Trees shivered, or pretended to shiver,
inside his Blucher boots and capacious dresscoat. He was a l~rge, Hat-faced, oleaginous
man, with lank, straight hair, and hands like
1

'
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paddles. When he did shake, it was as the
quivering of a blanc-mange.
" Reform Satan, Mrs. Blount, Ob !" And he
lifted up both paddles in dismay.
"Yes, tlrn.t is the characteristic of Spiritualism, that it gives hope to everybody. Your
ism, whatever it is, and I have never been
able quite to learn, seems to have a hope
for nobody.1'
"And is that the kind of teaching you derive
from that-that person-opposite. I see she
is writing something now."
"Yes ; that is the kind of teaching I get
from my very excellent friend Mrs. Pugsby.
She is possessed by a spirit now, and writing
a message. Would you like to see what it
. ?"

lS.

"Oh no !" said Trees, shrinking from the
sheet of paper as though it smelt of sulphur.
It \vas as well he did perhaps, for on it was
written,, T rees is
. no parson. ,,
The widow laughed heartily, and concealing
the paper, said, " I am sure you would con-

·182

1'1aud Blount, 'Afedizem.

sider this communication Satanic. I quite be~
lieve it."
.As, the subject of Spiritualism did not
promise to be .~ very amicable qne, Mr. T rees
thought he l1ad better change it, or he might
defea,t hi~ object. It would be time enough to
snub the comely widow's penchant for ·that
p~rsuit when he got possession of her; if he
ever accomplished so very desirable a result.
M:rs: Blount appeared to take the same view
of things, and suggested t_hat Spiritualism
shou1d be a tabooed subject between them,
and th~t Mr. Trees should stop to afterrloon
1

tea.
This was exactly what Mr. Trees ~anted,
and he resolved to be civil fo Mrs. Pu~~sby
forthwith, since he could see she stood high in
the widow's estimatioµ.
'~ ..i~ delightful part ~f to,vn .t his, my dear
mada~m. It is µ~t for _me to repine at my lot,
but I could sometimes almost wish that the
lines had fallen unto me in these plea::;ant
places, that her~ I might :Iiave my goodl)
herita.ge.!'
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"Why no·t migrate, Mr. Trees? You are
hiding your light under a bushel out at the
East-end of London."
~'Ha!" sai4 the oleaginous one, pronouncing
the interjection so very nasally that it sounded
more like " l'Yia."
'~If I saw a very favourable opening hereabouts I might fe.el a call," he added, on
reflection.
" If you do I will come and hear you sometimes; but you must know I generally go to
Mr. Ball's in the morning, and to the Supernatural Lyceum in the evening."
"Do they, then, have Sabbath services?"
"No, not Sabbath-Sunday services. We
have a go~d many Jews in Maida Hill, and they
go to synagogue on Sabbath; so do the
Seventh-day Baptists out in your neighbourhood, I believe.'~
Trees did ~ot, or would not, see the point of
the correction, but proceeded: "l\'1r. Ball is a
v_~ry Broad Churchman, is he not?"
"Delightfully latitudinarian. One of his
enemies spoke censoriously of him as being

184

Jfaud Bloztnt, 11/edium.

'slightly tainted with orthodoxy,' but there is
really no foundation for the rumour."
"Ha !''-which sounded again as though he __
addressed the widow in the capacity of his
maternal parent.
'' Now who, in the na1ue of go~dness, is
this?" said Mrs. Blount, as a knock and ring
came at the f,treet-door. "Just as I wanted to
have a nice tete-a-tete with Mr. Trees, we
must be interrupted. Pugsby, would you mind
going down and warning Blobbs that I am
, not at home to strangers? We can have a
tete-a-tete for so long at all events," she added,
quite coyly, to ~Ir. Trees.
Tree~ thought it was som~thing to eat, and
looked in vain for the servant to bring it in on
a tray. He had no notion of drinking tea
without some cold meat and pickles, or a bit
of German sausage, or son1ething toothy.
"Go in, you dreadful old Sycorax," the
cheery voice of Di·. Mason was heard exclai1ning, " and don't try to corrupt Blobbs by
teaching him to tell lies. The n1orals of
you. Spiritualists," he went on, as he entered
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the room ;;i,nd shook the widow heartily by the

hand, "are something dreadful to contemplate. I hope, by the way, this reverend
gentleman is not one of the craft.,, .
"Oh no, sir; very far from it,'' exclaimed
Enoch.
" I am glad to hear it on all accounts.·
First, becauEe-if our fair hostess will excuse
my saying· so-there is one fool less in the
world; and, secondly, because any reverend
gentleman who goes in for ghosts, draws upon
this good lady's affections to such an extent as
to leave me no chance. Now, look here, sir;
will you allow me to speak plainly?"
"Oh, certainly/' said Trees, not knowing
in the least whether the facetious old man
was in joke or earnest. In fact, he was
anxiously awaiting the tete-a-tete, and wondering whether it would be nice when it came.
'' Very well, then. After an absence of I
don't know how many months from this fair
lady, I come back and find her en tete-a-tete
with-you will pardon me for saying-a very
. 1."
d angerous r1va
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"Ha!'? replied the reverend gentleman.
~µ~ w4at ~d this _
o ld fool mean by saying
tQ..ey w.ere en t~te:-a-tete? He had not see~
it yet.
" However, as I said, if you ain't ghostyand I must confess you don't look as though
yq~ were-I'm your man, an_
d one of us must
. "
..d1~.
Plearly, Trees thought he had got amo:ng
lunatics.
" Are you spiritualistic, sir ?" he asked.
"To a certai~ extent, I am. That is, I am
ahyays prone to sing 'Sweet spirit hear my
prayer,' when I come to see Mrs. Blount; but
~s for the hocus-pocus of that old Corkscrew
yonder, I'd like to burn her as a witch, and
mean to try if I can't some day, for I don't
helieve the statute has ever been repe~led. ''
. Then followed an experience which was
painful to all parties. Dr. Mason and the
Reverend Enoch Trees each tried to sit the
other out. Trees drank cup after cup of tea,
~nd refused thin b~ead and butter in expecta':"
tion of that mysterious tete-a-tete which ~ever ·
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came ; but Dr. Mason inwardly yow.ed that if
Trees ~at until midnight, he ·would remain
until the . morrow morning. So at last Mr.
Trees had to go, and said, as he .w~s leaving,
that he would take ·the liberty of inditing a
letter to Mrs. Blount on the· subject .of their
recent conversation, together with divers other
matters which were exercising his mind. He
then sho.ok hands cordially with the · w:idow,
bowed very distantly to Mrs. Pugsby and the
doctor, and waddled out,.
"May I exert the privilege of a very .old
friend, and ask what that clei?cal w~us ca~
have to write to you about?"
· " He thin~s of taking 3'. W es~~nd chapel,
. near me. ''
an.d coming
" The deuce he does ! Then, as I see
Pugsby is either asleep or in a trance, let me
say three words to you seriously and solemnly;''
and he whispered, "I love you.'!
.
"My dear Dr. M~son, what do you mean?"
" Exactly what I say. I have bottled-up
my feelings all these months, and did not
mean to draw the cork just now ; but yol!r
•.

188

Maud Blount, jJedium.

clerical friend has brought matters to a crL~is.
·May I° hope?"

"No."
" You will marry him."
" Never-he has not asked me."
" But he will."
" I would as soon marry Blobbs."
" Must I consider your answer as final ?"
" Quite. I shall never marry. I devote
myself to my children."
"And prospective grandchildren. But you
won't let this make any difference in our
friendship?"
" Not if you will promise never in the
faintest way to approach the subject again."
" I do promise. I am really very wretched,
though I do not rave like a young Romeo;
but I promise you never . to allude to the
. ,,
matter again.
Her~ Pugsby nodded and woke herself up,
and the old doctor gladly accepted an invitation to dinner, if Mrs. Blount would only let
him remain in his present costume.
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The permission was given ; and they passed
the evening pleasantly, discussing Maud's plans
for the approaching summer.
" You will not think me cantankerous, will
you," said Dr. ~Iason, "if I suggest that our
dear girl should be carefully kept clear from
our Corkscrew's little games?" .
"Not at all. Both Mrs. Pugsby and myself quite foel that it is dangerous for a person
to sit much who is not in good health. They
often lose much vital power by forming part
of a miscellaneous circle."

By the early post next morning came a
stout letter, addressed to Mrs. Blount, and
marked "Private." It was from the Reverend
Enoch Trees, and commencing with the words
" Honoured madam,'' concluded with the same
three which Dr. Mason had uttered viva voce.
By the very next post Mrs. Blount despatched
to that reverend gentlems.n a refusal even
more curt· than that she had bestowed on
Dr. J\lason, and without conceding to the
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parson, as she had to the doctor, the right of
enjoying her friendship for the future. A
second letter fron1 Mr. Trees, stipulating for
this privilege, she desired Mrs. Pugsby, as
her amanuensis, simply to acknowledge but
not to answer.

CHAPTER XII.
MRS. PUGSBY'S REVELATI ONS.
For as a Turk t hat is to act some crime
Against his Prophet's h oly law,
I s wont to Lid his soul withdraw
And leave his body for a time;
So when some horrid action's to be done
Our Turkish proselyte puts on
Another spirit, and lays by his own :
And when his overheated brain
Turns giddy like his brother Mussulman,
He's judgeJ inspired, and all his frenzies held
To be p rophetic and revealed.-BUTLER.

gHEN they had fair Iy got over t.he two
~ clea r months of east wind which usher
in th e modem E _n g1ish summer, and
that most perilous period of all, 1\.fay Day,
was left well behind, the rector of B riarwood and his wife, now happily convalescent,
quitted the Surrey village fo r a short soj ourn
in town previous t o a somewhat lengthened
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holiday, th~ locality for which was not at first
decided.
1'he Maida Hill establishment was en fete
• for the occasion, and everybody came to pay
their respects to the young couple whose first
wedding-day was celebrated· beneath the materual roof. Professor Buncombe was pioneered
by l\'1r. Blathersby, and, contrary to his custom,
volunteered to give a seance gratis. ~1r. B1athersby was offensively familiar on the strength
of the funds which Profossor Buncombe
brought to the Supernatural Lyceum, and
asked Maud how it felt to be n1arried-he !
he I he ! Didn't she wish she had accepted
some good Spiritualist like himself.-and so
on. But Maud was feeling so well, and her
husband was so rejoiced to see this the case,
that tbey we~e in no humour
quarrel with
anybody, and the dear credulous widow
wrapped up the double fee on which Dlathersby had calculated when he suggested
the gratuitous seance.
'' It pays to do .the self-denying with some
people, you know: Refuse the fee firmly. I
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know she'll press it on you. Don't be afraid;
and mind, my terms are 50 per cent."
"Fixed, my boy," replied the Yankee prac·
titioner.
Professor Buncombe's toztr de force was the
answering questions which were submitted to
hjm in a closed adhesive envelope; but with
this suggestive proviso that the cover should
not be sealed with wax . 'l,he spirits had an
objection to wax, but would answer anything
that was enclosed in a fastened cover in an
incredibly short space of time. The performance was really a very curious one; and the
Professor charged half a guinea fc1r it-a
guinea if he waited on you at hom.e. Blathersby knew that the widow was good for
two guineas under any circumstances.
Mrs. Pugsby declined to meet her A.merican
rival, and BJathersby proceeded to de1~cant on
the fact, until he was promptly shut up by
:Mrs. Blount, who said" Please to remember that Mrs. Pugsby is my
particular friend and private mediurn." To
which the sinewless one replied with hisi eternal,
0
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"Ile l he l he!"
Professor Buncombe being a Yankee was, of
cours1e, before all else 'cute, and licked the
Britisher, as he thought, by cleverly shav·ing
the ed~el3 of the Vagrancy Act. Instead of
giving it out definitely to the non-elect that
he obtained his results by n1eans of spirits), he
calledl his performance " Psychological Prestidigitation." He performed certain results
after, be informed his circle, the n1ost riigid
course of preparation-physical, intellectual,
and spiritual. In what this consisted was,
of course, his secret ; l)ut he left people to
infer, without actually asserting, that the arts
involved were occult, and that he, .by the
adoption of t11em, placed himself en rapport
with a class of agencies different from, if not
superior to, those at work around us. ~rhe
results were curious, and, but for the persistent
objection to sealing-wax, would have been
satisfactory. Take a.n example.
The circle assembled in l\{rs. Blouut's
drawing-room gathered round the table, and
everybody provide_d themselves with a closed
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envelope, coutaining a piece of paper, on
which a question had been written. The
paper was privately marked by the writers
for the purpose of identification, and never
left their possession. As no assumption of
spiritual a~ency was uirectly made, Dr. 1fason
salved his conscience and satisfied his curiosity
by joining the circle. He produced his. envelope carefully closed up, and hel~ on to the
corner like grim death, while Professor Buncombe just took the opposite corner between
his thumb and first finger. They then placed
it beneath the table, while all the rest of
the circle watched narrowly. The answer was
some time in coming; but presently a scratching was heard inside the cover, and the operator
proceeded to read the question and answer.
" "'W hat was the question, doctor ?11 asked
Professor Buncombe, as he fumbled at opening
the letter. "'You have fixed this cover pretty
tight.,,
" Give me some test from my experience of
the pagt week that you know my movements."
"Now read the answer."
0

2
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"I'll be hanged if I do," said the doctor,
laughing, but at the same time i·eddening to
the r.oots of- his white hair. "I'll hand it to
Mrs. Blount, and she may make it public if
she likes. If old Corkscrew wasn't shamming
sleep, and isn't in the swim with these people,
then I smell brimstone, lirs. Blount."
The reply was" Popped to the widow last 'Tuesday and
got refused."
"Extraordinary!" exclaimed 1\frs. :Blount.
" You are :;;atisfied now, doctor, I suppose?"
"Satisfied with the truth of the communication, but by no means satisfied with its
. t,,
sub~ec
.
" May I keep the paper?"
"By all means; but don't publish it in the
.Anti. Christian."
"Perhaps the spirits will give it to me
. without Mrs. Blount's intervention," simpered
..
the editor.
" I'll give it to you if they do. Horsewhipping editors has sadly gone out of
fashion, and I'm not at all sure that horse-
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whipping pretended mediums mightn't be
with advantage substituted."
The fierce old doctor looked not whips
only, but scorpions, at the unmoved American
practitioner.
The widow had asked for advice, and was
counselled to ,·,translate Enoch," a suggestion
which she also carefully concealed.
" I sa.y, you old folks," exclaimed the
rector, "this isn't fair. You seem brimful of
mystery. 'Ve can't appreciate the value of
the evidence if you all keep your answers concealed."
"Really they are so private that I cannot
divulge them," answered Mrs. Blount. " Wait
till your turn comes, Willie; I daresay you
will not wish your answer proclaimed upon
the housetop."
"Very probably not. I shall want to keep
it a profound secret, seeing that I have asked
the Christian and surname of my parish clerk
at Briarwood."
"Well, it will be satl.sfactory if we get that.
Read the reply."
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"Right to a letter,'' said the rector, "and
more than I asked for : ' Jonathan Perkins,
shoemaker.' This is very curious. Nobody
here can know him except ourselves."
" Corkscrew's in the swim," said the doctor.
" She knows him. She hasn't been down to
Briarwood for nothing.''
"Nonsense, doctor. Unbelief is sometimes
more credulous than c1·edulity itself. If Corkscrew did know it, how in nature could she
g~t it here ?"
" Nature has very little to do with it."
"'l,hen how in the name of the super·
natural? ·You seem to have swallowed the
entire system wholesale."
" I said nothing abou~ t11e supernatural.
It's art-artfulness, nothing else."
"The Art, as I told you,'' said the Professor, quite unruffied, "of Psychological Prestidigitation."
'
"Confound your polysyllables!" said Dr.
Mason, getting quite angry.
Then came Maud's turn.
She had written, "What spirit is always
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near n1e ?" and fully expected that the name
of her child would be given. Not so, however; tlie reply was, "Your father. The
little one has gone up higher."

Then the rector wanted to ask a further
question; but this was altogether objected
to. No more than one question could ever
be answered; and Blathersby, who was pack·ing up the shorthand notes he had been writing
at the Professor's elbow, firmly declined all
entreaties to i-epeat the exhibition even when
an advance of tern1s was quietly suggested by
:il'Irs. Blount. The power was exhausted, and
the Professor had another engagement ; so they
pocketed their guineas, refreshed, and went
their way.

:But while everybody was. puzzled

at

the modus operandi of Professor Buncombe,
nobody, not even Ivlrs. Blount herself, was
much impressed with the spiritualistic charac-

ter of his exhibition.
" In what faculty is your Transatlantic frien~
a Professor, madam?" asked Dr. Mason, by
way of opening up a criticism.
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"Nothing higher than legerdemain,· doctor,
I should think.''
" Then you don't believe him ?"
" I did not quite say that, ·did I? It is
very probable that he is a medium-·indeed, I
a1n disposed to think that most conj urors are ;
but I think he supplements natu1·e with art: ·
You see, although I am a weak woman and a
benighted spiritualist as well; I can keep my
eyes open wh en necessary. "
" Beyond a doubt you can. Rector, 'vhat
say you ? Your ·eyes used to be wide open
before you collided with that young woman.
Has she blinded you too?"
. " In a good many things, no doubt; but in
•
this, I must give her credit for not having
tried. I don't think anything has occurred
to-night which might not be accon1plished
without calling in the aid of a deus-or
demon-ere mac!tinri,,
" Which, being interpreted, means what?"
.asked Maud.
" Well, hobgoblins, or spirits of the departed."
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"Could you do what Buncombe has done
to-night, Willie," said ~{rs. Blount, "that is
the question? You know all the facts he
communicated--"
"No, pardon me, that's just what I don't
l.-now. I 11ave my suspicions as to tho::,~
· private matters between you and this sly old
doctor, but I don't know them. Besides,
supposing I did, that is not the question. I
know that your cook gave us an uncommoniy
good curry to-day, and you told me what
it w~s made of, and where ·y ou got _your
materials ; but I could no more go down into
your kitchen and produce a facsimile of that
curry than I can fly.''
"Corkscrew can fly, if we are to believe her,''
observed the doctor, by way of comment.
" Sydney Smith said," the rector continued,
" that by sitting down to it for several hours
a day, a man could eventually succeed in being
funny ; so, too, I have no sort of doubt that,
when two men like Buncombe and Blathersby
make up their minds to go in for an exhibition
of this kind, they can do it without presup-
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posing any extraordinary amount of talent on
their parts, especially if, as .the doctor thinks,

Mrs . Pugsby is a sleeping partner."
" .Apparently sleeping, but really very wide
awake. Eh, 1\irs. Blount?"
" ·You dreadful man, be quiet."
1

These enigmas are more perplexing than
Professor Buncon1be; don't you fin<l. then1 so,
Maud? Have you any idea what these two
elderly people are 1:miggling at ?"
" I guess."
"

" So do I guess how Buncombe does it.. "
" Would you mind giving me roughly your
theory, Willie ?" said 1\irs. Blount. " I am
not in the least favourably prejudiced as to
Buncombe or Blathersby, though I o'vn I do,
at p1resent, believe in Pugsby."
" 'W ithout denying that such a gift as
thought-reading is possible," said the rector,
" which might considerably modify my solution of the problem, I confess I have my
suspicions that those envelopes are temporarily
changed and pa.s8ed from Buncombe to

Blathersby.

