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LIFE.

CHAPTER L

“Diep. —In this city, April 1st, Joseph Whitney. The date of
the funeral services will be announced in the next issue.”

““The Times is unable to announce the date of services,
as it is yet undecided.”

“The reporter called to-day at the late residence of the
deceased to inquire if the date of services had been decided.
The information received from Miss Whitney, sister of the
deceased, confirms the rumors that were on the street, that the
funeral services will be indefinitely postponed, owing to some
very peculiar beliefs and opinions Miss Whitney has in regard
to such subjects.”

*The unusual circumstances connected with the death of
the gentleman, the strange opinions held by his sister, and what
might be termed the weird condition of affairs, are causing excite-
ment and much suppressed talk in the circle in which the deceased
moved when alive, and which contains the warm friends of
Miss Whitney.”

HE above quotations were taken from April
issues of the Meriden Z#mes of 188g. The
last notice was written two weeks subsequent

to the first.

At the time of reading the notices I was engaged
in the real estate and law business in Boston, but
previous to that time had been engaged in the former
business in Meriden, and was still interested in much
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real property there. I had the daily papers sent
to me, partly for information concerning the real
estate market, and otherwise to know what the
people were doing; for I had many warm friends
and old acquaintances there, and counted Miss
Whitney —as I had before considered her brother,
“Joe” Whitney, as he was commonly called by his
acquaintances —one of my best friends in that
place. Being acquainted with the parties made the
peculiarities of the newspaper notice of much inter-
est to me.

After reading the last reference to the case in the
paper that had come in the morning mail, and feel-
ing an interest in the case of my old friends, the
Whitneys, I decided to visit Meriden the next day,
as my business interests would call me there at some
time in the near future.

The morning of April 15th found me in the
Boston & Albany depot in Boston with a ticket for
Meriden, and noon of the same day found me at the
place last mentioned, at the Winthrop, preparing the
physical man for an afternoon’s work.

The first call I made was on my old friend Dixon,
who had my affairs in charge in Meriden. After
discussing the business outlook and financial affairs,
our conversation turned to the case of Joe Whitney,
as Whitney before his death had been a mutual
acquaintance. I plied Dixon with questions to learn
all I could of the case. He said that the subject was
creating excitement in all parts of the town: that
Whitney had been dead two weeks, pronounced so
by several of the leading physicians, and still the
sister would not conscnt to a burial, have the remains
removed from the house, or even put on ice. but
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insisted upon everything remaining as it was at the
time of the death. There was serious talk of the
authorities taking hold of the case and compelling
burial.

As the estate had means and was under the con-
trol of Miss Whitney, the question was: How to
proceed: For the fact remained, in spite of the
evidence of death, that the body showed no signs of
decomposition, and until it did, the authorities did
not see their way clear to pronounce it a nuisance,
and proceed to act accordingly.

Dixon also said that Miss Whitney had shown
him a will made by Joe, in which he had willed all
his property to her, she being the direct heir in any
case. But there was another peculiar clause. Healso
willed his body to her, and that made the case more
complicated ; for if the authorities claimed he was
dead, then, certainly, the body was her property, to
be disposed of as she thought best. She had not
only the rights of a sister, and the only near relative,
but also the right of acquired property in the body,
and in spite of public sentiment, the authorities saw
no way to proceed except to declare the body a
public nuisance, and that at the present time could
not be done, for it was not a fact.

The longer I listened to Dixon, and the more I
learned, the more deeply interested I became in the
case. '

While dining at the hotel, I decided to call on
Miss Whitney in the evening, and learn from her-
self her side of the story, see if I could not induce
her to comply with public sentiment and have the
remains interred, and at the same time offer any
assistance or condolence that was in my power.
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That evening I rang the bell at the Whitney
residence. The door was opened by the one maid-
of-all-work, who had lived with the Whitneys for
years, and I was invited in. She took my card to
Miss Whitney, and while she was gone, I could not
help noticing the surroundings. There was no in-
definable air of sorrow or death in the house; every-
thing appeared like a well-regulated home, in which
the occupants had just stepped into another room.
In an easy-chair by the window was some fancy
work, showing that a lady had been there recently,
busying her fingers on practically nothing. On the
center table lay some uncut papers and magazincs,
and a book lay open, face downward, indicating that
some one had been reading, had lain the book down
expecting to pick it up and resume in a few minutes.
The chairs were not precise in their arrangement
around the room; in fact, the whele appearance was
like that of a home where some one lived, and not
like a well furnished tomb.

In a few moments Miss Whitney entered the
room, and, under the circumstances, her appearance
struck me as being strange. She greeted me cor-
dially, and yet there was a shade of reserve in her
manner that I had never noticed before, and while
she was far from being merry, she certainly was not
sad, and though she looked as if she had some kind
of a trial, she did not look asif she had any particular
sorrow. She said she was glad to see me, and I think
she was, for her face had a truthful and at the same
time a searching look, which I understood later.
Her manner and appearance disarmed me.

I was at loss to know how to approach the
subject for which I had called, but in a few moments
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she broached the topic for me by saying that I
had probably heard of the trouble Joe was in. To
say that I was at a loss before, would describe my
mental condition; but to describe my mental con-
dition now, after hearing this remark from her, and
in the manner in which she made it, would be
impossible. I was simply struck dumb.

* There was her dead brother in an adjoining
room; public sentiment was against her for the
course she was pursuing; many of her old friends
had deserted her, and others had told her to her face
that she was crazy, and yet she could sit there and
speak of her brother’s death as a trouble; as if her
dead brother had only lost a few dollars in a wild-cat
speculation, and at the same time appear perfectly
sane, calm, and collected.

I could find no'words in which to express my
thoughts; in fact, did not have any that were very
well defined. But after a time I managed to say:
“Yes, tell me about it.”

"~ She was silent for a moment or two, and then
turning sharply to me, said: “Mr. Wilson, you
know that Joe and I have been orphans since we
were children; that we have been more to each other
than brother and sister usually are, and now trouble
has come, and Joe cannot help me. Will you help
me? I do not mean in your way, but in my way.
I am not crazy, though I have often been told that I
am; I know what I am doing, and why I do as I do.
Will you, Mr. Wilson, be my friend and help me?
I need the help of a strong man more than I can tell,
and I sometimes feel that I shall go mad if I have to
bear this mental strain and silence much longer;
yet I will never give in so long as I have my reason
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left, or have the power to fight for my rights, and
my promises to my only brother. And if I will tell
you all the circumstances will you promise to help
me, whether or not you believe I am right in my
opinions? I want your advice and help, if you
assist me in my way; but I want neither aid nor
advice from those who would try to influence me
from my own decision. Under these conditions, Mr.
Wilson, will you help me?”

While she was making this appeal her face
gradually assumed an unusual expression, frightened,
timid, and yet dangerous to molest.

I hesitated, and turned my eyes away for a
moment. I had made up my mind to make a con-
ditional answer. Looking at her to reply, I met such
a mute appeal for help that all my resolutions were
gone in an instant; reason and judgment were gone
in this case. I could only see a fellow being who
wanted help, and I promised it; and I was glad the
instant that I did promise it; I have been glad
from then until now, and I am glad now that I
consented to help her in her own way.

When I had promised what she wanted me to do,
she said: “O! I am so glad that there is some one
who will help me and not profess to aid me while
they are trying all the time to help themselves by
carrying to a successful end their own ideas. Now,
Mr. Wilson, I will tell you all about the trouble; but
you must agree to strict confidence for a part of it,
for I am under promise to Joe not to say or tell any-
thing in regard to any of the circumstances, unless I
should be obliged to. I do not consider that Joe or
myself are under any obligations to the public to tell
all our private affairs, that are of no consequence to
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them, and at the same time would cause more talk
than is now being made. But if you are to be my
friend, it is right that you should know all the cir-
cumstances. As you know, Joe and I have been
orphans since father died, and that was when he was
seven years old and I five. Mother died when I
was born, and Aunt Mary kept house for us, and was
all the mother we ever knew; then (when Joe was
seventeen and I fifteen) Aunt Mary died, and we
were at school until Joe graduated, and then I came
home. Nora, who is a distant relative, kept house
for us, and is like one of the family. We had been
living but a short time as we now are, when one day
Joe complained of being sick and went to his room.
He did not come down to tea, and when I rapped at
his door he did not answer; when I shook him he
did not waken, and I became frightened and called
Nora. She was about to start for the doctor when Joe
awoke, and seemed confused when we questioned
him; but after he had made us both promise
never to tell any one about the matter, he told us
that for a year or more he had been having such
spells, but did not know what they were. When he
felt one coming on he would feign sickness, and be
by himself, and after a time they would pass off.

“He was very sensitive about them, and would
never allow us to mention the subject to any one.
He did not have them oftener than once in three or
four months; they usually lasted but a few hours at
the longest, and sometimes only a few minutes.

*“ At first, when he had such spells, they alarmed
me greatly; but after a time I became accustomed to
them, and to what he used to say after he had
awakened. What he said at such times used to
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frighten me as much as his condition. At first I
thought him crazy, or that he had been dreaming.
But if he was crazy, certainly there was a method in
his madness; and if dreaming, it was more like
prophecy, for he would tell of having seen father and
mother, and would repeat what they had said to
him. In one case we found several hundred dollars
to our credit in a savings bank, of which we knew
nothing until he received the information in one of
his sleeps, when he said that he had seen father.
Father told him that the money had been deposited
years ago by an uncle of his; that while he was alive
he did not know of it, and it was only after he died
that his uncle had told him of it. He told Joe if he
would go to the savings bank in Hartford and prove
our claim to any moneys deposited by our uncle, we
could get the money, and we did.

“Several times after waking he told me what
father or mother had said to him about what was to
happen in the future, and it always came true. Joe
and I often used to talk it over, and I was afraid he
would die in one of the sleeps or spells, some day ; so
to please me he went to New York and consulted
three of the best physicians he could find, about the
matter. After a long talk with each, they all recom-
mended different remedies, but would promise
nothing. Joe was disgusted, and declared that he
would not make himself a chemical laboratory, or a
Wandering Jew, to please all the doctors in Christen-
dom. He thought that out of three different
opinions, two, at least, must be wrong, and was
inclined to think they all were. But if one was
right he had no means of finding out which was the
one, only by using his own judgment, and that told
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him they were all guessing. After that he would do
nothing, but would say: ¢ Well, if I die, I shall die,
that is all there is to it, and I must sometime, so what
is the difference? I am going to live until I must
die, and not commence now.’

“There was one thing of which he was afraid,
and that was that he might be buried alive in one of
these sleeps. Perhaps you never noticed it, but he
never went away from home without me. My
friends used to think he was an exceptionally good
brother, which he was; but the truth was he did
not dare to be so far from me that I could not reach
him in a few hours at the most, if anything should
happen to him. I think that the fear of being buricd
alive was the only trouble he ever had, and it was
almost a mania with him. He did not fear death in
itself, but did fear the horror of being buried alive,
and then waking to find himself in his coffin; and
every time he heard of a person in a trance, or an
account of any one being found where they
showed signs of having died after burial (and you
know one often hears of such cases), he would come
to me and make me promise over and over again not
to let him be buried until his body commenced to
showed signs of decomposition. One day he brought
me home the will, with that clause in it about my
inheriting his body, and explained to me what to do
in case he should die, or the doctors should pronounce
him dead. He also made me promise not to tell any
one about his being subject to these spells; but I did
tell the doctors when they came here with the
health officers. But they only ridiculed the idea at
my back, and treated me with polite contempt.

“Now you know my position, and why I pursue
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the course I do. And let me ask you: If you were
in my place would you break the most solemn
promise you could make to your own brother, or
would you succumb to public sentiment and do as
the people thought best? If you would yield to the
public that cares nothing for you, I have made a mis-
take in your character; for my part I never will.”

She looked me in the face with a determined
look, that was not insanity, but rather a look that
denoted a strong conscious will of her own, and
waited for an answer. She had been so earnest that
I had forgotten all my old resolutions, and felt
indignant at the public for persecuting the weak. I
made haste to answer, and assure her that I thought
she had done perfectly right, and any help that I
could render her as a friend, or as a lawyer, I would
be pleased to; also, not to hesitate to call on me at
any time or in any manner.

