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AMONG THE SPIRITS.
CHAPTER L

INTRODUCTORY.

AVING decided to investigate the phenomena of mod-

ern Spiritualism, I commenoced it with an carnest heart

and an honest mind; and 1now, by special request,give to
- my friends the results of that investigation.
" I address myself especially to the Southern people; and
more particularly to those who have had no opportunity to
investigate the startling facts of modern Spiritualism. There
are thousands who have heard of these things as common
rumors, or who have occasionally read startling accounts of
the wonderful phenomena which are now attracting the
attention of scientists in all civilized countries, but who, not
having had an opportunity to verify these phenomena, and
being fearful of deception in regard to a matter so important,
have let the subject pass from their minds as a dangerous
topic of contemplation.

Buat, if it be true, as is alleged, that the loved ones who have
left us desolate, can return, under certain conditions, and
hold communion with their sorrowing friends, identifying
themselves in many ways, and thus making their presence
absolutely known; I say, if this be true, ought not such a
consoling truth to be proclaimed to every suftering human
heart ? ,

The universal human heart will answer, “YEs 1"

The question then is, are these things true, or are they
not? It will not do to throw the whole matter aside with a
contemptuous sneer or a foolish joke. That is the favorite
refuge of conceited idiots.
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I was talking on this subject the other day to a young gen-
tleman in the city of New York. He was a fine specimen
of ““Young America,’’ handsome, bright, talented, but encased
from head to foot with an armor of proof—the impenetrable
armor of self-conceit, which the sword of truth eould not
hope to pierce. His mental citadel was so well fortified, all its
approaches so thoroughly guarded, that the messenger of truth
had nochance for entrance. I havelived a pretty long life, and
I have always found that a thoroughly eonceited mind is
never a perfectly hounest one.

“Now,” said young America, ‘“this whole thing of Spirit-
ualism is an arrant humabtg fromi beginning-to end.”

‘““Have you ever seriously investigated it?” I quietly
tsked.

“Investigatedit! Pshaw ! Why, yes, T have,” satd bé; “arid
¥vé foind thote mediums out, too. They™te a Iot of hani-
bugs. Now, there’s that fellow Foster, hie's a8 great 4 fraud
#8 ever fived. T went to him, and I fold him I weas Mr.
Cruikshanks, and that ¥ wanted to hear froih my spirit
fitends. Thé moment the fellow looked at iné he knew he
cotldn’t fool me ; 8o he said he cotild do notliing for me, tht
thie comrditions were not right.. Conditions! cotiditions! thats
what they all say "’

“ Well,” said I, “is there anything without conditforis ¢ Ff
you make & cap of tea dnd put salt in it instead of sughr,
would it be nice? Ask the man of sclence who wished to
miake a delicaté ehemical, or any other éxperiment, if he
would expect to succeed without attending carefully to alf the
éonditions? Would it be sifé to neglect thie mimutest ore ?
¥f he did, would he expect to sucéeed ? Must not the propor:
tionis bé exaet, and the conditions * peifect?’ ? v

“That's alt very true,” said young America, “‘buf that's 4
Vety differént matter. What have the spirits t6 do with
éhemistry 27 '

“1 imagine they have a good deal to do with it. Now,”
said T, “in the first place you weént there with & ite. Mr.
Fostet knew thiat your namié wasn’t Cruikshanks; 8o did the
spirits, if there were any there. I don’t at &1l wonder that
note of them would have shything to do with you. If jou



ent there for manifestations you only foqled yourself, and
not Mr Foster.” I thep told him of my experience with Dr.
Mpnsfield, which I will relate hereafter; and he, knowing

e well, knowing that I was naturally skeptical, but honest
and trythful, seemed somewhat staggered, ““Well,” said he,
1 m;o to Mansfield, hut T must make my owp copdi-

“Timn,’ ! gaid I, “you need net go. You not oply will get

Ro gatisfaction, but the spirits will probably gend you home
. with a flea in your ear.” Thus ended the conversation.

1 efterwards showed him several remarkable things, such
as spirit-pictures, communications through the camera, &e.,
hat he always insisted that there was fraud somewhere. He
was of those who wquid not ‘‘be persyaded, though one rose
from the dead.” Severe afflictions, such as bereavements,
aud pecuniary losses, raay, one of these days, take the conceit
out of that young man, and he will then be vastly improved ;
but at present his mental atmosphere is quite unwholesome,
and must be especially so to sensitive spirit friends, who,
being inwisible, ean tuke their leave without apparent impo-
{iteness ; while we, poor mortals, have to sit still, and see and
hear a great deal that is unpleasant. I have mentioned the
ease of this young man as a specimen of the spirit in which
this subject is often approached ; he does notstand alone; he
is but a type of a large class of young and old—so called
—inwveat:gators, hoth male and female.

And let me say just here that one who is investigating the
elaims of Spiritualism will find much to annoy and disgust
him, justas an honest, earnest investigator of Christianity,
going into our ehurebes, and jydgiag from the lives of their
members, would soon become disgusted at finding so little of
the spirit of Christ among those who profess His name,.
There are apparently quite as many weak brothers and sisters
among those who call themselves Spiritualists, as will be
found in the orthodox churches. o

True Spiritualism should make men purer and better. The
honest Spiritualist believes that by a pure tife only can he
attract pure spirits as his companions. The ,fo]lpwihg wards
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from a little work entitled, ‘The claims of Spiritualism **

page 8, will fully express my own ideas :

‘A large proportion of those who profess to be Spiritualists
are no more Spiritualists than many who profess to be ortho-
dox believers are Christians. They are mentally, and often
morally, incompetent to be anything but noisy professors of
what is far above their comprehension ; but, for those who can
understand, no belief ever presented for the acceptance of
man so completely satisfies his religious wants, none so
enlarges his aspirations for the good and beautiful, and at the
same time furnishes the spiritual aliment which satisfies his
cravings,’’#

1 intend in this volume to give an outline of the workings
of my own mind in regard to modern Spiritualism, and also
to tell what my eyes have seen, and my ears have heard;
and if, in so doing, I seem to be egotistical, I cannot help it.
I write for those who have not had many opportunities for
investigation, and I ask them to examine the matter for
themselves, and to receive nothing that does not recommend
itself to their inmost consciousness. One must learn on this,
as on all other subjects, to sift the chaff from the wheat, and
to accept nothing that is not pure and genuine, that does not
reach the devout heart, and fasten a firm conviction upon the
honest mind. If Spiritualism be true, it is a blessed sun just
rising upon a benighted world ; if it be false, its falsehood
should be exposed, and its treacherous light quenched in
midnight darkness.

I wish it to be borne in mind all through this book, that I
am writing for those who are unacquainted with Spiritualism,
with the hope of inducing them to investigate its varied and
wonderful phenomena. And though what I have seen and
heard may be far less wonderful than many well attested
facts to be found in other works, still, where truth is con-
cerned, we must have line upon line, here a little, and there

*This was written by Dr. Eugene Crowell, an eminent physician of Brook-
lyn, N Y., who was a strong materialist, with no belief in the immortslity of
the soul. He has recently written an elaborare and exhaustive work, enti-
led, *‘The Identity of Primitive Christianity with Modern Spiritualism”—a
work which will well repay perusal.
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a little ; therefore I bring my ‘little’’ to my Southern friends,
and ask them, each one for himself, to investigate these start-
ling phenomena  About the existence of these physical man-
ifestations there is now no question in candid minds; and
the next question’is, how are they produced ? What is their
source? If Spiritualism is a delusion, it is so widely spread and
so rapidly increasing, that all lovers of humanity should
rouse themselves to the task of earnest and candid investiga-
tion. It is a matter which should not be lightly thrust aside.
And if it is no delusion—if it be true, what a delightful
thought it is that the dear ones who have gone before us, our
fathers and mothers, our brothers and sisters, our husbands,
wives, and children, and all our departed friends, are always
near us, striving to do us good, and to protect us from
danger and from harm ; and that they can, through sensitive
human beings, come at our call, and hold communion
with us, and tell us that they still live, and are waiting for us
in the beautiful Summer Land. This is no subject to be
demolished by a foolish jest, or an opprobrious epithet.

Victor Hugo, in his recent work on Shakspeare, says: ‘“To
substitute jeering for examination is convenient, but it is not
very philosophical. To elude a phenomenon, to refuse to pay
it the attention due to it, to bow it out, to close the dooron it,
to turn our backs on it laughing, is to make bankruptcy of
the truth; it is to omit to put to it the signature of science.
The phenomenon of the ancient Tripod, snd the modern
table, has a right, like every other, to observation®* Physical
science undoubtedly would gain by it ; and, let me add, that
to abandon these phenomena to credulity is to commit trea-
son against human reason.’’

Before I enter upon a record of my own investigations, I
will introduce an extract from a letter written by Governor
Tallmadge, in the early days of Spiritualism, to the Hon J.
F. Simmons, former United States Senator from Rhode
Island. He says:

‘“But what is the objection to investigating this matter?
Is it feared that there may be some discrepancies between the
religious sentiments communicated and the tenets of the dif-
ferent religious denomniinations amongst us? Such discrepan-
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cies are heéadd every Sunday from oitf different plilpits'
throtghout the land; and still all depowrinutioiis of Chriss
tians, thouply differing sbout partioular tepets; maintain the
gieat and leading: doctrined of Christidnity: And from the
investigation I have given the subjéct, I agree with the Rev.

Aidin' Ballour; who has® writtenr the most catdid afid satisfais
tory explindtion T have seét; thit,* Whatéver of diving furs'
darental priiiciple, absobute truth, and essentiol rightéoueness
there is v thé Bible; in the popidar religion, and in the estad-

_ lished chiiréhes; Wilt stand. It cannot bé done away:: OF
the cotitrary, it Witk b6 cotrroborated aid fulfitiéd by sl
muaifestations.

. It has beent objected’ that theie hive been casés of de-
rarigement arising from' these manifestatiois If there be’
sich  cases; I spprehiend thiy sdre less iliderois than’
they have been represéiited; and niay have ariseti froin other
ciluses than the one to' which they have been attributed.
Biit, be that as'it may, and be thé numbér great or small, it
has no possiblé bearing o this question. Derangement has
ofteii followed’ fiotit religious eéxcitenient and the over-éxcited
passions of the liuinan heart; still; this is no objection to'the'
inivestigation of the truths of religion, or of thé emotions of
our nature. Neither is it an objection to investigatifig the
subject utider consideration. Deritrnciations carinot stop it
but, oni' the contrary, tend to encournge it. But for the
detiunciationis of Judge Edmouds, an' old acquainitanée and
friend; I doubt whether my attention would have been'ealled:
to-it. If it be true it sbould beé known; for great and mighty”
results must follow  Already we Hear of many «ho have
been converted from infidelity and now proelaim thé inmitnor-
tality of the soul, and titat ‘death is not an eternal sleep’ If
it be not true, that can only be ascertained by investigation';-
and the sootier it is done the better. In either case; therefore,:
all'good citizens, all intelligent mirids, should" unite in ascer~’
taining the truth or falsity of this the greatest pheriomenon
of the preserit or any preceding age

¢ Tt is understood to be a general belief at this day amongkt
all Christian denominations, that spirits visit this earth: that
they impross us; atid- thereby proteet us frumi accidént and’
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danger. Every one's own experience will confirm the truth
of this observation. A communication to me, purporting to
comé from Mr. Calhoun, conveys the same idea, wherein he
says, ‘We, by our united will, acting upon spirits clothed in
flesh, influence them to perform duties which benefit man-
Kind. If, then, such be the general belief, is it any great
stretch of that belief; after the astounding fa.cts we have seen
and heard, to suppose that there may have been discovered a
mode by wlnch spirits can now communicate with us in
addition to attending and impressing us, and that they are
permi itted to doso? To my mind the conclusiop is perfectly
rational and philosophical. With all the evideuces of prog-
ress whxch surround us here, how cun we diseard such evi-
dences from the spint world, which is believed to be oné of
everlasting progtession ?

4 Itfany persons, unable to resist the evidence of the spirib-
ual source of these commumcatlons, are finally compelled to
admit them, and, as a last resort, charge them as emanating
from evil spirits. I consider this as giving up the contro-
versy. There 7 may 'be communications from evil spirits; but
that does not conflict with the communications which bear
internal evidence of coming from the ‘spirits of just men made,
more perfect.’ There is an abundance of communications
purporting to come from such a source, and of the purest,
most elevated,and most religious character. If the ‘evil one’
has prompted these, T confess I have heretofore formed a very
wrong estimate of his character.

“On the whole, the result of my investigations thus far is
that the weight of evidence is in favor of the truth of these
spiritual manifestations. But I shall continue to investigate
as opportunity offers. And if, hereafter, the preponderance
of evidence shall incline to the other side, I shall as readily
announce that result as I have above communicated the
other.

“In the meantime, let us exercise all possible charity for
those who do not believe ; and especially those who denounce
without investigation, and condemn without knowledge ; for
they are those that most need it.”

It so happens that just at this time my eye falls upon an
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extract from the Scientific American, which bearsso forcibly
upon the object of this book—that object being simply to
induce investigation—that I cannot forbear transcribing it.
It says: “There has lately been an extraordinary revival of
Spiritualism, and it again challenges the general attention.
Nearly all the newspapers, and some of the most respectable
of the literary magazines, without reservation or protest, lend
their columns to its advocates.””*** “We can find no words
wherewith adequately to express our sense of the magnitude
of its importance to science, if true. Such words as profound,
vast, stupendous, would need to be strengthened a thousand
fold to be fitted for such a use. If true, it will become theone
grand event of the world’s history ; it will give an imperish-
able lustre to the century.” “If Spiritualism has a rational
foundation, no more important work has heen offered to men
of science than its verification A realization of the dreams
of the elizir vite, the philosopher’s stone, and the perpetual
motion, is of less importance to mankind than the verifica~
tion of Spiritualism.”