You noticed how closely the
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editor sat, and how constantly he wrote his
notes of the seance when there was nothing
to write."
"Yes.''
"It takes, I believe, a certain fraction of a
second to see anything. Now i! Buncombe is
possessed of the accomplishment called presti·
digita.tion, he may, in less than that fractionin less time than it takes to see it-convey
the envelope to Blathersby. He opens it,
under cover of his shorthand notes, writes the
reply, and Blathersby takes it back. There
was constant change of position, you will
recollect, and ample opportunity for such a
transfer."
" But the facts," said Maud.
"What were they? Yours and mine were
known, if not to Blathersby, certainly to ].1:rs.
Pugsby, who is, by hypothesis, in the trick.
vVhether she knew Dr. Mason's secret and
your mamma's, of course I cannot say
"
" But I can swear she does," affirmed the
doctor; and even the widow did not contradict him.

.~ 04
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" Then really I think the margin for the
supernatural is very narrow," ~~id the rector.
" I am not a scientific man like the doctor
here, nor do I say such and such things
cannot be, as though nature meant my knowledge of nature. As ·a theolog., you know,
doctor, I think there are a few things in
heaven and earth more than are dreamed of in
your philosophy; but I really do not think
that Buncombe's exhibition requires us to draw
much upon them. Ord~ary shrewdness, a
little co-operation, and some sleight-of-hand
leave t11e work for the spirits next door to a
sinecure."
The next evening was devoted to
inspirational address from JM.rs. Pugsby. This was
grandiloquent in the extreme, and so longwinded that it sent the doctor to sleep. It
was extreme!y curious as being a sustained
flow of words on a subject selected by those
present, continuing for more than an hour,
and being delivered by a woman who was,
within the knowledge of those present, quite
illiterate. The medium remained entranced

an
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some time after she had closed her oration,
wl1ich, by the way, was supposed to come
from l\Irs. Blount's late husband, and was
thoroughly accepted by her as genuine. The
doctor's comment was once more characteristic.
~rhey twitted him with having gone to sleep,
and he owned the soft impeachment, adding" There are, I grant you, some wonderful
things about this so-called Spiritualism, but I
cannot include in the category of the marvellous the mere fact of a woman's tongue
going nineteen to the dozen.
You must
confess that she talked arrant nonsense."
c: Now how can you know," asked the
widow, " when you were fast asleep?"
" It was the nonsense that sent me to sleep.
I don't go to sleep when you talk to ine, do I ?"
" Hark at the old Lothario 1" exclaimed the
i·ector. "Oh yes, we know all about those
mysterious messages, don't we, l\'laud ?-my
poor injured wife-we understand the deeplaid plot, don't we?"
"Let me show you a patient in delirium,"
the doctor continued, " or adjourn with you
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to what ought to be a. familiar spot with all
mediums-Bedlam-you shall hear just as
illiterate people as 1Vlrs. Pugsby talk as
grandiloquently and much inore to the
purpose. I have no hesitation in pronouncing
that woman's condition, while she talks her
rodomontade, one of Helf-induced temporary
insanity."
:rvrrs. Pugsby in the 1course of "coming to"
looked at the doctor out of one eye in a way
that gave her the appearance of winking at
him. He pretended to think she was still in a
state of coma, and said-" You may wink, my dear old Corkscrew,
but you'll find my science too deep for yours
one of these days, or my name's not 1'fason."
"I a1n quite willing to confess," conc~uded
the rector, " that none1of these things touch
the main point. Any inumber of Brincombes
or Corkscrews -excuse me, Mrs. Pugsby, you
woke up a little too soon-would not affect
the possibility of an inicercommunion between
the two worlds, and would leave the question

Jlfr.~ .
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:still open as to the permissibility of such
intercourse.''
" Two worl<ls !" exclaimed the doctor 1n a
tone of derision. " \Vhere's your seconJ ?"
"Ah ' t h ere we are srettina
on a bi <l'
._,
::::>
question, and one where you and I shouhl
nevEff be agreed, doctor. \Ve will therefore,
~

with your leave, adj ourn this discussion and
lrnve a cup of tea. Your sleep-waking, as I
think they term it, is contagious, ~frs.

Pugsby ."

CHAPTER XIII.
WIFE

AND

H U SBAND.

L et not thine eyes kuow
Any fo rhidJeu thing itself, a.It.hough
It Ol!Ce sh ould sa\"e a s well as kill ; but be
Its shadow upon life enough. for t h ee.
D ASTE GA.DRI E L Ross.n r1.

fm]N one of those delicious f ar Jliente days,
~

before they had entered on th e serious
work of their holidays, l\ilr. Campbell

and his wife found themselves in for a long
day t ogether at l\f aida Bill. Mrs. Pugs by
was not due, and the widow had gone to pay
a series of calls.
" How we should have enjoyed this once,
Maud, and not so long a.go either," said the
rector.
'' 1\1 eaning to say that you do not care
about it any longer. Oh, what creatures .,vou
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men are ! It puts me in mind of that wretched
Frenchman who worried his poor wife to death
by spending all his evenings· with another
lady; and when his better half succumbed,
everybody thought he would marry the lady
who had entertained him. 'Not so,' said
the creature, 'or else where should I spend
my evenings?' You are all alike."
" Not so; or aili least you ought not to
think so. }(Iy theory of hymeneal existence
is, that when a man ai:id woman marry, he
and she think each other exceptional people,
and brought together by destiny from the
average run of hu1nanity who form the great
ineligible rule."
" And that idea continues, I suppose, until
one or the other is disillusionised, and discovers that the for mer exception is no exception at all, but one
the rule?''
" Precisely."
" And-has your disillusionising period
come yet, Willie?':'
.
" Ha! A very neat bit of angling indeed.
No.. darling Maud; it has not come, and I

of

p
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don't think it is coming. In fact, I believe
that it is only your long and weary illness,
love, that has made me know how very dear you
are to me. It is not only tllat our dead little
one-that tiny seed sown in God's Acreseems to bind us more closely together, but
I realise your-well, your very exceptional
character-realise how thoroughly you are all
in all to me. You are even more physically
beautiful now than before your illness, or back
in your girlish life."
·
" Do you think so ?''
"In the long evenings when you had to
keep your room at the rectory, and when
your maroma was keeping guard over you, I
used to sit in my lonely study and ask myself
what life would be without you. I, who used
to boast of my cynicism, and flatter myself
that I could bear to lh"e alone, felt t11at I
should die-that I should not wish to live-if
it pleased God to take you from me."
"Dear old boy!"
" I us~d sometimes to think, What if
Maud's strange creed be true
"
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" My creed, Willie?" said the young wife,
feeling with some penitential regret that her
husband scarcely knew how erratic her creed
was-how far it had carried her from the
beaten track of ordinary faith.
"I mean your spiritualistic creed, you know.
What, I thought, if the spirit which seems
gradually loosening its hold upon the beautiful fragile body be here with me. You will
think it fanciful, but I often used to imagine
I beard your voice; and once or twice, when
I was thus carried away, I found that you
had just wakened up and were asking for me.
Had we really been together in our dreams ?"
"I have no sort of doubt about it. But now
tell me, Willie, with regard to this strange
creed of mine, as you call it; do you think it
so utterly preposterous as most people do?
Tell me frankly and outspokenly, for I feel
that your opinion will influence me greatly,
not because you are my husband-at least,
not ·only for that reason-but because you
take calm, broad views on the ::;ubject. You
do uot approach it with prejudice in its
p

2
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favour, as I can see that mamma and even
}vlr. Ball do ; nor, on the other hand, do you
cry out ' devil' with Mr. Enoch Trees, or
'impossible' with Dr. Mason."
"Because I feel that there is a grain of
truth in all your views, perhaps. I do try to
put myself in other people's positions, and
look at things from their standpoint as well
as my own."
" I know you do ; and it is such a blessing
to find a person who can do that. I am so
much ashamed of . myself when I find, as I
often ·do find, that I cannot accomplish this.
What do you think, then?"
"\Vifie mine," answered the rector, taking
1\faud on his knee, and fondling her head
against .his face ns he spoke, "before I answer
your question . I will ask you another; or I
don't know . that I shall quite put it in the
form of .a question, because I can word it
more definitely. Give me a kiss-no, not a
matrimonial dab, but the long, long kiss of
early engaged days-tliat's right; and I will
tell you how I have been reading you
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through and through like a book all these
months."
"You must have found the contents very
uninteresting."
~' I have indexed them thus. You have
never told me, lVIaud-girl-like, you feared to
tell me, and ~o to risk losing my love; but you
have wandered quite away from the old faith,
the faith you had when you knelt at your
mother's knee and lisped your prayers to
Heaven."
"Who told you, Willie?"

"No one."
"Not Mr. Ball?"
"No."
" Nor mamma ?''
"~or mamma. I think it would have been
better if they had done so ; but it was a del'icate thing for them to do when they did not
know whether you had so far confided in me."
"You think I have deceived you, husband,"
said Maud, with the tears welling up in her
black eyes.
"Not for a moment, darling. I am sure I
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should have done the same had your case been
mine. I should have feared to tell · you lest
I lost your love. I should have felt t~at
when I was with you all would come right,
and that it would be better you should
never be pained by knowing my faith had
swerYed
"
"Oh, Willie, that was just wha.t I did feeldo feel. You are painting my own case while
apparently sketching your own."
"I thought so. Now, Maud, I did not
touch this topic to pain you."
"I am so glad you did touch it, darling."
"Certainly not to upbraid you, .but simply
to pave the way for my answer to your very
natural question, what do I think of the
spiritualistic creed which you have adopted in
rreforence to the old creed you held in your
childhood. That is so, is it not ?"
"Yes."
I

"Well, now you see I have read you pretty
clearly so far; you will therefore be prepared
to accept what I say in the way of analysis
both of yourself and your creed with some
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toleration, even if it does not quite squ·are
with your own preconceived ideas."
" I shall receive it with more. than toleration
-with reverence and respect."
"Then believe me when I tell you, that the
reason why this spiritualistic creed so recommends itself to you is that you have lost your
hold upon the other truer cr~ed. Man-and
woman more than man-must have something
to believe in and to venerate. If, by ill fate,
t hey lose their old reasonable religion, they
will find another more ?r less grotesque.
There, I believe, is the secret of all fanaticism,
the previous vacuum that exists in faith."
"Mr. Ball preached all the orthodox faith
out of me and mamma, I fear."
"There is the danger of a destructive
system. Ball is one of the best fellows ·breathing, and my own good true friend, but he has
assumed the work of a Voltaire. His mission
is a negative one. He excels at pulling down,
not at building up."
"I think you are right, Willie.; nay, I am

sure you are.

,,
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" In the very crisis and agony of this
slipping away of the old faith-it is an agony,
is it not
"
"Yes; oh yes!"
"There came this new fantastic faith, with
its fascina,ting promise that belief should be ·
made matter of demonstration. It is no new
· boast, darling ; Gnosticism has existed in all
ages-now under one guise, now under
another."
" And has it always been a delusion ?"
" I do not say so. I do not assert it even of
t.bis grotesque system, which came in with the ·
Rochester knockings. Now I will tell you the ·
ingredients of which it is;as I think, made up."
Maud listened attentively- ~s her husband
analysed her new creed.
" First, there is charlatanism pure and .
simple, represented by Mr. Blathersby, who for .
commercial reasons promotes what he knows
to be false, and bolsters it up with trickery to
any extent. In the same capaciou~ category .
I must include Professor. Buncombe and Mrs.
Pugsby. I do not mean to say ·that all t~e
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facts of the latter medium esper.ially are conscious tricks, but I know-and you know,
dear-that she is not above eking out possible
fact with palpable trickery. That nocturnal
flight, for instance, you do not believe that?"
" Not a word of it."
" Of course not. So, then, we dispose of a
large amount of the so-called manifestations, ·
under the head charlatanism. Then, next, we
have self-delusion. When you and your
mamma are not being deceived you sometimes
deceive yourselves-sometimes, not always."
"Possibly."
" You yourself cannot quite distinguish your
automatic writing from the effect of imagination. You can stop your hand if you like. You
11
sometimes know what you are writing
" Not always."
"I guardedly a void any sweeping general
assertions. Some. of your communications,
just as some of the coincidences which your dear
mother hails as' extra-ordii;iary,' may be simply
due to unconi::cious self-deception."
"Yes."
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"'rhen we come to the Enoch Trees elen1ent.
I do not cry ' devil' on all occasions, as you
know; but I do think that a very large proportion of these phenomena are due to low
spiritual agencies--"
" You do, Willie P"
"I do not see how I can think otherwise
· without tearing my New Testament to shreds."
"I am so rejoiced to . hear that you do not
think it all trickery and delusion."
. "Those who say so greatly underrate the
dangers of Spiritualism. Dr. Mason and his
school do more harm than all the mediums in
London, because they throw people upon an
entirely wrong scent. They profess to be able
to explai~ everything; and when folks find
that the scientific theories are not big enough
to cover the facts, then they rush into the opposite extreme, and become mad Spiritualists."
. " Well then tell me, !'Villie, if you consider
that some of this may be, nay is, the work <?f
low spiritual agency, do you riot think that
some of it may be the work of a higher order
of the same machinery?"
\
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"It may be, no doubt; but I fail to see the
evidence of it. Now here, remember, you
must give me credit for that largeness of view
which you have already conceded. I don't cry
out, Gui 00110 ? because Spiritualism does not
tell me the winner of the Derby, or denounce
the latest murderer; but I do adopt the criterion, 'By their fruits ye shall know them.'
I look to see whether people are better in their
morals for being Spiritualists, and I cannot see
. t ,,

1 •

" What is the matter with mamma and
myself in point of morals."
"Don't be sophistical. Your morals didn't
want mending, to begin with; but it has
certainly unsettled your faith."
" Mine was unsettled before.''
"But would have got back to the old moorings had not this substitute offered itself. No,
I do not say that goo~ angels may not be
present even at seances-I think they must
l1ave been at one dark seance-but I do say
that in the presence of Mrs. Pugsby or Professor Buncombe they must feel remarkably
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like angels that had lost their way. You rnu~t
have been shocked, Maud, when you heard
that woman talking of our little angel.''
"I was."
"Is it not equal desecration to have your
dead .fa.ther even mentioned in such conItexion? Maud, you cannot think that those
who have put on the higher nature can
condescend to come back and bandy small
talk with us at the beck and call of Mr.
Blatbersby, Mrs.- Pugsby, or Professor Buncombe, and at the rate of ten and sixpence a
visit, or a guinea at your own house, exclusive
of cab-hire."
" V\7 illie !"
"It is the utter grotesqueness and inconsistency of these phenomena that make me
deem them a sacrilege. I do assure you,
darling, that bitterly as I regret our dead
darling's loss, I would not, even if I could
prove his identity beyond shadow of doubt,
de base him by calling him back under Mrs.
Pugsby's auspices.''
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" But you do not think his death was a
punishment to us-to ine, do you?"
"No. I an1 no believer in a penal system.
If we make mistakes, we suffer the consequence. Your sitting all alone, darling, was
a mistake-not so much of yours as of mineand the excitement attendant upon those communications was too much for you, and so
haste~ed fatalJy that poor little premature
. t ence. "
ex1s
Now l\iaud's tears-a bereaved mother's
tears-fell thick and fast as her husband
pressed her lovingly to his heart.
"Then what do you wish ine to do, "'\Villie?''
" Do not put it so. I wish you to follow
your own judgment. I have far too high an
opinion of your strong common sense to deem
it necessary to prescribe a course for you. vVe
are going away, and shall be out of range of
these matters. Let us speak freely about them.
Tell me if you foel a vacuum, and if so, then I
will say perhaps you are right and I am
wrong ; perhaps fur some natures this supple-
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ment:ary faith may be necessary ; it is not for
me, but it may be for you. I shall still think
you are engaged in a perilous quest, and shall
ask you to let me follow it out with you-- if
follow it you feel you must. I would much
ratheir have nothing to do with it, because I
feel t1he dangers so far outweigh the possible
advantages; but if the danger is to be faeed,
you shall not face it alone through :any
cowardly shrinking back on my part."
''Cowardly! vVhatever else you are, Willie,
you can never be that."
" IIonestly I ag1·ee with you. · I do ·not
think that if it were possible for one of these
low intelligences to manifest itself to me--or
even the lleverend Enoch Trees's grand solver
of all difficulties, his Satanic 1'1ajesty himsel:f :_
I do not think I should be alarn1ed any more
t.han St. Dunstan under sin1ilar circuimstances
"
c:

011, w·11·
1 ie.I"

"I have no conception of the word super·
natural. I should feel that whatever ca:me
was perfectly natural, and that to shirk it
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I should not choose to

encounter a footpad on Clapham Common on
a foggy night; but if I did, I should
,,

"What?''
"Do my duty as a Muscular Christian,>'
said the rector, looking admil'ingJy at a very
presentable fist which he d<?ubled up as if for
the occasion.
" ·Yes," he continued, "we may meet what
Gerald l\fassey so beautifully calls angels unawares at the darkest of dark seances. I met
one once, and here she is a rapidly materialising spirit in my arms. Now kiss me again,
1'Iaud. We shall have to end our matrimonial
spooning, for there is your mother•s knock.
Don't think actively over what 1 have been
saying. Let it gently simmer in your mind;
we are going to forswear all active employment
need neither of us forswear a
for awhile.
sitting with Mrs. Pugsby or Bun com be, or
even a turn at the Supernatural .Lyceum with
that most commercial of spirit-movers, l'rir.
Blathersby; but let us be on the qui vive. If
we see anything w1•ong don't let us be blind

we
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to it; if Old Scratch is at the bottom of it all,
let us not be afrn.id of him-though I don't
see why we should seek his society. In short,
let us exercise our common sense on this as
well as all other sulJjects, al ways supposing
we are blest with any.''
"I shall look at the whole subject with
different eyes," said Maud.
''Those bright ones were never n1ade for
being 'developed' into the cod-like expression
of a Mrs. Pugs by. No, my own, if that be
the superior state, I infinitely prefer the inferior."
" Well, indeed," said the cheery voice of Mrs.
Blount, " gone back to engaged days, have
we?

On your husband's knee, forsooth!

I

used to feel I must cough on the stairs and
fidget with the handle of the door before
entering, but I did not think such precautions
,,
were necessary now.

CH .i\PTER
.
XIV.
SCIEXCE VERSUS GHOSTS.
The ow1, he fareth well
In the shadows of the night,
AnJ it puzzleth hito to tell
Why the eagle loves the light.
Ga.llagheY.