I spoke impulsively; I felt kindly, and perhaps
some of my feelings were shown in my tone or
manner, for in place of the look of determination
came tears, and the words: “I am so glad that there
is some one who does not think that I am crazy, and
will be kind to me.”

After a few moments of silence she looked up
and said: “ Would you like to see Joe?”

If there was one thing that I disliked more
than another, it was to see dead people. But she
had seemed so earnest, and the way in which she
had presented the case seemed so plausible, that the
old horror that used to creep over me when I nerved
myself to look at the dead, was all gone, and it
seemed to me that I was going to step into another
room and see Joe —like going to see a sick friend.
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As I expressed the desire, she led the way to a room,
out of the dining-room, in which the gas was burning
brightly. On a little stand at the head of the bed
were some newspapers, and in the bed, with his
hands and face uncovered, lay all that remained of
Joe Whitney.

My God, what a shock! I reeled like a drunken
man; for if ever I had seen a dead man, if I knew a
dead man from a live one, Joe Whitney was dead.
His eyes were wide open, set, and glassy; his chin
drooped, and features pinched and drawn ; his fingers
were extended and he looked as rigid as marble.
The last time I had seen him he was the picture of
health and animation. The contrast was too great.
I groped my way to a chair and sat down. Speak, I
could not.

Miss Whitney’s face expressed surprise at my
conduct, and so did her voice when she said: “ You,
too, think Joe is dead.”

My answer was to rise and go from the room and
leave her to follow. Without a word, or waiting for
her to conduct me, I made my way to the parlor,
which we had left only a few moments before. In
the presence of that ghastly object I could not speak.
When we had reached the parlor she repeated the
question by saying: “ Do you really think it is any
more than a case of catalepsy?” I nodded my head
in reply, and then managed to pull myself together
enough to say: “How can you so deceive yourself,
Miss Whitney? There can be no question to a
sane person, and while wishing to be your friend I
cannot deceive you. I really think, in fact, I Arow
that he is dead.”

“And I know that he is not dead,” was her reply.
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And then there broke forth from her a torrent of
appeal, argument, entreaty, and defiance, which
would be impossible to describe. If she had the
power to sway other men as she influenced me, as a
public speaker, she would be a power in the nation.
I had been acquainted with her for years, but had
never known her before.

She appealed to my honor as a man who had
given his word to help her in her trouble; she
argued to know what I knew of life,—or any one
else for that matter,—to be able to say just when a
man was dead ; at what time life left the body; how
could I, or any other who had never seen a life, only
the outside shell which covered it, speak with such
assurance in regard to life or to the lack of it.

She pointed out to me the one fact, that although
Joe had been in his present condition for two weeks,
decomposition had not commenced, and defied me to
explain the reason, unless there was some remaining
life, and that if there was who could tell when all
would go or when all would come back. She
entreated me by all the persuasion she could com-
mand o help her; she offered me any price to stand
between her and the public, as a friend and lawyer,
and express the opinion that Joe was not dead.

She told of others who had urged her to have the
body placed on ice, and said: “As if I would be
guilty of freezing my own brother to death.” She
then spoke of one of the doctors suggesting a post-
mortem, and said, with emphasis, “ The cold-blooded
rascality of asking my consent to my brother’s mur-
der, to gratify the curiosity of a lot of doctors!”
and finished by again imploring me to stand by her
in her trouble.
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If I had not felt inclined to help her, I could not
have refused, and, as my inclinations were the other
way, I promised to do everything I could for her .
and Joe, except to look at him. That I could not
do, and told her so’; and at the same time, as I had
now come to the conclusion that she was insane on
this one point, the best thing I could do for the time
being was to humor her in her ideas, and as long as
the body caused no more trouble than it now did, no
harm would be done the public; and I resolved to
take the vacation I had promised myself for years,
and make my Meriden friends a visit, at the same
time be within calling distance, in case a crisis arose
in the affairs of the Whitneys, for I had felt very kind
toward Joe when he was alive. Several times he
had helped me financially when I was struggling to
get an education and get on my feet in the world.
How much of this his sister knew I could not tell;
but I realized that the time had come for me to dis-
charge my obligation, and that if I ever wanted to look
myself in the face in front of a mirror again I had bet-
ter stay right here in Meriden for the present, and
do what I could for my old friends, the Whitneys.

After promising everything she asked, I bade her
good night, and went back to the Winthrop. Bil-
liards or conversation had little attraction for me
that night, after what I had passed through. I went
directly to my room, but not to sleep. The strange
scenes I had witnessed and the uncommon things I
had heard produced anything but slumber; for,
do what I would, the scenes and talk of the evening
would not leave my mind, and while I walked the
floor and reviewed them, my cigar suffered, and
mind and body grew weary. Try as I would, those

-
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glassy eyes would look at me, only to fade away and
give place to the face of May Whitney, as she made
that last appeal for me to be her friend. Tired out
in mind and body, I laid down on a sofa, and at last
lost consciousness. When I awoke the sun was
shining in at my window, and at first I could not
realize where I was; but, as in a flash, it all came at
once, and then there was no chance for more sleep
at that time.

. After abath and a breakfast I felt more calm, and
started out for a long walk, so as to be by mysclf, to
think the whole matter over carefully and calmly,
and to come to a good understanding in my own
mind just what was best to do and how to do it. To
begin with, I weighed the evidence as carefully as I
could, and came to the conclusion that, notwith-
standing Miss Whitney's strange story and all her
impulsive arguments, in spite of the fact that the
body showed no signs of decomposition, I must be-
lieve the evidence of my own senses, and if I knew
anything, it was that Joe Whitney was dead. If he
was dead, then there was but one thing to be said of
Miss Whitney — she was insane. But how to best
bring about a decent burial, at the same time keep
my promises, the friendship of Miss Whitney, and
protect her from what she considered the interfer-
ences of a meddlesome public, was the problem
that I was to solve. In thinking over the matter, I
came to the conclusion to be governed largely by
circumstances, as I knew of no case as a precedent
by which I could be guided. The first move I
resolved to make in the matter was to see the health
officer, have a talk with him about the matter, and
see just what steps the authorities had taken, if any;
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and I considered myself warranted to act as Miss
Whitney's lawyer.

After my walk I dropped in on my old friend,
Dixon, and told him that I had called on Miss Whit-
ney the evening previous, had become quite inter-
ested, and should act as her attorney in the case, and
desired the name of the health officer, which he
gave me. At the same time he asked me several
questions, which I evaded answering the best I
could, for I did not feel quite able to make any defin-
ite statements just then, not knowing what I should
do, only I had resolved to see the matter through,
in one way or another.

Dr. Holmes, the health officer, was a politician
and doctor. I mention the politician first, because
he always seemed to have plenty of politics, but very
little practice as a doctor. I called at his office. He
was in, and I asked him what information he could
give me in regard to the Whitney case. At first he
was inclined to be reticent and somewhat on his dig-
nity ; but when I told him that I represented Miss
Whitney as her lawyer, he unbent from his high
position, and was not a bad fcllow to meet after one
knew him better.

He said there was no doubt that Joe Whitney
was dead and his sister insanc; that he had exam-
ined him, and, to please her, had called in counsel
(I noticed it hurt the doctor to think any one should
question his decision); that the counsel had sustained
him in his opinions, and that only the night previ-
ous there had been a meeting of the Board of Health.
The matter had been discussed in all its different
phases, and, in order to decide what legal steps te
take in the matter, they had called in the city attor-
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ney. The attorney had advised the arrest of Miss
Whitney on a warrant of insanity, and, considering
her conduct in the case, he thought there would be
no question as to what the verdict would be. She
would then be placed in an institution for the insane,
the court would appoint a conservator over her and
the estate; then it would be an easy matter for the
conservator to dispose of Joe Whitney's body in a
respectable manner.

If the doctor had been a lawyer, or not quite so
sure, the world would have finally revolved in the
direction he wished. He would, probably, have
never told me as much as he did; but being fore-
warned was being forearmed, and when he answered
my question, and told me that on account of the city
attorney and judge being out of town, they had
decided to let the matter remain as it was until the
day following he had told me all that I wanted to
know.

I left his office and stood on the sidewalk in front
of the door for a few minutes, thinking. Then hail-
ing a passing carriage, I ordered the driver to take
me to the Whitney residence; in the meantime
meditating upon the case as it then confronted
me. While T had to admit to myself, that from a
practical point of view there was nothing wrong in
the steps the authorities were about to take, it did
make my blood boil with indignation at the high-
handed assumption of authority over the affairs of
another. And while my reason and judgment told
me that they were right, although brutal and
harsh, every impulse of my being impelled me to
defeat them if I could. Why I thus resolved to fol-
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low my impulses instead of my judgment, I do not
know ; but I did so.

After engaging the hackman to call for me at
noon, I turned to go into the house. As I ap-
proached, the door was opened by Miss Whitney.
She held out both hands and said, “ Well, what
have you been thinking about, and what have you
been doing for me this morning; anything?”

“Yes, much. Come into the parlor and be pre-
pared to think fast and talk much; but first let me
tell you what I have heard from Dr. Holmes this
morning.”

At the mention of his name she frowned, but said
nothing; and taking a chair, wheeled it to the
window and motioned me to be seated. = She placed
a chair facing mine, and sitting down, said, “I am
ready.” ,

As I told her in substance what Dr. Holmes had
told me, about the plan to have her arrested, she
gradually grew pale until she was as white as marble,
but not a sound did she utter.

When I had finished speaking, it was some
minutes before she spoke. At last she said in a
husky voice, “I had felt impressed that there was a
crisis approaching in the affairs, and that was the
reason I implored and urged you so strongly last
night to help me. My guardian angels must have
brought you to me yesterday, for I had never before
felt so weak and unnerved, and if this plot had come
upon me when I had no one to help me, and in whom
I could confide, I think that I should surely have
gone insane.”

The last part of her remark made me start, for it
was only a few hours before that I had calmly
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decided in my own mind that she was insane. And
here I was, discussing affairs of vital importance to
herself, and at the same time holding the opinion
that she was insane. The absurdity of my position
made me feel ashamed of my own mental caliber.
At once, and for all time, I decided that whatever
else she was, she was not insane. '

I still had no doubt about her being fearfully
mistaken, neither did I have any doubt that her
mind was as well balanced, and perhaps better
balanced, than the majority of the human family.
And following these thoughts, came this: Should I,
a friend of the family, desert the sister of my old
friend, who had helped me in my younger days when
I needed help, and allow the arrest of that sister
under the plea of insanity, no matter what eccentric
opinions she held, when I did not believe, in the bot-
tom of my heart, she was insane?

No! By Heaven,no! Humanity and individual
human rights existed when the whole State of Con-
necticut was a wilderness, and those birthrights
were inherent. State law might, in the hands of the
careless or the unscrupulous, rob one of those rights;
but abridge those rights, never. And I would not
calmly stand by and see the sister of my old friend
robbed of her birthright of liberty, even though I
had to fight the whole State.

The next thought was: But how shall I help
her? Like a flash of inspiration the thought came
to me, if she only had a lover and I could induce
them to marry at once, the whole game of the
Health Board would be blocked, for if she was
married before her arrest her husband would become
her legal guardian, and the court could not appoint
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another. With this view in mind I asked her if she
was engaged to be married or had a lover.

Without a change in her attitude or expression
of countenance, she spoke the one word, “ Why ?”

I then told her as well as I could what thoughts
had come to me on the instant, and as I explained, it
grew more plausible. I showed her that it would
protect her thoroughly; that at all times she could
protect herself from legal intrusion behind her hus-
band, and if he was a man she thought she could trust
through any trouble, all she would have to do was to
arrange with him, and he could defy the authorities
to arrest his wife for insanity. He could claim the
peculiar views held by his wife were not his, and if
she was insane, it was no business of the city or
State. He was her legal guardian, and she was his
ward, and he would answer to no one for her
keeping until it had been proven that he had
abused her, or was squandering her property.