And now I will only call to mind the'well known maxim
attributed to Arrago:

‘He is a rash man who, outside of pure mathematics, pro-
nounces the word ‘impossible.’ ”’ '

And Denton, in his *‘Soul of Things,”’ says:

“There is nothing more difficult than to tell what cannot
be done ; and many wise men have made themselves foolish
prophets in attempting it.”
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SOUTHERNER AMONG THE
SPIRITS.

CHAPTER II.

SEALED LETTERS

tions into the varied phenomena of modern Spiritualism.

I aim merely to state facts; theories and inferences I

will leave to others.

On the 26th of May, 1875, I arrived in the city of
New York, having traveled from the interior of Texas;
my chief object being to satisfy myself of the consoling
fact of spirit communion. I already believed in the
immortality of the soul, in the doctrine of the intermediate
state, and in the ministry of angels or departed spirits.
But that our loved ones could return to us, make their
presence known, and absolutely convince us of’their iden-
tity, I did not believe. The idea seemed too good and
too great to be true.

My first essay was a visit to Dr. J. S. Mansfield, 361
Sixth Avenue. I was an entire stranger, so far as I knew,
to every human soul in the city. Clad in the deepest
mourning, with my heart bleeding from a recent sore
bereavement, I went to him alone. I did not give my
name, nor did he appear to expect it. He bade me seat
myself at a table, handed me a long strip of paper,
requested me to write any question I chose to any of my
departed friends, and, after writing, to fold the paper over
as many times as I pleased while he retired to the further
end of the room, and walked back and forth while I was
writing. When I had written my question to a buried
friend whose name I placed at the top of the paper, and had
folded it over to my heart’s content, I rose from my seat,
and he approached the table. I took a chair at a little .

I WILL now proceed to an accountof myown investiga
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distance, but never removed my eyes from the charmed
spot where the mysterious paper lay. He sat down, drew
the paper towards him, ran the tips of his fingers lightly
over if, pastéd it seciirely down, and then commenced
writing the reply, while I watched him closely all the time.
The index finger of his left hand was ticking like a tele-
graph all the while his right hand was writing. Soon he
called me to the table, and read the reply to my question.
At the head of the letter was my full name, and it was
signed with the full name of my departed friend. The
answer to my questioni’' was entirely satisfactory.

I then addressed a question to my father, Rev. B. M.
Paltier, D. D., of Charleston, 8. C., who pissed away
from earth in 1847. His naine was also' correctly given,
and’ the reply was miost satisfactory, inasthuch a§ there
were some allusions to matters whicl were dot in'riy mind
at the time, and could not therefore hive beeni' the resiilt
of what 1§ called mind-reading.

I next addressed the compariioii of iy youth, who leéft
niy side in 1839, thirty-seven years ago. His nameé was
alsé correctly given, and his letter was a remarkable tést..

There was oné partial failure, which carried to my mind’
miore convictiot, 1f possible, than perfect success; because’
it proved the hoiiesty of the medium, and thé getiuine
chatactef of his maniféstations. , . )

I had heard of the death of a dear friend whom I had
nbt seen for fifteen yeatrs. He had passed to the spirit-
world but a short time before my visit t6 Dr. Mansfield,
and the circuristances connected with my visit to his resi-
derice in New York, where I hoped to find him, were
soiiiewhat peculiar. In his reply he alluded to my visit,
said he was with me when I called at——, aiid heard that’
R. N. had passed away. He mentioned the street, and
the number of the house ; but Dr. Mansfield could not
quite get his name. He resistéed my offes of help, but
finally conseiited to let me give the first letter of his sur-
nanie. He then wrote the nanie correctly, and it was not
4 cofiihon oné. o

As my object is btevity, so that my book shall be
néither largeé nor expensive, 1 will merely say that I had
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three sittings with' this wonderful and truthful mediuih, and
was filled with wonder, which gtew greater and gréater
the niore [ reflected upon the variety and the satisfaétory
nature of the commudicationis I received. It i§ not rieé-
essary to come to New York to test this particulaf phase
of miediuinship; all éne has to' do is to write a létter to &

rted friend, seal it thototighly, and send' it to Dr.
Mansfield, or any othét medium; with this special gift.
Write the full name of the departed one with whom you
wish to communicate; ask any questions you please, and
sign your full name; seal your letter well; write the
medium a note, with your address; enclose three dollars
and four three cent stamps, and you will soon receive
your sealed letter back again with a reply. Be sure to
keep a copy of your letter, so that you may judge of the
replies. Do not trouble the medium with letters of in-
quiry, unless you send him stamps for return posfage and
enough to pay him for his time and trouble. The laborer
is worthy of his hire. Dr. M. lives at 361 6th Avenue.

On two occasions I saw Dr. Mansfield in public assem-
blies, where, without money and without price, he exer-
cised his wonderful gifts of clairvoyance and clairaudience
for the benefit of investigators and the confirmation of
believers. I believe, however, upon second thought, that
he does not 4ear the name of the spirit he sees, but that it
is brought to him by telegraphy. But, be that as it may,
he describes the spirits whom he sees standing near cer-
tain individuals, and gives their names. On the last
occasion, after he entered the room, there was a warm
and even angry discussion of some Spiritualistic matters;
when, according to an invariable law which operates upon
these ‘‘sensitives” or mediums, in procuring spiritual man-
ifestations, the positive inharmony of the atmosphere so
affected Dr. Mansfield that, when he went to the platform
he feared he would be unable to do anything that was ex-
pected of him. The good and friendly spirits, however,
did not fail him, and he was quite successful in describing
departed friends and giving their names to many persons
who declared that they were utter strangers to the
medium, and who seemed amazed amd confounded at
what had oecurred.
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~ I cannot forbear saying that I have the utmost confi-
dence in Dr. Mansfield’s purity and truthfulness. He
exercises his mediumship at the cost of a great expenditure
of his vital forces; has had two atticks of paralysis, and
will probably soon be released from the cares and trials of -
earth, but like all good Spiritualists, he regards the death-
change as a beautiful necessity, and a welcome mtroduc-
tion to the only true and perfect life.
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CHAPTER III.

TRANCE-SPEAKING—PHOTOGRAPHS, &C.

PIRITUALISM is a sciencé, and not merely a reli-

gion; it is emphatically a science, based upon a great

and ever increasing variety of stubborn facts. I could

fill many pages with little corroborating circumstances,
which go to swell the mountain of evidences appealing to
the mind of the investigator; but as my object 1s conden-
sation, I must forbear, and only select such facts as stand
out prominently and cannot be thrust aside or wiped away
with those weapons of the ignorant, ridicule and idiotic
sneers. Neither will old time Authority, though dressed
in gown and cassock, and all the paraphernalia of the
ancient regime, be able to thunder in a voice so loud as to
drown the cry of the despairing multitudes who are seek-
ing for other proofs of immortality than those which are
fast wearing away from the decayed and mouldering creeds
of the past. I speak not for myself; the immortality
taught by the church has satisfied me, and would satisfy
me still, but is it not a_fact that the time has come when a
new revelation is needed to stay the flood of infidelity
which is sweeping over the earth ? Such a blessed revela-
tion is given us, so say its advocates, by the accumulating
facts of modern Spiritualism.

I have been thoroughly convinced of the existence of a
.power outside of the medium, by hearing a great number
of addresses spoken in a trance, -or under what is called
‘‘control ;” that is, some other mind in the spirit world, as
-they say, so controls the mind of the medium, that he or
she will utter thoughts, often on scientific subjects, far
above any ideas that exist in his or her mind in a normal
‘state. T lately heard a young man who was, whether
‘‘under control” or not, particularly fond of public speak-
-ing, deliver a very fine address on a scientific subject. He
professed to be controlled by Professor Hare. Now, that
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young man was extremely illiterate, and usually made sad
havoc of all grammatical rules, so that it was evident to all
who knew him that some one else was speaking through
his organism; and a well-known physician in the audience
rose and testified to the fact of the abnormal condition of
the medium. The physician was net a Spiritualist. Mrs.
Tappan, Mrs. Hyser, Mrs. Hawks, and others, will hold
their audiences enchained for one or two heurs with strains
of ‘the sublimest eloquence, and discourses of the deepest
scientific lore. They know nothing of these things in
their normal state. It would rcquiré too much space to

ive instances of this kind of evidence, but to me these
mental phenomena have attested strongly to the fact that
some wonderful intelligent power outside of the medium
isat work. I have not found a great many perfectly de-
veloped inspirational mediums, for with a few exceptions
there will appear now and then, some trace of the me-
dium’s mind, manifested by a grammatical inaccuracy, or
an incorrect pronunciation. The science of Spiritualism
is yet in its infancy, and while candidly acknowledging
indisputable facts, we must also candidly make allow-
ances.

On Wednesday, June 23d, I attended 2 circle at the
residence of a photographic artist, who was Jikewise a
medium. His wife is also 2 good medium, and under-
stands the photographic process. Owing to the fact of a
recent removal there were very few persons present; but
this to us was no disadvantage, for I.have remarked that
the manifestations are usually best when the circle is not very
large or promiscuously attended. The little circle bad the
all-important merit of being entirely harmonious, and,
when our hands were juined, the magnetic current was

aid to be upusually strong.

And, justhere, let me intreatall these who go to “‘circles”
to tfy to take with them an honest, humble, teachable
spirit; if they go with a mocking, jeering spirit, not only
will they obtain no satisfaction themselves, but they will
probably defraud others—honest skeptics perhaps, who go
with the right feeling. The spirits are not afraid, so the
say, of hanest skeﬁtics; but they will not throw their ag)g,v f
before—well, fools! And I do not blame them at ail
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Our spirit friénds did not have fime t6 do riviich, ds #
was ¢ o'clock before the seance began, but they were
uncommonly lively, and what they did, was done wéll and
heartily. We sat around a table, the light was extin-
guished, and we jomed hands on the table and begasi; #s
usual; to sing. The camera was upon thé table, and was
covered with 4 black wooleh c¢loth. A platé which had
been prepared, and privately marked, by skeéptics, for
identificatior, was placed in the camera, and very soon
the medium’s hand was violently convulsed, and there
weré raps heard, which was a signal that something had
been done. The light was struck, and we found that a
well defined photograph had been produced. This process
was répeated several times with the same result, the pho-
tographs having been, with one exception, recognized by
members of the circle as the likenesses of their frierds in
the spirit world.

I, the only ‘“‘ifivéstigator”’ present, for all the rest were
believers, with the exception of the two skeptics who had
trarked the plate, was trying my best not to feel anxious for a
picture, because I had been told such anxiety would defeat

s owti object. At length there came, upon a plate, through
the caméra, a written message, which ran thus:

~ My DEar WiFE—I am so happy to see you investigat-
ing this beautiful truth. Press onward.

Theré was no signature, but as I was the only person
presefit who could have borne the relationship claimed by
the writer, ¥ knew the message was forme. And we were
ifforniéd; by raps, that this was the case.

After that, the table, which was quite a heavy one,
bécariie violently agitated, rocked backward and forward
oft two legs at a time, moved away from us several feet,
the péople making way for it; cameé back again, and fmally
séftled down upon its side, turning over into my lap, and
ciustiig mé to miake a precipitate retreat. There was ho
possibility that these things were done by the medium, for
I was sitting next to him, and holding his hand, which I
ofity relinquished when the table tried to iet into my lap.

At léngth, at the medium’s request, the table slowl
righted itself, and we collected our scattered forces, both
rherital an@ pliysical, and once more foriied & circle for
further developments. I still held onie of the meédiur’s
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hands, and a lady held the other. At this time a large
book, which had been loaned to one of the family, and
‘which was known to have been in another room just
before the seance began, was brought in and slapped down
with startling force just in front of a young lady to whom
it belonged. A heavy braid of hair, which was also in
another room, was whisked about in our faces. Its first
arrival was signalized by an exhibition of cowardice on
my part, of which I was afterward somewhat ashamed.
Something large, warm and heavy, settled down upon my
arm, which was resting on the table. It was perfectly
dark, and I, thinking of spirit hands, and the like,
exclaimed in tremulous tones, ‘“QOh, Mr. E., there is
something on my arm!” ‘‘Take it off,” said he. ¢‘Oh,”
I exclaimed, ‘I would’nt touch it for a thousand dollars!”’
He felt for it, and removed it from my arm, putting it
down on the table before him; when it immediately
sprang over my shoulder, and wiggled down my back
like a snake.

The next performance was a heavy blow upon the
table as if by an axe in the hands of a giant, and I am
sorry to say I again disgraced myself by springing from
my chair with a scream. At this juncture hands were
loudly clapped as if applauding the performance, and soon
after a great many questions were, by raps, audibly and
intelligently answered. I asked my husband if he would
give me his spirit picture before I returned home. Answer,
by raps, ‘‘Yes.” ¢‘Can you set the time for it?” ¢‘No.”
The reader will discover, in the progress of this narrative,
how this promise was performed.

During the next week I attended another circle at the
same house. That night there came, through the camera,
the likeness of a confederate soldier, an officer, as
appeared from the stars on his collar. The spirit was
asked whether he had any acquaintances in the circle.
Answerby raps,‘“No.” ¢‘Did youcome toany one in partic-
ular?” ““Yes.” Then we asked, by turns, this question,
“Did you come for me?” When I asked the question,
the raps said ‘‘Yes” emphatically. ¢‘Did you come to me
because I am a Southerner?” ‘‘Yes.” ¢Well,” said I,
¢“That is quite natural; for if I know my own heart, I
would have died for the Southern cause.”
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CHAPTER IV.

IN BOSTON—THE FLOWER MEDIUM.