RG REEA BLY to the plan of operations

m

indicated in their recent interview,
Ivlr. Campbell ancl his wife neither

sought nor avoided seances. Maud's healt h
was so greatly improved that the rector did
not much fear any physical evils 1resulting
from supernaturalism, and he trusted to her

good sense to hold her back from excessive
yielding to the undoubted fascinations of the
subject .
"She has a good deal of the materiial which
goes to make up the medium in her character,''
1

Q
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he soliloquised; " but she also has-what me. diums as a rule do no~ possess-a strong vein
of common ·sense. I shall trust to that." And
he did.
. It would have been much safer to do so had
Maud not been urged on by her mother to this
dangerous topic. Mrs. Blount would not be
convinced ·but that her illness was due to
"suppressed mediumship." Mrs. Pugsby would
have developed it all out of her in a very ~hort
time. She was almost annoyed tl1at lVIr.
Campbell did not issue son1e sort of ukase on
the subject, and, indeed, regarded the circumstance of his not doing so as simply a consummate stroke of policy, which perhaps it was.
Had the rector ~ommanded, his wife might
have . rebelled, and mamma would certainly
have protested. As it was, nobody had the
smallest . excuse for a grievance, and that is
excessively. irritating sometin1es.
. " Maud, dear," tµe widow s;iid, " you seem
very lukewarm on the subjec~ of Spiritualism,
~;vhich was once near your heart. Can it be

1..~cience
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that your husband's contemptuous attitude
influences you to·o ?."
''I h~ve no doubt it influences me in some
degree; but I do not imagine he feels contempt for the whole subject. He rather thinks
it dangerous, especially for me. You and he
hold diametrically opposite theories as to my
late illness."
"I know."
There was to be a great event that nighta sort of spiritualistic battue. Professor Buncombe, Mrs. Pugsby, and Mr. Blathersby were
all to be laid under contribution, for the soleand
exclusive benefit of Dr. Mason. Mrs. Blount was
seized with a scientific fit. She gave up the
Church as hopeless. Even Mr. Ball did not go
ahead fast enough to please her. A few timid
utterances in the pulpit, as she termed them,
were not enough. He should have a seance
in church, or a~ all events in the vestry.
Mr. Ball did not quite see things in this
light, and had the fear of the bishop bef9re his
eyes; so Mrs. Bloun~ would leave the EstabQ 2
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lishment to flounder about amid the dry bones '_
of dead faiths and ceremonies: It was no use
t.rying to breathe life into them. As disciples
of Lord Bacon, scientific men were bound to
investigate.
So were the clergy, for the
matter of that.; but t.bey declined, so she·
turned to the Gentiles. She would convert·
· her Doctor ~Iir<l bilis, and make him one in
very deed. ~e should head a mission, then,
to- the London savans. She threw out the
most delicate of hints that, if he would consent
to do this, he need not labour alone.
Now t1ie poor old· doCtor was dreadfully in
love, and proved the truth of the·adage that
no fool is so bad as an old one. ·While the
spell of the buxom widow's presence was upon
him he did lry-not to believe, that was too
preposterous, but to behave civilly to the male
mediums, and not to cut any very severe jokes
on Mrs. Pugsby. The masculine portion, however, taxed his forbearance · sadly; he did not
find sq much difficulty in the case of his old
friend Corkscrew.
Proceedings commenced with what· was
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called a "thick tea.," meaning a tea with substantial adjuncts, such as cold meat, &c. · Mr.
.Blathersby aud Mrs. Pugsby made it very
dense indeed, and there certain!y was no fear
that eitJier of these two would feel any sinking
for want of due precautions in the victualling
department. Professor Buncombe was more
abstemious.
The manifestations began with the more
simple phenomena, and advanced to the highest
as a climax. lVIaud and her husband sat at
the table, but took no prominent part in the
proceedings; the young lady being especially
noticeable for the absence of that excitement
which generally marked her participation in a
.seance. The doctor was clearly the man of
mark; and the whole spiritual battery was
laid on to dismantle the fortress of his unbelief.
First . and fore most, by means of raps, a
'brief resume of his early biography was given,
.w hich he was bound to confess in the main
true, though, with some discrepancies, quite
as remarkable as those in. the evidence of the
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claimant to the Tichborne est.ates. The intel.ligences, for instance, could give the name of
the place where he was born, his grandfather,
grandmother, and mother, but as to the name
of his father they broke down utterly. They
·would not confess ignorance, but tried name
after name to no purpose, until they gave it up
and fell back on the general assertion that the
doctor bad received tests enough, and ought
not to expect more.
"I quite agree with the spirits, too," said
Mrs. Blount.
" Oela va sans dire," repl~ed the doctor.
During the whole of this tim~ he kept
plunging · violently under the table, gazing
at Mrs. Pugsby's legs, and trying to tr~ad
on -Blat.h ersby's toes. If the spirits were marshalling all their forces agains~ him, he, in
turn, was resolved to be specially wide awake,
and not be taken in by any pseudo-manifestations. He fell into the mistake, however, of
being too demonstrative in his suspicions, inso:.
much that Mr. Campbell was fain to remonstrate with him.
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" You'll never catch a. weasel asleep that
way, doctor. You show yourself so preternaturally on the qui vive that you never give
him a chance of closing an eye. You certainly
would not make a good detective. You display your hand."
Professor Buncombe simply ob~erved, "Scientific, or_ soi-disant scientific, observers · are
al ways the least capable."
The doctor and he eyed one another with
silent defiance. Our sceptical friend had a rod
in pickle for the 'cute Yankee.
Then they rigged up the screens, and went
in for materialisations. Strange to say, though
several faces appeared at the peephole and
blandly bowed to the assembled semicircle,
nobody recognised them except Mr. Blathersby
and Professor Buncombe. Even the fertile
imagination of Mrs. Blount failed to discern
the ghost-literally the ghost-of a likeness
to anybody she had ever known in the flesh;
but then again Dr. Mason kept running incontinently up to the Punch and Judy show,
until at last t~e spirits got shy and would not
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appear at all ; so that plan was discarded,
withou·b the inquire~ having discovered _a nything.
.
The~1 there was a brief -interval of dark
seance, at which the sceptic got placed betwee~n
the rector and bis wife, and kept breakinlg
coi;tditions by loosing hands, flitting about the
'
room int Egyptian darkness, and breaking his
shins oi~er different articles of furniture. Mrs.
Blount declared it was " Peter " moving the
things; but the mediums suspe~ted, and held
their peace, save in so far that they declared

there w1~uld be no manifestations, as the power
had been used up.
"Now, Professor Buncombe," said the docto:r,
"~e ha.ve had enough of t~is k~nd of thinf~,
and I see Mrs. Pugsby feels it incumbent upon
her to 'go off,' which i~ always a painful e1~
perience. Have you any objection ~o giving us
some fea.ts of Psychological Prestidigitation?,,
''I'm. your man, sir."
" 'That n~ver fails, does it?"

'' Ne,rnr. It de~es detection."
" Rig·ht ~?u are.."
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"N.ow, first of all, doctor,'' .continued the
Professor, " you are going to test me, let me
assume the right to test you. I am. going to
perform the simplest card trick. If you can
detect me in it, I will give you some credit for
observation; if you cannot, you will allow me
to show the company how very simple ·the
. trick is, and thence let them infer what your
powers .of observation ~re."
The doctor did not quite like this tori.ling
of the tables, and was inclined to stand on his
dignity, but found himself in a minority of
one. Even the rector said-:. "Come, doctor, that really is a fair proposal. You evidently think the majority of
those present lunatics for b~ing taken in with
the Professor's performa~ces--"
'' Y e-e-s."
" Well, I think it is only fair to let them
see whet.her you can find · him out when he
tells you he is tricking."
"What fun!" said Maud.
Professor Buncombe then took from his
pocket a pack of cards and requested Dr.
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Mason to shufH.e them, and examine well that
they were an ordinary pack only, that there
. were. no marks on the back, &c. &c.
"Now kindly keep your eyes well on me,
and observe all my movements. · ~ou are
satisfied as to the cards?"

"Perfectly."

•

" Then, Mr. Blathersby, in order to obviate
the idea that I have anything to do with this,
·will you kindly take the pack from me to .Dr.
Mason, request him to select a card, look at it,
· put it back in the pack, and sltuifie again.''
." He l he ! he l"
" You have done as I desired yotL Dr.
Mason, you have chosen a card, keeping it
carefully concealed from me a.n d all the rest of
the company; especia~lv Mr. Blathersby, who
might, of course, be my confederate?"
"I have."
"You have replaced that card in the pack,
and shuffled it to your heart's content?"
"Yes."

.

" Now I will deal the cards out with their
-faces to the table, and-have the goodness to
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watch me carefully-either at any number you
like to name, or when you choose to call for itJ
your card shall be turned face upwards. In
what order shall it come ?"
"Let it be the thirty-seventh card in order."
"Watch me, pray, .especially with the view
of guarding against my having a card up my
•
sleeve-recollect it takes a fraction of a second
to see a movement-come quite away from Mr.
Blathersby, so a43 to be sure he doesn't help me.
Now count the cards."
The doctor counted the cards· up to thirtyseven, and sure enough the thirty-seventh card,
which was turned up, was the one he had chosen.
"Replace the card; shuffie again, and then
tell me, as I deal them out, when the card shall
,,
appear.
"Now,'' shouted the doctor at the very first
card, thinking to take the Professor by surprise ; but no ! there was his card first in the
pack.
Ever,rhody agreed that this was one of the
best tricks ever seen; but the· ~r~fessor addressed himself solely to Dr. Mason.
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"Now, sir," he said, ." how was that done?
.1 do not ask the rest of the company, but I
,do ask you, as a strict scientific observer, t~
tell them how that trick was done."
·· '' I own it beats me. I cannot ·explain
,1"t•,,
" Then I will; but, before I do so, let me
• tq attempt
.advise you, sir, with all respect, not
.to explain Spiritualism. There may be a trick
.in it; but if it's a trick it's a much bigger one
than that I have just done, and you must not
.expect to find it out.''
"I'll try."
" You will try in vain. You used all the
.safeguards you could think of to bafHe me in
that trick ?"
"Yes."
" You are ready to aver that . I did not
force you to ta~e a card or to put it in any
.particular place ?"
"I held the ·cards in my bands on each
. "
occasion.
" You .saw it was an 9rdinary pack ?''
"I did."
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" A.nd your card was the six of clubs?"
"Yes.''
"Look here I" He scattered the pack of
cards on the table, and there were nothing but
sixes of clubs in it.
" I laid out two pound thirteen on that
trick, doctor," be said, "simply for the sake of
showing what' your powers of observation were
worth. At a wholesale manufactory I got
fifty-three packs of cards with backs all alike,
kept one for show purposes, which I easily
changed for another. composed of one sort of
card only after you had made your examination.
Of course, you shuffied the cards with their
backs upwards. Had it occurred to you to·
renew your examination, you would have detected me in a moment. It was a great risk to
repeat the experiment; but I did it twice, you
see-nothing v~nture, nothing have-you
might have named· the first, the last, the
fifteenth, or any card you liked. You might
Bave stopped me dealing 'em out when you
liked, you couldn't have had anything but the
six of clubs, for the very good reason that there
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was no~hing else there. So much for scientific
observat.ion."
The doctor looked a little-but only a little
-disconcerted. " Now for the sealed letter
test," he said.
"At which you are going to turn the tables
on me, el
I .
" I'll try, as I said."
"Do."
Each had prepared an envelope with a piece
of paper inside, on which a question had been
written as before, and the envelope then safely
gummed down.
"Now, doctor, as you are going to find out
this trick, will yon be my assistant?"
" I was going to pro1Jose it."
"Agreed, then. Bring nie the first letter
pl~ase, the 'second, and so on. Thanks ; now
give me yours. This is the bombshell that is
to explode us al1, is it not?"
"That's my secret."
" There are no secrets to a psychological
prestidigitator, sir."'
" ,We shall see."
~,,
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" We shall."
"Now, for the sake of tranquilli!:>ing our
minds, we must have that charming air, 'Shall
we gather at the river P' and in one key, if
possible. This trick takes more arrangement
than the cards, doctor."
so i•t appears."
The strain was concluded, and the ~nvelopes
still sealed up were returned to their respective
owners, when every question was found to
have written underneath it an apposite reply.
The doctor's own came last, and, in a very deft
manner, he slipped it into his pocket and
·replaced it with anotl1er which he had in
H

readiness.
"Is your answer r.orrect ?"
"Very."
"Read question and reply, please."
'' Questi'on. Is Euncombe a humbug?"
"Answer. Arrant."
"Short, concise; and to the point, you must
confess," replied the Professor; "but the spirits
tell me you have got hold of the wrong one
now. .Please to read the one for which you
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exchanged this.

He took it from his pocket,

where it was crumpled up; and read" Question. Is Mason a muff?"
"Answer. Arrant."
"Now, ladies and gentlenien, I think it's
pretty plain the spirits have bad both of these
papers under consideration for the last five
miuutes, and one answer may be as appropriate
as t he other."
The doctor was disconcerted this time, and
confessed himself beaten amid the laughter of
all the circle.
" Confess," said Buncombe, with the utmost
good-humour, "that psychological prestidigitation beat s scientific observation."
" I told you, doctor," said the rector, ." that
t he trick, if there was one, was probably too
1ig for us to detect."
'' It's a floorer/' said the old man.

CHAPTER XV.
TWO CHARLATANS.
Then turned I me forth,
And talked to myself
Of the fal sehel1o of this folk,
How faithless they weren.
P ierce tlte Plowm an's Cretle.

rm)ROFESSOil BUNCO~IBE made stock
~ out of the occurrence narrated in the
last chapter, of course. ~:Ir. Blathersby
published it in the A nti-C!trz'.stian, and industriously circulated copies to the daily and
weekly papers, some of which reprinted it, and
the Professor's fortune was made. The combination involved in the term psychological
prestidigitation was clever. There was a
judicious suppression of all spiritualistic claims,
and apparently an open confession of conjuring. The thing took; and, during that season,
B.
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no party or fete which admitted such exuibi..
tions at all was considered complete without
Professor Buncombe.

He raised his terms,

dissolved partnership with Blathersby, and
washed his hands of the Supernatural Lyceum;
since he found it did not pay so well as private
I

enterprise did.
Among the weekly journals wl1ich reproduced Mr. Blatbersby's paragraph from the
Anti- Christian was one called the Filthy Rag,
which was the organ of Mr. Trees and his
school at the East-end.
Introducing the
extract with an appropriate apology for draw-

ing from such a source, this

r~ligious

journal
gave the occurrence as a proof of the diabolical
nature of the system which could thus defy the
scrutiny of the most s?ientific observer, and
penetrate his very secret thoughts. It was
a misiK'lke, the writer of the article argued, to
set down all this to legerdemain. It was cleal'ly
demoniacal agency. The author quite missed
the point of Professor Buncombe's first expe1·i.
ment with the cards, which had so largely
discounted Dr. Mason's powers of observation,
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and spoke of the old· physician as though he
had ~een a Faraday at least.
Professor Buncombe took advantage of this
article to come out in a new capacity, and aired
11is literary powers with fair success in several
letters to the editor of that suggestively-named
paper, the F£!thy Rag. vVaiving the diabolical
question, upon which the editor and himself
were not likely to agree, he submitted that the_
scientific observer, in general, was worth nil.
.A. good, plain, common-sense inquirer, he ·
urged, was worth all the savans in existence.
He would prefer to perform his tricks, or exhibit his psychological phenomena, before a
s·cientist rather than before an ordinary business
man or educated artisan. He had been thrown
into difficulties by the latter sometimes, but
never by the former.
But while Mr. Bl~thersby and the Supernatural Lyceum chuckled over the idea of
getting Spiritualism alluded to in the columns
of a religious newspaper and the daily pres3, the
Reverend Enoch ~rrees and his sympathiserR
were equally sanguine as to the triumphant
R2
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way in which they Iiad demolished Spiritualism
in their trenchant leaders. They did not see
-and controver~ialists of their calibre do not
see-that when they relegate Spiritualism to
the d~main of Satan, they are really conceding
the whole spiritualistic position. They acknowledge the reality of the phenomena- tl1at is,
they do not suppose them due to trickery.
They actually set down as an axiom that the
ipanifestations are spiritual--:-that they are not
due to anything in the shape of psychic force ;
and not only so, but they identify the comn1unicating intelligence. When, t11erefore, tlie
Reverend Enoch Trees, despite his rebuff as a
suitor, presented himself to Mrs. Blount on a
special mission of conversion, he was received
by that lady in the most unexpected manner.
She claimed him as the chief apostle of Spiritualism, and received his visit quite warmly in
consequence.
"Do you know, Mr. Trees," said the wido \\~,
who was sitting with her daughter and the
r~ctor, and particularly requested them not to
leave her alone with Mr. Trees, " I wish you
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would change the name of your paper, because
when I send it to my friends, who do not know
that the title· is part of a fa~xt, they are suspicious as to the character of the journal
"
""\Vhat, you circulate my organ?"
" Our organ, you mean. Undoubtedly I do.
You diabolical people-I mean you who say
Spiritualism is due to the devil-are our most
useful propagandists; because, you know, spiritualists don't care whether the intelligence
that communicates be called Satan or anything
else, 'as long as they are sure there is a spirit
'vorking the telegraph."
"A spirit by any other name would smell as
sweet," suggested Maud.
" Sweeter, if vulgar traditions as to the
odour of his _Satanic Majesty be true," added
the rector. "But seriously," he continued,
coming up and joining in the conversation, "I
think ~lrs. Blount is right. I watch this
matter and all its ramifications with a good
deal of interest; and I think my mother-in-law
,,
will tell you I am quite free from bias
" Gallio cared for none of these things,"
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remarked Mr. Trees in his most unctuous
manner.
. .
- ." And in re Spiritualism I confess myself a
Gallio.· , ·I don't care which way it turns outI have an idea ·that way will be found the best
way; and ·all I want to do is · to get at · the
truthY ." So do we."
" Yes; but by exaggerating what may very
possibly be one phase of ·t he truth you warn
people off from other phases. Do you follow
me?" . , · ,
"Not quite.,,
...".Say that some manifestations may be due
to trickery
"
·· ,
."But I don't."
.· " ·
"·I know ·you don't; · but · tolerate for an
instant .the . improbable hypothesis .that you
may he wrong in this 1respect. .·There is some
· trickery~ some diabolism, and possibly a little
bit of one or two other things
"
"Good spirits," suggested the widow ; ~laud
saying nothing, but looking as though she approved the suggestion.
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"Good spirits, psychic force, p-;ychological
prestidigitation-anything you like. I say, to
centre all your attenihion on one phase, even supposing it a true one, is to mistake the particular
for the universal, to suppose we have ultimated
truth when we have only got a little bit of truth."
" The source of half the errors abroad," was
the comment of Mr. Trees.
"I quite agree wiith you. Then do you not
think that by dwelling so unduly upon what I
grant you may be one ingredient in this remark.ably complicaiied subject, you are really
giving a specious support to Spiritualism while
you are apparently demolishing it?"
It had never struck Mr. Trees in that
light.
"It is worth thinking over. I am not sure
that diablerie is not a good deal in fashion
now; I think it very likely always to be in
times of high civilisation- a sort of makeweight for deficient, faith-eh, Maud ?''
"I understand," said 1\iiaud, smiling.
"So that really you do, as Mrs. Blount says,
puff the system when you attribute it to Satan."
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" But our editorial remarks tend to check
such feeling."

a

" Very likely; only remember that nine
people out of ten read the diablerie and skip
the comment. Life is so short, that \Ve have
to do a great deal of skipping nowadays. .A.
propel'ly regulated mind of course reads,
marks, learns, and inwardly digests the
whole of the Filthy Rag every week; but
then properly regulated minds are, unless I
am greatly mistake.n, the . exception rather
than the rule."
1\Ir. ~rrees, however, could not be convinced.
He was, in theological matters, a man of one
idea, just as in scientific subjects old Dr.
Mason was. It is among these pigheaded
people that nine days' wonders of all kinds
flourish and prevail. If zeal were tempered
with discretion, theologians and scientists
would be in a f ai; better position to cope
with this, which seems assuming the dimensions of a first-class heresy in the don1ains
both of religion and science.
As no satisfactory result seemed probable in
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this direction, the subject of Spiritualism was
by tacit consent abandoned, and Mr. Trees,
resolving to think out this new aspect of the
matter when he got home, devoted himself to
the more materialistic object of getting funds
for the enlargement of his chapel-Bethabarabeyond-Jordan, as the Eastern conventicle was
termed. He knew t11at th~ widow's purse
was a long one, and her hand frequently in
the habit of dipping into it for charitable
purposes.
"I must here call in the aid of my son-inlaw again, Mr. Trees-it is such a comfort to
have a good, Muscular Christian on the establishment-the fact is, I am only a benighted
woman, and I do not know to what denomination you bel<?ng. As the near relative to a
rector in the Church of England, it would not
be fair for me to contribute to any hostile
sect."
" Paul, Apollos, Cephas
" commenced
Mr. Trees, in the tone of a homily.
" Are all merged in one Name far greater
than all, I am aware, Mr. Trees," said the
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rector, " and if you know me at all, you ~ill
know that I am the last man to quarrel. about
-doxies. We are all trying to do good, some
in one way, some in another, no doubt. Now
I happen to be interested in the Sunday
Question, and should like to get . your poor
folks down East the privilege of looking into
the Bethnal Gr~en Museum for two hours of
an afternoon on the only day in the week
when they have ~he opportunity. I don't
want any subscription from you in the
ordinary sense of the term ; all I ·w ant
you ·to do is to subscribe your name to an
address to the Home Secretary, praying
him to sanction the opening of the Museum,
under such restrictions as I have named, on
~unday."