When I had finished speaking she was silent for
a moment and then said, “Let me think.” For as
many as ten minutes neither spoke. I nervously
fumbled the charm to my chain, and she looked
steadily at the carpet. Finally, with adeep sigh, she
raised her face, looked me squarely in the eyes,
and commenced to speak.

“What I am about to say, Mr. Wilson, may per-
haps appear strange, bold, and unladylike; but be
assured I do not mean it as such, and don’t judge me
until I have finished. Before I came from school I
had one or two beaus, but nothing, of course, at that
age, was serious. After I came home, and Joe
and I commenced house-keeping, it was but a
short time before Joe told me about his trouble.
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From that time I resolved never to marry until Joe
. did, for I would not leave him alone; neither would
I accept the offer of any man, for I would have been
obliged to tell him all the history of Joe's difficulty,
and he was so sensitive about it that I would not
pain him by so doing. Whether I would have had a
chance to marry, I do not know, for I would never
allow myself to become well enough acquainted with
any man, for him to make any advances. It has
caused my friends to joke me about being a man-
hater, when they knew nothing about my motive
for doing as I did. You, probably, was as intimately
acquainted with me as any man, and from this you
can judge about my gentlemen acquaintances, al-
though I have felt better acquainted with you, for
Joe used often to speak of you to me, and you can
readily see the difficulty in carrying out the plan
that you suggest, although it does look to me the
most feasible one that could be suggested, if the man
who is to be my husband could be found. There is
the difficulty. But I have thought of a plan, and
before I speak of it, I wish to explain a little, and
tell you what my views of marriage are. I may be
wrong, but it is my settled religious conviction that
the ritual of the Catholic Church on the subject of
marriage is right, and in my own heart I consider
marriage by the Church a religious covenant that
cannot be altered or broken by any legal encounter;
while I consider a marriage by the State authorities
a civil contract, made under the authority of the
State, and the authorities that sealed the contract
have the power to break the seal and grant a divorce.
I think that a man and woman married by the
Church may live together or apart, but they should
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never marry again so long as they both live; whilea
man and woman married by the State can re-marry
as often as the State will grant the privilege and
they can satisfy their own consciences. Holding
these views, I have thought of this plan: I might
be married to a man by a justice of the peace, who
would declare us man and wife by virtue of the
laws of the State of Connecticut, and then, if we had
borne to each other none of the relations of husband
and wife, except the legal relations, my conscience
would not trouble me in the future if I were a
divorced woman. I would have then met legal
tryanny with legal cunning; the State and I would
be quits, and after the necessity for the relations had
passed, we could easily procure a divorce, having
never been man and wife, only in name. And now
comes the question, who is the man?”

With these words she hesitated, and I said,

“Have you any one in mind at present, Miss
Whitney?”

She dropped her eyes for a moment, and, raising
them to me again, said, with a faint blush:

“Why can’t you be the one, Mr. Wilson?”

The suddenness of the proposition made me
fairly spring from the chair, and, without answering,
I commenced to pace the floor. As I did so, she
resumed her talk by saying:

“Mr. Wilson, do not think me bold or forward,
but, really, what can I do? I am as well acquainted
with you, and better, than any other man whom I
would willingly trust, on his honor, to carry out this
strange contract. Suppose that I should hire a man
to marry me in this strange way for pay. He might,
after the trouble had passed, refuse to live up to the
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contract, and either force himself on me, or black-
mail me for money. And, while we are not very
well acquainted, personally, I have known of you for
years through Joe, and there is no man living whom I
would trust as much, except Joe. Of course, Mr.
Wilson, if you are engaged to another, or there is
any private reason why you cannot marry me, I will
try and find some one else; but if you could lend me
the shelter of your name for a little time, you know
better than any one else how great a favor it would
confer just now, and when I do not need it longer
we can be divorced. I will bear all the expense,
and you may bring whatever charges against me
that will be necessary to procure the divorce. I
know, Mr. Wilson, that there is a certain amount of
stigma attached to a divorced person; but the stigma,
as the world goes, is greater for the woman than for
the man, and I will gladly take my part for Joe's
sake. You have promised to help Joe and I, and
this, as you have shown me, is the most -practical
way in which you can help us at present, and if
there is not some strong reason why you should not
do it for us, will you not be my legal husband?”

I stopped in my walk, and, looking at her, said,
“Let me think,” and then began to walk again. [
thought fast and hard, becoming unconscious of my
surroundings. I reviewed my past life, how hard I
had worked when a boy, and how in my youth I
had, almest without a friend, struggled for an educa-
tion. I remembered my good father and mother,
who had both died in the same year, when I was
twelve years old. I remembered my little sister,
who was my playmate, and who died of the same
fever that killed mother. I thought of the blow to
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father. And at the same time the business losses
came, and, all together, caused father's death. I
also remembered how Joe Whitney, in his quiet
way, had helped me when I most needed it. Then
came the thought, Why had I never married? I
certainly was old enough, but had never had the
desire to be. Life with me had been all business.
I had been obliged to work out the problem of mak-
ing the world yield me a living, and now it had
become a passion with me to make money, and, for
the first time in my life, I realized that I had always
looked at life from a business standpoint; and when
she proposed this new relation to me, I compre-
hended her meaning, and admired her clear busi-
ness-like way of stating her case, but did not take
to it. Somehow I would have much preferred she
had not made it so clearly a legal trick. I do not
know why, but I wished she had not qualified the
word “husband” every time by the word “legal.”
In a short time, I turned to her and said:

“I will do as you wish, on two conditions: the
first is, that you agree to have the best medical as-
sistance procured, and try to resuscitate Joe ” —and
I told her plainly that I did not think it could be
done; the second condition, that, at the first signs
of decomposition in the body, she should listen to
reason, and consent to a burial. Somehow, I did
not care to make any conditions in regard to the
divorce. I did not like to contemplate that part of
the case.

As I finished speaking, she rose, held out her
hand, and said, “I accede to your proposition”;
then, taking my hand in both of hers, said, “ As I

2
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hope for future happiness, I will do as I have
agreed.” )

As we stood with my right hand in both of hers,
the door-bell rang. We were so engrossed that we
had forgotten time, and as the bell rang, it startled
us so that we jumped from the floor.

Going to the door, she found the hackman who
was to call for me at noon. As I heard him speak -
I stepped to the door, telling him to wait outside
until I called him, and then we came back into the
parlor. When we had reached it, I turned to her
and said: '

“What is to be done must be done now, to-day ; to-
morrow will be too late. The authorities must
never be allowed to serve a warrant for insanity on
Miss May Whitney, and they will never try to on
Mrs. George Wilson. We must be married at once;
time is precious. Now, what are your plans?”

She walked twice across the room, then, coming
to where I stood, said:

“Write a note to a justice of the peace, and have
the driver go for him. It is fortunate that the car-
riage is at the door.”

At the same time she led me to a writing-desk
in the library. I changed the plan a little, by writ-
ing to Dixon to get some justice of the peace, and
come with him at once in the carriage to the Whit-
neys. I thought it was not best to say what was
wanted of them until after they arrived.

Taking the note to the driver, I told him to find
Dixon and give him the note, then bring him to the
house, and any one whom he had with him; and if
he could not find Dixon in thirty minutes, to come
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back and report to me. I then went back to the
parlor, and awaited the turn of events.

The Whitney household evidently followed the
old custom of having dinner at noon and supper at
night, for I had not been in the parlor more than a
minute when Nora appeared at the door of the din-
ing-room and announced dinner. Miss Whitney
turned to me and proposed that we eat something,
at the same time remarking, that she did not care to
lose this last chance to have one more dinner as
May Whitney, for she did not know how long it
would be before she would have an opportunity to
do so again. We had been seated at the table a few
minutes (the strangeness of my position did not
make me very talkative, for I was doing much
thinking; I thought of the step I was about to take,
and what effect it would have on my future), when
it suddenly flashed on my mind we had no license.
My residence in Meriden in the past had taught me
that people, in order to get married in Connecticut,
must have a license from the town authorities. The
thought decided me what course to take. I arose
from the table and started for the hat.rack. Miss
Whitney followed me, with wonder expressed in
every feature, asking, “ What is the matter?” Iex-
plained to her, in as few words as possible, the case,
and told her to admit no one until I returned except
Dixon and his companion.

As I was going out of the house fortune favored
me, for a street car was at that moment passing.
I stepped aboard, and was almost instantly on my
way to the town clerk’s office. It was only a short
ride of perhaps ten minutes, when I reached the
office. Luck was on my side again, for the clerk
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was in, and I at once made my business known.
His face looked like a Chinese puzzle when I told
him that I wanted a marriage license for myself and
Mary Whitney. I answered his questions about my
age, and guessed at hers, while he was writing it
out, and waited for no ceremony or talk, but paid
him, pocketed the document, and went. As there
was no car in sight going in the right direction, I
started to walk back to Miss Whitney's. I had gone
but a few blocks, when a hack passed me, and I rec-
ognized the driver as the one I had sent for Mr.
Dixon. Icalled him tothesidewalk. Inthe carriage
were Dixon, and Pine, a justice of the peace. They
were surprised to see me down town, and, as I took my
seat, at once commenced to ply me with questions
about the business to be done at the Whitneys. I
put them off by saying that I preferred to talk the
matter over in the presence of Miss Whitney as
soon as we arrived there. I felt relieved when she
answered the bell, and told me that no one had been
there; for now that the course to be taken had been
decided upon, I felt nervous, lest, by some chance,
Dr. Holmes had not informed me correctly, and a
warrant might be served before we could be married.
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E all entered the parlor, and I asked Miss
Whitney if she had finished that last dinner.
She nodded a yes, and said she was ready to
proceed. I turned to Messrs. Pine and Dixon, and
told them a straight out and out lie; that, unbeknown
to the public, Miss Whitney and I had been engaged
for years before I left Meriden: but owing to some
differences, we could never fix the time in which to
be married ; but those differences were now adjusted,
and as she needed a protector now more than at any
time in her previous life, and we had decided to be
married at once, we had sent for the justice to per-
form the ceremony. I wanted Mr. Dixon as a wit-
ness, and Nora could act as another.
Mr. Pine looked as though he would rather not;
as if he was not quite sure that it would be best,
and raised the objection of no license; but it did
him no good, for I immediately handed it to him.
After reading it and looking at the back of it, he
hemmed once or twice, and said: “ Well, I suppose
(it is legal. Are you ready?” We answered by
stepping in front of him and joining hands. There
was nothing left for him to do except to go ahead
and marry us. After asking the usual questions, by
the laws of the State of Connecticut he pronounced
us man and wife.
Nora had been standing in the doorway, and
looked like one struck dumb with amazement. After

he had declared us man and wife, we stood there
(29)
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like five sticks, no one thini{ing what to do next,
when Nora broke the ice by saying: “ For the Lord
sakes, Mary Whitney, what be you doing?”

The stiffness of the occasion was gone, and, spite
of the fact that there was a dead man in the house,
we broke into a shout of laughter, and I feared that
Miss Whitney — or my wife, I should say — would
have hysterics, and considering the nervous strain
she had been under, she would have been excusable.

When the confusion had subsided, Mr. Pine and
Mr. Dixon congratulated us; and as they werc in the
midst of their congratulations the door bell rang a
clattering peal. I led my wife to a chair and told
her that I would go to the door. I did not go at
once, but asked Mr. Pine to step to the desk with
Mr. Dixon, and requested them to sign the marriage
license. They hesitated and looked mystified, but
did as I requested. I then took it and put it in my
pocket, an act I had no right to do, for it belonged
to Mr. Pine; but I told him at the same time, that I
wauld see that it was handed in to the town clerk for
record. Before he could reply, the door bell rang
twice in succession. At this I left Messrs. Pine and
Dixon standing at the desk and went to the door.

As T opened it a man put his foot in, so it could
not be shut again. I swung the door wide open,
and on the steps stood a policeman and constable.
They seemed surprised to see a man, and asked for
Miss Mary Whitney. I read the situation at once,
for in the hands of the constable was a paper which
I took to be a warrant.