N the 7th of July I attended a circle at the residence
of Mrs. Thayer, the famous medium for the production
of flowers, birds, &c. It was fearfully warm,and the
medium complained of being very unwell and quite
exhausted, and seemed to fear that the seance would be a
failure. However, the room was thoroughly searched, the
doors secured, hands locked, the light extinguished, and
the usual singing began. Soon there were sounds as of
something falling upon the table, and a light was called
for. There were a few flowers, about enough to give
one specimen to each person present, the number of visi-
tors being about twenty. A large greenleaf of the Callalily,
wet with dew, which had fallen almost upon my hands, was
my share of the floral offering. The light was again ex-
tinguished, and this time the spirits were rather more lib-
eral. When the light was struck,a larger supply of flowers
was discovered, a large and beautiful fern having been laid
directly across my hands as they lay upon the table. One
gentleman received an English Ivy about three feet long,
with a quantity of dirt adhering to its roots. This gen-
tleman told me before the seance began, that he had
received at different times two tea-rose bushes about a foot
high,with the earth around the roots, just as if they had
been recently removed from the pots in whi¢h they grew.
He had planted them in his garden and they grew luxuri-
antly. The caterpillars, he said, had tuken possession of
his garden,and eaten every leaf from every plant, with the
exception of those two rose-bushes, which had been en-
tirely safe from their ravages. The gentleman was a
stranger to me, but having heard as wonderful things
which are wel/ aut/zenlzmted I see no reason to doubt the
truth of his story.
As my evening at Mrs. Thayer’s was consndered almost
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a failure—though to me it was very wonderful,—I take
the liberty of transcribing an account which appeared in
the Boston Herald of May 1st, 187s.

[From the Boston Herald of May 1st, 1875:]

¢‘FLOWERS AND BIRDS PROBUCED BY MRS. THAYER UNDER
TEST CONDITONS.

““Mr. Robert Cooper, of England, sends us the follow-
g account of a searice 4t which he was preserit:
¢“On Friday evening a sedfice of 4 remarkable and im:
portant character was held at the office or Dr. Storer,
Montgomery Place; the object beirig t6 ascértain if the
phenomena reported to take place in thé presence of Mis,
Thayér would occur under such test conditions as would
place the reality of the manifestations beyond all possiblé
doubts. T6 insure this Mrs. Thayer was requested to
comé adlorie, and meet a company of responsible and refi-
able pérsons, who would be willing to attest the facts.
There were about a dozen present, among the rest myself
and three ladies. Mrs. Thayer was first taken into thé
adjoining room and divested of her clothing by the ladies,
who reported that they found nothing concealed about hef
peérson. Having dressed, Mrs. Thayer carhe oit into the
seance room, and was placed in a large muslin bag, which
was tied around her neck at the back, and the tape sealed.
The company then formed a circle round 4 table, my seat
being next but one to the medium. On the light being
turned out we begaii singing,and had not got through the
second verse of the ‘Sweet by and by,” before I felt a
fluttering against my face, 4nd soon after something
totiched my hands. Placing them together, I fourd I hel
a bird, which, on the production of a light proved to be
a beautiful whité pigeon. The light was again turned out,
and soon after Mr. Houghton, who sat on thé opposité
side of the table, said he had a bird, which proved to be
a canary, and uporn the table were found several flowérs.
The light was again éxtinguishied, and a furthér supply of
flowers soon resulted. Though but thirty minutes had
elapsed from the commerncement, it was fiot c¢onsidered
necessary to prolong the seance, and Mrs. Thayer, aftér
thé seal had been duly eéxamiried and found intact, wis
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released. A list of the spiritual trophies was then made,
which was as follows: A pigeon; a canary; a large
orange, with stem and leaves; orange blossoms; annunci- -
ation lily, with four buds; a sprig of acacia; leaf of
calla lily; cactus leaf; lump of moss; three varieties of
ferns, and a plant unknown. Ope of the ferns was placed
on the medium’s head.

¢TI have only to add that all the doors were locked, and
that every precaution was taken to guard against fraud,
the only object of the investigators being to prove beyond
all doubt the reality of these phenomena, which of course
involves. the passage of matler through matter. Everybody
present was satisfied of the fact; and that we were not
the subjects of hallucination was proved by our carrying
home the various flowers and birds.” ' '

I desire to call attention to the fact that this seance was
held, not at Mrs. Thayer’s own residence, where I myself
have attended one—of which I have given a description
—but at a physician’s office, the medium being under #e
Strictest test conditions, and every precaution being taken by
the company. ' '
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CHAPTER V.

MRS. BOOTHBY.

NE day I went to the office of the Banner of Light, and
there I met a lady with whom I entered into conversa-
tion. Finding thatIwas in search of light and inform-
ation, she told me of a favorite medium for materializa-

tion, which phenomena I was particularly anxious to see.
She did not give public seances, and was a little difficult of ac-
cess. I called upon thelady, a Mrs. Boothby, residing at No.
49 Appleton street, and made my case known to her, solicit-
ing permission to attend one of her drcles. My request
was cordially granted, and on,Tuesday, the 13th inst., I
was on hand at the appointed time. Professor Webster,
formerly of Harvard college, presides at these seances,
and appears to manage the affairs of the cabinet. Mrs.
Boothby is not entranced, but pats her hands constantly,
and carries on a conversation with any visitor who chooses
to ask her questions.

The first spirit who comes is a little girl called Lulie;
she opens the curtain, and her whole form, clad in white
and shining raiment, is visible for an instant, and then
disappears. Dr. Webster’s face soon appears at the aper-
ture of the curtain, and he is instantly recognized, and
cordially greeted by those who know him. Dr. W!s voice
is loud and hoarse, and somewhat hollow, and his enun-
ciation is remarkably distinct. He sang his favorite song,
¢“The Old Oaken Bucket,” in which we joined with sub-
dued voices. He also chanted in a musical voice and
with solemn pathos, ‘‘Come unto me, ye that are weary,
and heavy laden, and I will give you rest, &c.” There is
something overwhelming in his presence, and one feels
that he is in the atmosphere of a powerful mind. At
least, so it seemed to me. There had been at that time
nothing in the course of my investigations, which had
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seemed to me so 7eal as the presence of Dr. Webster in
that cabinet. :

A member of Mrs. Boothby’s household told the Dr.
that there was a stranger present® who wished to hear
from, or to see departed friends. The Dr. said he knew
me, that my dearest friend was present, but could not
materialize to-night. A lady said, ““Why is it, Dr., that
Yyou can always come, and we cannot see our friends?”
“‘Because,” said he, ‘‘I know the way.” ‘‘Well,” she
exclaimed, ‘‘That is not very satisfactory, and is hardly a
civil answer.” To this he made no reply, but those who
knew him said that he only meant that, being a chemist,
he knew how to use the materials necessary for his purpose.

~ He then addressed himself to me, said he knew all
about me, knew what hours I spent in solitary meditation,
had been with me all day, and had seen me writing alone
in my room. He said all my doubts would be removed,
and that I would succeed in my present undertaking, and
finally, spoke many words of sympathy and consolation.

A lady asked him how long it was since he began to
return to earth. He said he came back at once, for he
had a great work to do; but that it had taken him over
twenty years to materialize his voice so that he could use
it freely.

A sailor boy, named Franky, sang two nautical songs
very finely, in a loud, clear, manly voice, which could not
have come from the medium; and she, let it be under-
stood, was under test conditions. There was a skeptic
present who had made a thorough search of the rooms and
cabinet, and had secured the doors, and they had to be
bioken before they could be opened.

Several faces came to the aperture, which were recog-
nized by members of the circle. One gentleman, a
spirit, raised his hands, and gave a Masonic sign to a
brother Mason.

In corroboration of what I saw I will append a com-
munication which appeard in the Boston Herald, of May
1st, 1875.

““The late Prof. Webster continues his soirees at Mrs.
Boothby’s, 49 Appleton street. One evening recently he
came and chanted in a strong, distinct, musical, though
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somewhat hoarse voice, ‘Come unto me all ye that are
weary and heavy laden,’ and soon followed with his fav-
orite song of ‘The Old Oaken Bucket.” He also joined
in several pieces sung by the assembled party, strongly or
weakly, according to the volume of sound. He wanted
a good deal of .singing. He said he got strength
from the open mouths of the party. Accordingly
the singing, led by a gentleman of Mrs. Boothby’s
household, was nearly incessant, and as artistic as usual on
these occasions. Prof. Webster presented a very imper-
fectly defined face at the aperture in the curtain of the
cabinet, and bade the party a hoarse ‘good evening,’ to
which came an eager response from the party. He then
retired from sight, but continued to talk with a curious
emphasis, not unlike the traditional villian of the stage, or
as though struggling to overcome the difficulties of the
strange condition of

EXTEMPORIZED PHYSICAL LIFE.

‘“He said he found it very hard to materialize to-night.
The conditions were unfavorable. There should have
been more ladies present. Various questions were asked,
to which he promptly responded, and with a force and
intelligence quite beyond the scope of the average medium.
He signified that his tangible presence was the result of
entering, as into a bath, the magnetic aura of the medium,
in which the spirit form becomes, as it were, electro-
plated, and clothed with physical substance. He said it
1s a ‘miserable’ state, but time and experience would amel-
iorate it. Interest in mundane affairs brought him back,
even at the expense of taking on the old and unhappy
feelings of terrestrial life.

‘“The next face which appeared at the aperture was that
of an old woman in a cap, which was immediately recog-
nized by several present as that of ‘Aunt Nancy.” She 1s
said to have been one of the oldest inhabitants of Boston
about a hundred years ago. The face was much more
perfectly defined than that of the professor. She asked -
the company to sing ‘Old Grimes is Dead,” and as they
responded to her request, she loudly joined in a voice shrill
and discordant, as might be expected in a lady of her age..
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She claims to have been a sweet-heart of Old Grimes.

‘‘Several other faces appeared in succession, one of
which was new to all present. The most noticeable was
that of a beautiful young lady, corresponding to the pic-
tures and descriptions of ‘Katie King,” whose first return
to earth was first heralded in London, and there recog-
nized 8y eminent scientific authority as an undoubted spirit.
For some reason not explained, but perhaps because of
the frauds perpetrated in her name in Philadelphia, she
now chooses the name of ‘Gracie,” by which she is
addressed. Her identity with the London spirit is vouched
for by Prof. Webster, as the principal spokesman of the
band in attendance upon Mrs. Boothby. As her really
beautiful face appeared at the aperture, by a motion as if
floating in the air, a combined

EXCLAMATION OF ADMIRATION
came from the spectators, mingled with various endearing
words of welcome. She quickly withdrew, but very soon
re-appeared, and held at the aperture three very beautiful
tea roses, which, being taken from her hand by a gentle-
man of the party, were afterward given to another person
by direction of Prof. Webster. The person indicated was
a ‘member of the press.” When asked if the favored
person might share the flowers with the only lady in the
circle, Gracie re-appeared, and gracefully assented by a
wave of the hand. She afterwards sang a song; but not
in the most melodious manner.

Near the close of the seance, Frank, a sailor boy, made
a flitting appearance, and sang in a strong, but not unmu-
sical voice, ‘“My Bark is on the Sea.” On previous occa-
sions he is said to have appeared in full form and sailor
costume.

Soon after the vocal performance by Frank, one side
of the curtain was withdrawn, revealing within the cabinet

A FULL FEMALE FIGURE,

thought by some to resemble the medium, but wearing a
white skirt, while the dress of the medium was dark.
Immediately after, before a sufficient time had elapsed for
a change of raiment, the medium came in front of the
curtain, and, taking a seat outside, attempted to produce
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the phenomena while visible to the audience. Although
she had sometimes succeeded in-doing this, the unfavor-
-able conditions on this occasion are said to have interfered
with the desired success, and the only other manifestation
which occurred was a little more singing by the professor,
followed by his hoarse ‘good night,” which closed the per-
formance.

¢“It should be said that the manifestations were
not produced under what are known as ‘test congdi-
tions.” These had been imposed so frequently by gentle-
men present on this occasion, and without aﬂ'ecting the
result, that it was deemed quite a useless precantion to
repeat them. Ordinarily, however, ingress to the cabinet
is securely guarded against, and the medium secured by
cords, which, running through staples in the walls, and
extending into the room occupied by the spectators, have,
attached to their ends, pieces of white cloth, by which any
motion -of the medium would be surely indicated. The
use of all these precautionary measures are desired by the
medium, who quite thoroughly appreciates the natural
skepticism of people in this matter, and says she cannot
expect them to believe in the verity of these

WONDERFUL MANIFESTATIONS.

¢ Mrs. Boothby is an amiable and agreeable lady of
middle age and excellent health, and, unlike most medi-
ums, rarely complains of exhaustion or fatigue as the
result of her mediumship. Her powers have been known
to the public but a very few months, and she shrinks from
notoriety and the harsh criticisms of the skeptical. She is
also rather careful as to whom she admits into the charmed
circle of manifestations which are largely dependent upon
favorable mental conditions and surroundings, and is quite
annoyed by the skepticism and uncharitable abservations
of some of her sister mediums of Boston. She dees not
rely upon her mediumship as a means of support.”

To all of these statements in the Herald 1 give my une-
quivecs] attestation.
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. CHAPTER VL.

A NEW PHASE.

WOULD like to combine under one head each particu-

lar phase of manifestations, but I think it best, at the risk

of being a little desultory, to tell things just as they

occurred in the regular course of my investigations.

There now came to me a curious episode, which I will
proceed to relate. I had arranged for a private sitting
with Mrs. Boothby, when I could have Dr. Webster and
his wisdom all to myself; and at the appointed time I
repaired to the appointed place. What was my chagrin
to find that Mrs. Boothby had forgotten all about her
promise, and had made another engagement! I had
hoped on that evening to see the face of my departed
husband, and returned ‘to' my boarding place with a feel-
ing of intense disappointment.