" Is it possible, sir," answered Mr. Trees,
with ·solemn emphasis, "that you, a elergyman of the Church of England, can be so
forgetful of your ordination vows as to shake
hands with Jews, Turks, infidels, and heretics,
to desecrate the Sabbath-day?"
"I was speaking of Sunday, Mr. Trees, not
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the Sabbath-that's Saturday-but there, I
did not for one moment expect you to subscribe
your na1ne to this document-it would ruin
the Filthy Rag in a month if you did ; it
would stultify your utterances there; but so
would it stultify my utterances in the pulpit
of my village church if I subscribed to a
chapel wher~, I doubt not, the disestablisment
of the Church in which I am a minister is
preached as a cardinal duty. Is· it not so?"
~Ir. Trees was fain to confess that it was.
" Then would it not be better for us to work
in our own spheres, and take care to exercise
all toleration one towards the other, but not
to attempt the Utopian scheme of fusing
all differences of faith and practice ? Paul,
Apollos, and Cephas would get on very well
as long as they worked in the Name you were
so appropriately going to pronounce, but
directly they worked qua Paul, qua Apollos,
qua Cephas, they collided, as our friend Professor Buncombe would observe.''
The Reverend Enoch Trees regretted he had
not found Mrs. Blount alone, as he thought he
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might, in that case, have succeeded better in each
of the special missions whereupon he had come;
while he was not without a hope that he might
even have recurred to a tenderer one still, which
had formed the subject of his recent letter.
Fate seemed against him at lvl aida Hill.
He was ling~ring in a sort of forlorn hope
that the rector . and his wife would go, and
accord him the desired interview with the
'
widow, when Blobbs entered incontinently
and announced" Mr. Blathersby."
Had Blobbs fired off a gun at the adipose
minister he could scarcely have produced a
greater effect. He jumped up on his chair, and
then buried his head beneath it, looking for
his hat and umbrella, which . h~ had deposited
there in accordance with his custom. He rose
red-faced and hot, just as ~fr. Blathersby had
saluted the rest of those present; and as the
widow introduced him to the Reverend Enoch
Trees, he said" He ! he I he ! We've met before, Mr.
Trees, have we not? But I didn't know that
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you had taken orders. Are ·you in the Church
of England?"
"The Larger Church of England, young
man, yes; the Establishment, no."
"By the way, I was going to ask you just
now, when you displayed such intimate knowledge as to my ordination vows, what religious
body you did belong to, Mr. Trees," said the
rector; but Mr. Trees did not happen to hear
him.
" People do change their avocations
strangely, l\1r. Blathersby-Blathersby, I
think, was the name, was it not? You are,
I believe, the editor of a. paper, are you not?"
"Of the Anti-Christi'an., yes. You were
goocl enough to reprint an article · from our
columns the other day."
" Yes ; under protest as to the source. Why,
sir, should you choose so terrible a title for a
journal which I presume you wish to cir. culate ?"
"I may retort, and· ask why you adopt so
questionable a name as the Filthy llag for a
publication which you expect to see lying on
t
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as men who were relieved of one another's
society, and had no wish to foregather again.
But by a very strange coincidence, five minutes
afterward~; each had turned sharply upon his
heel, and they met precisely where they had
parted on the st.ep of the hospitable widow's
house.
"What, returning?" said Mr. Trees.
"Back so soon?" suggested Mr. Blathersby.
" I left my gloves behind."
"And I my pocket-handkerchief."
"Trees-my old friend Enoch-formerly of
the Borough Road, you were going to split
on me."
''Johnson, my slippery young friend, you
thought to steal a march on nle, didn't you?"
" Suppose I did."
"I don't suppose; I know it. Would it
not be better for each of us to hold our
tongues?"
"Perhaps."
" You are better off than I. You bled the
old woman to-day. I couldn't get a screw.
What are you going ·to stand ?"
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"Drinks, if you like." And the reverend
gentleman elevating his coat-collar to signify
that he did like, adjourned arm-in-arm with
his young friend and rival editor to a neighbouring Temple of Bacchus.
They passed a long, and jt is to be inferred
a pleasant, time in the snug parlour behind
tlie open space where votaries most did congregate ; for tLeir noses were red and their voices
husky as they re-emerged; while they quite
failed to see Mr. Blobbs, who had been regaling
himself after a very unwonted fasLion in the
bar, and hid his face behind a paper as the
two men he had been watching issue<l forth.
"Honour, then?" said Blathersby.

"Among thieves/' answered the Reverend
Enoch Trees. "Good-by, Johnson."

CHAPTER XVI.
BEY 0 N D THE V 0 I CE S.
The seas are quiet when t he winds give o'er,
So calm are we when passions are no more;
For then we know how vu.in it 'vas to boast
Of tleeting things so certain to Le 1ost.- W .ALLER.

fftilHEN Blobbs went home and t old his
~ mistress the little discovery he had
made in his capacity of amateur
detective, that good lady was scarcely so n1uch
surprised as might have been expected. So
Mr. Blathersby was not Blathers by, but Johnson. Johnson was a far from uncommon
name ; but it struck her she h ad heard it
before in connexion with somebody not altogether unlike Mr. Blathersby, in h er dead husband's time, and at the little country town
where the happy days of her married life were
spent. She put it by to think over again
s
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some day, and for the present contented bers_e lf
with wondering why, if the name of Johnson
were displeasing, the owner of that appellation did not exchange it for something a little
more pleasant-sounding th~n Blathersby.
The summer bad now set in, and the
annual exodus of British tourists commenced.
Among them were 1\-Ir. and 1\Irs. Campbell,
who were going as nearly as possible no·
whither. Both the rector and his wife had
exhausted the ordinary watering-places, done
Paris, and gone the Swiss round. They did.
not care much what their destination was, and
would have been glad for anybody to set~le
the matter on their bebalt.
They pressed Mrs. Blount to join them ; but
she said no. She had been doing more of the
tnother-in-law lately than she cared, and they
would be glad of a respite. She believed that
what would do 1'1aud more good than anything
else was a. long spell of her husband's society.
She had noticed of late that, at all events on
the lady's side, this not very newly married
couple were far from having outgrown their
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silly age. She held with Swedenborg that
there was a· sex of mind,. and that real mar·
riag~ consisted of the fusion of those two
minds. Willie and !viaud's, never dissimilar,
were now, she saw, becoming wholly assimi·
lated. The stronger was simply asserting
supremacy over the weaker. This might
in\olve ~'land's entire abandonment of Spiri·
tualism; it ce1·tainly would cause her to shrink
from being developed. as a medium.
Was J\irs. Blount sorry for this? It scarcely
seemed so. Perhaps she was feeling the contact of Mr. Campbell's strong-mindedness too.
His was just the kind of influence which tells
with sensible women. 1'Ir. Trees might rave,
or Dr. J\'Iason might argue, and produce no
effect. They were clearly prejudiced. Their
conclusions were foregone ones. The rector
was committed to no set of opinions. He did
not think table-turning wrong. He bad not
laid down as an axiom that Spiritualism was
wholly ridiculous. He kept his eyes open,
and let nothing, as far as he could help,.
bias his judgment. How many manias would
s 2
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come to grief if sensible people would only
treat them thus, ins~ead of turning maniacs
into pseudo-martyrs, ~y persecuting or even
laughing at them ! In tlie history of most
delusions there is a grain of wheat amongst a
bushel of chaff; and discrimination is necessary lest we puff away that one grain with the
strong breath of our disdain. The rector was not
quite clear that such was the case with Modern
Spiritualism; but, reasoning from analogy, he
thought it very likely that it might be so, and
he would not play into his opponents' hands by·
setting his face equally against what was, and
what was not, worthy of denunciation.
" The wish is father to the thought in many
cases, no doubt ; and the wish is to prove
immortality and certify unbroken association
with the departed. Such a wish is in itself
commendable, and keeps people clear of
atheism and materialism ; but our object
should be to show that the response to this
wish lies, not ii1 any exceptional revelation, but
in the ordinary course of religion. Faith, in
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a word, is a little bit older than the Rochester
rap pings."
"But to many Spiritualists-to my dear
mother, for instance-Spiritualism is, as she
says, a religion."
" That may be, and still the thing may be
wrong. Such an argument would bolster up
fetishism, and ~anction the worship of a cat or
an onion. I know lots of people who make a
religion out of evil-speaking, lying, and
slandering; others again who, as Hood says,
think they're pious when they're only bilious ;
but I retain my respect for kindly words and
acts, nor do I for a moment let go my belief
in blue-pill.''
. "Your prescription in mamma's case-and
. mine, perhaps~then
"
" Would be a kind of moral blue-pill. Get
nine-tenths of this nonsense out of your
system, and then I have no objection to your
li ring contented with the other tenth."
" That tenth being, as you said, the longing
after immortality.''
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"As ~fr. Addison phrased it, ye~. Lop off
belief in Buncombe, :;E'ugsby, Blathersby-the
incarnations of humbug-let go spirit-voices,
materialisations, raps and tilts; scatter to the
winds Peter, John King, and Katie; suspect
even your own automatic \vriting, as you term
it- discard all these as excrescences, parasitic
growths, mistletoes on the oak
"
" And would you not kill the oak ?"
"Did the old Druids strip England of its
oak-trees? No. .I doubt whether the excjsion
of such outgro\Yths doesn't strengthen the
parent tree; at all events it does not touch its
own essential growth. In fact, ~ could pursue
into curious closeness this resemblance of
dark s~ances to the parasitic mistletoe," he
added, taking Maud~ s hand in his.
" H-0w so?"
,, The mistletoe is useful as a kissing-bush,
and dark seances are splendid for flirting at.
Witness our own case, ma chere. But then,
where two sensible people lose their hearts
only, hundreds of fools, old and young, lose
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their beads. Very likely they have no hearts
t.o dispose of."
"Then surely the best thing would be to
destroy this Spiritualism root and branch.,,

'' P erhaps ; but I would still do my iconoclasm gently. In the case of Blathersby, to
'vit, whom I identify with the £ s. d. type, I
would deal certainly by means ,of apostolic
blows and knocks; but in the case of your
mother. yourself, darling Maud (for you still
identify the two, I notice)-! should be more

disposed to sayI can scorn nothin~ which a nat ion's heart
Hath held for ages holy : for the heart
I s alike holy in its st.rength and weakness,
It Qught not to be jested wit h nor scorned."

,, That is what often st.rikes me, for example,
with regard tQ old mythologies such as that of
Greece.''
" Yes ; they were beautiful : but they were
not spiritualistic. They were pretty bits of

polytheism; and polytheism, like this so.called
~piritualism

of yours, was the most barefaced
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materialism. Pugsby's polytheism or materialism has the disadvantage of not being pretty,
and being withal slightly ridiculous."
"It has."
They were sauntering along the beach in a
little continental watering-place-the first
stage in their holiday tour. Nothing is more
delicious than this wandering without chart
or compass, especially in the case of a wedded .
couple who have not quite outgrown their
premiers amours. With lovers the case i.s
different.
Evening 'brings the inevitable
separation, and the topic which is sure to be
left unsettled at the final leave-taking, has to be
shelved until the morrow. The rector and his
young wife could pursue it without any
adjournment u.t all; and each was exceedingly
anxious that this, which had grown to be a
more crucial question than it perhaps deserved,
should be argued out and finally settled.
"Supposing this spiritualistic creed true,
and all the Blathersby element quite eliminated from it, to me it would be infiniteJy
depressing."
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" Oh, Willie l surely no ; surely quite the
contrary."
" Not at all. It seems to reverse our idea
of progress, anu to deaden Chri8tian effort..
Instead of raising us, or making us try to raise
ourselves, to a level with those who have put
on the higher nature, it drags them down to
us ; forces upon them a wearisome, monotonous
repetition of former existence, even if not of
something lower. If I accepted Spiritualism
at all, I verily believe it would be under the
form of Re-incarnationism. I should believe,
with Kardec, that some people had penally to
undergo successive probations, and my own
belief that these revenants were people who
had not .been quite bad enough to be re-incarnated, but whose penalty it was thus to re-visit
the glimpses of the moon-shadows of a shade
- squeaking, gibbering ghosts, and often light
porters, or careful movers of mundane goods.,,
"What a dreadful thought !"
"Certainly not one that would give us much
hope in shuffling off this mortal coil, if we
believed that we were liable to be recalled into
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the v~ry thick of it a~ the caprice of a Professor Buncombe or Mrs. Pugsby.''
When they entered the little town on the
way to their hotel, they passed beneath the
shadow of the fine old Gothic cathedral, which
was described in the English guide-book as one
.o f its "celeprities." The many~coloured lights
which streamed fro)ll the Catherine-wh~el
window showed them that service was going
on, ·a nd they could hear, when they stood still
to listen, the sweet voices of children and the
subdued sounds of the choir organ.
~' Shall we go in, Maud ?" asked her
husbanq.
" ~ on't you be contaminated?"
"' l am not afraid of that; and I suppo~~
none of the old ladies belonging to my former
congregation at St. Thomas Didymus' are here,
or they would be considerably staggered. But
then I always did like to exercise the mind of
Mrs. Grundy."
"I wonder why they dignified Grundy with
that matrimonial title. I always have an
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idea that Grundy is a Miss-a hopeless old
spinster."
They pushed open the door, which al ways
reminds one so forcibly of a sofa-squab, and an
old man in a gown ran after them wi~h an
exceedingly dirty brush, returning only when
he had sprin~led them well with holy water,
into which be had dipped that implement.
The service was only the simple evening Benediction Office ; and our pair of heretics got
just in thne to hear the pretty Litany of
Lc>retto, and to see the uplifting of the Host
"There," moralised the rector, as the procession filed int.o the sacristy, " you have your
Spiritualism, ~Iand, pushed to its legitimate
lengths."
.
'' Tl1at Spiritualism! My dear Willie, what
are you going to make spiritualistic next ?
You hav.e first identified the classical mythology
with it; now you fly off at a tangent, and
include the Roman Catholic ritual."
" There is no tangent at all in the matter.
The Roman mythology of the past and the
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Roman ~ystem of to-day are one and the
same. Catholic worship is only a Christianised
Paganism, if I may couple two such apparently
antagonistic ideas. They are .only slightly
different varieties of polytheism.''
" Yonder shaveliug would scarcely like to
hear you say so," whispered Maud, in reference
to a priest who was regarding them curiously.
"Is he anxious for our conversion, think
you?''
"I fancy not," replied Mr. Campbell, "and I
don't think he would care much about what we
thought of his system."
· "Pour les pauvres, m'sieur/' said th~ priest,
coming up to them and extending an offertory
bag. " Merci."
" I thought I understood his hovering
about," said the rector, smiling. "That collection was purely out of order; but no doubt
the good creature thought, as we bad escaped
the quete during service, we should like to
contribute now. Did you notice what a
beetle-browed and evidently uneducated man
he was?"
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"Yes; how unlike our clergy."
"Thank you. Now that Litany, ~faud;
was it not but another mode of invoking the
saints? You do it with ' Shall we gather at
the river?' They do it much more tastefully
with that graceful melody. Then, again, the
elevation. Your people use a pellet of zinc
and copper to produce fascination, magnetisation-what you will-these avail themselves of
the consecrated wafer."
"That is Mr. Ball's view, is it not? The
idea never seemed to impress me until I
witnessed the process taking place before my
eyes."
She did D:Ot add-though she might have
done so-that Mr. Ball's voice had never been
so persuasive as that which now addressed
her.
"\Vhy can we not have morality minus
magic?" he continued.
"Why not indeed?''
"But if we are to have the magic, I should
say the older the better. I should infinitely
prefer the magic of the Vatican to that of the
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Rochester knockings· and the Supernatural
Lyceum."
" Then you would hold that our opinions
- I mean to say, rather the opinions of
mamma and the Spiritualists-are not pro. "
gress1ve.
" Only in the sense of advancing several
steps bacl..wards. No, ~laud, they are worse
than stagnant; they .are retrogressive. They
take us back to the Egyptian gloom of the
Middle Ages~"
" ~nd yet we used to fancy that we· were
the only go-ahead people in the religious
world."
" No doubt. But do you know, Maud, I
have got another count in my indir.tn1ent.
You ~alk of the religious world. I don't call
yours a religious world at all."
"Don't call it my world, Wi1lie," she said,
and clung to bis arm; "my wodd is here.w
" Shall I say the world you have left behind
you?"
" Yes."
" It is not a i·eligious world. It is more
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than shaky in faith and considerably lax in
morals."
"You don't mean that all Spiritualists are
immoral?"