It would be hard to describe the feeling of exulta-
tion I felt as I said: “ There is no such person living
here.”



LIFE. 31

The constable gave me an insolent sneer as he
said: “I know better, and shall search the house.”

“Certainly, gentlemen, walk right in,” and I led
the way to the parlor. He stepped toward my wife
and said: “This is the woman I want,” and at-
tempted to grasp her by the shoulder. I stepped
between them saying: “ Not so fast, my friend, I
am this woman’s attorney. -Produce your warrant
for arrest.”

He unfolded the paper and commenced to read.
I let him finish before answering, and then said:
“That warrant is to be served on Mary Whitney;
she does not now exist. This lady whom you
would arrest is Mrs. Mary Wilson, my wife, and
under my protection!”

The officer said: “I do not know it. How long
has this woman been married?” I answered him,
“ About ten minutes.”

We were interrupted by Dixon and Pine; Dixon
saying, “ Now, Wilson, I understand this haste;”
and Pine made the remark, “A sharp trick.”

But what they said now made no difference to
me; I held the winning hand in this game. I then
told the officer that the writ he held was defective;
it contained errors, and as the attorney of my wife,
warned him not to attempt to serve it, and if he laid
his hand on my wife, or. attempted to carry out the
instructions of that warrant, I should at once com-
mence proceedingsagainst him, personally, for assault,
advised him to take the writ back to the city attor-
ney, explain the case to him before he proceeded
further, and be guided by his instructions, for it
might save him trouble.

Dixon, Pine, and the policeman assured him that
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they thought my advice good, and when my wife
and I told him that we were going to remain in
Meriden, and if at any time in the future he wished
-to serve that warrant he could find us at home,
he took his departure, and with him went the others.
My wife and I were alone, with the exception of
Nora. '

Nora, the general maid-of-all-work, was as much a
friend as servant, and had the entire confidence of
the Whitneys. My wife, or Mrs. Wilson, as I called
her from this time, asked her to be seated, and
explained the whole situation to her, why it was
necessary to do as she had that morning, and finished
by saying, “If they had found me insane because I
held the opinion that Joe was not dead, and placed
me in an asylum, they would have to keep me
there the rest of my life, for I shall never change
that opinion until decomposition begins. But if that
should commence at any time, I should send for the
undertaker at once, and have the funeral services as
soon as possible after.” Then turning to me, said:
“ What are your plans for this afternoon?”

In reply I told her that I had had excitement
enough; a marriage, and an officer of the law to
contend with, so far in the day, and but very little
to eat. That the first thing I should do would be to
get something to eat at the Winthrop, and then see
the city attorney and, probably, a reporter, for the
whole matter would be in the paper at any rate, so
I thought it best that they should have a correct, and
not a false report. She invited me to wait, saying she
and Nora would get me a lunch, but I told her that,
as I must go down town to see the reporter and
attorney, I would not trouble them.



LIFE. 33

She followed me into the hall, and assisted me in
donning my overcoat. As I took my hat from the
rack, and turned toward the door, she took my hand
in both of hers, and looking me full in the face,
said: “In romance I have read of, and in my day-
dreams I have pictured myself as having, such a
friend as you have proved yourself to be this morn-
ing; but that I actually should have such an one
never has entered my mind. Now that I know and
realize that there is in the wide world one such
friend for me, I cannot thank Heaven enough, and
it would be mockery for me to try and express my
gratitude to you in words.” Her words and acts
affected me strangely. My impulse was to clasp her
in my arms, but there was a feeling of respect for
her that held me back. It seemed to me to do so
would be treachery; as if I was abusing the confi-
dence a friend had placed in me. I tried once or
twice to speak, but the words stuck fast in my
throat, and finally, without a word, I opened the
door and went out.

Who I passed on my way to the Winthrop, or
how long it took me to get there, I do not know. I
walked like a machine, and my mind was chaos. I
went into the reading-room and taking a seat tried
to collect my thoughts, and to realize what had
happened to me, in one short morning. As I sat
there, I actually pinched the back of my hand to
see if I was awake, and could feel; I rose and took
one or two turns around the writing-desk to see if I
was really dreaming or awake, and gradually came
to the conclusion that there was no doubt as to my
position: that I was alive, awake, and in a very
queer predicanient; married legally, yet not mar-
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ried; that I had undoubtedly made myself the sub-
ject of much gossip and talk in the future; that I
had been under a greater excitement and mental
strain than I realized at the time, and now was
suffering the reaction, but I must brace up, for I
was by no means through with the day. I felt ex-
hausted, yet not hungry, and did what many men do
in the same mental and physical condition — went
to the bar and took a stimulant. My hand shook
as I poured the liquor, and the bar-tender gave me
a look which said as plainly as words, “ You have
been drinking too much.” Without stopping for
any words, I went back to the reading-room to my
old seat. It was seldom that I drank spirits of any
kind, and I soon felt the effects by growing hungry.
I went into the dining-room, ordered the majority
of the bill of fare, and ate all that was brought to
me. After dinner I took a seat in the office, and by
the aid of a cigar regained all my old composure,
and was again ready for business.

The hotel clerk told me where the city attorney’s
office was located, and I went there direct from
the hotel. The attorney and I were somewhat ac-
quainted, having met professionally. I opened the
case to him at once, by stating how it stood at the
time, and asked him what he proposed to do about
it. e was very affable, and said while he did not
wish to interfere with the private affairs of any one,
at the time he made out the warrant he could see
no other course to pursue, but now the position of
the affair had changed, and as I was personally in-
terested, and well known, any suggestions or recom-
mendations I should make would be gladly received,
and would carry weight with them. DBut as the
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affair stood at the time he made the order for arrest,
he had seen no other way to bring matters to a
crisis, for he had understood from the health officer
that a man had been lying dead in a house for two
weeks, and (begging my pardon) in the care of a
crazy woman who would not bury the body herself,
or permit the authorities to do so, and he had recom-
mended the arrest of the sister, on a warrant of
insanity, as the best thing to be done, under the
circumstances. Now the situation had changed, and
instead of having to deal with a crazy woman, they
had to deal with a man, who at least had the reputa-
tion of being in full possession of his mental facul-
ties, and what he should do in the future would be
governed largely by what I proposed to do, and he
would like me to state, if I had no objections, what
steps I contemplated taking in the matter. I looked
at my watch; it was 2.30 P. M. I knew that the
evening paper went to the press at four, and I
wanted my side of the story told first, and correctly.

I turned to Mr. Downs, the city attorney, ex-
plained my situation and why I wanted, him to wait
ashort time before giving him answer in detail; but
told him if he would wait, I would gladly tell him
all, or if he would buy an evening paper, he could
read for himsclf what I had to say to the public. He
thought he should prefer to read the paper, as he
had important business on hand for the remainder
of the day, and we parted with a good feeling exist-
ing between us. From Downs I went to the Zimes
office. Several of the editorial staff, who were old
acquaintances of mine, greeted me warmly, and at
once wanted to know all about the stories the re-
porter had picked up on the street.
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I explained that I had come there for that ex-
press purpose, and as soon as I began to talk, the
local reporter commenced to make copy. I will
insert what the Zumes printed that evening, as
the best means of giving my words at that time.
It was printed under the head of

‘““A STARTLING SOCIAL EVENT.

“Yesterday afternoon, Mr. George Wilson of
Boston, formerly of this city, arrived in town to
attend to some of the numerous business interests
he still has here, and also to learn the condition
of affairs with the Whitneys; they being old-time
friends of his. He being acquainted with the trou-
ble which Miss Whitney (now Mrs. George Wilson)
is in, through reading the Z77mes, of which he is a
subscriber, states that he was prepared by the report
he had heard, to find Miss Whitney mentally de-
ranged, and he went to the house last evening to
see what could be done for the family, but at pres-
ent he considers the lady possessed of an intellect
remarkably clear, and of sound judgment, but hold-
ing some peculiar ideas on the subject of death,
which some of the facts in the case of her dead
brother would substantiate. For while the body
has lain in its present condition for two weeks in
a warm room, it has shown no signs of decomposi-
tion; and in regard to the disposal of the body, Mr.
Wilson states that he shall telegraph immediately
to Dr. Hamilton of New York, the renowned spe-
cialist on nervous diseases, to come to Meriden at
once regardless of expense, and see if Mrs. Wil-
son’s ideas are right and if the body can be resusci-
tated. If not, the body will remain as it is until it
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shows signs of decomposition, no matter whether
that time comes sooner or later, but at the first
change in the appearance of the body for the worse,
the remains will be buried in the family lot at the
expense of the estate; that the estate has ample
means to do this without assistance, and the friends
have a proper regard for the views of society and
will pay all the respect to them consistent with their
own interest, but will not violate their own con-
science or sense of right to conform to any set
usages or unwritten laws of society. Mr. Wilson
also told his experience for the last twenty-four
hours, which was certainly out of the common
course of human events. This morning he learned
that a warrant for arrest was to be made out and
served upon Miss Whitney, and in order to stand
between her and the authorities, they were married
at noon to-day,and when the officers called to-day to
execute the warrant, there was no such person as
Mary Whitney, she having vanished and Mrs. Mary
Wilson taken her place.

“What will occur in the future in this strange
+ case, Mr. Wilson was unable to say. The Z7zmes
forbears making any comments out of respect to
the parties, and will only add that the city attorney
told the reporter the authorities had not intended
issuing the warrant until to-morrow, but the matter
had been decided at the meeting of the Board of
Health last night. The matter had been postponed
one day because Mr. Downs had intended to be
out of town to-day, but as he was detained here by
important business, he attended to it this morning,
instead; and as he says if George Wilson had not
been a hustler, the lady at present would have been
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under arrest as Mary Whitney, instead of being at’
home as Mrs. George Wilson.”

On leaving the Zi7mes office, I went immedi-
ately to the telegraph office and indicted the follow-
ing message to Dr. Hamilton of New York:

7o Dr. HAMILTON, 605 Fifth Avenne, New York City:

I need your services in Meriden immediately. Answer when
you will be here. Keep yourself in telegraphic communication
with me on receipt of this, until details can be arranged. My
reference: Home National Bank.

Before leaving the telegraph office, I made
arrangements to have them telephone me at the
Winthrop when the answer arrived. I went imme-
diately to the hotel, called a messenger boy and sent
the following note to Mrs. Wilson :

Mrs. WiLsoN: — You need have no more anxiety, for all matters
are arranged for the present. I have seen the authorities and the
reporter, have also telegraphed Dr. Hamilton of New York, a
specialist on nervous diseases, to come to Meriden and do all that
can be done for Joe. I shall keep in direct telegraphic communi-
cation with him, and wait here for an answer. I will try and call a
few moments this evening. GEORGE WILSON.

I was now in a position to stop and rest for =
short time, and leaving instructions to summon me
to the telephone when I was called for, from the
telegraph office, I went to my room, drew a chair to
the window, lighted a cigar, and sat down to think
and decide on my course.in the future.

It was plain that it might be weeks before I
could leave Meriden. I had left my business in
Boston for an absence of only one day, so one of my
first duties to perform was to arrange my affairs at
home or in Boston. It suddenly came to me as a
conundrum to be guessed, just where my home now
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was. My next duty was to decide as to what I should
do for the Whitneys or my legal wife, and certainly
my friend Mrs. Wilson. There could be no two
courses to take in the matter, for in spite of our
legal relationship we were actually no more to each
other than we were twenty-four hours previous; so
for the present I decided to live at the Winthrop, do
what I could in the way of managing and helping in
the affairs of Mrs. Wilson and Joe; but in his case I
did not think there would be much to do. I knew
nothing about such matters, but I had an impression
that when Dr. Hamilton arrived, he, by some means,
would prove beyond a doubt, to the mind of Mrs.
Wilson, that Joe was surely dead, and a quiet
funeral would settle that part of the difficulties. It
gave me a deep pang of regret as I thought of the
loss of my old friend. Many of my friends and
acquaintances had dropped off the stage of ex-
istence; I had felt sorry to lose them, but none
had seemed to come quite so near to me as the loss
of Joe. The others had secemed to be afar, away
from me in some way, but this seemed more like a
flash of lightning striking the tree that sheltered
me. It was a close call, and I found myself saying,
what is death, what does it mean? Then came the
opposite thought, what is life, what is the mean-
. ing of it, what is it for? I knew that mine had
resulted in my making money, but sum up the total
the best I could, life had produced for me only
money and an honest name.