But there was a compensation in store for me; for I
found, on my arrival there, that a lady had called to spend
the eveping with my hostess, and had brought with her a
famous medium, so that my evening would not be lost to
the great sub]ect to which I was devoting all the energies
‘of my mind.

After a little general conversation the medium, whom I
will call Mrs. D., drew up to the centre table, and asked
me if I would not like some manifestations. I replied
““Yes, very much.” So I seated myself also at the table,
-and soon we had raps in great abundance. I inquired of
my ‘husband if he was there. He answered, by raps,
““Yes.” Mrs. D. then requested me to lay my hand on
-one of Aers, which she placed under the table, her other
hand being in ‘plain sight upon the table. Then she
requested me to make a mental wish, and I requested my
husband to touch my hand. This was instantly done, my
hand being touched and patted, and pressed, from the
‘tips of my fingers to the wrist, and an attempt was made
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to gather my fingers together. Then I placed my other

hand beneath the table, the medium remaining perfectly

quiet, and that hand was touched in the same way. The

fingers seemed warm and soft, and there was a certain

ex ression in the touches denotmg a caressmg sort of
ection.

Mrs D. then placed a tablet in my hand, which still
lay upon hers, and on my requesting the spirit to take it
from my hand, it was done after two or three ineffectual
attempts, and thrown upon the floor. We then carried
on a long conversation through the medium, who person-
ated several friends of the company present; but this part
of the performance was of very little value to me, as evi-
dence of an outside power.

The feeling of those warm and affectionate touches
remained with me during that night, and throughout the
next day; and I determined to visit Mrs. D. on the first
opportunity. The next evening, by appointment, I visit-
ed Mrs. Boothby for my private sitting. One gentleman
had . applied for a.drmssnon, and to this request, as he
seemed an earnest investigator and a scientific man, I gave
a cheerful assent.

As usual, the cabinet and rooms were searched, and
the doors well secured. Before the medium was well
seated, ‘‘Lulie” flashed out before us, and instantly disap-
peared. Then appeared the face of an old lady, who was
recognized by the gentleman as his grandmother. The
Dr. not yet having made his appearance, the medium said
there was a spirit in the cabinet whom she took to be my
husband. ¢“Did he have an R. to his name?’ inquired
she. “Yes.” ¢ Did he look so and so, and so and so?”
describing him., ‘‘Yes.” ¢‘He is trying very hard,”
said she, ‘‘to materialize himself.” I waited in breathless
anxiety, and finally there was a faint appearance of some-
thing like a face at the curtain several times, which would
as often disappear. At length a face was plainly seen—
plainly to those whose sight was good—but I, being near-
sighted, was not certain about it. However, when I ad-
dressed him, and asked if it were he, he nodded in affirm-
ation, and appeared to glow and smile with rapture. After
the seance I showed his photograph to the gentleman and
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Mrs. Boothby, and they said it certainly was that face
which I had seen.

The Dr. now made his appearance. He had been busy,
I think, helping my husband to show himself. He told
me my husband was very glad that I had come North to
investigate this subject; that he wished me to go to Ver-
mont, to the Eddys; that my interse desire to communi-
cate with him was a great joy to him; that going to Ver-
mont would do me good, and that he would show himself,
in full form, to me there. :

The Dr. then gave us a long and very scientific lecture
on the subject of materialization ; his thoughts and his lan-
guage were far above the capacity of the medium, and he
must have spoken for nearly an hour. He said he loved
to talk when he had sympathetic listeners and a harmoni-
ous circle. He talked of the philosophy of spirit-commun-
ion, and of the condition of things in spiritlife. He
joined with a loud voice when we sang, in subdued tones,
““There are Ange!s hovering near,” but did not give us
his favorite, ““The Old Oaken Bucket.” The oldest in-
habitant, ¢“ Aunt Nancy,” did not appear on this occasion.
A female voice from the cabinet sang in loud tones,
¢“The Sweet By-and-By,” in which we also joined. She
sang three verses and the chorus. We asked if the female
singer, the beautiful Gracie, could not show herself, but
the Dr. said he had talked so much that he had taken too
much power from the medium, and he was afraid of injur-
ing her. The good spirits seem to take good care of their
mediums.

The sailor boy sang his song, ¢“My Barque is on the
Sea,” and we asked for his other songs, but the Dr. said
no; that they had to do the best they could, and we must
be satisfied with that. After kindly replying to several
other questions which came rushing to our lips, he bade
us a courteous ‘‘ good night,” which ended the perform-
ance.
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CHAPTER VIIL.

—

MRS. D. AGAIN.

ISHING to feel once more those singular touches
of fingers which were certainly meither mine nor the
medium’s, 1 visited Mrs. D. the morning after the
seance at Mrs, Boothby’s. Again those mysteri-
ous touches thrilled through my soul. First one hand,
and then the other, was patted and caressed, and I carried
on a long conversation, through raps, with an invisible
intelligence. Mrs. D. inquired whether I would like to
have a communication written by a spirit. ¢“Oh yes,” I
replied. Then she took a small tablet, looking like a
book, and getting a small piece of paper, she requested
me to write a question. I did so, being very careful that
she should not see it, and placed it inside the tablet, clos-
ing it carefully. A piece of lead pencil, about a quarter
of an inch long, was handed me, which I laid upon the
closed tablet. I then laid my hand on that of the medi-
um, and the tablet on my hand, -and we held them under
the top of the table. The question was this:
““Did I see your face last night at Mrs. Boothby’s?”
In ashort tirne the raps announced that the question was
answered, and on opening the tablet, of which I had not
discerned the slightest movement—neither had the medi-
um’s hand moved at all, while her other hand was on the
table—I found written on the other side of the paper
these words:
““You thought you did.” /
Then I wrote, following the same process, this question :
“*Do you wish me to go to Vermont to visit the Eddy
brothers ?”
The answer was:
¢¢1 fear you will be disappointed.”
After this followed the usual personation by the medium,
who talked to me a good while in the name of my hus-
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band. He told me that if I went to the Eddy’s, and did
not see him there, he knew me well enough to believe
that the disappointment would almost break my heart.
He said, however, that I thust follow the dictates of my awn
good ]udgment that he did not wish to dictate, but he
could not bear to see me disappointed. He said I must
remember, that, although he never despised the poor and
lowly, he didn’t like to thrust himself into a rough crowd,
and that they had Indians and others there with whom
perhaps he would not like to associate, &c., &c. This
staggered me a little, as I knew he always had manifested
the kindest sympathy for Indians, those ill-treated children
of nature.

When the sitting was over, the medium volunteered a
good deal of her own advice, and I found that she was
bitterly opposed to all materializations, and wondered that
I would frequent Mrs. Boothby’s seances. As to the
Eddys, she said she had been told that they had noth-
ing fit to eat, and a very celebrated lawyer, a friend of
hers, had entreated her to advise her friends against going
there.

I returned to my room in a very unsettled frame of
mind. I cared very little about the medium’s advice, but
the invisible intelligence with whom I had been come
muning, had created a doubt in my mind as to whether I
had seen him at Mrs. Boothby’s, and whether I ought to
ﬁ o to Vermont. I pondered seriously and anxiously on what

ad taken place, and resolved to go the next morning to
Mrs. D., and request my husband to speak his mind more
dec1dedly upon these matters.

Accordingly, the next day I was once more sitting with
the medium at the enchanted table. Once more was I
touched and caressed, and answered by raps, and then I
requested to have some writing in the closed tablet. My
question was this:

“Will you please to tell me posmvely whether that was
your face that appeared at Mrs. Boothby’s?”’

ANSWER.—*“No, dear, it was not.”

Then I wrote: ¢‘If you do not wish me to go to the
Eddys, tell me so, and I will not go.”

ANSWER.—*‘ Don’t go, don’t go.”

-



34 A SOUTHERNER

Then I, not knowing as much about the laws of medium-
ship as I do now, decided at once to yield to the wishes
of my invisible friend, and give up a visit to which I had
been looking farward with int¢hse desire ever since I
began to investigate the phenomena of Spiritualism. It
was a terfible disappointment.

But before turning my back upon the East and return-
ing to New York, I wished to attend one more of Mrs.
Boothby’s seances, and get perhaps a ray of light. She
held a circle that very evening. I debated the question
with myself; for, thought I, if the spirits of our departed
friends can return and communicate with us, surely that
must have been the spirit of my husband which had come
to me through the mediumship of Mrs. D.; for I had ac-
tually tied up securely in a pocket-handkerchief the hand
which was under the table, knotting the handkerchief very
firmly, and all the manifestations of touching, writing,
&c., went on as before. Now, thought I, if he does not
wish me to go to the Eddys’ perhaps I ought not to go to
Mrs. Boothby’s, especially as a face comes there as his
which he does not acknowledge.

While in this state of confusion and indecision I was
visited by a friend who had taken a great interest in my
investigations, and had rendered me valuable assistance.
He had advised me by all means to go to Vermont, as to
a place where there was a concentration of spirit power,
and where I could investigate a greater variety of spiritual
manifestations in a given time than at any other point in
this country, and probably in the world. The name of

.this gentleman was Mr. F. Vogl, of Boston, himself a
medium, and an excellent clairvoyant and clairaudient.

He was quite astounded when I told him that I had
renounced the idea of going to Vermont. And when I
told him how and why I had been led to this conclusion,
he saw through the whole matter. ¢‘That medium,” said
he, ¢“Mrs. D., is herself opposed to these materializations,
and the communications coming through her are probably
in unison with her own feelings and ideas. We must not
give up our own judgment on any occasion. We must
‘try the spirits,” get all the light we can, and then follow
our own honest convictions. If I were in your place I
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would go to Mrs. Boothby’s to-night, and see what ad-
vice you get there; and I would certainly not give up the
trip to Vermont in consequence of those manifestations at
Mrs’., D’s., for they may not come from the right quar-
ter.

Though the evening proved to be rainy, I went to Mrs.
Boothby’s seance, and had no cause to regretit. The
usual precautions against fraud or trickery were taken—
indeed, Mrs. B. always insists upon them. There were
about eight persons present, and the circle seemed harmo-
nious, but the damp and sultry atmosphere was unfavora-
ble to good manifestations. Little Lulie twice opened the
curtain and showed herself. I saw her much more plainly
than usual, and it certainly was not the medium ; besides,
I heard her patting her hands within the cabinet all the
tige. The mason came again to his brother mason, and
gave him several masonic signs. A face appeared which
was recognized by two gentlemen as a friend of theirs
whom they called ‘Bill,” and several other faces were
recognized by different persons in the circle. .

I was seated next but one to the end of the semi-circle,
the gentleman manager being at the end and on my right,
while on my left was a gentleman who seemed very anxious
to see and recognize his departed wife. His sister,
however, appeared, and another lady came to a stout gen-
tleman, and seemed to be recognized. Then old Aunt
Nancy presented herself, and commenced singing ‘¢ Old
Grimes,” which we took up and sang with her. When
we had finished the first verse, she wanted it sung again,
which was done. While these manifestations were going
on, I felt my chair shaken as if a strong hand had seized
the back of it, against which I was leaning, and was shak-
ing it rather roughly. The gentleman at the end was a
little in front of me, and I could see that he had nothing
to do with the phenomenon; so I turned to the gentleman
on my left, and saw him gazing at the aperture with a sad
and earnest countenaice, hoping to recognize the features
of his dead wife. ¢‘Sir,” said I, ‘‘are you shaking my
chair?” 1 shall never forget the look of astonishment
with which he turned to me, and I felt ashamed of my-
self for having interrupted, by so rude a question, the
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thoughts which had been concentrated on his departed
wife. ‘‘Madam,” said he, ‘I haven’t touched your
hair, but I see that it is shaking still.” No other chair
in the circle. was similarly affected.

At length the Dr. showed his face, and bade us ‘‘Good
¢vening.” He was eagerly greeted by usall, “Iam
here,” gaid he, ‘‘with a message for that lady from Texas.
I want you,” (addressing himself to me), ‘“to tell Madam
D. she had better stop meddling with my business!” He
expressed himself much more strongly than this, but I do
not like to give his exact words. ‘I told you,”he contin-
ued, ‘‘that your husband wished you to go to Vermeont,
and would show himself to you there, and she tells you
he does not wish you to go, and don’t like the sort of
spirit company they have a%\the Eddys’! I wonder people

can be such confounded fools!” '

' I hope you are not angry with m, Doctor,” said Fin
a tone of meek submission; ‘“how was I to know that
those communications through Mrs. D. did not reslly
come from my husband ?” .

¢“No,” he replied, ‘‘I am not blaming you; you were
doing the best you could. The truth is it all comes from
selfishness and jealousy. The mediums who can’t materi-
alize are jealous of those who can, and are doing all they
can to injure them. If the mediums would only be har-
monious and work together,they could revolutionize the .
world in a short time.” He then gave us a scientific lec-
ture on the philosophy of spiritual phenomena, and I
asked him if I might report lfis remarks so far as I could
remember them, He said, no; that his remarks were
very imperfect; but it would not be long before he would
be able to lecture in public.