"Of course not; but I think that just as the
doctrines of the school tend to a cold Theism,
so the tendencies of its practice (I only say the
tendencies) are towards laxity, at least in
morals."
" And morals, after all, are the one thing
needful."
1\i'.lorality without magic! That phrase
haunted :1\Iaud throughout the course of their
soniewbat extended wanderings. They went
from Paris to St. Peter's, and saw the same
everywhere-practical morality professedly, at
all events, built up upon what she could not
but confess, with her husband, to be a foundation as visionary as the old spirit-rapping,
table-turning creed she seemed to have left so
far behind her.
And yet why should she quarrel with either?
Was not the ceremonial religion in which she·
was now undergoing her first experiences
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eminently a beautiful and artistic one? Had
not tl1e spiritualistic faith, from which she felt
berself slipping gradually farther and farther
away, given her her husband? Was it not
·the faith of her whom, next to her husband,
she loved best on earth? It seemed like libelling her childhood ~o throw rudely up the
transcendental creed to which she had given
her adhesion.
Besides, was she not herself a medium?
Did she not know from her own experience
that these things, which outsiders set down as
· impossibilities, were possible? She had proved
them by doing thein he1·self. How could they
be false unless-Unless? In the course of that summer's
wanderings, ~faud Blount approached, if she
did not actually attain, the limit of the old
philosopher's wisdom. If she did not know
herself yet, she had got to suspect hel'self.
She got to tolerate the unpalatable possibility
that she might be wrong and other ·people
right. Wl1at an immense step is gaL"led when
I
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we ·only compass the preliminary fact! What,
if ~ler husband w~is · right-surely there was
every probability ithat he was so-and the
nine-tenths of Spiritualism were only fit to be
discarded, while the tenth fraction was all
contained in her old creed.
"You seen1 wo~derfully thoughtful of late,
Maud," said th.at vigilant husband of hers.
"Has our tour ceased to interest yon?"
"Far from it, dear Willie. I am thinking
over and over your words. I am fighting my
doubts, and getting strength."
" WhiCh doubts?"
"The doubts about the old faith--"
" Which sent you hankering after these
newfangled doctrines. vVell, fight away. This
is a kind of battle in which one cannot use
mercenaries. One must fight individually, pro
aris et jocis. I i.vill help you as a humble
auxiliary."
" Thanks, dear husband, I feel I have lots of
help.''

'' From whom besides?"
T
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" Papa and our dead darling.

rrhey can
help me, I think now, better where they are
than as though I could drag then1 back again
to t his lower world.

H ow beautiful those

words of Da.vid were over his dead child,

shall go to him .
t o me.I' "

r

I

He shall not come back

CH.APTER X\ II.
AN IG X(>BLE ARMY OF 1!L\RTY R.S .
If 1 be not a~hamcu of my soldiers, I a.m a ,;ou,;e1.l g nrnet.
8ir Jvlt11 F11lsf.1.{t'.

r~I-IEX the rector an<l ltis

wife returned
~ with the waning :;urnmer from their
lung Cvntinental trip, \\'ha t l\lau<l
would ba\·e lik ed better than anythin g else
wuuld h ave beeu to

strai g ht

g0

0 11

t o Briar-

wood, auL1 in their d e;ir <1uiet home t ell her
husband by word of mouth , and her mamma
by 1ttte r, what Lad been t he result uf that selfquesti oning she had been pur.- uing so <lilig entl y d uring the tim e of h er exile.

'Vhile

living in London, with all t he glamour of this

stran ge pnrsuit upon her, it Reeme<l as tltough
she had never been able to tlti1d.:. It had
shivered Ler old creed to pieces without
putting, as it promised to <lo, a new an<l
T
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more solid one in its place. The promise was
exuberant, but the fulfilment never came. Her
connexion with tbe ne'v faith had been-and
she realised it fully· now-a disappointment.
She had been led up to the climax of expectation, and there left with nothing to satisfy her.
She had asked for demonstration, and received
a Pugsby or a Blathersby.
But her confessiou was doomed to suffer
long delay. Mrs. ·Blount urged that they
should not 'pass through London without
·Spending a night, at all events, in ~Iaiua Hill.
Dear. 1vfClud would want a seance after her
long abstinence from anything in the shape of
·Spiritualism. She was not sure that she would
be able to arrange one, for poor l\1rs. Pugsby' s
power had been .fluctuating sadly, and that
dreadful man Trees had been organising quite
a crusade. against mediums in general, and
Mrs. Pugsby in particular. But Blathersbydear Mr. Blathersby, she termed hin1-had the
wretch under his thumb in some way or other,
and was determined to use his power if Mr.
Trees lifted finger against Spiritualism.
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"Things seem to be in a lively condition in
this transcendental sphere. Shall we go and
have a good laugh, l\faud ?"
" As you like, Willie ; but really it is no
laughing matter when one. hears a sensible
woman like mamma speak of that odious fellow
as 'dear l\fr. Blathersby.'"
" You had a fit of that kind once, :M~aud.
She may outgro\V it."
"l\Iamma hardly has so much cha.nee at her
age, unless indeed- -- ·- "
" You could get her a good husband like
me.,,
"Ye~."

"Let's try to make her accept Dr. Mason.
I believe he makes an offer, more or less
serious, about every other day."
When they got to l\tlaida Hill they found
that the campaign had actively commenced.
They had not been able exactly to . announce
the day and hour of their arrival, for the
Channel was choppy, and they resolved to stop
on the French coast until it was smooth as a
millpond. So when they reached the _widow's
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house they were informed that J\Ir. Trees was
upstairs.
Professor Buncombe and l:Irs.
Pugsby had been dining; and, after dinner,
J\1r. Trees came to see Mrs. Blount on private
l)usiness.

"I:m glad·you are come, sir; for

n.fr. Tree~
seems to be using somewhat high words to
missis," said Blubbs to the rector.

\Vhen the greetings were over, l\irs.
Blount said" Now_, l\ir. Trees, you h~.ve been speaking
to n1e a good deal more plainly than I like
"
"Honesty is always plainspoken, madam."
"But even 'honesty needn't shout loud
enough to be heard in the serv·ants' hall. In
any case, address your remarks for the future
to Mr. Campbell, not to me. I daresay, if
shouting is required, he can bawl as loudly as
you if he thinks proper.''
"What is this all about, sir?" said the
rector, .in a firn1 voice.
Toning his remarks down to an unctuous
whisper~ the Reverend Enoch Trees said'' I can find it in my conscience no longe.r,
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sir, to tolerate these n1ediu1ns. I called, sir,
to inform 1\iirs. Blount, for whom I have the
greatest respect,--,,
" Yes, yes."
" That I meant to invoke the aid of the
law against Professor Buncombe and lYirs.
Pugsby. I was anxious to save 1.irs. Blount
all unnecessary surprise, so came to inform
her that I should be obJiged to subprena her as
a witness in case I ren.lly did take the matter
into court.
To my horror and surprise; I
found the two very persons against whom I
\vas about to proceed dining .with ~1rs.
Blount."
"\.Vhereupon," said the widow, "Mr. Trees
forced~ himself into my house, abused my
guests, and was abusing myself. when you
arrived.''
" Where are the guests ?"
" They left abruptly. They have gone-"
here Mrs. Blount whispered in the rector's
ear- " to fetch ::rtfr. Blathersby, who seems to
ha.ve some power over Mr. Trees."
"But surely, my dear mother, there was a
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policeman within hail," said the rector, rising
and advancing towards the cowering l\ir. Trees
in a very Church Militant looking manner
indeed. Even .your manservant would have
sufficed for this person's exclusion, had it been
necessary·to use force; and I can assure you
the faithful domestic w_ould have _been only
too glad to give you his services in that way.
_Now, sir," he · continued, coming disagreeably
close to ~Ir. Trees, " will .you ha\re the goodness to leave this house-instantly-instantly,
I say, and without a word.''
Hereupon the Reverend Enoch Trees .raised
his voice aga1n, but it was not in tones of
n1enace. He had now a man to deal with, not
a woman, and his tones, though earnest, were
deprecatory.
"Mr. Campbell-reverend · sir-respect our
" And he
holy callings. I am going, sir
sham bled towards the door. .
"G0. ,,
When the ·Reverend Enoch reached the
portal, he was met by an unexpected obstacle.
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~Ir. Blathersby stood there, and, of cour:;e,

received him with the accustomed-

,, He I he! he !"
Cu~se you

!'' he said in a
very different, and anything but a reverend
tone.
"I told you," sai.d Blathersby, "if ever you
stirred finger against Spiritualism or Spiritualists, I would split upon you. I find you havt
stirred. · You have attempted to get sun1monses against two people who, whatever else
they might be, were no enemies of yours.
Now I'll make a clean breast of it." ·
"Do it, if you dare." .
"I do dare. :Vly game is played out, and
so shall yours be. I denounce this man as a
"You here!

sham parson. He is not in orders at all, but
was clerk to a hop merchant in the Borough,
dismissed on suspicion of embezzlement."
"And Blathersby has no more right to that
name than I have to the title of' Reverend,'"
said ~Ir. Trees. "He is Johnson, your late
.husband's clerk, l.1rs. Blount, who, as you
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know, was .sent away, not on suspicion, but-for
proved embezzlement
"
"I am quite aware of it, sir," answered

Mrs. Blount.
" You are ?"
"Perfectly."
" And yet ·you admitted him to your house,
let him use a feigned name, and pass himself
off as an editor aud a Spiritualist?"
"As .you passed ·yourself off for a clergyman. "

"H um I''
.
"I have here, sir, a letter from my dead
husband, fully and freely pardoning that young
man. He felt f'Ure that his defalcation, which
was a small one, was due to the. influence of
some older. and more sagacious person upon
him; and my poor · husband was in London
trying to find out who that was-trying to
find yott out, lVIr. Trees-when he wrote to
me. He was glad to le_a rn that young Johnson had taken an assun1ed name, and was
working_ honestly on the London press. I
certainly did not know, when I first formed
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Mr. Blathersby's acquaintance, that he was
the young man in question ; .but I have known
it a good long tin1e now, so that you ·n1ight
have sn.ved your br,e ath. 'fhe tzt quoqzte fails.
You are a man old enough to be his father.
You encouraged hin1, under circumstances into
which I do not ca1;:e to go, to rob his master,
and now you rake up his crime-for it was a ·
crime-against him, through paltry revenge,
when you know he was fully forgiven."
"Felony cannot he fo1·given."
"Can the false assumption of Holy Orders?"
"Let me tell you, sir," said the rector, "if
you haYe in the course of your clerical functions
performed the cerernony of marriage between
any ill-fated couples, you may find yourself
in a far worse position than this young man. ·
Now I will a~k the favour of Mrs. Blount and
Mrs. Campbell retiring for a few moments,
and leaving me
settle this matter. Do not
be afraid," he added kindly to his mother-inlaw, as he rose to ope~ the door for her and
his wife. "There will be no disturbance. "\Ve
shall settle all this ,'iery amicably."

to
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"Be consiJerate to the poor young man,"
said ~Irs. Blount.
"I shall be considerate t.o everY'body," said
the rector.
- "Be seated, gentlemen," said Mr. Campbell,
'vith the greatest urbanity, "and let us talk
this n1atter over sensibly. Where are the
Professor and Mrs. Pugs by, 1\ir. Blathersby ?"
" 'l'hey thought it better not to return, as
their presence irritated Mr. Trees so. They
feared it might lead to a disturbance."
"Perhaps they were right. Now, Mr.
Trees, answer me truly-Have you really
moved in this matter?"
"Not legally; no. I thought I would try
what words would do first."
" You thought you would threaten before
acting, and chivalrously commenced your
attack upon a lady-a widow lady. Is
that so?"
':Well, yes."
. "I am not going to comment upon that,
t1_
1ough I might. But seriously, after what
bas come out to.night, do you think it would
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be quite wise in you to commence a crusade
against Spiritualism ?"
" Perhaps not.''
"Certainly not, I · think. Remember what
Shakspeare ~aysHe who the sword of Heaven will bear
Should Le as boly as severe.

I like Spiritualism a.s little as you can possibly
do, and I feel that my dear wife has suffered
severely from it; nay, I feel that my child's
death was <lue to it, yet I shrink from casti~g
the first stone. Let me advise you to do the
same ."
. " And allow the thing to flourish?"
"Let me remind you of Gamaliel's argument. If it be of man it will come to nought,
we need not fight against it; if it have a
higher source; we must not fight against it.
In either casP. our course-or, at all events,
your course-is clear. Take my advice, and
stir . no farther in the matter. \'Vill you do

. ?"
th JS.
'.' Willingly."
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" Then I an1 not bound to ask any questions
as to your clerical experiences. It may really
be very awkward for you if I did."
"Don't on any account. I will follow your
instructions to the letter."
"Now, Mr. Blathersby--"
"He! he! he l"
"Don't do that, please. It is a meaningless
interruption, and I feel sure . you can omit it
if you like. I must express to you, what I
daresay Mrs. Campbell will endorse if you
wish to ha.Ye it from her, my extreme objection
to her having anything to do with what you
call Spiritualism for the future.
Circumstances, which I do not choose to name,
specifically render it most essential that she
should not sit at this tin1e ; and I believe
that the vow of abstention which she . makes
now she will' continue for ever."
" Is it possible ?"
''Yes. On this point, you see. Mr. Trees
and myself are agreed, and you have not with
me the same n1ode of repre~sion which you
had with him. }1y letters of orders are open
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for your inspection, if you have any doubt
about them. I make it my special request
that you refrain from all mention of the
subject of Spiritualisn1 to my wife.
You
understand ine ?"
" QUl•te. "
"And have I your promise to observe my
request?"
"You have, sir. But what of Mrs. Blount?"
· ''With her I have nothing whatever to do.
She will exercise her own discret.ion, and ]

rely greatly upon that.

You can see her, if
you like, though I shall be glad if you will
call upon her at some other time and not
remain to·night. We have been absent from
England, as you know, for some time, an<l I
shall be glad to have some conversation with
my mother-in-law. Perhaps you would like
to call to-morrow morning."
" Thank you. I should."
"Dp so. And now good-night."
He rose with an unmistakable air of mean·
ing his visitors to go, which they did forthwith; and, ·without any preliminary parting
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this time, adjourned as if by instinct to the
very same Temple of Bacchus they visited on
a previous occasion. By a re1narkable coincidence, ·too, just as on that previous occasion,
Mr. Blobbs stepped 1n to moisten his clay,
and was very much inclined to agree with
Mr. · TreeR when he remarked to his younger
friend, "What two blooming fools we have
been.'' Only ~fr. Blobbs thought the observation might. have been more appropriate · still
if the word "rogues" had been substituted for

"fools."
'!'he next morning Mr. Blathersby called on
Mrs. Blount, and told her, with somtthing like
dismay, that Professor Buncombe and l\1rs.
Pugsby had never turned up at their respective
abodes since they left her house to call on him
last night, and apprise him .of J\ir. Trees's visit.
"How very dreadful!" said the widow, 'with
a sly twist auout_ the _co1·ners of 11er mouth,
which J\ir. Blathersby was not nearly quicksighted enough to observe.
" Can you tell .me whether there is a Mr.
Pugsby?"
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Why do yoti

"Of course I know there must have been at
·s ome time or an·o ther ; but I want to know
whether he is in the body or out .of the
body."

"I cannot tell," answered Mr. Blathersby.
"vVhy don't you stop 4uoting texts, mamma,
and show Mr. Blathersby the letter?" said
}.faud, who had entered the room.
"Perhaps it would be as well," replied Mrs.
Blount, and handed a letter to lvir. Blathersby.
It was in the familiar hand of Mrs. Pugsby,
and ran thus : the hour .of danger,
me . (sic) and Professor Buncombe have forgotten our animosity, and joined in partnership, matrimonial as well as mediumistic..
Business has been slack lately, and .there .i s
scarcely market · for two. I hope Pugsby is
:better off. It is so long since ·I saw him that
the case must come within the Statute of Limitations. So before yoti get this Buncombe and
u
" DEAR MADAM,-In
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I shall be married. before the Registrar, and
sta~ for America at once.
He says the
.Britishers are too 'cute for him, and he doesu't
believe they'll ever take kindly to ghosts.
He will devote himself for the future to prestidigitation, and · wishes me to give up me.diumship. With many thanks for past favours,
''Yours-for the last time" 1\iAn.Y PuosnY."
Mr. Blathersby retired after sniggling some
little time over the letter; and the rector, who
read it, said. " Are you very proud of the results · of
Spiritualisi:n, mother?"
. "Well!" .
"Well, what? Ho,v do you think your
·folks 'show up?'"
"Don't judge the use. of a thing from its
·abuse, Willie."
"No,. of course; only it was a high autho·
.rity ·that said, ' By their fruits ye ~hall know
them.r"
"There are respectable Spiritualists.~'
.:;
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" Meaning?"
"~ Ir. Ball, to wit."
"Ah, I had forgotten him. I wonder how
he will bear these revelations.
\ Vith hi1n
morals are before everything. vVhat will he
think of your frienclsl escapades, I wonder?
Would you mind asking him to dinner to-

day.?"
" I should like it above all things. You
have nil so turned against me, that he is really
the only friend to "·hon1 I can address n1yse lf. "
So he was invited, and would be most happy
to come.

CHAPTER XVIII.
THE COLLAPSE OF THE SUPERNATURAL.
So quick bright things come to confusion.

S lilKSPEA.RE.

RRHE Supernatural Lyceum was a somewhat ambitious undertaking, scarcely
proportioned to the not very Atlantean
shoulders of }.1:r. Blathersby, who was its presiding genius. It was intended to be a :kind
of Universal Provider for Spiritualists from the
cradle to the grave, catching them at the
former extremity of life in the hope of making
Infant Phenomenons of them, and retaining
their h old upon them until the last, ou the
chance of converting them into Rappiug Spirits
when in articulo mortis. It was a kind of
school, clubhouse, and chapel rolled into one,
and all comprised in the not very spacious

UJ
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accommodation of a first-floor over a barber's
shop, in a back - street of the W.C. district.
In these two rooms some of the most remarkable ·or the inhabitants of London gathered
day by day for ghostly conversation, seances,
or other transcendental purposes ; and here
they ~ntertained those distinguished guests
from the other t:iide of the Atlantic who were,
as has been said, al ways welcomed with a soiree;
and dismissed with a blessing of a more or less
substantial kind.
In conjunction with Miss Flight, the energetic female secretary of the Lyceum, ~r..
Blathersby had devised a form for "receiving"·
infauts of believing parents, which ceremony
was to stand them in lieu of baptism, and
insure their being developed at an early period,
if they had anything at ~ll in them to be
developed.
They had also arranged a form for disposing
of the mortal remains of deceased Spiritualists;.
without the intervention of the parson, for
whose calling they enterlained a ~pecial dislike. · In fact, Mr. Blathersby and Miss Flight

2H4
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bad themselves taken upon them quasi-clerical
duties- not in name, like Mr. Trees, but in
reality. They prefaced the inspirational
addresses of the mediums on Sunday with a
short form of service performed by themselv~s.
It was most desirable, Mr. Blathersby said, to
recognise the dual p1~inciple in all such minis·t rations-the female being quite as essential
an el~ment as the male.
Miss Flight thought this very nice of l\.fr.
Blathersby, and her little twittering voice was
very useful in tunii;ig up the hyn1ns fron1 t~e
Spfritual Earbilon. Mr. Blathersby read a
portion from some work; and it n1ust be said
that his selection was most varied. The Bible
took its turn with the New Koran, and John
Keble alternated with Walt Whitman ; nor
did the Sunday lessons disdain to be supplementedf~om the field ofjournalism; the columns
of the Ba1111er of Light, or even the Lfnti04ristian itself, occasionally supplying · that
most eclectic of all readers with material for
his ministrations.