Something was certainly wrong somewhere. I
had never had any such thoughts before, had never
felt dissatisfied with life, and the more I thought,
the more I became mixed up in my mind, and it
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was really a relief when the hall boy rapped at my
door and told me I was wanted at the telephone. It
gave me something to do that I could understand
and grasp. As I expected, it was the telegraph
office that wanted me in the central office at once.
They said the party I had telegraphed to was
waiting in New York to talk to me over the wires.

When I arrived at the telegraph office, I found
the following message :

I can leave here at 6 p.M., and be in Meriden atg. What is
the trouble, shall I need instruments? Telegraph a synopsis of the
case. Reference satisfactory. HawMiLTon.

I answered with the following message:

Come. Will meet you at the train. A man has been pro-
nounced dead; his friends will not believe it. Has been subject to
spells of inanimation. Dead or alive, he has been in this condition
for two weeks. Answer, ) WiLsoN.

I waited in the telegraph office a few minutes
and received this message:

Explanation sufficient. 'Will meet you at g p.M., to-night.
HAMILTON.

I had left the telegraph office to go to the
Winthrop when I met Mr. Dixon on the street, who
stopped and invited me into his office. On the
strength of his long acquaintance with me he said
he felt at liberty to talk plain and criticise my
actions in a spirit of kindness; invited me to make a
. confidant of him, as he would have many questions
to answer, he being my agent in that town, and did
not wish to say anything but for my interest; that I
must be aware that since coming to Meriden I had
been acting in a manner that would appear strange
to the public, and would create talk. He wanted to
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know just what position to take in order to protect
my interests.

After a few minutes of thought I told him that
the truth would come out eventually, and I might as
well tell him the exact position of affairs at once;
he could publish it to any one. Also that I felt todo
this would save both my wife and myself from any
suspicion or talk in the future ; that if the publicknew
the real relationship existing between us, it would
save scandal, and would not reflect as much on the
good name of either my wife or myself as it would
to carry out the plans we had already formed, and at
every new step or development in the case give
gossip and talk a new impetus by adding to it a new
subject to talk about, thereby keeping our names be-
fore the public for some time in the future. I told
him that circumstances beyond our control had forced
us deep into the difficulties, and brought our names
prominently into notice without any wish on our
part to have it so. I was aware that there were
three events in a person’s life when they were talked
about if at no other: when they were born, married,
and when they died. They became of interest to
the public then, and their names and reputation,
acquired or inherited, became public property; and
taking these facts into consideration, I was glad of
an opportunity to state the whole case to him that
~ he might repeat it, or publish it to any one who
cared to know. I then related all the events
that had taken place up to that time. He smiled
when I told him about my trip to the town clerk for
a license, and remarked that he now understood why
he had found me down town at noon, when he
expected to find me at the Whitneys.
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In regard to the sanity of Mrs. Wilson I told him
that she was sane as any person I had ever met;
that in my opinion she was one of the most level-
headed women I ever saw. There was no question
in my mind but that her judgment on most matters
was unusually sound and firm ; that her comprehen-
sion of a situation was uncommonly keen and com-
plete; that the sixth sense, called tact or intuition,
which pre-eminently belongs to womankind, was
in her strangely evinced. But she did have this
one opinion, that her brother was not dead, and
being a person of strong character and convictions,
would not yield until she was proven to be in the
wrong. When the evidence was offered, there was
no doubt in my mind that she would comprehend
and accept it, and that she had judgment and com-
mon sense enough to do the right thing, when in
her mind the proper period had arrived, and probably
some decision would be reached in a short time in one
way or another. As to the relations that Mrs. Wil-
son and I sustained to each other at present, they
were certainly somewhat unique and uncommon, but
really, not so very complicated so long as we acted
an honorable part. We were legally man and wife
and nothing more; the same as two persons might
enter into a business contract or copartnership for
mutual advantage or some business enterprise; that
it was understood between us that, aside from the
legal view of the case, we should sustain none of the
relationships of man and wife, and when the time
came that the partnership was no longer for our
mutual interest, we should simply dissolve it by a
divorce; that I felt confidence enough in her to
think she would not interfere with my personal
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property rights, and I certainly should not with
hers. I should stay in Meriden until the whole
affair was settled, be the time short or long, and
my address would be the Winthrop. Mr. Dixon
said: “That is all right, Mr. Wilson, and I appre-
ciate the situation; but it is a mighty funny way
to get the best of the courts.”

“True, Dixon, but what else could we do? If she
had been arrested on a warrant of insanity, in the
court I could have defended her as a lawyer, and that
isall ; we would have had to take our chances with
the court. In the present state of public opinion
she would have been found insane, for she would
have insisted that her brother was not dead, and
lost her composure; would have raved about the
matter, and that would have only confirmed the
charge. You know as well as I that, with the
present political ring in power, some of their crowd
would have been appointed conservator. I might
as her lawyer have demurred, but I would have been
put out of power; their programme would have
been carried out, and Joe Whitney would have been
buried, and his sister confined in an asylum, with
the belief that her brother had been buried alive,
and she would have been a remarkable woman if
she had not finally gone insane and remained so for
the rest of her natural life.

“I saw all these possibilities. They looked so
threatening that I would prevent every possibility
of their happening if I could; and as I was not
married and had no intention of being, it would not
interfere with my plans to lend her the use of my
name for a little time. The only inconvenience it
would be to me was the gossip and notoriety, and
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certainly I ought to be willing to do that much for
the sister of my old friend Joe. Aside from
friendship, I would do it for the sake of what I
believed to be right, and to prevent the wrecking
of a life by a blunder of the law.”

When I had finished my talk with Dixon, it was
six o'clock. Going to the Winthrop Hotel, I had
tea, then called a carriage and drove to the Whitneys,
telling the driver to call for me in time to meet the
nine o’clock train.

When Mrs. Wilson met me there was a feeling
of constraint on my part, after the interview at
noon, and apparently the same feeling clung to her,
for she was not as social as before we were married.
We talked over the situation in a calm, business-
like manner; I recounted what had happened in
the afternoon after I had left her; told her about
my different interviews with Downs and the re-
porter, and last my interview with Dixon and the
substance of what I told him; expressed to her my
ideas of Dr. Hamilton and what I thought he might
do, explaining that I did not actually know about
such matters; in fact, talked about every and any-
thing except our personal relations. She did not
say much, but left the burden of conversation to
me ; and what I felt the most interest in, our personal
relations, I did not know how to speak about, so
talked against time and waited for the occasion
when I should go to the station to meet Dr. Hamil-
ton. Mrs. Wilson expressed gratitude to me in a
quiet manner, said the nervous strain had all gone,
and now she felt ready to meet any emergency that
might arise, for she knew where she could go for
advice. The talk proceeded in this manner until
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the driver called to take me to the station. Every-
thing had gone as we had planned; there was no
fault to be found with the situation of affairs up to
the present, only I was not satisfied. I felt dissatis-
fied ; and what made it the more exasperating, I did
not know what I was dissatisfied with.

After waiting in the station for a few minutes
the train arrived, and with it Dr. Hamilton. There
was a certain distinguished air about him, which
made me single him out of the crowd as the man I
wanted.. When I asked him if he was Dr. Hamil.
ton, he replied by saying, “ And you are George
Wilson.” Giving the driver the check for the bag-
gage, we took seats in the carriage and drove to the
Whitneys. On the way I explained to him that
the dead man or patient was a brother-in-law, and
the person who objected to the burial was my wife,
without mentioning the circumstances connected
with our marriage. On arriving at the house I
presented my wife to him. It gave me a queer feel-
ing as I introduced her as my wife to a stranger,
and to hear a person address me as her husband in
a matter-of-fact way made me feel like kicking some
one or something, although I did not know who or
what. I wanted to swear, and yet I did not realize
what at.

The doctor accepted an invitation to a lunch,
and did not allude to the case until he had finished.
We then all went to the library, and, after we were
seated, he commenced the business by saying:

“Now give me a complete history of this case.
Give me a history of his parentage as far as known,
and his own, as relating to his health, as far as pos-
sible. Tell me why you do not think him dead, in
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spite of the verdict of your own physicians. I will
then view the body or person, and be able to apply
the knowledge obtained from you, and act intelli-
gently.”

This duty devolved on my wife, and I kept
silent, scarcely speaking, while she related to the
doctor all the details of the case, and the family his-
tory so far as she knew it. See was nearly an hour
talking and answering his questions. Several times
the thought occurred to me, How can any one call
this woman insane? I had been a fool to entertain
such a thought for a moment; but, as a last clinch- -
ing argument, I resolved to ask the doctor his opin-
ion, to be used in the future, well knowing the
opinion of Dr. Hamilton would carry more weight
than that of all the doctors in Meriden. When they
had finished their talk, and the doctor arose, I asked
him to step into the next room, as I wished to speak
to him privately. He followed me. Mrs. Wilson
sat with a look of wonder on her face, but said noth-
ing. When we were out of hearing, I turned to
him and said:

“Doctor, do you think my wife insane?”

Looking at me, he laughed in my face, and said:

“If every one is insane that holds a queer idea,
then there are but very few perfectly sane people in
the world. Your wife has sentiments that certainly
are uncommon, but at the same time, from what
she has told me, I think she has good reasons for
her opinions, and yet she may be mistaken; but her
simply possessing these ideas is no sign of insanity,
only one of a strong mind and independent thought.
Do not be uneasy about your wife’'s mind unless she
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shows more indications of insanity than she does
now.”

I was satisfied. My judgment had been con-
firmed by one of the most eminent physicians in
the country.

He then expressed a wish to see the case, and
calling Mrs. Wilson, she led him to Joe's room. I
returned to the library, as I had no wish to be pres-
ent in the room. In a short time, he came into the
hall, opened his trunk, and took out several instru-
ments that looked like electric machinery. He
called to Nora for hot water, and I overheard him
talking with Mrs. Wilson about flannels. She came
to the library and said:

“ By the odor of your clothes, I judge you smoke.
Cigar smoke is not offensive to me —in fact, rather
agreeable; and if you feel like having a cigar for
company while we are away, smoke to your heart’s
content.”

They left me alone, and commenced the work of
resuscitating Joe. I asked no questions. Through
the open door I could hear most of the talk and see
them moving about in the different rooms, so that I
knew how matters were progressing. It was past
midnight when I heard the doctor say:

“It'is no use; the case is beyond me. I will not
say positively that he is dead, for some of the signs
of death are wanting, neither will I say he is alive;
but the blood in his veins is not wholly coagulated,
and there are no signs of decomposition, but that is
all there is that belongs to life. He does not re-
spond to any of the tests for life. I have used every
means with which I am acquainted to resuscitate
him, and my advice would be to leave matters as
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they are for the present, until some change is appar-
ent, one way or another. You might call other
physicians, if you wish. Perhaps they might do
what I cannot; but I can do no more. It is my
opinion that this is a case of death. Some die sud.
denly, others are a long time ifi dying; and this
looks to me a case where the life is an abnormally
long time in leaving the body. The life current
may turn in its course and reinhabit the body, but
it is my opinion that it will eventually leave the
body entirely. When that occurs, the signs of
death that are now lacking will be developed. You
can then bury your brother without fear. Mrs.
Wilson, you may think me harsh to speak so plainly,
but the truth is often harsh.”

The doctor and Mrs. Wilson came into the
library, and the doctor, who found me smoking.
joined me in a cigar. She requested that we should
not stop for her. She said to see others comfortable
made her own trouble less; that she accepted the
doctor’s views in part, and while she had not lost
Joe yet, for the first time she feared she should.
On her face there was a look of sorrow I had never
observed there before. It touched my sympathy.
but I knew of nothing I could do.