He then told me I had better go to the Eddys’; and
“‘tell William Eddy,” said he ‘‘to make that man up”—
meaning my husband—¢‘so that you can see him and
know him; tell him I say so. A visit to Chittenden is
justwhat you need to convince you of the truth of spirit com-
munion; and don’t you receive anything, anywhere, that
is not sanctioned by. your own honest judgment. Your
experience with Madam D. was intended gs @ Zesson for
you, which I hope you will profit by. You have an hon-
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est and an earnest mind, and when you are convinced of
the truth of these phenomena, and your mind gets quieted
and settled, you will be¢ happier than ever you were in
your life. Follow out the idea just dawning on your
mind, and give your experience to your Southern friends ;
let them receive it as they may, you will have the consci-
ousness of having done your duty. You have a large
band of spirit-friends around you, for most of your family
have passed on before you; and you will be taken good
care of; and when the right time comes, will succeed in
your plans and desires.” After afew general remarks, he
bade us ‘‘good night,” the seance closed, and I wended
my homeward way, through a chilly rain, feeling very
comfortable and happy.
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CHAPTER VIIL

AT THE EDDYS'.

pu———

HE next morning, July 31st, found me in the cars on

my way to Rutland, Vermont. We arrived there at

two o’clock, and found a comfortable carriage in

waiting to take passengers to Chittenden. The day
was fine, the roads splendid, the scenery surpassingly
beautiful, and the spirits of the three individuals who were
being whirled along towards the mysterious ¢‘spirit vale”
seemed to rise higher and higher every moment.

At length we drew up at the door of the old Eddy
homestead, where several smiling faces waited to welcome,
and bid us enter. [tis a curious place. People who have
never met before, and expect soon to part, never again to
meet on earth, are acquainted in a moment. I was so
fortunate as to have a special introduction to the Eddy
family, having been the bearer of four letters, from a
mutual friend, to as many members of the family. The
lady boarders took charge of us, and provided us with
sleeping places to the best of their ability. And it
required a good deal of management to do this, as the
house was already filled quite beyond its capacity for com-
fortable sleeping arrangements.

I had heard the house described as dark and gloomy
looking, but it did not strike me so. Plain and unpre-
tending it certainly is, but no house filled with kind and
happy faces, in which the atmosphere seems one of peace
and love, can seem dark or gloomy. As to the surround-
ing scenery, it is strikingly beautiful; I have never seen
anything at all resembling it. The house stands in a
valley, and all around, in what seems a perfect circle, one
sees a range of verdant hills rising one above another, so
that we seem shut in from the outside world by a beauti-
ful wall of emerald, with a dome above us of the purest,
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deepest blue. But I must not rhapsodize, I must get to
my promised fac’s.

I was at the Eddy homestead twenty-three days. Every
‘night during that time, with one or two exceptions, when
he was very sick, William Eddy went into the cabinet,
and there appeared before us a succession of forms, vary-
ing in number from one dozen to twenty-two. These
figures all varied in size and shape, in gait and general
appearance. The circle-room contained four double bed-
steads, all of them occupied by gentlemen; and all day
long, up to the time of taking our seats for the circle, the
boarders were going in and out of the room, so that there
was no opportunity to carry in figures, masks, or the
varied costumes in which the figures appeared.

It was just so every where. There was no hiding place
about the premises. Think of a collection of fifty people,
with nothing to do but roam about from morning to night,
where there was no room, no out-house even, under lock
and key—and one can easily imagine how dangerous
would be the least attempt at fraud. .

I found among the boarders a Mrs. Packard, of Albany,
and her brother, Mr. Pritchard, a retired merchant, like-
wise of Albany, N.Y. No onecouldseeand converse with
those people, and believe them in league with the Eddys’
to deceive the eager throng who came to that old home-
stead hoping to see the spirit-forms of their loved ones
who had passed away. I took special pains to inquire

"into the standing of those people, and I found, from those
who had known them long and well, that for probity, and
high moral worth, they had no superiors.

I will venture to transcribe the testimony of the high-
"toned gentleman, and well known lecturer and traveler,
Mr. J. M. Peebles. I was there at the time, and was a
witness of the scene of which Mr. Peebles speaks. He
says:

“ One evening last week, after several Indians, Mrs. Eaton,
the ¢ Witch of the mountains,’ and. four Shaker spirits, had
made their appearance, the spirit mother of Mrs. Packard
and Mr. Pritchard came out arrayed in white. Conversing a
few moments with these, her childrea, standing by ker side
upon the platform, she requested an introduction to the audi-
ence. Stepping forward, they introduced her. These people
occupy a fine social position in Albany, and are well known
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to your regular and able contributor, Dr. Ditson. (The
article from which I quote, appeared in the Banner of Light.)
And then, while standing by the side of their spirit-mother,
each holding a hand, and looking alternately into her face,
each solemnly declared,

THIS IS OUR MOTHER !

The question, therefore, is, could not these people, while
handling, distinguish their mother from William I:dey?"

Some people say that William Eddy personates all the
forms that issue from the cabinet; but it appears to me
that such persons are far more gullible than those who
think them spirits. I think with Mrs. Emma Hardinge
Britten, that ‘‘there is a gullibility in skepticism as well as
in belief.” But to go on with Mr. Peebles:

“If this retired merchant of Albany, Mr. Pritchard, does
not know his mother, who does? 1If he, and other members
of the family, cannot trust their own senses—their own eyes,
whose can they trust?’

As I said before, I was a witness to this scene. Mrs.
Packard left the Eddys, to return home, while I was
there. The evening before her departure she wasinvited by
the spirit, Mrs. Eaton, who appears to manage the cabinet
arrangements, to take her seat upon the platform, as sev-
eral of her departed friends wished to bid her farewell.
Mrs. Eaton speaks in an audible voice. She is an old
lady, "who appears to have lost her teeth. She is very
energetic, and seems to possess a good share of hard com-
mon sense and considerable mother-wit.

As this is a good time and place to describe the circle-
room and its belongings, I will do it in the words of Col.
Henry S. Olcott, who visited the Eddy brothers for the
purpose of investigation, and who has published the results
- of his labors in an interesting and truthful volume entitled
¢“ People from . the other World.” The book is finely illus-
trated, and will repay those interested in this subject who
will consult its pages. The following extractis taken from.
another work by Epes Sargent, entitled ‘‘Proof palpable
of Immortality,” which ought to be not only read, but
studied by all who wish' to become acquainted with this
momentous subject. Speaking of the circle-room at the
Eddys, Col. Olcott says :

¢ The apartment is forty-eight by sixteen feet, with three
windows on each side. At the west end is a raised platform
the width of the room, about two feet high by four broad,



AMON6 THE SPIRITS. 4

reached by three steps of about ten inches rise. Between the
kitchen chimney, which is in the middle, and the right hand
wall is a small cupboard or closet, lathed and plastered, with
a very narrow door, six feet and one inch high, opening from
the platform, and a single window for purposes of ventilation.
This closet is the cabinet in which the medium sits. A light
hand-rail runs from side to side of the room at the edge of the
platform.”’

Having called Mrs. Packard to the platform, the cére-
mony of leave-taking with her spirit-friends commenced.
First came her mother, Mrs. Pritchard, who sat down by
her, and they talked a good while together. She then
rose, as did her mother also, and she announced her, as
usual, to the audience. The spirit-mother bowed to her
son, who was not upon the platform, and who did not
expect to depart with his sister in the morning. The
spirit then put her arms around her daughter and kissed
her affectionately.

‘Next came Mrs. Packard’s nephew, Chester B. Pritch-
ard, of Wayne county, New York, who was killed at the
battle of Winchester. Then her son, Wm. J. Packard, and
another son, J. Chester Packard, came to their mother.
Then appeared her husband, Chester Packard; after him
her grandson, William Chester Packard, aged twenty-five,
and finally her great grandchild, Willie Moore, who ‘died
at the age of two years. They appeared in such quick
succession that William Eddy must have been exceedingly
industrious to have altered his face, his form, and size,
and to have changed his dress so many times in such a
short period. Mrs. Packard, be it remembered, was on
the platform, where she could take their hands, and look
them closely in the face, and it would have been passing
strange if she had allowed herself to be deceived.

Several Shaker-spirits showed themselves to Elder
Evans, and two Shaker-ladies, and three or four other
spirits appeared to their friends; and then Mr. Brown, the
spirit-father of Edward Brown, who married Delia Eddy,
drew aside the curtain, said a few impressive words to the
audience, and bade us good night, which ended the
seance. Mr. Brown is over six feet high, and there is
considerable difference between him, and the little child
two years old.
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CHAPTER IX.

INDIAN SPIRITS AND OTHERS.

HE spirits are very fond of music—though they some-.

times get sad discords—and all circles are usually

opened by singing. On this occasion, August 3d,

1875, the audience sang, ‘‘Nearer, my God, to thee,”
the chorus of which was roared out with an earnestness
which perhaps compensated the invisibles for its lack of
harmony. The first spirit which appeared was an Indian
called Wickachee. He was considerably taller than Wil-
liam Eddy, was very erect, had a most symetrical form,
and his movements and gait were full of grace and digni-
ty. No one can ever make me believe that Wickachee
and William Eddy are one and the same. And Wicka-
chee could not have crawled into the cabinet through the
little window, for that was boarded up. Wickachee beck-
oned Horatio to the platform, and they walked back and
forth for some time in Indian file. Then turning, and
facing Horatio, the spirit advanced towards him, and
backed him up against the wall, and it seemed to me that
Horatio was a little afraid of him. He then waved his
hand as a signal to have the light raised, which was done,
and he stood in the doorway of the cabinet for some time
in full light. Wickachee appeared at least a dozen times
during my visit. On one occasion he danced with Hora-
tio, who isa tall man, and his feet were repeatedly on a
level with Horatio’s face. I also saw him dance with Mrs.
Stone, a well-known lady from Cincinnati, who loves the
spirits and is not at all afraid of them, and he then dis--
played his agility in the same way.

After Wickachee came a giant Indian, whom they call
Santum. He usually stands for inspection in the door of
the cabinet, but on one occasion he stepped out, and with
the greatest ease laid the back of his hand on the ceiling.
After the seance a gentleman six feet and one or two
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inches high, went upon the platform, and, on tiptoe, could
just touch the ceiling with the tips of his fingers. Cer-
tainly Santum was not William Eddy, neither did %e crawl

in at the window. Perhaps these figures were mortals,
" secreted in the little cabinet to the number of fifteen,be-
sides the medium in his chair; and on one occasion to the
number of twenty-two.*

Several Indians appeared on this occasson to different
persons in the audience, but it is not necessary to describe
them. Many of them were highly decorated, and all
were differently clad in true Indian costume. There was
present a highly intelligent and cultivated lady, a sister of
Mr. Edward Brown, who married the medium, Delia
Eddy. She came to Chittenden a confirmed skeptic, but
she loved her brother in spite of what she deemed his ab-
surd spiritual infatuation, and so she came to visit him.
On this evening her deceased husband appeared to her as
he had done several times before. He comes in full light,
and is perfectly recognized by his wife, brother-in-law,and
others who knew him well. That lady is now rejoicing in
the belief, aye, the knowledge, that her husband still lives,
and can return to her and make his presence known.

*Or perhaps they went up the chimney, as the astute Mr. Bishop has dis-
covered, notwithstanding that Col. Olcott, who examined the chimney with
two regular brick-masous, affirms that tnere is not a hole large enough for a
mouse to get through !
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CHAPTER X.

A SPIRIT AND A PHOTOGRAPH.

HAD intended to devote a chapter to the taking of

spirit photographs, but in order to make a true and con-

secutive narrative, I find I must mix up things a little.

The chapter on photographs will still be forthcoming.

On the same evening of which I have been writing, the
third after my arrival at Chittenden, when I was begin-
ning to feel a little blue at not seeing the face of the friend
I had loved and lost, Mrs. Eaton spoke from the cabinet
these words: ‘‘What is the name of that lady from Texas?”
I gave her my name. ‘‘Well,” said she, ‘‘her husband is
here and will show himself to her, and after the circle will
give her his picture.” My readers will perhaps remember
that in New York my husband had promised to give me
his picture, though he could not say when or where.

I sat in mute expectation, feeling strangely calm. At
length a form appeared, clad in black broadcloth and with
the well-known outline. But I am quite near-sighted, and
the light was so dim that I could not distinguish the fea-
tures, though others could; but, as he had been known to
none of them, they could not identify him.

¢“Is that you, my darling?” I inquired. He bowed his
head and rapped three times. ¢‘Oh, thank you for com-
ing!” I exclaimed in the fullness of my heart, and the
form retired. Mr. Brown, as usual, made a few pertinent
remarks, bade us ‘‘Good night,” and the seance was over.
The spectators in the front row, who always join their
hands, are expected to remain perfectly quiet until the
medium has retired, and they always do so.

Generally there is an immediate rising and stretching '
forth of arms and hands, as a relief from the constrained
position in which they have been held so long ; but on this
occasion all kept their seats in expectation of the promised
photograph.
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'The artist retired, accompanied by a gentleman visitor.
A small table was brought in, and on this the camera was
placed; a chair was set for me, and I was directed to place
my hands upon the table at the back of the camera, which
was covered with a thick, black woolen cloth. The artist
slid his plate into the camera, covered it over, placed his
hand upon the instrument, the light was extinguished, and
we sat 1n perfect darkness. Very soon a convulsive move-
ment of the medium’s hand, accompanied by raps, an-
nounced that the work was done a light was struck, and
the medium, accompanied by a v1sxtor, took the picture to
his room for development.

In a short time he returned, and requested me to look
at the picture. Then, for the first time, I trembled, and
could scarcely hold the picture. One look convinced me
that there was no mistake about the likeness— was per-
Ject.  “‘Now,” said I to the eager company, ‘‘if you will
keep your seats, I will go to.-my trunk and get a photograph,
with which you may compare this one, and say whether
they represent the same person.” I accordingly left the .
room in the presence of them all, went to my trunk, and
returned with the original photograph There was a uni-
versal exclamation of astonishment. Not ornly was the
likeness perfect, but the new picture was an exact copy of
the other. ‘Every minute feature of the dress, the points
of the shirt collar, the opening of the vest, everything was
exactly and minutely reproduccd, so that skeptics cannot
now be persuaded that the medium artist did not actually
copy the one from the other. And yet T know, as well
as I-can know anything, that he had never seen the origi-
nal photograph. I had never told him it was in my pos-
sesston, and I had kept it hidden away in 'my trunk, and
what it all means is more than I can tell.
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CHAPTER XI.