Then there was a Regist~r for Mediums,
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where the spiritualistic force ·of the metropo1is
~as concentrated as in a focus.
Of course
it was only the "professional" element that
was represented here, and they were accustomed to speak with withering scorn of amateur
mediumship. Their prices ranged from a
shilling to several guinea~ per si~ting; and
their accomplishments were ce.rtain1y of the
most varied character. Let us take an ·extract
or two, and illustrate with photographs from
life.
There was Mr. Frank Squirm-the mediums
always seemed to have such funny names that
one fancied they must be pseudonyms-a mut:icular young man, who was once described by a
popular journal as "bull-necked." . rou would
never have fancied he had a spiritual element
in him, at least until you examined his eyes.
They seemed trying to look at one another;
and that was held by the initiated to be a sign
of° mediumship. Mr. Squirm's ca.pacities were
.very .varied. He was a physical medium, produced voices and materia1isations, and (for an
extra charge) gave cabinet seances.
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: Signor Guglielmo, .,vho had . perhaps the
largest "practice" in London, and had formerly
been in partnership with ·Mr. Squirm, was
dreamy~visage~ young man, who apparently
had .sat. most of his senses away, and generally looked like an owl suddenly brought
into the ." daylight.
He was considered one
.
.
of . the most reliable mediums in London;
and since the dissolution · of partnership
between ,himself and Mr: Squirm must have
net~ed a very good income indeed, for he com:.
manded a high figure
.seance ; and it
was really true, as stated on the Register, and
not the mere puff it .inight have appeared;
th~t he. had few hours at liberty. . He could
rarely have seen the light at un; for he
was. n'early always sitting in . darkened: cham~
bers, or bound like a malefactor. in a cabinet
~hich bore a close ·resemblance ; to a clothesp~ess. Poor. fellow ! Perhaps he dreamed of
some time when. he should have made a·modest
f 9rtune by his mediumship, and·retire ·from the
.regioil: of the spirits· for the term of his natural

a

per
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life. He must have been utterly wearied of
their squeaking and ~oaring, and perpetual dis.:
location of furniture. rl'he floating musicalbox and spirit-lights were among Signor
Guglielmo's specialities; and John ICing, that
most ubiquitous of spirits, was supposed to
accord him especial patronage.
Besides these, tbere were young men whose
· terms were much Jlower, and their carte no less
attractive.
There were lad.ies whose name was legion,
from ethereal Miss A uceps, and the elegant
.American Mrs. Mangles, who~e familiar was
the spirit of Queen ~1ary yclept the Sanguinary, down _to po01r Mrs. Pugsby herself, who
included in her spiritual operations one which
seemed so infra d(q. as that of medical rubber.
Let us hope that she has rubbed and rapped
her last ; that bier liege lord may realise a
fortune from his unspiritual prestidigitation,
and that no ungra.teful Mr. Pugsby may ever
turn up to mar her married bliss.
But the worst of all these varied _operations
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was that they did not pay. ~lediums were,
as a rule, impecunious or devoted to making a
rapid fortune like Signor GuglielmoI

•

Ut in otia tuta recedant ;

and the proprietor of the hairdressing establishment on the ground-floor began to show
symptoms of anxiety as to his rent, which was
.
1n arrear.
" I don't like these spiritual. folk,'' he was
beard to say. " They knocks the place about,
and brings a lot of queer visitors"- it is not
quite certain whether he alluded to ghosts or
mortals-" if .they'd square up, I'd give 'em
notice and wash my hands of the concern."
But squaring up was just the difficulty; and
as for washing hands of the concern, if ~fr.
Blathersby . . could only ha\'e done that in
reference both to the Anti-Christian and the
Supernatural Lyceum, how glad he would have
been to live for the future on the modest
income be derived from his penny-a-lining !
"I'n1 tired of this kind of lifo," he said, one
day, to 1\fiss Flight. u Wouldn't you like a
change?''
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Little Miss Flight thought the critical
moment had come at last. She always thought
Mr. Blathersby nice, as we have seen. Now
his niceness was surely about to culminate in
a proposal of marriage. vVhat else can a single
gentleman mean ·when he tells a spinster lady
he is tired of his present kind of life, and
asks her whether she, too, would not like a
cl1ange?
But a glance at the inexpressive eye of
Blatlrnrsby told the little spinster that she wns
mistaken. He was not in a marrying mood,
nor were his fortunes at that moment in a
marry1ng condition. She saw her· mistake,
and, · in a moment, realised his meaning. It ,
was no news, alas ! to Miss Flight that the
Supernatural LyceUJn did not exactly flourish.
Straightway the pair resolved themselves into
a Committee of Ways and Means.
"I'm uncommonly hard-up to day, ~fiss
Flight," said the proprietor, as though that
condition were a very exceptional one for him ;
"let me have a few shillings out of the petty
cash."
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But Miss Flight was fain to confess ·that
the petty cash was petty in nature as well as
in name ; in fact, that its pettiness was so
remarkable as to render, her incapable of accommodating the proprietor.
"Confoundedly annoying!" he said; "and
the same is the case at the office of the AntiOhrt"stian.. Miss Flight, we must shut up
shop."
"I fear so."
_The little hairdresser was i;ummoned from
downstairs ; and, after expressing a decided
p.reference for their squa~g it, he fell in with
the not ion of shutting up the Lyceum. He
agreed with them it would be better to let him
l1ave the rooms and make what he couid out
of them, than to hold them on when there was
no. chance of paying the rent.
"I don't. want to sell you up," said the
honest. little fellow; "in fact, I don't know as
there is much to sell up here except tables."
; . ".And chairs," suggested Miss Flight.
. "But you see," replied the hairdresser, "your·
spirits, or your visitors, is such a rough . lot
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that they seem to me to have ruined the constitution of every chair. It isn t safe for an
av~rage man to sit down in' em, and the tables
have a rickety feeling about 'en1 too."
"There's one chance left,,, said Mr. Blathersby, sadly enough.
" What's that?" asked Miss Flight.
" Guess. Can you?"
''I think so. Mrs. Blount."
" Yes. I've worked that oracle to the
utmost extent myself; but you might write
officially. Say that for the sake of 'the
Cause '-and mind you write Cause with a
capital C-you don't want the Lyceum to be
shut up. You may add
"
"What?"
"Something about me being in a low desponding way, and you don't know what
n1ightn't happen if I was likely to be taken
,,
up.
"if the lady is at all tender 'arted," observ~d the barber, " that ought to br:ing her to
1

book."
"I don't believe much in writing or plead~
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ing for the :cause. I think if I were to put on
my bonnet and go at once to 1\frs. Blount,
telling her the simple truth, that would b.e
more likely to interest her.'' .
· "Do it then."
The active little secretary did it. She was
off like a shot.
''If I was you," moralised tbe hairdresser,
"I.should marry that 'ere little 'voma.n. She'd
be the one to help one out of a 'obble.,..
The poor man bad been in so many
"'obbles,". as he termed them, himself, that he
could not help sympathising with Blathersby,
and invited him, nothing loth, to share his
humble dinner of pork and greens in ~fiss
~light's absence.
"The lady 'ave condescended once or twice
lately to jine our frugal meal, and I shall put
by some dinner for her to-day. I hope she
won't walk all the way to Maider 'Ill."
Mr. Blathersby thought it was very likely
she would ; and as a matter of fact she did, so
that it was late in the afternoon when, she
I'
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returned. To Mr. Blathersby's astonishment,
she was accon1panied by Mr. Campbell.
" Now. I daresay y~u wonder what has
brought me here, l\Ir . .Blathersby, and possibly
you are somewhat jealous of my escorting
Miss Flight. I remember when you laid me
open to the attacks of the green-eyed monster
by sitting next to my wife-before she was my
wife-at a certain dark seance."
. }.fr. Blathersby and 1\iiss Flight both
blushed in the most promising way ; but the
little editor's spirits· had not so far revived,
even under the genial influenc.e of the pork
and greens, as to enable him to ·indulge in his
favourite cachinnation.
How strange it was that everybody seemed
to see a natural :fitness of things in a marriage
between himself and Miss Flight!
"I find the Supernatural Lyceum is in
straits."
"Considerably," said Mr. Blathersby.
"Rent in arrear?''
" Slightly.''
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" Landlord pressing?"
"On the cont~ary," answered :hir. Bla~4ersby,
~'he is most consider~te, which makes me all
the more sorry that he should be a loser. n
"He shall not."
·

Those words brought new courage to the
despondent spirits of Mr. Blathersby.· He was
glad, at all events, to feel t11at his host would
be compensated for the pork and greens.
''.Don't think me indelicate, Mr. Blathersby,
if I make proposals to you which you can of
course accept or reject at your discretion
"
Mr. Blathersby murmured something to the
effect that beggars must not be choosers.
"But I don't \vant to put the matter upon
such an ungenerous footing as that. I want
to help you-my mother-in-law wants to help
you for her dead husband's sake; and, of
course, I should like to do it in my own particular way ; but, as I said, if you don't like· my
,,
way, n_ame your own-" Thanks."
" You said your game was played out here.
Is it so?"
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"Utterly."
" And in the case of the All ti- Christian ?"
" Worse still."
"I'll pay off the ealls upon that paper, take
it at a reasonable valuation, and continue you
as e<litor at a fair salary, on one condition."
" \Vhat is that?"
" That you <lrop iihe first two syllables of the
name. Make it the Christian, and let it be a
good healthy orgam of 1\Iuscular Religion.
There is room for such a journal. \Vill you

do this?"
"vVillingly."
" Could you ccmscieutiously edit such a
paper.?''
"Quite. I have learnt my lesson from my
brief connexion with unbelief as-pardon me
if I am wrong-I think your wife has."
· ''You are not wrong, but quite right. I am
glad to see the process repeated in your case.
These seem nice rooms."
"Very nice."
" And the man is a. good fellow, you say?"

"'l'horoughJy."

x
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"Would it be a bad spec to contin.u e them
as a penny reading-room? I don't mind joining you in such a speculation, 1'1:iss Flight, on
equitable terms. I am a regular man of
business, you know, and looking carefully after
Number One in a11 these mat,ters. There nlust
be a sort of connexion here, too. '¥hat say
you? Will you drop the Spiritualistic element
-which doesn't seem to answer-and go in
for general literatur~ ?''
"I shall only be too happy."
''Your energy impressed me so fa"Vourably,"
continued Mr. Campbell, "that I could not help ·
feeling, if I were a young man-say, like 1'1r.
Blathersby-with my way to make in the
world, you are just the helpmeet I should
c11oose to pioneer me along."
Still the same idea! Everybody was for
marrying them out of hand. Blathersby deter~ined to yield to destiny, and propose that
very evening. His star was in the ascendant,
and he thought Miss Flight quite as nice as
she thought hi~. Why dela~?
The little hairdresser was had up and
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squared. He quite went in for the conversion
of his first.floor to the purpose contemplated
by the rector.
"It'll keep things quieter, and pay better in
the long run, depend upon it," he said. "My
opinion is, that if spirits has anything to do
with these matters, they're a low lot."
"I quite agree with you, my good friend,"
said the rector. '' Then I'll reckon on you to
have. the sign painted out here, Miss Flight;
and you, Mr. Blathersby, to get the iirst four
letters sawn off from the Anti-Christian board.
One word, ])fiss Flight," and he whispered,
" Don't put your name as proprietress just yet.
You may change it, you know, and that would
lead to fresh expense. Oh yes, I'm the very
incarnation of business !"
}.IIiss Flight blushed and deprecated the
idea. But that very night, nevertheless, she
promised to be Mrs. Blathersby.
•

x 2

CfIAPTER XIX.
COMFORTING THE WIDOW.
~o have I RN ' ll

t he s un

ki ~s fo e

frozen earth, which was

bound up with t he images of d '::'ath, a11J t he colder breath of
the north ; and then t be w ater~ l.lr~ n k from t h eir enclos ures,
and melt wit h joy and r un in useful cha nnels.
J ER.l:':MY TULOR.

T told her of t he knight t hat wore
U pon his shield a burning brand ;
AuJ t hat for ten long yea rs he wooeu
The L ady of the Land.
I told her ho'v he pined ; and ah !

'!'be deep, t he ]ow, t he pleading tone,
' Vith wh ich I !!ang anoth er 's love,
Interpreted my own.- COLERIDGE.

1U111HILE other.s were marrying a.nd giving

WI!

in marriage, the Rev. William Ball
was pursuing the eYen tenor of his
way at St.. Thomas Didymus'. P erhaps he
felt his bachelor re~iden ce a shade more dull
when his confrere left l1im alone once more,
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and carried his ben.utiful bride off to his
sequestered country parsonage. It was tn.ntalising, too, t.o see everybody else pairing off
around, and still to find himself standing alone
in the midst. But wlien he felt a fit of the
blues coming on, he set to work a little more
resolutely than ever ; took a fresh spurt at
parochial visiting, or started some stiff subject
to read at the British 1\{useurn, and soon, as he
said, got himself straight again.
"It's astonishing,'' he - remarked to Dr.
}1.ason, "what an antidote Muscular Christianity is to any love-sick ideas or sentimen-

tality of any kind."
".Ah, my dear sir," sighed the poor old
bachelor malgre lui, "it's all very well for you,
who are unwounded by Cupid's dart, to preach
equanimity to the stricken deer. Wait till
you're hit, sir- wait till you're hit."
''How do you know I've not been hit,
doctor? ~ow can you tell I was not deeply
in love with 1\1aud Blount, and ready to smite
Campbell under the fifth rib when he carried

her off from me?"
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"1tfaud, indeed! A nice little doll, of
course; but what is Maud compared with her
mamma? If ever two beings were cut out for
on·e another by destiny, I do believe it is myself
and that beautiful widow. Yet she flies in the
face of fate, sir-flies in the face of fate, and
persistently refuses me~"
"Well, supposing I had been hit in that
quartar, then, since you don't· hold :Maud
capable of committing 'much havoc in a middleaged bachelor's breast."
'' In that case, .l\Ir. Ball, there could be
nothing for it, but you and I should be found
somewhere at the bottom of a frightful precipice locked in each other's arms in a death
struggle. Don't joke about it, sir ; I can't
bea.r to hear another's name associated with
her to whoru I have so often offered my hand
and heart.".
" Often I What, have you 'proposed more
than once?"
"I am always proposing, sir. I live in an
atmosphere of offers and rejections. She refuses me daily. I have never actually, and in
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set terms, done so on more than one memorable occasion; but I look-I lano-uish-and
0
she, sir, she understands it all . "
"Yet remains obdurate. Well, I tell you
what I should do. I should look elsewhere.
'!'here are buxom widows in the world besides
Mrs. Blount."
"Mr. Ball," said this aged Adonis, "don't
act th~ traitor. There mayn't be any preci·
pices in your parish, but there are in the Alps,
in the Andes, in the Rocky Mountains, and
down one of these inevitably we go, if yuu
display a symptom of double-dealing."
Mr. Ball really began to doubt whether the
olcl man was not getting a little off 11is head
on the subject, but be assured the doctor his
aavice was disinterested. He was going to
dine with Mrs. Blount that very day, he said,
and would prove his sincerity by pleading Dr.
lr'Iason's cause if he liked.
" No, now will you ?" exclaimed the poor
lover, with new ardour. "I should never
have dreamed of asking you ; in fact, I am
not sure now that I am not being hoodwinked
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-in which . case~· precipices for two at oncebu_t I kno~\r how much power the clergy have in
these ca.ses, and I'm blan1ed if I don't trust you."
: · That was the strongest oath the doctor ever
indulged in, and the use of it as an expletive
showed he was very much in earnest indeerl.
The incumbent of St. Thomas Di<lymus' wns
duly sensible of the delicate charge committed
to him ; but there was another reflection which
. weighed even yet more powerfully with him,
and that was a haunting doubt as to whether
he had done right in coquetting with the·
1.Vtodern Mystery to the extent he had done,
and inoculating the minds of his parishioners
with his ideas. As far as he and such a man
as Mr. Campbell were concerned, he saw that
there was no great harm to be done. They
could look at the subject quite dispassionately ;
but he was m;tonished to find how few men,
how far fewer women, could do this. They
took sides, pro or con., and directly they did
so they seemed to bid farewell to their sober
senses, and turn into mad partisans. He had
been especially shocked to hear from Maud's
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own lips what havoc the new opinions had
made with her faith. He had hoped the
reverse. .He knew she went in (as she
would phrase it) for that amount of scepticiRn1
which many young ladies affect as though
it were an evidence of strong-mindedness ;
and he thought, as he told her, that the demonstrative evidence claimed by Spiritualism
would exactly meet her case. Had it fulfilled
its pretensions it might have done so, but
there had bP.en such an amount of chicanerywhether it were exceptional or not he could
not tell-mixed up w~th their experiences,
that he knew the result must be bad. The
prop 11e had ·chosen gave way and pierced his
hand. However, Maud was married ; and he
knew he could trust Campbell to do the work
he had failed in. With regard to the widow,
he had noticed to his sorrow how all her time·
-and 11e suspected a good deal of her moneyhad been wasted on professional n1ediums. He
had tried to reason with her as delicately as he
could; but she wa~ almost rude to him whenever he crossed her inclinations in this respect.
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She bade him not forget that he had brought
the subject of Spiritualism before her. She
embraced it as part of his teaching fron1 the
pulpit. Now, she said, he was gi v~ng up his
own tenets, blowiug hot and cold in the same
breath. It was no use for him to assu1·e her
that he had not changed in the slightest
degree. ·It was a very different thing, he
urged, to believe in Spiritualism, and to
believe in every spiritualist and credit every
medium beforehand wit~ sincerity. It was
a matter in which peculiar circumspection
was necessary; and he saw to his chagrin that
he had' unwittingly put a two-edged sword in
the hands of n1any of his friends, with which
they wounded both themselves and him.
There was no difficulty, then, in bringing
the subject round to the desired ch_a nnel in the
course of the dinner, at which he was present
on such short invitation. All were anxious to
unbosom on the subject~ and even Blobbs was
so interested in the conversa.tion that he was
perpetually forgetting his duties, and bringing
the symposium to a standstill.
~
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"I a.m going to call our church St. Thomas
Cranmer's, instead of St. Thomas Didymus', for
the future," said the widow, in a tone of goodhumoured badinage. "You know, I suppose,
Willie," she added, "that yo:ur good friend here
has recanted on the subject of Spiritualism?"
"I would drink my friend's health in a
bumper on the spot,_ though I think that a
custom more honoured in the breach than the
observance, if I could believe that he had
suddenly returned into the ways of common
sense in that matter," said the rector.
"Then I think you had better ask Blobbs to
fill our glasses, bumpers round, as you winebibbers say,'' replied the hostess.
The mention of his name recalled the
domestic to a sense or cluty ; but he had
no notion what was expected of hii:rt, and
handed somebody the bread at a venture.
"No," continued Mr. Ball, "I have not altogether changed, pe1·haps not at all changed,
my o~n opinion as to the po~sible value of
Spiritualism. I think it may be useful to
some classes of minds, as supplying that
i
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demonstrative evidence without which they
cannot believe. I used it in one such case"and he looked earnestly at Mrs. Campbell.
"With what success?'' asked the widow.
'' Utter failure. No success at all."
" Do I know the case?''
"You do."·
"'\Vhy make a mystery about it?" asked
l\frs. Campbell. ·"Every body kn0ws the case
wns mine. I believed, firmly as l\iir. Ball did,
that this exceptional revelation, as I dee1ned
it, was specially designed to meet the case of
pert young misses like myself, and that I was
made a medium in order to bring about 1ny
conversion by a special miracle. Blobbs, will
you give me some fish, please? I am waiting
patiently."
" I beg yom· pardon, miss."
If Maud had been a grandmamma, Blobbs
would have still given her that 1naidenly title.
He was utterly absorbed in her moral diagnosis, nnd had quite forgotten to serve her in
consequence.
" I now find, thanks to this big boy here,"
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said 1\iiaud, looking proudly at her husband,
" that, like }I. Jourdain, I ha Ye heen a
Spiritualist all my life without knowing it.
As things have turned out, it has done me
no harm-rather good, perhaps; but I dread
to think what would have happened if this
lord and master of mine had been a religious
Bluebeard, and sternly forbade me to sit-an
Enoch Trees, breathing fire and brimstone at
e\1ery sentence, or a pseudo-scientific Dr.
l\Iason--"
"By the way, don't let me forget, please,
that .I have a private message to you, :.Mrs.
Blount, from Dr. l\fason, before I leave," said
~Ir.