As the doctor smoked he related his experiences
with other similar cases: finally wandering into a
metaphysical talk on life and death. and the differ-
ent phenomena he had observed in those fields of
research. Speaking in a matter-of-fact, scientific
manner of both life and death, he spoke of his own
recent experiments in the field of life in the way of
hypnotism. As he mentioned this word Mrs. Wil-
son gave a start and listened attentively. When he
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had finished, she spoke to him in something of her
manner of yesterday.

She commenced by saying that it was a subject
Joe was always much interested in. In fact, he was
always interested in problems of life and the mind.
He had practiced hypnotism some himself on others
in a private way.

She said he used to claim thatéesmerism,
hypnotism, and all the cases of mind or faith cure
belonged to the same class, and all could be classed
under the one word, psycholog@that in his quiet
way he was quite a student of histéry and the Bible.
He always said that the miracles recorded in the
Bible, of raising the dead, were only cases of sus-
pended animation; that the power Christ used to
raise the dead was really applied to persons in a
trance state, and that the power still exists in the
world. Any one who knew enough to use it could
perform the same miracles and produce the same
results. She finished by saying: “Doctor, you
have come here and done the best you could, and I
feel grateful for it. You have tried your usual
methods, now will you not try an urfusual one?
You say that you have experimented in hypnotism,
and met with some success — that you know some-
thing of this power and these laws. Why not try it
on Joe? It can do no harm, and I feel like taking
every chance, no matter how small. Won't you try,
Dr. Hamilton?”

He covered his mouth to hide a smile, and
remarked that he had no ambition to make himself
a laughing stock of the profession, or to shine as
another worker of miracles; that while he tried to
be a good citizen, he made no claims to divinity.

3
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“ But, doctor, that is not the point at issue,” said
Mrs. Wilson. “You need have no fear of becoming
the laughing stock of the profession, for I will
promise for myself the strictest secrecy, and,” turn-
ing to me, “I can do the same for Mr. Wilson.”

I nodded “yes,” but my thoughts went back to
that question of her sanity.

“Doctor, we know the spirit in which you will
work to help us, and what objection can you have
to making an experiment? You have now an
opportunity that perhaps will not occur again in a
lifetime, and while your first impulse is to laugh
and refuse, if you do not improve the opportunity,
when you think it over in the future you may
always regret you did not try it when it would cost
you so little effort. Now, won’t you try, just to
please me, if for no other reason? If you will, I
shall feel that everything has been done that was
possible. Now that it has been presented to my
mind, I shall have some one try it, and would rather
you would be the one than another, for I have more
confidence in you, and if you fail, my mind will be
put at rest in that direction.”

He heard her through and said: “Well, Mrs.
Wilson, if you feel so inclined, if the possibilities
have taken such a hold on you, under a pledge of
secrecy I will do as you request. But to me it seems
like mummery.”

They went to the room where Joe lay, leaving
me again alone. What they had been talking about
was beyond my comprehension. Hypnotism, mes-
merism, and the rest of it was like Chinese to me,
and the only thing I could comprehend was that my
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legal wife had a mind of her own, and a way of
making men do as she wished.

I had been alone for perhaps half an hour. There
had been no sound of conversation in the other room,
when I heard the voice of the doctor suddenly say
in an earnest tone, Joe Whitney! A pause, and
again, Joe Whitney! I listened intently, but heard
nothing more for a few minutes, when the doctor.
spoke again, Joe Whitney!—and a pause. .Then in
a voice that was almost a scream in intensity, but not
loud, JoE WHITNEY! There was a sigh. Rushing
to the room, all my old prejudices gone in the
excitement, I found Mrs. Wilson standing at the
foot of the bed. I noticed nothing but her eyes, so
intense was her gaze at Joe. The doctor stood at
the side of the bed stroking Joe's forehead. I
stepped to the side of Mrs. Wilson and looked at
~ Joe. All the old ghastly appearance was gone; his
mouth was closed, his eyes shut, the pinched look
was gone from his face, and while he was still as:
white as marble, he looked more like one in a faint
than like a dead person. My voice trembled as I
asked, “ what is it?” ' '

Without taking her eyes from Joe, Mrs. Wilson
whispered, “He is coming back.” The doctor spoke
again. What appeared to me like a flash of light
left his eyes, and it seemed to me that I could see
the words leave his mouth like a solid substance and
strike Joe in the face as he said, “JoE WIIITNEY,
COME BACK!”

A tremor ran through his body, he turned on his
side and commenced to breathe faintly but regularly,
like one in a deep, exhausted sleep. The doctor
went from the room and beckoned us to follow. We
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went to the parlor. Just how my face looked I do
not know, but that of the doctor and of Mrs. Wilson
was as white as death itself. We dropped into
scats; none of us could speak.

In a few minutes the doctor said: “ This is be-
yond me. I did my best, and the results are better
than I expected, they surpass my comprehension.
That such possibilities lay in the human will-power
was beyond my wildest dreams; for, although I donot
consider that the man was wholly dead, I did think
that he was beyond the reach of human skill, and was
beyond the reach of any known law of science. It
was an experiment on my part. The results are
quite unknown to science in its present state of
development. I shall have to pledge you again to
silence until I can investigate further, and not throw
the bare facts on the world without, at least, a
theory, if no positive evidence to support the
theory. I would like to gain what knowledge I can
before making this case public, and shall improve
every opportunity to do so. Now, let us look at our
patient again.” ,

As we rose to visit the now sick, not death room,
we both assured him his wishes should be our law.
We found Joe as we had left him a few minutes
previous, sleeping calmly and peacefully. He was
pale, and that was all. The doctor motioned to us
to be silent and not wake him, and carefully taking
Joe's wrist, felt of his pulse. After a few minutes
he placed his hand on Joe'’s forehead, then turning,
left the room. We followed. When in the parlor
he said to us, “ He is sleeping naturally; let him
sleep until morning, or longer if he will.” He then’
made inquiries about the hotels, and Mrs. Wilson
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offered him a room. He said that he had private
reasons why he wished to go to the hotel; but, in-
stead of returning-by the first train in the morn-
ing as he had expected, he should call again in the
morning, and turned to go into the hall.

I also informed him that I would go to the
hotel with him. He apologized for making so
much trouble; but when I told him without think-
ing how it would sound to him, a stranger to our
affairs, that I was also stopping at the hotel, he
gave me a queer look, but said nothing. We bade
Mrs. Wilson good night, or rather good morning,
and left the house. If he was to come back and be
with us for an indefinite time, it was best he should
know the true state of affairs existing between Mrs.
Wilson and myself to save embarrassing situations
in the future. We had reached the hotel by the
~time I had finished telling him, and after agreeing
to meet at ten o’clock to breakfast together, we went
to our rooms.

I was too exhausted to lie awake, and my head
had hardly touched the pillow before I was in a
sound, dreamless sleep, from which I did not
awaken until nearly ten the next morning.
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HEN I went into the hotel office the next
morning, I found the doctor waiting for
me. We at once went to the dining-room

and ordered breakfast. We both felt refreshed
after a good night'’s sleep, had enough to talk about,
so it was not a dull meal. Going to the office
after breakfast, we found a reporter waiting to
interview us. I introduced the gentlemen; and,
when in reply to the reporter’s question about the
latest in the Whitney case, the doctor told him
that he had left Joe Whitney at about 3 A. M,
alive and sleeping soundly, the sound of a pin
dropping could have been heard in that hotel office.
There was quite a little gathering of all the people
present to hear the latest news, and it was so un-
expected that no one had a question ready; but this
did not last long. The reporter knew his business.
The questions came fast, and his pencil moved.
faster than his tongue.

In reply to the question as to what means he
used to accomplish this wonderful result, the doctor
told him that he did not feel at liberty to disclose
any of the details, but would speak more fully in
the future, and told him that we were both going
to the Whitneys as soon as the carriage was ready
that had been ordered, and he did not know just
how long he should be in town. When the reporter

asked me about my plans, I told him I had no
(54)
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definite plans for the present, but should govern
my actions in the future by the circumstances that
might arise.

The carriage was announced, and we drove di-
rectly away. Mrs. Wilson met us at the door. In
answer to Dr. Hamilton’s inquiries about Joe, she
said he had not awakened yet. The doctor said,
“Well, it is time he had ”; and we all went to Joe'’s
room. The doctor told Mrs. Wilson to awaken him.
She shook him gently, calling, “ Joe! Joe!”

He opened his eyes with a vacant look, and said,
“You here, May?"” and the following dialogue
passed between them:

“ Why yes, Joe, where else should I be?”

“Where are father and mother?” asked Joe.

“Why, where do you think you are, Joe?” re-
plied Mrs. Wilson.

“In spirit realms, I suppose, although it is hard
to realize it.”

“What are you talking about, Joe? You are
here at home, in your own bed. I am standing be-
side you, and this is your old friend, George Wilson.
You have been very sick, and this is Dr. Hamilton
of New York.”

He looked at her in the same vacant manner
until she mentioned Dr. Hamilton’s name, when
there was a flash of intelligence in his eyes, and he
said, “ Dr. Hamilton, the specialist on nervous dis-
eases, from New York? What brought him here?”

“We sent for him, Joe, because you have been
very ill; and he has cured you.”

He attempted to raise himself on his elbow, but
was too weak, and fell back upon his pillow, saying:
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“Well, this is too much for me. My father will
come to me and tell me that I am with spirits, take
me through strange scenes; I hear strange things,
and see and talk with those that I know to be dead,
and they seem as real and as natural as they did at
any time before death. Then May comes and says,
¢ Joe, you are not with spirits, but alive, in your own
bed,’ and shows me my old friend George, intro-
duces a big doctor to me; and one is no more real
or tangible than the other. Now I am getting
mixed up sadly. I want to stay and be in one kind
of existence or the other. This continual changing
is becoming monotonous.”

Turning to me, he said:

“If I am in the body, and not surrounded by
spirits, come up to me and let me see you. Take
hold of me, try to run your finger through me, and
let me see if I haveé a material body that will resist
material. Read my thoughts. Tell me of what I
am thinking.”

Then he stopped a moment, and said:

. “Strange! but I cannot see what you think. If
you cannot poke your finger through me, I shall
believe I am not dead and among spirits, after all.
Try it.”

Without a word, I took his hand and shook it
with a hearty grip. Then, with my left forefinger
pressed hard on his breast, Joe said :

“Enough, George. I am here again, and hope
to stay until my final departure.”

Dr. Hamilton said:

“Well, how do you feel this morning? Better,
I hope. You show some signs of weakness. Have
you any pain?”
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“ None whatever, doctor —only tired. I think I
will rest a little while now, and then I shall feel
stronger.”

While the doctor and I had been talking to Joe,
his sister had left the room, and now returned with
a tray, on which were a bowl of broth, some toast,
and tea, that she had prepared to give him when he
should awake. With her came Nora, who shook
Joe by the hand, and, with the tears coursing down
her cheeks, told him how glad she was to see him
alive again. He ate his broth and toast with a rel-
ish, and appeared stronger with each mouthful, and
when he had finished said to Nora,

“What did you mean by saying ‘alive again’?
Did you think me dead?”

We all hesitated, and looked at the doctor. He
frowned an answer to us, and spoke to Joe, telling
him that, as he had had a good meal, we would
leave him to sleep, and when he was able to sit up,
we would tell him all about his sickness. Joe set-
tled into the bed as for a good nap, and we left him
to rest and recuperate his lost strength.