A CHAPTER ON PHOTOGRAPHS.

S the taking of Honto’s picture and that of my hus-

band, were part of the performances of the circles,

I may as wellgoon to tell whatIsaw while at the Eddys

in the photograph line. TheeveningafterI had been
so honored, Mrs. Eaton drew the curtain, bade us ““Good
evening,” and said that Honto wished to have her picture
taken, and they would occupy a part of the evening in
that way. Honto, as numbers are aware, is the Indian
maiden who is a prominent feature of William Eddy’s
materialization seances. ‘¢ Do you wish it taken now, Mrs.
" Eaton?” inquired the artist. *‘Yes, now,” said Mrs.
Eaton; ‘‘go and get your plate ready.” As he left the
room for this purpose, Honto came dancing out of the cab-
inet and took her seat on the steps of the platform, evinc-
ing a delightful eagerness and childlike impatience, often
smoothing down her robes and gazing earnestly at the door
of entrance; and the moment the artist entered the room
she rose, skipped gaily to the chair which had been placed
for her, and seated herself in a most graceful attitude. She
found the right focus exactly, too. When the artist went
out to put the plate in the bath, a reliable witness having
been sent with him, Honto glided to the camera, which
she examined with great curiosity, peeping into it, and
looking all around it; and then she skipped back into the
cabinet.

This picture was taken by the light of a miserable, for-
lorn-looking kerosene lamp, which stood. at least fiftden
feet from the camera. Like my husband’s picture, which,
unlike this one, was taken in perfect darkness, it was a
complete success. There were nearly or quite fifty wit-
nesses to these photographic wonders, whose names could
be given, if necessary. I will add that the full materialized
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form of my husband appeared to me five times, and was
always instantly recognized by all who had seen his pho-
tograph.

I afterwards sat for my own likeness, hoping to get a
spirit picture on the same plate. The medium generally
waited until he, or some other clairvoyant, saw the spirit
form by the side of the applicant for a picture, and then
he was almost sure to succeed. So I waited with the un-
derstanding that he would let me know when I was
wanted; but several days passed by, during which I fre-
quently took care to put myself in the range of his vision.
The weather was delightful, and, becoming impatient, I one
day said to him, ‘‘You are losing a great deal of bright,
pleasant weather.” ¢‘I cannot help it,” he replied; I
won’t try to take a spirit picture till I see the spirit.” Then
suddenly his countenance brightened, and he exclaimed,
“‘Come with me now; I see your husband.” Accord-
ingly, I sat for a photograph, and, sure enough, there on
the negative was the beloved face, rather faint, but still an
unmistakable likeness.

And now, though it carrics me forward two or three
months, I must tell what occurred in relation to this pic-
ture. The artist, not being prepared to print pictures from
his negatives, was obliged to send them to New York for
completion, with directions to have them sent to their dif-
ferent destinations. I directed that mine should be re-
tained in New York until my arrival there,on my way to
the South; but when I arrived there I found that, by some
carelessness, it had been sent off, nobody knew where. The
artist’s wife was in the city, and seemed much mortified at
the occurrence. She wrote to her husband to have them
hunted up, but day after day passed, and finally week
after week, until the time arrived when I had promised to
visit my relatives in Virginia, and Charleston, S. C., be-
fore returning to my Texas home. Quite in distress, I
called on Mrs. E. for the purpose of entreating her not to
remit her efforts to find the pictures, and to send them
after me to Charleston. By the way, as the negative was
there, she had promised to have them reprinted, if the
others did not arrive in time. But there seemed to be
some difficulty in the way, and finally she said, ¢‘Mrs,
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Shindler, it is the strangest thing about that negative, we
cannot find it anywhere. It has been here all the while,
we have seen it every day, and now I believe the spirits
have hidden it. And your husband has been talking to
me all the morning.” ‘‘Ah,” said I, ‘‘what does he say ?”
‘““He says you must sit again with me,” said she. The
lady, be it known, is quite as good a medium for spirit
pictures as her husband.

“Well,” said I, ““will you try it?”

‘I am quite sick, Mrs. Shindler,” she replied, ‘‘but we
will try.”

As it is quite a drain upon the medium’s vitality, I told
her that, anxious as I was on the subject, I did not want
to injure her health. ¢‘Oh,” said she, ¢“I am as anxious
as you are, only I fear that Ishall fail. But let us try.”
Accordingly, we repaired to the gallery; I took my seat,
and she stood with her hand upon the camera. The first
time there cajpe a company of what appeared te be nuns
upon the plate with me. We tried again, and there was
no result. ¢‘I must sit with you awhile, and hold your
hands,” said she. While sitting thus she was violently
shaken from head to foot. ‘“I shall get something now,”
she exclaimed, ‘‘for my Indian has come.” Then we tried
again, and this time my husband’s head was seen leaning
on my shoulder, while my head, which but a moment be-
fore had been in an erect posture, was leaning sideways
upon his. This time, also, there was no mistaking the
likeness of the spirit picture.

When I had been in Charleston about a week, to my
great joy, the original pictures arrived; so that now I had
three separate spirit pictures, each taken under peculiar
circumstances. I was rich indeed.

There was at the Eddys’ a lady, Mrs. Stone, of Cincin-
nati, well known as a prominent and earnest Spiritualist,
who desired a spirit picture. She got a deadly nightshade,
and a mushroom and three swine, one under the dense
nightshade, one a little nearer the light, and the third
almost in the light, with the motto, ‘‘Cast not your pearls
before swine.” She said it was exactly emblematical of
the states of mind of three uf her male relatives in regard
to Spiritualism.



AMONG THE SPIRITS. - 40

Her brother, desiring to sit for a spirit picture, arranged
himself with special care for the occasion. But, behold!
upon the negative there was no sign of the sitter, but in
his place appeared what the artist declared to be ez o/d
woman. But Mrs. Stone immediately recognized the likeness
of an old blind uncke, who had left her his fortune, and who
always wore @ white skull-cap. She produced his photo-
graph, and the likeness was perfect. I was a witness to
these things. ,

As this 1s a chapter on photographs, I will here insert
an account of the taking of a spirit photograph under the
strictest test conditions. It was published in the Cincin-
nati Enguirer, directly after the event occurred:

[From the Cincinnati Enquirer.]
SPIRIT PHOTOGRAPHY. .
To the Editor of the Enquirer.]

¢ Tell me not, in mournful numbers,
Life is but an empty dream !
For the soul is dead that slumbers,
And things are not what they seem.

¢ Life is real ! Life is earnest!
And the grave is not its goal ;
Dust thou art, to dust returnest,
‘Was not spoken of the soul,”’

seems indeed to be fully realized and proven in this won-
derful age of startling discoveries. Spirit photography, it
has been claimed, has solved this momentous question;
and various persons, from time to time, have claimed the
peculiar power of placing their hands upon the cam-
era, by which means the instrument became ¢‘sensitized,”
so as to enable ‘‘spirit forms” to impress their image on
the plate with the sitter. Among others, Mr. Jay J. Hart-
man has claimed this power, and has been producing
“‘spirit pictures” at Teeple’s gallery, No. 100 West Fourth
street. He has been bitterly denounced as a fraud and
trickster by the skeptics and unbelievers, and lately one
of the morning contemporaries gave three columns of sen-
sational arguments and statements to prove that the whole
matter was a delusion, and Hartman a miserable humbug.

3
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Although he gave private test-sittings that seemed satis-
factory, yet even many of his friends began to doubt him,
until he, last week, published a card that on Saturday
morning, December 25th, he would give a free public
investigation, addressed to the public generally, and to
photographers especially ; stating that he would place all
the arrangements in the hands of those taking part in the
investigation ; they to choose the room where the trial was
to be held ; bring their own marked plates; furnish their
own camera, chemicals, in fact every thing; Hartman
simply asking to manipulate the plates in the presence of
practical photographers, to show that he used no ftaud or
trickery. Christmas morning came, Dright and cheerful,
and found sixteen gentlemen, five of them practical pho-
tographers of this city, assembled at his rooms. Putting
the question to vote, it was decided to adjourn to the
photograph gallery of Mr. V. Cutter, No. 28 West Fourth
street, Mr. Cutter being an expert in detecting the *‘spirit-
picture trickery,” and, as Mr. Hartinan had never been
in his gallery, he would be at the double disadvantage of
being in a strange room, surrounded by strong skeptics,
and practical men quick to detect fraud. Mr. Hartman
cheerfully accepted, exacting but one condition—that
there should be no arguments, jesting, or unbecoming con-
duct, in speech or action, liable to produce discord, and
disturb the harmony and quiet necessary to insure results.
As the offer was made by Mr. Hartman in a perfectly fair
and gentlemanly manner, it was accepted 1n like good
spirit, and the party adjourned to Mr. Vincent Cutter’s
rooms. Entering the operating raam, the party were
requested to seat themselves on each side of the camera,
and join hands. Mr. Hartman then desired to be searched
and blindfolded, but the photographers waived this as
being unnecessary. Mr. Hartman then chose Mr. F. T.
Moreland to represent him, and see that everything was
done fairly. Then, selecting Mr. C. H. Murhman, a
practical photographer and strong skeptic, the three
entered the datk room, Mr. Murhman selecting his own
plates. The plates prepared, they approached the camera,
" Mr. Murhman carrying the plate, and then sitting for a
‘“picture.” Amid breathless silence the plate was exposed,
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and carried back to the dark room, Mr. Hartman following.
Soon came the cry, ‘“No result.” Skeptics somewhat
jubilant. Another plate was ordered. Mr. Murhman
again followed Mr. Hartman through. No result. Un:
belief above par, and rising rapidly. Mr. Cutter, the
proprietor of the gallery, a strong skeptic, and probably
the best expert in the city, was now chosen to go through
the workings. Hartman seemed downcast, and, declining
to enter the dark room, stood at the camera, seemingly
absorbed in deep meditation or prayer. His friend
Moreland and Mr. Cutter entered the dark room alone,
Mr. Cutter preparing the plate. Coming out to the
camera, and giving Hartman the ‘‘holder,” he seemed so
much abstracted as to be scarcely able to place it in posi-
tion. Calling to two gentleman to place their hands on
the camera with him, the third plate was exposed with no
result. Affairs looked gloomy, indeed, for poor Hartman
and his friends. But he directed Mr. Cutter to prepare
another plate, and dropped into a deeper state of abstrac-
tion than ever. Mr. Murhman sat close beside Hartman
and the camera, closely watching every movement, as he
is well calculated to do from his long experience in detect-
ing ‘¢ professional mediums.” Mr. Cutter, having finished
the preparation of the plate in the dark room in the pres-
ence of Mr. Moreland, brought the fourth in the ‘‘holder,”
and handed it to Mr. Hartman. Selecting Dr. Morrow as
the ¢‘sitter,” and a third person to place hands on the
camera, the plate was again exposed amid intense, breath-
less silence. Hartman visibly trembled, and appeared to
be engaged in deep, silent invocation. The hands of the
persons resting on the camera likewise visibly trembled,
showing the presence of some occult power. Finally
Hartman ended the painful suspense by covering the
camera, when Mr. Cutter took the plate, and, accompa-
nied by Mr. Moreland, retired to the dark room to develop
it, leaving Hartman standing at the camera with great
beads of perspiration studding his brow, while the assem-
bly looked like ‘‘grave and reverend seignors,” awaiting
a verdict that was to blast the fond hopes of the Spiritual-
ist—and prove that ¢‘life is but an empty dream.” But
quickly came the joyful exclamation from Mr. Mereland,
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and the astounding cry from Mr. Cutter—a result! A
ripple of quiet joy ran over Hartman’s countenance, while
his friends, scarcely believing the good news possible,

- crowded, with the skeptics and unbelievers, who doubted
the evidence of their own senses, around Mr. Cutter, who
held the glass plate up to the light; and there, sure enough,
impinging on the head of Dr. Morrow, was the clearly
defined face of a young lady, even clearer and more dis-
tinct than his own.

Every one was astonished at this unexpected result.
Murhman looked at Cutter, and Cutter looked at Murh-
man in blank amazement, declaring that he didn’t do it,
as it was one of his own plates, and he knew there was
nothing on it when it went into the camera. There was
the picture! Hartman had never touched the plate, or entered
the dark chamber during its manipulation! How it got there,
he didn’t know ; there it was!

While skeptic and Spiritualist were equally astounded,
the best of feeling prevailed, and, to the credit of all be it
said, not a harsh, ungentlemanly word was dropped by -
any one during this great and conclusive trial. Conclus-
ive, in that, while Messrs. Cutter, Murhman, ¢# /., do not
admit the ¢‘spiritual” origin of the form on the plate, yet
they all agree that Mr. Hartman did not, and could not,
under the circumstances of never touching the plate, or
entering the dark room, produce the ¢‘spirit picture” by
fraud or trickery. There is the face of Dr. Morrow, with
the face of a young lady, with something resembling a
wreath arching over their heads. Whence came it? If
it is not what it purports to be, a ““spirit form,” what is
it? And how came it there? All finally agreed to sign the
following certificate, as justly due to, and fairly earned by
Mr. Hartman:

““We the undersigned, having taken part in the public
investigation of ¢ Spirit Photography’ given by Mr. Jay J.
Hartman, hereby certify that we have closely examined
and watched the manipulations of our own marked plates,
through all the various workings, in and out of the dark room,
and have been unable to discover any sign of fraud or trickery
on the part of Mr. Hartman. And we further certify that
during the last sitting when the result was obtained, Mr.
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Jay J. Hartman did not handle the plate, nor enter the
dark room at any time.