Ball.

"Another offer, mother," laughed the rector.
"How many times to-day has that trusty
cavalier plied his suit ? vVell, ~laud, had I
been such a moral tyrant, what would you
have done?"
" Defied you, of course ; fancied myself a
martyr; been de.veloped to any extent, and one
of the best mediums in London by th]s time."
· " If you had not sought the conge~ial
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retreat of Bedlam or Hanwell in the interim,"
said lier husband.
''As I coufess I very probably should have
done."
Mrs. Blount took advantage of Blobbs's
temporary absence from the room to request
that the discussion might be adjourned until
dessert. He was so · interested in it that he
had not only forgot.ten his duties, but done
incalculable damage among the crockery and
glass during his fits of ab~rration.
It seemed to be agreed on all hands, except
perhaps ~I rs. Blount's, who made a feint of
dying very hard, that, while Spiritualism
might be useful in a few exceptional cases, it
was like alcoholic stimulants or opiates, very
well if used discreetly, but sadly calculated to
do more harm than good when used in excess.
as, by its very nature, it was certain to be used.
"So you must preach your recantation, my
boy," said Mi:. Campbell, "as publicly as you
preached your new doctrines."
"I shall do so frankly and outspokenly,
W i·11·ie.,,
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" That I mn sure you will, if you are con''inced it's right."
" Thanks. Now will you and your wife go
upstairs and.play.a connubial game of cribba~e,
or bill and coo in a way I hear you have not
yet given up? I will ask Mrs. Blount to sit
with me over the wine a few minutes while I
deliver Mason's message."
"Don't you believe him, mother," said Mr.
Campbell, rising and preparing to follow his
wife. " He looks dangerous to-night. I don't
believe he's come to plead that poor old baffer's
case a bit. Don't you believe hi.m, afte·r the
mean way in which he has turned round about
. ''
your 1ast mania.
"This is quite an unusual capacity for· me
to appear in, dear Mrs. Blount," said l\Ir.
Ball, breaking the ice determinedly, "but it is
exactly as the young people surmised. I am
commissioned by Dr. l\iTason to renew his offer

t o you. "
The widow smiled.
c: Really you must not laugl1 at him, poor·
old man. He is terribly in earnest. We are
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to lie at the bottom of a precipice, locked in a
death struggle, if I do not perform my mission
faithfully."
"So bad as that? But I hope t~at d1·eadful
fate is not contingent on your success ; because,
even to obviate that, I could not possibly
say ' Yes.' I esteem Dr. 1'Iason very much, as
you know, and should be very sorry that even
this persistent following-up of his really ridiculous proposal should make the slightest
difference in our friendship and association."
Do you really think it ridiculous?''
" Do you know ·I feel a little aggrieved at
that question? I am not a young 'voma.n.
I am nob so silly as to be unaware that I
have fallen into the sere and yellow leaf;
but-I can speak boldly to you-look at me,
and say whether you think I am quite old
enough for lJr. J\fason ?"
1'Ir. Ball did look. He indulged himself
with a long, steady, admiring ga?.e, and was
fain to confess that Dr. 11ason's offer was preposterous.
"At least let me tell him that no other
H
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occupies the place in your affections that he
covets for himself.
You do not wish to
change your state-do not mean to marry, in

fact."
"What right has Dr. Mason to require any
such assurance from me?" lvirs. Blount said.
"IYiy negative answer puts him out of court."
" But it does not put me out of court."
"You are simply Dr. 1\IIason's advocate."
Mr. Ball was not quite so sure of that, as
thi11gs had turned out.·
" Supposing I throw up my brief, then ; or
i·ather, since that case is over, supposing that
I address the court on iny own account. Will
you tell me whether you would care to change
your state ?"
"That depends."
" Of course it depends on the right man
being in the right place.

If I pleaded on my
own account, might I hope to do so with
success?"
"Think of the precipice l"
" I do, ancl defy it. Dear Mrs. Blount, let
me offer you my hand.,,
y
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" .And your heart?"
" Do you think I would insult you by offer.:.
ing one without the other ?"
" :No ; I do not. But before you pres:s me
for n1y answer, will you reply to one question?"
1
" To any you like to ask me."
" :Did you love Maud ?"
'' I did. How did you guess that?"
" ·w omen see these things more quickly
than n1en fancy. .And you suppressed :your
f eeli1ags
"
" :Because I felt I was old enough to be her

father."
''.And gave her to Willie."
"-whom I knew was in every way calculated
to m.ake her happy. Was I not right?"
" ~Dear, noble man," said the widow, as her
eyes filled with hap·py tears; and she placed
her hand tenderly in his.
".A.nd will the mother grant me a love
which may be a truer reflection of my own
than any I could have dared to expect rrom
the daughter?"
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Take with it my
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Thus did that audacious ecclesiastic brave
the horrors of the threatened precipice. The
announcement was scarcely unexpected when
they entered the drawing-room, hand in hand,
and told the young folks of the turn events
,
had taken.
"Rash woman!" said the rector. "I told
you not to believe him. Rasher tnan ! Was
it in vain that Mr. Weller put on record that
historic warning, 'Samivel, my boy, bevare
of the vidders ?' 1Vhat are you going to do
with that fiery old doctor ? I suppose I shall
have to manage him, shau't I? All these
little jobs fall upon me, from shutting up a

Supernatural Lyceum down-or up-t.o per·
forming the same office on an erotic old
bachelor. I begin to wish I was Lack in
Briarwood again.''
The poor old doctor bore his disappoint·
ment bravely. If she was not to come to
himself, he would rather ~he went to some
1'. 2
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good fe1low like Ball, than moped and pined
a·way all by herself.
"I know how lonesome it is from bitter
expe1rience," he added, with quite a dash of
pathos, to J\1r. Campbell ; "but it's a se·ttler
for me this tim e. I ought to have known I

was much too aged a ~Iethuselah for such a
respl•endent creature as that to throw heirself
a.way upon. Tell lier I said ~o, and th:at I
only stipulate I shall a.ct in loco parentis at
her wedding and give her away, whiclb. I
begin to think at my time of life is a more
becoming capacity for me to act in than
trying to keep her myself."
" ][ can promise you that, I am sure."

CHAPTER XX.
EXOllCI SlN U THE SPIRITS.
Mn.n the twofold ('reature a pprehends
'J'he twofold 1.nanner in anLl outwarLUy,
An•l noth ing iu the world comes si.ugle to hiw,
A. mere it self . . . . .
All patterns of what shall be in the M o unt!
. . . . E a rth's crammell with HeaYe11 ,
And every common bush afi re with G1Jd.
A llllUl{A L.t:IGll.

~~ CE

n1ore the year has wa11ed, and
~ the Christmas festivities are over at
Briarwood R ectory. lVIr. an d ~1[ rs.
Ball have heeu there, of course, and t he incumbent of St. Thomas D idymu:' exc1ianged
duties with the assistant curate at Briarwood
on the afternoon of Chr1stmas Day, for the
expres~ purpoRe of preaching over again to the
congregation in the little Surrey village the
sermon he had gi"en his own people in the '
morning.
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Describing the halo of sign and wonder
which surrounded that Great Birthday, he told
them how once upon a time, and not so long
ago, he had thought tbat these events were
not so exceptional as we had once believed.
He thought it would corroborate the Golden
Legend, ift it could be proved that it was
being perpetually acted over again-that each
nativity was thus angel-tended-every existence thus an incarnation in the same. high
sense as the one they were com~emorating.
He found he had been in error, and he
hastened to confess it. True, indeed, it was
that the Biography they commenced that day
was the Biography of the Model-Man; but it
was the Biography of more than a Model-Man.
Once he thought that these same signs and
wonders, which starred the Good Tidings in
every page, were being lite1·a1ly repeated in
our midst, and that we had only to exercise
care and discrimination in separating the
wheat from the chaff. There had always
•.
been, he used to say, Moses and the magi-:cians, Paul and the sons of Sceva. That, he
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found, was but a cold, dead literalism. Here,
in the Golden Legend, was the true ; there,
in the 1\iodem 1\fystery, was the fa]se. He
did not say that no good could con1e of it,
because he felt that, in his own case, the
s:lender element of supernaturalism which he
st.ill believed to exist in this new c1·eed
quickened his hold on the truths of reve·
lation. But he was bound to say that he
feared such an experience was ratllier the
exception than the rule.
"A very creditable recantation," :said the
~;ector.
''Cranmer burnt off that offending
right hand of his with inimitable pluck at
last; but how in the world you ev1er could
have accepted that farrago of charlatanism
and diablerie as a new or supplement2try i·eve]!ation beats me hollow, Ball."
"And will probably do so still. I can see
it all plainly as though it were written down
for me in a book; and thoroughly believe
~the experience I have gone through has been
:a most wholesome discipline for me. Just as
you wonder hqw I could ever accept the
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revelation, so do I wonder how it failed to
strike you in the same light as it did- shall
I say it does ?-me.''
" ·what, Cranmer going to pull that scorehed
handl back ?"
" ~No. I see my mistake. I gave out my
crude theories prematurely to those who, I
ought to ha.ve known, would be sure to con.vert
them into hobby-horses and ride them to de?ath.
I ought to have shown them-as I meant to
show them-that this possible element of good
in the farrago, which you unfairly limited to
cbar"latanism and diablerie, was all existent in
their own creed and ritual."
''Instead of which, you showed it to tbem
emb1)dieu in a Buncombe, a Pugsby, a :Blathersby
''
" .Poor folks ! Don't run t~1rough my
hagiology. It was my fault, not theirs. Given
the data I laid down, it was inevitable -that
such a superstructure should be raised on the
foundation."
" ·w ell. The spirits you have raised have
abandoned you. All the b~tter for you, and
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then1 too perhaps. You, their Prospero, their
archimage, are the last to come back to common
sense. However, better la:te than never."
"It's a dreadful thing to have . to say,
Campbell," observed 1'1r. Ball at dinner on
Christmas Day, "but there seems some kind
of occult connexion between liymen and
sanity on these subjects. We all, male and
fen1ale, went in more or less for mania in
reference to Spiritualism while we were single,
and became clothed and in our right mind soon
after we were married. Evidently Providence
meant people to be married. Eh, wife?''
Mrs. Ball, however, only looked an a~sent
more eloquent than words.
''You were a long time finding out that very
self-evident truth, wasn't he, mother? I like
to call you mother now, if only to raise a suspicion of Ball being my venerable father. But
I demur to your assertion, Ball. I have never
wavered, married or single, have I?''
"No rule without an exception. You are,
of course, the pattern of consistency."
"And our dear old friend, Dr. Mason. You
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l1ave never wavered, have .,vou, doctor?" Of
course the doctor was present at that Christmas
dinner.
" Never ; and if tnatrimony is necessary to
bring a.bout my conversion, I never shall now,
since that perverse lady refused me and
accepted yonder clerical weathercock."
"One for you, Ball. Bravo, doctor!"
u Hush, dear," said Mrs. Can1pbell.
"Do I
not hear t 11e voice of a more potent spirit
than even Hymen ? Was not that baby ?"
For there was another baby. Little Effie
had come just in time to be rather an uncomfortable adjunct to the Yuletide festivities.
l\1amma just got down in time to be present;
but the baby kept her on the qui vive continually. Her principal mission seemed to be
crying. The nurse was optin1istic, and said it
was a dispensation of Providence " to open
the lungs." Effie's lungs must ha.ve been very
open indeed. At all events, this new mortal
showed no symptoms of developing into· a
new immortal, as her brother had done.
Another Yuletide comes ; and little Effie is
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promoted to the dignity of a high chair at the
Christmas feast. The company is the same as
of old. Mrs. Ball looks, if anything, a shade
younger than before. Dr. Mason drops asleep
at rather an earlier stage in dessert. All our
friends are progi·essing. The Penny Newsroom has flourished, and begins to pay a dividend. The Christian, supported by our Muscular parson, is developing into a Broad Ohurch
organ, though it eschews the name, which
average people are apt to confound with latitudinarianism. .iYir. Blathersby begins to get
ftit and develop sinew. He is strongly of
opinion that his ,vife is the very best in the
world, and that Mr. Campbell was a veritable
deus etc machina when he supervened upon the
pork and greens on that day of anxiety and
distress. He would never have done so if that
wonderfully energetic little wife of his had not
gone to fetch him.
Blathersby is by no means a bad fellow in his
way, though foredoomed to be uxorious. If
he had met with a bad wife instead of a good
one he would inevitably have been henpecked.
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He never commits himself in public; but in
the privacy of the domestic circle, when he has
had half a glass of something warm (which is
all his wife allows him, for his head is not
stroi:ig), he gives it as his opinion · that paid
mediums are, on the whole, a shaky set; but
the chief fault he says lies with the British
public, which is so extremely gullible as to
ofter "a premium on dishonesty."
"Poor .old Pugsby, to wit," he would say,
when mellowing with his modicum of gin and
water-" 'ot," as he would persist in terming
it-" was a real medium. But 'tis not in
mortals to command success. She did moreshe manufactured it. If sperrits did not con1e,
she had a nimble toe and
flexible voice.
Trance was sometimes real ; but it was fatally
susceptible of simulation, and occasionally had
to b~ laid on to order."
"'!'hen really you come round to my. opinion
after all," said the rector of Briarwood, " that
there is a possible fraction of truth in these
manifestations~ with a large preponderance of
falsehood."

a
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"Somewhat like the proverbial needle in
the traditional bundle of hay,'' said Mr. Blathersby, who, by the way, dubbed himself by
his incognito no longer, but went in for simple
Saxon Johnson.
" Is the needle worth hunting for. ?" asked
the rector.
"It's open to question," replied his editor.
" Great cry and little wool in any case, even if
there is any wool at all."
"Fancy Blathersby, the ex-proprietor of
the Supernatural Lyceum, enunciating such a
dogma. "
"Say rather, please," said the sprightly
little wife, " Johnson, the present editor of
the Christian, and proprietor of the most
flourishing Penny Newsroom in London."
"Where all the young bloods come to see his
p1·etty wife take in the ' browns,' as they term
them," observ·ed her husband enthusiastically. ·
" Never n1jnd, dear, as long as they come."
" I'm not proud," he replied.
"But you ought to be proud, sir," she said;
" and you are proud, you know it."
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Johnson, the many-named, was fain to
confess that he did feel an honest pride in the
circumstance.
"I'll tell you what is the most painful experience I have had for some time-since the
Anti-Christi'an, Supernatural Lyceum, and eleemosynary pork-and-green days, at all events,"
he added.
" What is that ?"
" The appearance of poor Enoch Trees at
the· office of the Christian. He wanted to .do
a little penny-a-lining, and I sa.id I would
take anything I could."
"ls there anything particularly painful in
that?'' asked the proprietor of the Christian.
"Not at all; or my existence would have
been one prolonged agony," replied his editor.
"But l went on to the Newsroom."
"To see that your young wife \Vas col1ecting
'browns,' and not flirting with young bloods,"
suggested ~laud.

"Perhaps."
" What happened there P"
" Who should come in but the same Enoch
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Trees, asking to be registered as a ' facemedi um., He was a little disconcerted when
he saw µie; but proceeded to say that the
hop season was an uncommonly bad one, and he
was on his beam-ends. I did what was
necessary, of course; declined his invitation
to 'wet 1 the meeting at a Temple of Bacchus,
and adYised him to give up spirits altogether.
He mistook my meaning, and thought I was
alluding to alcoholic stimulants. 'Too late,'
he said; 'I live on 'em now.' ' On spirits?'
I said. 'Yes; mostly gin. It comes cheapest.
1\iy mind was relieved, for I thought he meant
" spirit8 of a different kind."
" Then do you really think Spiritualism
worse than dram-drinking?" asked the rector.
"In the privacy of the domestic circle, and
without any harsh critics to point the finger
at my former pursuits, I do," said the editor
of the Christian.
"Valuable testimony that, Maud," said
Mr. Camp bell.
u I did not nP.ed it, dear Willie.
Mamma
does not need it now. We thought difl'erently
1
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once-most of us-all of us but vVillie; but
we know better now."
"Poor old Dr. Mason," said l1rs. BalJ,
"would have claimed exemption too. He was
with us last Christmas Day."
"I wonder whether he would give us a
rn.p, if we we'nt in for an extempore seance
now," suggested Mrs. Campbell.
"!faud, my dear, I am sure that was Effie,"
said her hus.band.
It was Effie. She knew the potency of that
far from spiritual voice of hf.rs; and she felt
neglected. On her baby face lived the lineaments of the departed one, whom, in no super·~
stitious spirit, the parents thought the spirits
had taken from them years ago:
Yuletides come and go; and· Effie is the
good fairy in that quiet home. They need
no invocation to summon the angels around
them. There is always an angel in the house,
tlrn double, it sometimes appears to them, of
their dead darling.
1\iir. Ball has risen in. popular estimation
since he gave up preaching bogey, as some of
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his congregation irreverently termed it. St.
Thomas Didymus' was .not ·a rich living; and,
although his wife's income raised him above
need, Mr. Ball would have . liked something
better. He would certainly have got the
parish in which St. Thomas' was situate ; but
the Bishop's . son-in-law, a pale.faced priest of
twenty-four, was promoted over his · head.
What are parochial experiences when weighed
in the balance agai:rist the supreme merit of
having married one of a numerous family of
episcopal daughters ?
He solved the problem at last by purchasing
of a clerical agent a " valuable piece of
preferment," advertised in the Ecclesiastical
Gazette, with an incumbent aged eighty-seven
and afflicted with rheumatism. He died opportunely, and Mr. Ball was promoted by merit
after all. Merit in his case, as in very many
others,. meant a good round sum of Jl'.lOney.
Effie is still mistress of the . situation at
Briarwood Rectory. Her right there is :none
to dispute. She is j.ust a wee bit spirituelle
and delicate. The · one· haunting fear he1·
z
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mother has is lest by any chance she should.
turn out "mediumistic."
The latest news from the Western World is
that Pugsby has ~urned up, but abstains fron1
<lP-claring himself. Like an unromantic Enoch
Arden, he remains ju the background, a~d
levies qlack-mail from time to time on his
former wife, who is flourishing with her reputed husband.
The .last .news
. of Mr. Enoch Trees. is that
.
he is a determi~ed Good Templar, stumping
the country in the interests of that rising
body of social :reformers.
· Thus do the ~pirits, technically so called,
die out in all respects from our story ; but
the good spirit.s ~re there, as ~hey always a.re,
where innoce~t ~hildren, good wives, brave,
strong husbands do their allotted work in this
world. µittle Effie, it would seem, exorcised
all the rest. She literally " put their noses
out/' and has finally taught her mothe1~ the
great lesson that one need not sit at tables, or
sing " Shall w~ gather," see faces, or hea.r
voices, to ~ssure us that the good angels
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are about our path and bed. The truest,
deepest love is often the most silent, the
best friends are the most undemonstrative.
The dear spirits are none the less around
us because no voice breaks the stillness, no
touch reveals them to us. Far better such
eloquent silence, such noisel~ss access, than
the squeaking of Peter, the howling of John
King, or the hired services of mediums at a
.
,,
.g uinea a seance.