When we reached the parlor, Dr. Hamilton turned
sharply to Mrs. Wilson and said, “As a physician
I wish to prescribe for you. Mr. Wilson has told
me of the mental strain you have been under
for the last few days, and you yourself have told me
that you have not been out the house since your
brother was taken ill, and as your physician I pre-
scribe a ride in this fine air. You are now more in
need of a tonic than is your brother. My profes-
sional duties here are now ended, but this case is of
deep interest to me, and I shall invite myself to
spend a few days in Meriden, and cultivate the ac-
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quaintance of your brother, as I wish to investigate
as far as possible the strange phenomena which I
have witnessed. When the telegram was handed
to me calling me here, I was packing my trunk to
take a short vacation. That was the reason why I
could come on so short a notice. I shall take the
vacation as I planned, only, instead of continuing
on my journey to-day, as I had intended to do when
I left New York, I shall spend a few days in Meri-
den, and call to see your brother after he is stronger
and can talk, and perhaps, with his consent, shall
try some experiments. And now about that ride.
I have learned from a friend that there are some
very fine drives in this vicinity, and I should like to
see them, and I would like the company of Mr. and
Mrs. Wilson. I ordered the carriage to wait for
me, and it is standing at the door; and, Mrs. Wil-
son, as your physician, I will give you just five
minutes to get your wraps, and Mr. Wilson will not
need half that time.”

The doctor had spoken in a half serious and half
jesting tone, and I felt more inclined for a ride than
anything just then, under those conditions. For it
would be a good excuse for still keeping company
with Mrs. Wilson, and at the same time avoid any
references to our relations. Ihad come to dread the
time when we should have to carry out the pro-
vision of the contract, or even have to allude to it.
She felt so grateful to the doctor that any request he
made she would gladly gratify. The doctor quieted
the fears that Mrs. Wilson had expressed about
leaving Joe alone, by telling her that he was better
off alone than to have any one in the house who
could not resist the temptation to go and see if he
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was asleep every five minutes; and besides if he
wanted anything, the maid would not let him suffer,
if he could judge by a person’s manner what they
would do. We were soon driving toward the river
and mountains.

It was a splendid spring day, nearly as warm as
summer; the buds were ready to burst and put
forth their leaves and blossoms; the air was balmy;
it was one of those days that makes a man feel glad
that he is alive. The doctor was the very best of
companions, and entertained us by his conversation
in such a delightful manner that we scarcely noted
the passage of time. His fund of knowledge seemed
to be inexhaustible; anecdotes and illustrations
were plenty.

He had traveled much, had been a keen ob-
server, gleaned and retained from all he had seen,
and had a way of relating his observations, em-
bellishing them with his own thoughts in a man-
ner that made him the most entertaining person I
had ever met. He told us, among other things, a
short sketch of his life, and from it I learned that
he had but few friends living; that his wife had
died some years previous; and when he told us that
I did not like him as well as I did before.

Whether he made any extra exertion to be
entertaining I do not know; that he was one of
the most interesting men I had ever met, was beyond
a question of doubt.

Mrs. Wilson seemed to be charmed with his
manner, scarcely speaking a word ; she listened like
one enraptured. We were driving nearly four
hours, and when we stopped before the house she
expressed her thanks to the doctor for his kindness
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for the ride, by telling him that it was the most
delightful drive she had ever taken in her life.
Dr. Hamilton went in to see if Joe had awakened,
while I sat in the carriage. There was nothing
with which to find fault, but the last part of the
drive had been in some way very unpleasant.

In a few minutes the doctor came to the carriage
and we drove to the hotel. There was a wonderful
change in him or me, for we were as glum as fisher-
men. We went to dinner together, and afterwards
to the reading-room, where we wrote letters. I
wrote to my Boston agent, telling him to keep me
well informed in regard to my business in Boston,
and that it might be some time before I returned
to attend to my business, unless I was absolutely
obliged to.

During dinner we had not talked much, so it
had given me a chance to think, and for me to givea
subject thought was to come to some conclusions,
and the conclusions I had formed were these:
That I did not care about being a make-shift hus-
band — simply a convenience to use in case of an
emergency. I had come to the conclusion that I
wanted to be the real article, and wanted my
legal wife for a genuine one without any qualifica-
tions, save what the one word wife implied, and I
would have the matter arranged to that effect be-
fore I went back to Boston, if I could. If it took
all summer or a year —all right. I would spend
that time ; but bring this about I would.

This other thought came: was the doctor in
the field against me? I could have kicked myself
for telling him all, as I had the night before. He}
might probably infer from what had been said that
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we would be divorced in a short time; but really,
in my own mind, I could not find him guilty of
being dishonorable, for had I not told him in a man-
ner that would lead any one to think that we were
only married to get ahead of the health authorities?
While he might not, and probably would not, make
any advances at present, he would feel it no hin-
drance to his suit if Mrs. Wilson did happen to be
my legal wife or partner in a business transaction,
as I had put it to him the night previous. If he
was not in the field against me, and in a day or two
would go quietly out of my way, I thought then
there would be no difficulty; but if he remained to
dispute the carrying off of the prize, I felt my
chances to be mighty slim, for in the drive that
morning he had shown me what he could do if he
wished, and for me to compete against him as a
society man, for me to try to make myself as enter-
taining as he could be without an effort, was beyond
me — out of my reach.

I did not know how, and did not possess the
natural ability. I did not look upon myself as an
inferior; but our ability lay in different directions,
and in this kind of a game, in playing the agreeable
to ladies in the social game of life, his abilities would
count for more than mine. He had evidently
known many women, was used to their ways, and
knew them. I had scarcely known a woman, only
in a formal manner, in my whole life. I wasata
disadvantage and knew it; but perhaps, after all,
it was only my imagination. Perhaps he had only
been trying to do the proper thing under the cir-
cumstances, which I had to acknowledge to myself
I did not know how to do as well, but decided to
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keep my eyes on that doctor, and if my suspicions
were correct, he would find me a rival that could
not be bluffed.

Now that I had a definite plan of what I wanted
to do, what I should do if I could, all the old sense
of confusion was gone, and my old habit of setting
about anything that I had to do immediately, came.
Though I realized that this matter could not be
conducted on strictly business principles, I felt at a
loss just how to begin.

But I wanted to be doing something to further my
wishes, and that, too, right away, and that something
I decided was to go and see Mrs. Wilson. I could
not go without telling the doctor, so proposed to
him to go and see Mrs. Wilson and Joe. In the
bottom of my heart I wished he would say “no,”
but did not expect he would, nor did he. Now that
I had come to some understanding with myself, I
did not feel as hard with him as I did before dinner.
I could now regard him as a competitor in business,
to be beaten if I could do it.

I stepped into the Z7imes office and requested
them to suppress any reference to Mrs. Wilson or
myself as far as possible in giving an account to the
public about the resuscitation of Joe, which they
promised to do.

On arriving at the Whitneys, we found that Joe
had awakened and called for a hearty meal of beef
steak which he insisted on Mrs. Wilson giving him,
in spite of her objections, without the doctor’s con-
sent; and as he heard us talking through the open
- door, he called to us that he was dressing and would
be out in a few minutes. Dr. Hamilton smiled as
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he said, “ He is worth more than a regiment of
dead men.”

In a short time Joe came into the parlor. He
was pale and looked weak, as if he had been sick,
but that was all. As he took the easy chair which
his sister had wheeled to the heater for him, these
thoughts would come to my mind: What a change
from when I first saw him lying there, as I sup-
posed, dead. What a fool I had been to be so
positive about life and death, — something I knew
nothing about, except from hearsay — something I
had hardly given a thotight in my life, only ac-
cepted the evidence of others, and by slight observa-
ation on my own part, as positive facts to be applied
in all cases. Then I thought how much better his
sister understood the subject —how much more
she understood about some of the peculiarities of
life than those who professed to know all, myself
included. And then, what a mind and will that
woman had, to stand in the face of the public and
defy all alone, without one to believe or think as
she did, and the keen comprehension of the plan to
rid herself of the interferences of the law, and no
sign of weakness until the danger had passed.

As T thought, my respect and admiration in.
creased, and I vowed she should be my wife in all
for life if I could bring it about by any honorable
means. These and many more thoughts flashed
through my brain as Mrs. Wilson and the doctor
were looking after Joe's comfort. After he was
finally settled and comfortable, he said, “ Now, I
want to know about my sickness.”

The doctor answered him by saying, “How
much do you remember?” Joe was silent for a
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minute, then said, “I remember I was not feeling
very well, and I went to my bed early. I do not
know how long I had slept when father came and 1
went with him. I do not know how long I was with
him, but it must have been for some time; for I
heard and saw more than I can tell in half a life-
time. What day is this, any way?”

We told him it was Thursday, the 17th of
April. He counted two weeks and three days.
“Well, I am not surprised. It seems longer than
that to me as I think of it, and of what I have -
heard.”

“I was in a hall hearing a lecture when I heard
some one call me. Then I kept hearing them
call, ¢ Joe Whitney." At first I could not tell from
whence the call came ; then located it as coming from
my old home. It seemed thatsome one was at my
bedside, calling to me. They said, “ Joe Whitney,
come back!” They spoke as if I was in danger, as
a person would to another that stood in front of an
approaching train. The way that the voice called me
made me give a start backward, as I would had I
been standing on a railroad track, and then I
remembered no more until my sister woke me.
When she had wakened me, and George had shaken
hands with me, I knew where I was and what was
the matter with me. I had been having one of my
old spells, only longer than usual. I shall have one
of them some of these fine days, and shall not come
back. I shgll not be much sorry either only for
May's sakﬁough I know from what I have seen
and heard Stnce I have been away, that it will be
better for me in the long run to stay here as long as
possibp Now, tell me what you have to tell. Did
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you think me dead? Isthat the reason Dr. Hamil-
ton was sent for? And that makes me think that it
was Dr. Hamilton that I heard call, ‘Come back!’"”

The doctor then told him what had happened
from the time he had received the telegram to the
present. When he had finished, Joe questioned
him as to how he had called him back. The doctor
then explained as well as he could, but said he did
not understand it himself. He was stroking his
forehead, and gradually concentrated his mind as he
would to hypnotize a subject; but never before had
he felt the same degree of concentration of mind
and will-power.

As he continued to exercise the power, it grew,
or seemed to grow, in intensity and volume. He
himself became oblivious to his surroundings, and
for a few moments lost consciousness of where he
was in the all-absorbing thought that he was search-
ing for and calling Joe Whitney. He seemed to be
floating away, lifted up. It scemed to him that he
was looking out into space a great distance away
from the earth, and yet retained all his conscious-
ness; in fact, was more keenly alive to his conscious
being. He seemed to possess his old faculties, but
they were more active. The only feeling he could
compare with it was taking a powerful stimulant,
which deadened none of his senses, but made his
power of comprehension more acute, and judgment
more keen.

It appeared to him that he was on the track of
the man he wanted, would find him, and had the
power to command him and bend him to do his will,
as a man would bend a dumb animal to do his bid-

ding. He felt a conscious power over the spirit or
5
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mind for which he was searching space, similar to
the conscious power he would have felt over a restive
horse which he was calling in an open lot; and not
a doubt entered his mind that the man would
eventually succumb to him and do his bidding as
the horse would; in some way it would come about.

The doctor finished by saying that it was a new
experience to him, and one which deeply interested
him. He told Joe of his contemplated vacation, and
of the plans he had formed of spending a few days in
Meriden ; and if it was agreceable to him to have him
investigate and experiment with him in this field,
he would like to, as he had understood from his
sister, Mrs. Wilson, that he was interested in the
same subject.

Joe interrupted him by saying, “ What are you
talking about, doctor? My sister’s name is not Mrs.
Wilson; George is only our friend; he is not my
sister’s husband.”

We all saw that by the slip of the tongue it was
all out, and Joe must be told the whole then. We
were all nonplussed for a moment, and the doctor
shrugged his shoulders like a Frenchman and waved
his hand to Mrs. Wilson, without saying a word.

Mrs. Wilson commenced in a hesitating manner
to speak, and Joe looked at her in astonishment.
She did not at once deny or confirm the doctor’s
statement, but commenced by telling all that had
happened from that first morning more than two
weeks ago when he did not come to breakfast.

She told him that after she had called him, she
went to his room and found him in one of his old
trances, and of her anxiety as the whole day passed
and he did not awaken. She told him that in the
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evening she had become so frightened that she had
called in Dr. Holmes, who had pronounced him
dead; of her dispute with him, and her demand for
a council of doctors; that they all pronounced him
dead, and had reported it to the papers and to the
public. Also about her friends calling to condole
with her, and the verdict of them and of the public
that she was insane. She told him of her final in.
terview with the health officer, when he threatened
to use the authority of the law to have him buried,
and then of my coming.