¢J. Slatter, C. W. Murhman, V. Cutter, I. P. Week-
man, F. T. Moreland, T. Temple, (all practical photo-
graphers.) E.Saunders, Wm. Warrington, Joseph Kinsey,
Benjamin E. Hopkins, G. A. Carnahan, Wm. Sullivan,
James P. Geppert, D. V. Morrow, M. D., E. Hopkins,
and Robert Leslie.”

¢“Mr. Murhman demurred to the first part of the certifi--
cate, not that he had discovered fraud, but that he was
not in the dark room when the result was obtained, but
cheerfully signed as to the last clause, and with the bal-
ance exclaims: ¢ ZThere's the fact, who can explain it?’

I will also refer the reader to a pamphlet put forth by
Mr. Mumler, of Boston; cn his own experiences in Spirit-
Photography. He gives many well attested cases of
pictures taken by him, which have been unmistakably
recognized by relatives and friends as the faces of those
who are in the spirit world. Mr. Mumler is the gentle-
man who some twenty years since, more or less, under-
went a public trial in New York city, and was triumphantly
acquitted.
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CHAPTER XII.

WILLIAM EDDY.

sittings with various mediums, before I went to the

Eddys’, for, though some of them were quite remarka-

ble, there was nothing definite enough to be recorded,
though they were of importance to my mind as collateral
proofs of the truth of spirit power and communion. Many
things which were eagerly received by others, made upon
me no impression, partly because I did not personally
know the medium, and could not be assured of his or her
perfect honesty, and partly because they were things
which I thought might have been done by the medium
and not by spirits. I will now proceed to relate some
things which I saw while at the Eddys, but for a more
full and graphic account of the wonders of that enchanted
house, I again refer the reader to Col. Olcott’s famous
book, ‘‘People from the other World.” It is profusely
illustrated, and will amply repay a perusal.

And I_will premise my account with the remark that
during my twenty-three days’ sojourn at Chittenden, or
rather “‘Spirit Vale,” I did not content myself with merely
attending the seances of these famous brothers, but watched
them continually at their daily tasks, and in their hours of
relaxation, and am firmly persuaded that all their manifes-
tations were perfectly genuine. Especially did WiLLiaM
impress me as a man of singular honesty and simplicity of
character; too guileless to protect himself from the wiles
and snares of others. I loved him as one of God’s
chosen instruments to bless and comfort the mourning
hearts of those whose friends had been taken out of their
sight.

gI remember that, on one occasion, the hired girl had
become offended, and was about giving up the situation.
There were about fifty boarders, the house was over

I HAVE omitted to give descriptions of a great many
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trowded, dand it would have been utterly impossible for
Alice—now Mrs: West—the young and rather frail looking
sister, to have cooked and waited on that motly crowd.
There was great consternation among the lady boarders,
for although several of us were in the daily habit of ren:
dering assistance in household duties, we knew that the
buxom maid of all work could not well be spared, While
remonstrating with her, and also trying our powers of per-
suasion, she said: ‘I won’t stay any longer; I'd go on
my hands and knees for William, but I hate all the rest.”
This was not exactly true, for she was a good-hearted
girl, and they treated her kindly; but she was in a great
passion about something, and her testimony to William’s
goodness was quite valuable and touching. ~ She did not
leave us. )

One night a spirit appeared, and annoynced, by raps, that
it was a friend of mine. As I said before, I am near-
sighted; so, with my mind entirely upon my recently
deceased husband, I addressed as such the spirit. But
the form stepped entirely out from the cabinet, took a step
or two so as to throw the whole outline upon the white-
washed wall, took up a portion of her dress and shook it,
to show me it was a woman, and then I beheld and recog-
nized my dear mother, who had been in the spirit world
for twenty-eight years. She appeared to me three times,
and having been a large woman with a very fine figure,
her appearance was quite different from any other of the
spirit forms I had seen there,

I give here the testimony of Dr. J. M. Peebles to the genu-
ineness of the Eddys’ mediumship, partly because he is so
extensively and honorably known, and partly because I had
the pleasure of meeting him at Spirit Vale, and thus he °
can and will corroborate my testimony.

In the Banner of Light of September r11th, 1875, he
says:

““Before me lies a copy of the Banner of Light, con-
taining a letter from my pen, dated Lowell, Mass., Oct.
7th, 1865. In this communication, describing the Eddy
brothers, I'said: These mediums are modest, unassuming,
and unpretending, utterly unschooled in the arts and wiles
of the world, When confined as securely as a skeptical
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committee could tie them, music would be heard on sev-
eral instruments at the same time; hands, arms and - faces
shown at the aperture, and all too, while tied so tightly
that the blood partially ceased to circulate. * * * In
a subsequent letter to the Banner I mentioned a prophecy
made by the controlling spirits at the Eddys’, that in a few
years spirits would be able to so control the aural envelopes of
mediums and the elements in seance rooms, as to materialize the
whole form and speak in audible voices. Similar prophecies
were made through the mediumship of Mrs. J. EI Conant,
Dr. H. B. Storer, and several others. These prophecies
have since been fulfilled —literally, unequivocally fulfilled
in different parts of the country.

¢“Meeting these Eddys for the first time some fifteen
years since, I then and there fully satisfied myself that they
were mediums. Attending their seances in Buffalo and
other Western cities several times afterwards, and then
investigating again, something like a year since, @/ con-
firmed what, to my mind, required no further confirma-
tion—the genuineness of their mediumistic gifts! * * *

““WHAT 1s SAID.—* They are curt and churlish,’ said a
visitor, while lounging under the shade trees that front the
door.

‘“Effects have legitimate causes. Whatever else the
Eddys may be they are not hypocrites. Their medium-
“ship, converting such determined skeptics as Dr. Miller,
of New York, Judge Haynes, of Tennessee, and other
noted persons, is established. * * *

¢ Considering the slimy insinuations, the wanton abuse,
the contemptible lies and slanders retailed about these
mediums—and the scars—yes, the scars they wear upon
their persons as seals of their mediumship—I really won-
der that they have patience or even a shadow of faith in
humanity remaining.

¢“SuNDAY AT THE EpDYS.—To the truly enlightened all
days are holy, and all hours fit seasons for worship. True
aspiration is worship—is genuine prayer. At the usual
Sunday hour for religious worship, the Eddy visitors and
a few of the neighbors assembled in the large seance room,
where we held a most interesting meeting. The music if
not classical, was cheering, and though there were present
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Spiritualists, Shakers, Universalists, Methodists, and skep-
tics, there were uttered no jarring or discordant words.
The speakers were Elder F. W. Evans, Rev. A. Gage,
Eldress Antoinette Doolittle, P. C. Tomsan, William
Whittenmyer, a lady poet from Texas, and others.”

Dear reader, asking pardon of my good Bro. Peebles
for the contradiction, the lady poet from Texas did 7ot
make a speech! Being a Southern woman, I am in such
things somewhat behind the age; yet I hope the sterner
sex will pardon me when I declare that of the numerous
public addresses I heard last summer, those spoken hy
women were, in a majority of cases, the best—that is,
in my humble opinion. Somehow or other, my gifted
sisters know how to reach the Aeart.

But, lest I should appear to contradict my brother Pee-
bles too flatly, I will confess that I did rise at my seat, and
in an almost inaudible voice, say a few words. Among the
songs on that occasion was one commencing with the
words—

¢ Oh, sing to me of heaven
When I am called to die,
Sing songs of holy ecstacy
To waft my soul on high.”

That song was composed by me many years ago; and, .
being somewhat impressible, I was so much affected at
hearing it under such circumstances, that I felt an uncon-
trollable impulse to announce a fact unknown to those
present, and with a trembling voice I did so, expressing at
the same time my gratitude to God that I had lived to see
that day.

But Brother Peebles forgot to say that he was the chief
speaker on that occasion, and I, and I hope many others,
will never forget his thrilling words.

And while I am at the confessional, I will record two
other instances when I was impelled, by some power out-
side of myself, to say a few words in public. Soon after.
my return from the Eddys’, when attending a conference
at the Harvard rooms, New York, a lady took the plat-
form and denounced poor William Eddy as a fraud. She
gave no proof that I could discover, but raising her right
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hand to heaven, exclaimed, ‘‘Iknow William Eddy tobea
fraud !” then descended from the platform.

The first thing I knew I was marching up to the plat-

. form, and it is said that in a few words I defended Wil-

liam Eddy bravely and well. How that is I cannot myself
say. , :

The next and last time that I thus disgraced (?) myself,
was just before I left New York to return to my Southern
home. As is pretty generally known to those who fre-
quent the conferences at the Harvard rooms, the debates
are sometimes any thing but harmonious. It is a free
platform, and all, skeptics or others, are allowed to express
their opinions, the time of speaking being limited to ten
minutes. - It happened on this particular Sunday afternoon
—the lastat whichI should be present—that an atmosphere
of love and holiness seemed to pervade the room, and
on looking round at the countenances with which I had
become so familiar, an irrepressible desire to bid my friends
farewell took possession of me, and I went up to the plat-
form, bade them an affectionate farewell, and asked their
prayers. This is the head and front of my offending; but
could I only be a TapraN, a Hyzer, or a Hawks, I
should bless God, and take courage.



AMONG THE SPIRITS. 59

CHAPTER XIIL

THE EDDY BROTHERS.

NSTEAD of giving my own descriptions of the wonders
seen at Chittenden, I will transcribe from the Banmer
of Light certain portions of two articles written by Mr.
Henry Lacroix, of Montreal, Canada. We were there

together, and thus I can vouch for the accuracy of his
delineations; and his style is so quaint and graphic that I
know he will interest my readers more than my tamer
words. He is a Frenchman, which will account for the
idiomatic peculiarities of his composition. And now for
Mr. Lacroix:

¢¢The circle room, on the second floor, in the rear part
of the house, is large enough to seat one hundred
persons, &c. * * * The only spot which looks suspi-
cious —at first sight—even to a believer, is the cabinet.
That narrow and rather short place, with a door in front,
has an opening on the side, or gable end of the house, which

'is but partially closed by a board nailed across. Itlookson
the roof of the adjoining kitchen underneath, on which one
might be led to believe that some confrere could, during the
seances, hold and pass to the medium, or operator, apparels
to represent the different characters which are produced
before the audience. We were, at first, we must acknowl-
edge, somewhat nettled by that feature of the arrangement;
the interstices between the board, and the frame of the
window, also the hole made in the board itself, seemed to
us of a suspicious character. In that mood we surveyed
the whole argument so laid before our mind, and came to
the conclusion that a skeptic could not be satisfied with
such appurtenances, such a seeming clap-trap.

‘“As we, in justice to our readers and ourself, must
state thirigs as we saw them, we make the above state-
ment; but at the same time we have to say that imperative
necessity, as we found upon inquiry and due reflection,
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demands such air-holes for the life protection of the medi-
um. The door of the cabinet is closed during the seances
with a black curtain, hung from the top, and so is the
window in the cabinet. We can very well understand
that a skeptic, coming and remaining here but a night or
two, and seeing the manifestations of materialization under
their ordinary aspect, returns home dissatisfied, and, more
than that, with a strong suspician that he has been fooled.
Hence the rumors, wide spread, take consistency here and
there, that the spectres of Spirit Vale, as Chittenden is
called, are unreal, intangible, and but objects of trickery.
We would certainly advise all skeptics, and even investi-
gators who have made some headway, to go elsewhere - to
see about home what is produced by inferior mediums,
and furthermore, to prepare and educate their powers of
understanding. It is unsafe for those who have been in
darkness to satisfy their desire for light by rushing out at
dnce into the full blaze. The subjective and objective
realities of Spiritism are no mere child-playthings; they
cannot be comprehended without initiation; and the thick
headed, which form the majority, need not expect to get
ahead of others who step by step have advanced, and now
possess conviction and comprehension. * * *

‘“Some over zealous people, in wishing to instruct the
visitor about the ¢‘gueer”’ ways of the great mediums, will
tell you to be cautious how you express yourself before
them, or to those around; how you deport yourself in
every way—as the very sensitive, ¢‘bear-like, uncouth,
uncivilized,” brothers may dismiss you on the slightest
grounds, and when least expected. * * * Itisdueto
truth, and to the medium brothers that we should lay bare
the case, and in a few words: We have found, by personal
experience, unsought, unlooked for, that the brothers, far
from wishing harm to those parties who try to injure them,
or being inclined to resent on the innocent the injuries
received, take such little notice of these fly-bites, numer-
ous as they are, as to render unto their enemies good for
evil. The two brothers who minister unto the spiritual
wants of so many are simple in their ways, language, and
dealings; manhood, beside, being stamped upon their
brows in unmistakable characters. Accustomed as the
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_principal medium for materialization (William) is to the
inner life, his manners reveal less of the outward than is
found in Horatio, who enacts in what are called the ““light
and dark circles.” Both, however, endeavor in every
way to make themselves agreeable to their guests, and are
always ready to answer questions in a genial mood. The
active care of the farm devolves upon William, who is seen
all day long, and every day, attending to such work. The
outside business, and attendance on the guests, is per-
formed by Horatio. The lady guests are often seen in the
kitchen helping the cook, and sometimes William, who
occasionally in the morning performs that drudgery, as
well as the washing of linen, under the influence of the
spirit of an Irish washerwoman, named Ann Cuddy.