TIIE END.
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The ''"~ried man of business and the tired stuJent can take up
"Tinsleys'" anti tiud genuine recreation.

Published every ) I ontlt, price One Shilling.
The first E ighteen Volumes are now re:i.dy, el~~an tly bound in cloth gilt,
price 8s~ pet· volurue, containing
COKPLETE NOVELS BY THE FOLLOWING POPULAR AUTHORS :

B. L. FARJ EON.
M EIS. H EN RY WOOD.
E DMUND Y ATES.
J AMES GRANT .
MRs. J . H . R I DDELL.
THO.MAS HA RDY.
W. H . RU:SSELL, L L.D.
WIL LI AM BLACK.
TINSLEY BTIOTHERS, 8,

JUSTI N McCARTHY.
l\lns. CASHEL H OEY.
F LORENCE MAltRYAT.
:.\IORLEY FARROW.
FRANK BA R RETT.
J~OSA NOUCHETTE CARL
GUY LI VINGSTONE.
&c.
&c.
&c.
CATHERI ~E

STREET, STnAND.

Now l:.JUDY, a. Chc:i.p Edition of

LONDON

RELIGIOUS

LIFE.

By the Rev. C. MAURICE DAVIES, D.D.
The 11101t cqmplde, 11aluable, and. intff'cstfog Jllorl: on London Religiou& Life
ever publitl&cd. A& a work of 1·eference it iB invaluable.
Spirit Faces, Mediums, At a Dark Circle, The WalwoTth 1umpers~
Jumpers off the Jump, Moody and Sankeyism, A i>rize.Fighter's
Sermon, The Jubilee Singen, A Mozoomdaic Sermon,
The Music of the Spheres, &c.
Now ready, 1st and 2nd Series, complete in 1 vol., 6s.

UNORTHODOX LONDON; or, ·Phases of Religious
Life in the Meti·opolis.

By the Rev. C.

MAUBICK

DAVIES, D.D.

Mr. Davies, in the most plain, simple, mntter--0f-fact wny, tells us exactly whnt he snw
o:i each occ:ision. The ruult is a most interesting volume. We have lel't m:LDy of Mr.
Davle3's chi:pters unnot.icecl, but all of them \'/ill re.pay perusal."-.dtlunaum.

CON TENTS.
SERIES I.
South Plllce Cbnpel, Finsbury.
Mr. Conwny on Maulnl.
Colonel Wentworth Higginson on Dnddhn.
Unitarl1111lsm.
A Relij?ious •Epoch.'
A Snnd:iy Lecture by Professor lluilC!J".
'fabernacles.

Tabem:icle B:i.ntera.
A Po.stor'e Farewell.

The WAlworth Jumpers.
Jumpers olf the Jump.
The Dible Chriatluis.
The Surrey Taberuacle.
The Particulnr Baptists.
The United Presbyterians.

High Mass in Sonthw.uk.
'l'enebrm.

Taking the Veil.

Beception of a Sister ot lfercy.
Cribs.
The Passionbt Fathers at mgbgate.
'1.'he Greek ChW'Ch in Lo11dcn Wall.
SERIES II.
'Ibe Westminster Council.

'Ibe Pontigny

Pilgrima~e.

A• Catholic' Univemty Collt'gc.

Moody·nnd-Sanlte,Um.
A New Iconoclast.
Mr. Revell at Lndbrooke Ball.
A Revised Pnyer Book.

Mr. Newton at Dayswater.
A Quakers' Meetlrlg.

A Greek E:isterlide.
In a French Pnstare.
A Priu-Flghter's Sermon.
Great Tribulation.
A. La.dy-Prencbcr at the Polytechuic.
The Merchant's Ledure.
Bramoism in London.

Dr. Cumming on tbc Present and Future.

The Jubilee Singers.

The Cnlholic .Apostolic Church.

The New Jerusalem Church.
The New Jerusalem Ohurch on SpiriUsm.
The Plymouth Brethren.

Dr. Cumming in Crown Court.

of Europe.
Surrey Chapel.

So.torclo.y with the Seventh-Doy Do.ptists.
The Christadelphl:i.ns.
A bJoro.viali'Senice,
F:ither Ignatius 'at Home!
.Among tbe • Joan1111s.'
'l'be Sandemanllllls.
The Plumstead • Pcculfars.'
A Sermon to Felons.

Jucla.ism.

Syn~ogue Service.

Blessaog the Palms.
.Passion-Tide at Kensington.

A :Mozoomdar'a Sermon.

A CampMologlco.l Concert.

Ladies on Liberty.
At the City Temple.
A Presidentia.1 Sermon.
A Free Christinn Cbur<lh.
A Scotch S3nod in London •

Communion Sunda.3.

•

Bre:ikfast with E:nl1 Christi:1nc.
The Jewish New Year aud Day of Atone.

ment.

Humanitarianism.

Modem Quakers.
At Sunday SchooL
Appeudlx.
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Now READY, a. Cheap Edition of

LONDON

REL I GI 0

urs

LIFE.

By the Rev. c; MAURICE DAVIES, D.D.
The most compltte, t•aluable, and interesting Work on London Religious Life
~er published. .Js a worl~ of refcre11ce it is invaluable.
Silent Service, W a tch-night, Midnight Mass, Extraordinary Services,
An Ortbodox Spirit Seance, Father Ignatius on R evivalism,
Mr. Haweis with the Sunday League, A Home of
Compassion, The London Mission of 1874, &c.
Now rendy, 1st and 2nd Series, complete in 1 vol., 6s.

ORTHODOX LONDON; or, Phases of Religious Life
in the Church of Engfand. By the Rev. C. l\IA.URtCE DAVIBS, D.D.
"It reflects in ll very comprehensive way some of the le11.dinc; nspects or religious th ou;:ht
In the Church of Engl:i.od at the presrnt time, and conbins a number or literllf)' phtitu•
~rophs-if the phr:ise m:iy be llllo\Ted- of eminent clergymen.. • • , The nuthor knows
his &ubject, llDd h:u the art of instructing his renders."-Daily Ktw1.

CONTENTS.
SERIES J,
P.ev. H. R. H:uveis at St. J amea's Chapel.
F:itber Sbntoo :it St. Alblln's.
JJ r. Forrest at Sout h Kensioi;ton.
Bel'. T. Teigumouth Shore :it Derkcl1!7
Chllpel.
Mr. Lle\vellyn D:ivies :it Christ Church,
?llorylebone.
Mr. !faguire at Clerkenwell.
De:lll Sbnl ey :it Westtninster Abbey.
<:®on I.iddon at St. Paul's.
At t be Golden Lecture.
Fll!lhion:ible £nngelicism.
Dr. Enns :it St. Al:lry·le-Strand.
The Church of En~land •Pure and Simple.'
Cllilon Miller on lllor:nrianism.
!Ir. Stoprord B:ooke on Byron's 'Cain.'
A Sc.'rmon to Medical Students.
A Second Advent Conference anll Pro·
phetlcal meeting.
Early Mass.
The •Twelve Days' :Mission.'
Jlfass at Midnight llild Mid-Day.
Doing- Decorations.
!Ildn1ght Mass.
Watch·Nhtht.
New Ye:u's Eve at St. Alba.n's.
A Silent Senice.
InnO<'ents' D:iy.
The Dattle or Convoc:i.tion.
An East-End Midnight Meeting.
A Bishop's Buri:il.
A Children's Sc"ice.

SERIES II.
The Abolition of Unorlhodory.

The Prim:ite in the City.
The Archbishop of York nt the Temple
Ch111ch.
The Bishop of LonJon at South Kensington.
The Dishop of llath :iud We!Ls:it St. Paal'&.
'Ihe Dishop of Ely on Church ~J uaic.
'Ihe Dishop ofChic.-bester on Comrnssion.
The l.liabop of .M;inchester at tho Eaat·
End.
The Dish op of Lincoln on Art.
'Ihe DishopofOxrordonMLsslonary !!olives.
The Bishop of tcipon at the Savoy.
The De:in of Xorwich on St. l:'r:i.ncis do
S:i.les.
:Father Ignatius on Rniva.lism.
Church of l::ngl:i.nd .Monka.
A Sermon on Physiology.
Mr. Haweia with tbe Sunday Le3£'11e.
'fwenty !linutes on l'r:iyer.
A Home of Compassion.
A ?lJ ayfair !lission.
An Angllc:in 'fenehr~ Service.
T be London llis•ion rt' 187,& : I. 'l'he Prep:ir:ition for the :Mission.
II. T he Day of Devotion for the Clert;y.
III. 'l'he :Minion P roper.
IV. A Cllll to Confession.
V. Services for Womcu.
VI. The Fin:il Service of Pr:iise.
The Church ia th.i New Cut.
A Hauest FestlYal in Wo.Jwortb,
An Organ Hecila.l.
.An Anglican Mass,
A Choral Wedding.
A Choral Funeral.
'l'he Flower Sermon.
Appendix,
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BEW .NOVELS BY WELL-KNOWN AUTHORS.
Now ready at every Library in the United Kingdom.

By

Rer Father's Name.

FLORENCE MARRY.AT,
Author of" Fighting the Air," "Her Lord a.nd Master," &c. 3 vols.

By

The Leaguer of Lath om.
AINSWORTH,

W ILLIA1.I HARRISON
Author of "Old St. Paul's," ''Crichton,'' &c. 8 vols.

Did She Love Him?

By JAMES GRANT, Author
"The Romance of 'Va.r," "Under the Red Dragon," &c. 3 vols.

of

Fallen Fortunes. By J AlfES

PAYN, Author of "Lost
Sir ?i!asi1ingberd," "Found Dead," "Cf:Cil's Tr.rat," "A 'Voman's ·
Vengeance," &c. 3 vols.

The Golden Butterfly.
Son of Vulcan," &c. 3 vols.

By the Authors of " This
Reprinted f~m the World.

"Replete with freshness :ind vivaclty."-Coxrl Journal,
"We don't thiDk that any one will regret having read this book."-..!cadtmy.

A. Woman's Victory.
a Lowland Sketch."

By the Author of "Elsie:

3 vols.

"Its. powerful conception is equalled by the skill or Its gr:idu11l development.''-

..!lhtnaum.
"Novel rn.ders woold do well to obtain 'A Womnn's Victory' from their library, as the
i;tor1 c1111not fall to awo.ken the liveliest emotioos.''-Coxrt Journal.
"There is " simplicity of manner and a generosity of feeJing in• A 'Voman's Victory'
which will place lt oo "very high level among the novels qf the tlme.''-Quun.

In Manbury City.

By DAVID

SIME.

3 vols.

"Merits high pr11iso for perform110ce as well ns for promise.''-Glcbe. ·
" It ls n book c:ileulated to amuse and interest the leisure hour of m1111y members of 011r
profeesioo,"-Lancrt.
•

By EDWARD G~RRE~T, ~nthor
Waters," "Occupations of a Retired Life," &c. 2 vols.

The Capel Girls.
"~y Stil~

of

" Wiil meet with extensive sympathy. A. religious spirit pcrwe:i.tes every ch:tptcr.''·
"C4noot fail to instruct and delight."-Ccurt Journal. · .
' 'Is "book with high moral teaching in it."-.tcadrmy.
"Mr. Garrett b:is 11n unquestionable po\•er of describing life, and he never describe' St
Tfitbout havlDg some high purpose in 'fiew,"-Bpectalflf'.
.4.t~1eu111.
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NEW NOVELS BY WELL-KNOWN AUTHORS
· Now ready at every Libra1·y in tlie United Kingdom.

Maggie : a New Novel.
Author of "Fantoccini."

By

FRANK BARRETT,

3 vols.

"Women will, we think, re:id t.h is story with sharply nronsedlnterest ; :md men c:ip:ible
of ~uthusinsm ~ll not _put down the book withoui having felt more tb3Il one 1hudder of
am.I'!. approul.' -Sporting and lJramatic NetDt.

A vVoman Scorned. By E.

OWENS BLACKBURNE,
Author of" Deau Swift's Ghost,"" Philosopher Posh," &c. 3 vols.

"This is a blghlr romantic story, full of action and thrilling 1ituations."-Qu11n,
"One ottbe best novels :i.nd most enticing books ot the 1eason.''-Morn-i119 Po1t,
"Well ''ortb readln&-.''-Standard,
·

For Name and Fame : a 'New Novel.

By Mrs.

. A. B. Cauncs, Author of "Greymore," "Measure for Measure," kc.
3 vols.
"Is a powerful ator.r, which will awaken the liveliest emotions."-Courl Journal.
" P leo.sant reading of the lightest description,"-Sta11dard.
"Cm be recommeudecl."-.tcademy.

The Duchess of Rosemary Lane.

By B . L.

FAR-

JEoN, Author of "Grif," "Joshua. Marvel," "Love's Victory," &c.

Thereby Hangs a Tale.
FENN,

J3y GEORClE MANVILLE
Author ot'" Ship .Ahoy," "Bent, not Eroken," &c. 3 vols•

."The stor1 is ple:isnnlly told, 4!ld comes to :i good end.''-Daily }tew;,, ·
"Mr. Fenn bu done good work prior to this, bat b is nervoas, vigorous pen 1ua nev.erbee11 better employed than in writing the novel under discusaion.''-.l!ornin9 Port.
'

Sir Guy's Ward.
~unice

3 vols. ·

: .a New Novel.

By Mrs.

JULIUS POLLOCK,

Author of " LissadeJ,,, &c. 3 vols.
"Is full of'llitUest, and will prob:i.bl.r b~ run :i.fter by inveterate novel·~ers.''-Daily

Ttugrapli. •

.. •Eunice' is a tragic story::- .ttlt111«rt111.
"Ia :i. story of considernble merit.''-Covrt Journal.
''An interesting ltory agree3bly told."-John .IJ11l:.
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TINSLEY BROTHERS' NEW PUBLICATIONS.
English Female Artists.
TON,

By Miss HELEN C. CLAY-

Author of" Qneens of Song,., &c.

2

\~ols.

8vo, price 30s.

"Rare ex:implts or female genius and industry, or which, '.11S a lllllion, we m:i1 be ja6tl.f
proud."- Mor11ing P o1t.
"We glndly commend the book."-.Art Juurna.Z.

The Great Canal at Suez : its Political, Engineering,
and Financial History. By PEncr FITZGERALD, Author of "The Life
of David Garrick," "The Lives of the Kemhles, '' &c.
"Tbe book is not only instructive, but eminently re:id:i.ble."-Pall llfall Gazttlt•
• "He bu succeeded iu constructing a bright cle:ir n:irrativc or the whole tr:insaction."Dail_y Ttltgroph.

The Life of Thomas, Lord Lyttclton (known as
"Tbe Wicked Lord Lyttelton"). By Tav1u.s Faosr, Author of" The
Old Showman,'' "Circus Life and Circus Celebrities," kc. 1 vol. 8vo
price 16s.
"Is thoroughly re:idable."-World.
"A. blo~r':ipbics\ \fork of more than ordinary intcrest."-Court Journal.
"Mr. Frost d.:!lerve& much credit for m:ikiog such good use of his ma.teri:als."-Graphic.

Essays on some Modern Works, chiefly Biographical.

By W. M. TARTT, 1''.S.S. and oftbe Royal Historical Society.
crown Svo, price 21s.

2 vols.

·

"The two volumes before us are 10ost ple:isiug. Few persons, however deeply 11.cqu3ioted
with llteuture, but will be :Lble t;, Je:im :Lnd profit by their per11S:il. They are the co:n·

positions of a highlf-gifled and thorougWy-cultured author:·~eteirh World.

Wildfire ; a Collection of Erratic Essays.
CHAl\LES

By

J. DUNl'mE. 1 vol. crown Svo, price 'is. 6d.

"No matter in the world 1110 proper to mite with as wlldJire,"-AnDJS01'.
"Mr. Dunphle b:is :m easy pen o.nd a host of miscelhmeous schol:mhip."-WorU.
"Without exagscration, "ould not ba.ve disgraced a Th:icker:iy or 0J1 Alphonse K:irr."-

l'ictoriaL TJ'orld.

Vagrant V crses, and a Play. By GEORGE STAUNTON
With 1llustrations by
1 vol. cloth, gilt edges, price 5s.

BRODIE.

WALLAS

iucuy :i.nd ibe Author.

"A collectlcn of poems ot undoubted merit. Tbe nulhor has intense symp:itbies IUld
foe.l ings."-Courl Journa.l.
" FUil of g~ceful fancy,"-Stan'1arJ.
11 Equal tor melody. for grncefu\ f:incr, and for nice and npt diction, to the but p:iSS3gcs
in the tnir1 plo.ys of Mr. Gilbert."-Jdm Bull.

The Secret Societies of the European Revolution.
·

By Taoms FBosT, Author of ., The Wicked Lord Lyttelton," &c.
2 vols. 8vo.
CONTENTS.
Introduction.
Cbap. 1. The lllumlnatl.
. .. 2. Tho United l rnbmeu.
., 3. Tbe rbil:idelpbi:ms.
,. ~. Tbe Tui:endbund.
., 6. The C:irbonnri.
,, 6. The Associ:ittd Patriots.
., i. The Communeros.
,, ti. 'l'"e Jlefonnoo C:irbouarl.
., 9. 'l'be Hct:lirin.
,. 10. The United ScbToufans.

'

Ch:ip. ll. Tbe Templ:i.rs.
,, 12. Yonne: ltnly.
,. 13. The F:imllies.
,, 14. .Young Germ:iny.
,. 15. Yonng Polnnd •
,. 16. Yonng S1Yitzerl:u:id.
,. 17. The Communuts.
., 18. The Fenio.us.
., lD. The Nibilisl<1•
,, 20. The Oml:ldio:a..
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