¢«* * * The audience is always requested at the
opening of every seance by Mr. Brown, who presides, to
sing, and religious airs are generally those chosen. Those
on the front row of benches have to join hands during the
whole seance. There is next to the platform a melodeon
organ, which is occasionally played on, but a musical box
is often resorted to, to fill the atmosphere of the room and
the minds of the audience with some harmony. * * *

¢ The personality of Honto, as she appears night after
night, cannot be mistaken. Her form, movements, and
gestures, are so peculiar and different from_ that of other
spirits seen here, that none but the blind could not distin-
guish her instantly from the others. It is true that her
features are not plainly perceptible, the whole having at a
distance and under the imperfect light which prevails in
the room—given by a kerosene lamp set on the floor, and
partly shaded by an old cheese box—a muddy, confused
aspect; but as she shows herself in full blaze, as she often
does in the doorway of the cabinet, then her features and
Indian color brighten up and display themselves sufficient-
lyto be recognizable at any time. Were she able to speak,
as many others do, she would delight the audience much
more, and create quite a furore. (Wehavebeen informed
that some time ago, she could and did speak.) Her arti-
fice, if we may so call it, in manufacturing shawls from
the air, taken in mid-air, on the walls, on the floor, from
the neck, or feet, or lap, of persons on the platform, is
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truly a marvelous feat, and the way she does it is so off-
hand, so dexterous, as always to win and excite applause.

““The shawls so made by Honto are of different sizes,
shades, and seeming textures. Sometimes she stretches
them their whole length with the aid of some one selected
from the audience holding on to the other end, and after
so doing she rolls them up, and throws them into the dark
cabinet. It comes to pass sometimes that Honto an-
nounces her approach, or presence in the cabinet, previous
to her coming out, by the loud report of a pistol shot, and
as she dances on the platform, firing here and there in
quick succession, the elegant boldness and surety of sight
she then exhibits make that part of the programme an
impressive one.

““To prove how agile she is, Honto once ran down like
a gazelle the steps of the platform, onto the main floor of
the circle room, and leaped clear over the railing on to
the elevated platform, four feet and a half exact measure-
ment, being the distance of the railing from the floor.
This feat was so sudden, so unexpected, that it took every
one by surprise, and charmed us all beyond measure.

* * * * * *

“The dress which Honto wears is white, but her waist,
which is like a reed, is encircled by a red sash; a red,
pouch-like article hangs at her side, and forms an agree-
able contrast with the white robe. Her hair, which often
in her agile movements gets over her features, so as to
hide them sometimes, is of a deep dark brown color, and
we sincerely hope, before leaving Spirit-Vale, to be graci-
ously favored with a lock of it, however small.

‘“The next personage who attracted most our attention
is Wickachee, a érave of such characteristic manly beauty
and elegance, as would in our estimation, win the bright-
est smiles of a Fifth Avenue coquette.

‘¢ As he came out speechless, and stood before us like
an Apollo, his features illumined by an interior fire,
which partook of the character of sacred flames which
cannot be simulated by any one not having them within
them, we felt and realized well that this actor was undoubt-
edly superior to his 7o/ and the conditions which hold him
imprisoned. * * * This brave, of medium height,
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but of perfect symmetry in every limb, and truly elegant
in every one of his movements and gestures, pointed his
finger toward Horatio, who came on the platform to cross
swords with him. Those weapons stood with some musi-
cal instruments on a table at the left end of the platform.

‘¢ As his steel sparkled in his sure and exercised hand,
and struck that of Horatio, we could at once see that his
magnetism, passing in bright sparks over and out of the wea-
pon he held, instantly awed Horatio, and made a weak child
of that medium. At the seance of the sth August,
Wickachee appeared to us for the fourth time, and walk-
ing to Horatio, who was sitting on the platform, he mo-
tioned him to get up. As they confronted each other like
statues, Wickachee suddenly fired a pistol which was hid-
den in his right hand, startling every one. He next
motioned Mrs. Stone, of Cincinnati, and Horatio, to exe-
cute with him a military march on the platform ; after this,
he danced with Horatio in such an extraordinary gym-
nastic way, flinging his legs forward, and so high, as to
astonish every one.

‘‘Before going further with our descriptions, we would
here mention that having left Chittenden on the 19th to go
to Boston, where we remained until the 27th, we learned in
that city from our eldest spirit son, through the instrumen-
tality of Mrs. Rockwood, that he had materialized himself,
and came to us at the Eddy circle, promising to return at
the same place, and if possible shake hands with us and
talk French. Through the same excellent medical medi-
um—who is also, as we have found, a good test-medium—
the spirit George Dix and another came, without being
asked, and told us that they would meet us half way and
more, in satisfying us by establishing stricter test condi-
tions than these with which we had found fault while at
William Eddy’s circle. As will be seen further, this was
done beyond the point that we would have asked, and at
short notice, after our return to Chittenden. * * *

¢ As we do not intend to survey the whole line of facts
of materialization that we witnessed, * * * we judge
it well to give but a synopsis of the different characters
which come often, arrayed in William Eddy’s magnetic
garments, or his aura, as some would call it. One of the
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principal ones, apart from those already described, is cer-
tainly the facfotum, Mrs. Eaton. That spirit is a type
which has many representatives in all towns, but who are
to be seen under better conditions, in all villages the world
over. She is fond of talking of herself but more so of
others. Her remarks about wrong domgs and sayings
carry a heavy load of truth, and show that she has, in a
sly or stealthy way of her own, taken the trouble to find
out the actual quality and quantity of that load which she
brings before you. She hunts up the texts of her improv-
isations, in quick snapping bites, that inflict no great
harm, as she comes #ot/iless, and furthermore, be it said
to her credit, she always finishes her mercuviales by a good,
warm, steaming bowl of good humor, of love and charity,
which brings on each brow the sweet perspiration of ease.
¢ * * % Human nature, even in the spirit, is no
doubt sensitive to all kinds of inflictions which reach it,
and therefore the over-sensitive Mrs. Eaton, who takes to
heart all that is said against any of the members of her
much loved band, over each of whom she watches with a
tender, motherly care, is liable, like all beings so consti-
tuted, in or out of the flesh, to feel resentment whenever
they are attacked. That a spirit of the nature and status
of Mrs. Eaton should appear in a tangible, talkative form,
and deport itself as an ordinary human mortal, that indeed
seems too much of a ‘se//,’ to use a common but vulgar
expression, to suit the delicate and preconceived notions
of a large class which have been reared in the pernicious
hot-houses of superstition and ignorance. Evidences of
immortality, as furnished by Mrs. Eaton and the other
spirits who materialize themselves night after night, can-
not be evident to all, even of those who see those appari-
tions close to, and under the strictest test conditions.

““Yes readers, who lend us your ears, Mrs. spirit and
spirited Eaton is a remarkable little body, and a most
important personage in these manifestations. She appeals
to all the senses of an assemblage, and enacts a part most
vital in these phenomena. Notwithstanding her snappish
remarks at the display of doubts on the part of any skeptic
or inquirer, the busy, bustling, and ever alive little crea-
ture invariably furnishes more than is asked, and, as she



AMONG THE SPIRITS. 65

does so, a happy smile comes over her quaint, protruding
features, and she bluntly says: ‘There you have it, are
you satisfied?” On one occasion our subject, after coming
out repeatedly on the platform, and delivering one of her
queer but practical addresses, remarked that somebody in
the crowd was far from being satisfied with her identity,
or genuineness, and that she would at once prove that she
was herself, and nobody else! She then called on two
ladies who were seated on the platform, on both sides of
the cabinet, to examine her closely, n full light; to feel
her face, her body, her clothes, and cap. The ladies so
addressed proceeded or their investigation, and reported
to the audience that Mrs. Eaton was really an old woman
of flesh and bones, with wrinkled brow, and possessed
their entire confidence. To add to the conviction, Mrs.
Eaton then said to one of the ladies: ‘Now kiss me,’
which was done.

¢“The heart of Mrs. Eaton is good, and the higher
powers use her eccentricities to an evident purpose, which
every one having a little amount of perception can easily
sum up in his own mind. We qualified Mrs. Eaton with
the term of jfactotum, and so she is, and a good one,
indeed, to all intents and purposes. Mrs. Eaton is fond
of dancing, and performs wcll enough that part. She
two or three times appeared to us and others, no more in
her grayish o/d clothes and wrinkled features, but a bright,
pretty young woman, decked in shining white, exhibiting
herself iz full light to the close and scrutinizing glances of
several ladies on the platform, being kissed by them at the
same time. Mrs. Eaton is undoubtedly herself always—a
bona fide person, not in the least ghostly in mien or deport-
ment—and as she tréads the stage, stamping her feet, not
gliding, she reminds one and all of the stern actualities
which take place in thisage, the world over, and signifi-
cantly points out and proves what is coming, what is to be,
on a vaster and more diversified scale. On the 3d of
August, Mrs. Eaton asked for a glass of water, which she
sipped and swallowed while on the platform, a gentleman
near her verifying the fact better than we could, as we
were at some distance from her. She pronounced it good,
but a little warm,
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““On the second night after our arrival from Boston wd
were startled and agreeably surprised to notice on getting
into the circle room, the verification of what had ‘been
told us by the spirit George Dix through Mrs. Rockwood,
that he and others were ready to meet us half way, and
more, in establishing struter test conditions. Behold |
there we saw to the left of the platform, in the open place
next to the chimney, a black curtain hung up, intended
for the evident purpose of holding the cabinet for that
night, in a place where no air-hole could or can be found.
‘Are you satisfied?’ said in our ear the briny control of
these circles. We could not help-feeling thankful for that
test, for that exhibition of good will and anxiety on the part
of these invistble ones to comply with our desire to see the man-
ifestations take place under stricter test conditions than be-
fore. Will they,thought we,be able to manifest in and out of
that foo closebox as well asusual ? Will not the medium be strax-
gulated for want of air, all the windows of the circle rocn
being, as they invariably are, closed? What we feared
nearly came to pass—the medium coming out after a most
brilliant seance of materialization, equal to any we have
seen before or since, in such a pitiful state of exhaustion
as to be unable to walk to the entrance-door of the circie
room, having fainted, although a powerfully built man,
from the noxious effects of the carbonued air which he
had inhaled during one hour, while in the %o close tem-
porarily arranged cabinet. As we saw the medium carried
down stairs in an insensibie state by two men, we felt
sorry for having been the cause of such a denouement, but
his spirit friends whispered in our ear, ‘Fear not; we
know how far we can tax him.” The reporter of the Bos-
ton Herald—who was once requested by IWilliam Edd,) to stand
outside af the closed or barred window of the cabinet to see that
nothing was introduced through that aperture during the
seances—was present at that sitting, and we considered it
our duty to tell him and others all the circumstances of the
case, not having intimated to any one before what had
been told by spirit George Dix concerning his proffer of
establishing stricter test conditions for us. 'The consequences
of that arrangement were that William felt its effects for
two days, so much so that the controls on the second night
after, said and proved that they could not materializ»
through him as well as ysual on that account,”
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CHAPTER XIV.

MR. LA CROIX,

WILL now transcribe some portions of the second

part of the Banner articles by Mr. Lacroix; still assur-

ing those of my readers who know me personally or by

reputation, that 7 can vouch for their entire truthfulness.

- I give these experiences in his words, simply because

he describes them, as I believe, better, more comprehen-

sively, and more philosophically than I could. Mr.
Lacroix says:

‘“We have been told of a remarkable seance* which
took place here, while we were in Boston, on Sunday
night, July 25th, Mr. Brown’s shop, close by, answering
as a cabinet. It seems that the night previous spirit Brown
had announced that the next circle would take place at
his son’s house, and that they, the spirits,would endeavor,
the weather permitting, to produce and exhibit several
Jorms at the same time. 'The doorway of the above meh-
tioned shop being closed with the ordinary curtain, Mits.
Eaton appeared first, and then Honto. The latter stepped
out on the grass-plot in front of the shop, and the audience,
passed over to the left and picked upalarge shawl manufac-
tured by her, and then deliberately wentto a hen-coop on the
right, from the interior of which she again drew another
shawl. Then she took asa partner a Mrs. Stone, of Cincin-
nati, and danced with her vigorously on the lawn. After
retiring inside the cabinet, Mrs. Eaton immediately ap-
peared, and said that what had been promised the day
previous was going to be fulfilled. The curtain was then
fully raised from the inside by Honto, who stood on one
side to show the spirit form of Mrs. Eaton, standing along-
side of William Eddy, who was still entranced. That

oo have also received an account of this seance from several reliable eye
witnesses many of them well known, and of undoubted purity of character.
I did not witness it myself. M. D. 8.

.
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remarkable case served to prove the reliability of these
manifestations, by the occurrence of a fact of such a start-
ling nature. The ‘“Witch of the Mountain” then came
out, and during twenty-five minutes delivered a forcible and
eloquent address, the purport of which we did not
learn.

““We have to inform our readers (in this out-of-the-way
place) that Honto some twenty monthsago used tospeak. As
we consider this-item of some importance, we introduce
it here.

““The ‘Witch of the Mountains,” whom we will now
interview, appeared many times on the platform in the
somewhat hazy atmosphere of the circle room. This,
spirit claims to have command of the band, and that she
is the daughter of Belshazzar, and was the medium for the
writing on the walls of her father’s festive hall, her own
brother, who appears often at this circle, being the spirit
who drew from his sister the magnetic means to in-
scribe thereon the fiery letters. * * *

¢¢ That this spirit posseses power over the other spirits
forming this band we have no doubt, but whether she exer-
cises it in virtue of purely intrinsic merits of a moral
order, is another question. We hold that the spirit world
and existence there, are not in many respects far removed
from the status of our planet and existence here; and
that muscular power in the brain and frame go a great
way there as well as here to constitute and institure author-
ities—who, when interviewed closely, are seen deprived
in a great measure of the excellencies of the station.

‘“On emerging from the cabinet * * * the Witch
generally wears a sort of diadem, studded in front with a
bright light, which after a while mysteriously disappears
and re-appears. As to he