She had been growing agitated as she talked,
and at this point broke down, and with tears in her
eyes, turned to me and said, “ Mr. Wilson, please
tell him the rest; I cannot.” :

I would have done anything to please that wo-
man! To see her sit there in tears made every
fiber in my body vibrate with sympathy, and as she
had recounted the story to Joe, her agitation became
infectious, and I was far from being in a judicial
frame of mind when I commenced to talk.

I began by telling Joe of the notices I had first
seen in the paper of his death; of the subsequent
strange notices which had decided me to come to
Meriden and see what I could do for them; of my
first interview with his sister, and the shock I had
received when I saw him lying on the bed dead, or,
as I had supposed, dead; of my promises to his
sister, all the time thinking her insane on that onc
subject, and that my motive was to help her by
humoring her insane fancy.

I related to him the substance of my interview
with Dr. Holmes, the health officer, and what the
plans were to have his sister put into an asylum,
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and to have him, as they termed it, “decently
buried.”

At this point Joe said, “Stop! I can hear no
more now.” He was trembling with excitement.
The doctor stepped into the hall to where his trunk
had stood up to the present, and returning with a
glass of something for him to take, said, “This is
enough of this matter for now; we will turn the
conversation to something else for the present.” He
asked Joe to what political party he belonged. Joe
looked at him like one dazed, and the doctor had to
repeat his question before he could get an answer.
Then Joe, in an absent manner, said he “had been
a Republican until they had counted Hayes in;
since then he had not taken much interest in poli-
tics.” The doctor then commenced to talk in de-
fence of the action, in order to make Joe answer
questions, and if Joe expressed an opinion, the doc-
tor would contradict him. He talked apparently
to make himself disagreeable in a polite way, and
succeeded, for after a time Joe became provoked,
and called the whole commission that had counted
Hayes in and Tilden out, anything but gentlemen;
expressed not a very high opinion of anyone who
would defend them, and finished by saying he did
not care a fig for politics anyway. The doctor
laughed, and said: “ Well, Mr. Whitney, you have
changed the current of your thoughts, and are ex-
cited in a different way from what you were a short
time since.”

Joe laughed, and said: “Doctor, your mental
tonics are better than your drugs.”

The old feeling of excitement was gone, and a
feeling of harmony and good-nature restored; but
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these thoughts came to me: What a man that doc-
tor is! I shall stand no chance to win in a race
against him, and I prayed in the depths of my
heart that he and I did not want the same woman.

Mrs. Wilson left the room, and we talked in a
desultory way about anything that presented itself
to our minds. In a short time she returned, and
invited us all to an early tea, saying she had
planned, if nothing prevented, that we should all
sit at the table and have one happy meal together,
and the best way to be sure of it was to improve
the first opportunity that presented itself, and then
after we could have more, but she wanted to be
sure of one. '

We sat at the table a long time and conversed
on any subject that happened to come up, except
the one in which we felt the deepest interest. For
my part, it was one of the most enjoyable little tea
parties I had ever attended.

After tea Joe expressed a desire to take a short
walk. The doctor advised him not to do so, but
Joe always did have a mind of his own, and said
we could stay in the house if we wished, but he was
going to take a short walk if it killed him. So the
doctor and I went out with him. Joe took cigars
from his pocket and invited us to join him in a
smoke, as well as in a walk.

We did not go far, only up and down the street
in front of the house. We met but a few people,
and none who were acquainted with Joe, but some
evidently knew him by the way they stared at him,
and some stopped and turned to look at us as we
passed. Joe laughed as he said, “They seem to
think me a lively corpse;” then seriously, “ Well, .
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I am better off than in a grave, neither dead nor
alive,” then stopped in his walk, and holding out
one hand to the doctor and the other to me, said,
with the tears in his eyes, *“ George, Doctor, I
am not good at talking gratitude, but I feel it.
You have done more for me than I can tell you; I
do not know how. But if in the future there is
anything I can do for you, let me have the opportu-
nity.” He then continued his walk without another
word, and when he did speak again, it was to re-
mark what a beautiful day it had been and to call
our attention to the sunset. We walked but a short
time ; then went into the house.

As we took our seats in the parlor, Joe said, “I
feel like my old self again, and am ready for any-
thing. I am on deck in life once more.”

He took up the evening paper, and said, *“ Let's
see what the world is doing. I have lost the run of
events;” and began to read the headings.

Mrs. Wilson came into the room just as he was
reading the heading of the Whitney case. He
asked if he should read it aloud, remarking that it
was a good chance for him to get the particulars of
his own death. We told him if he would read it
for us that it would save us the trouble. There
were nearly three columns, and gave a history of
the case from the time Joe was first taken with the
trance, up to the interview we had had with the
reporter in the morning, and included the way in
which we had spent the day up to the time when
the paper went to the press; but had done as I had
requested and left out what was possible about the
personal affairs of Mrs. Wilson and myself. It was
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a substantially correct report, with only enough
added to make it attractive and readable.

When Joe had finished reading the paper, he
dropped it, and said, “I know all about myself now;
but this matter of May marrying George, I do not
understand all the details;” and then turning to me
said, “George, finish what you were telling me
when I stopped you to-day.”

I would rather have told him when we were
alone. The presence of Mrs. Wilson and the doctor
embarrassed me. I did not want to bring out the
strictly business relations so sharp in their presence
again as I should have to, to make Joe understand
the case. What I could tell the doctor yesterday
without any hesitancy I did not want to say now
that I had changed my mind; but there was no
help for it. I went through with it the best I could,
but I did bring out fully as clearly my friendship
for Joe and his sister and the indignation I felt at
the public as I did the legal relations existing be-
tween Mrs. Wilson and myself.

When I had finished, Joe came over to where I
sat and said:

“Shake hands, George. I am pleased to have
you for my legal brother-in-law, if nothing more;
but I should be pleased if you were my brother in
full.”

The doctor now said:

“Mr. Whitney, your sister told me about the
things you related when you awoke from these
trances, about what you had seen and heard, or
dreamed you did; and you spoke of being in a hall
and hearing a lecture, when you heard me call you
back.. Now this is all strange and new to me. I
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have, of course, heard of such things, but never
gave them any credit; and, to be frank with you,
don’t now. But, at the same timeQ;vould like to
hear all sides, and form my opinion from the evi-
dence, as it presents itself to my mind;)and since
the startling scenes of the last #enty-four hours, I
am qualified to hear most anything, and I am pre-
pared to hear that life holds some strange things in
store for us; for, taken as a whole, it appears more
and more of a puzzle to me the more I learn of it.
There was a time when to me death was the great
puzzling question; but the more I have studied the
different phases of life, the more vast and incom-
prehensible it has become, until now I am all at sea
in my opinions, and the fact that there is any such
thing as life is to me more of a study, more of a
wonder, than that there is death. In fact, I often
ask myself, ‘What is lifc? What is the nature of
it? What is the philosophy and the science of it?
Why and what is life?’”

Joe turned to the doctor, and said:

“Do you know that when you called me I was
hearing a lecture on that very subject? In fact, I
had heard many lectures on the same subject, and,
like you, I had often asked myself the same ques-
tions in regard to life; like you, I had a deeper in-
terest in life than death. I always questioned the
significance of life. Death appeared to me to be
the absence of it, or nothing, and I did not care to
know about nothing. But life appeared to me to
be something, and it was a something of which L
wished to know more. And when I was away in
that trance I found many more who were, like me,
trying to learn and understand the philosophy and
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~ reason of life; and I found that among those who
are called dead, yet popular belief says are not
dead —that they did not all possess knowledge in
the same degree, any more than among those who
are called alive, and in a condition of society, or a
state of existence, where some know more and others
less. There is always something to be taught, and
something to be learned, in this respect. I could
not see that the process of death had changed peo-
ple very much, as they mingled together. They
were continually acquiring knowledge and dissem-
inating it, or teaching and being taught.”

“But,” says the doctor, “ we will confine ourselves
for the present to a life I know something about,
no matter what you have seen and know. What I
want to know is,— what is a human life right here,
in this age of the world —now, the 17th of April,
1889 ; something about its possibilities more than I
“now know, and what will be the probable outcome
of it, substantiated by all the proof possible, and at
least reasonable theories to be applied to the proba-
bilities. { Bare assertions, supported by no visible
authority;” to prove impracticable and impossible
theories, have no weight with me. I would rather
keep my mind a blank on such a subject, and have
it in a condition to grasp a truth when it is offered,
than to have it lumbered up with a lot of beliefs
which my reason and judgment tell me are errone-
ous and fanciful. Whether those beliefs are pleas-
ant or hideous beliefs, I shall have to clear my mind
of them, to make room for a truth.’,

Joe says, “Doctor, that is nearly the same
question I asked my father, after hearing the first

lecture. I told him I did not care so much for what
4
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life had been in the past, or what it might be in the
future, but I wanted to know the philosophy of it as
I now know it.” And then he was silent. In a
minute the doctor said, “ Well, Joe, what did your
father say in reply?” Joe looked him in the face,
and said, * Doctor, you don't believe I have seen
father. You think I have been dreaming; and
what is the use for me to waste my breath to tell
you something you have condemned as being folly
or dreams before you have heard me? If you
could listen to me without prejudice; if it was pos-
sible for you to listen to me with a mind unbiased
by previous teachings, either religious or scientific;
if you could weigh the substance of what I might
say on its merits, and accept or reject as it
appealed to your own judgment, without comparing
with some preconceived theories or beliefs,—I should
be glad to tell you all that I have heard and seen.
But for me to relate to you what I have heard, and
what I know and have seen, and to have you try
the truth of it by any system of religion or science,
and reject it because it does not happen to fit some
old dogma of either, would be a waste of time for
vou, and make me mad; for if I know it, I won't
waste my time arguing against prejudice.”

The doctor appeared nettled at the way Joe
spoke, and told Joe he was far from being what is
called a religious man; that he did not know any-
thing about the past, only as he read it from history:
and what looked to him as impossibilities in history,
he rejected. (And as to the future, he thought he
knew as much about it as any live man, and that
was nothing.):\nd all the proof that could be

7’
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offered in regard to a future state of existence was
founded on either ignorance or fraud.

Joe coolly remarked: “I see you are not a
religious bigot, but a scientific bigot; an agnostic,
who has taken the position of ‘don’t know,” and
won't admit any evidence that might injure your
side of the case. You have already prejudged,
and decided on what I might say before you
have heard me. You say you know as much as any
man living about the future. What is the use of
my telling you my side of the story, with the
opinion you now have? The more I say, the bigger
fool you will think me. I guess we will change the
subject, doctor. What are your politics?”

The doctor was the one now who was excited
and provoked. He arose and commenced to walk
the floor; and jamming both hands deep into his
pockets, commenced to talk. I thought I had heard
him talk before, but now he was a cyclone. | He
offered all the arguments of a scientist to prove
that the intelligence of a man was owing to the
material structure of his brain.| He showed the
inconsistencies and absurdities of the different
sacred writings, not confining himself to the Bible,
but attacked the Koran, the Vedas, and touched on
many others. He was certainly interesting, though
most of the time he talked over my head. He talked
nearly half an hour without interruption, and finished
by saying the whole subject was a mass of contra-
dictions and absurdities, with just enough morality
and history mixed in to make it palatable to the
masses and save it from oblivion.

When he stopped, Joe said, “ Well, doctor, that
is all right; but, as I said before, if you know it all
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there is no use for me to talk. What are your
politics, doctor?” The doctor stopped his walk in
front of Joe, laughed, and said: “Mr. Whitney,
you have me at a disadvantage. I was excited.
But I should really like to hear what you have to
say, for I am honestly in search of knowledge. I
don't know it all, only a small part; and sometimes
when I try to define just what I think or know, I
become so confused by conflicting thoughts that I
conclude that I don’t know anything. And when
others attempt to explain, they show evidence of as
much confusion of ideas as I have. But your
experience has certainly been remarkable, and per-
haps you can give me some new thoughts on life,
past, present, and future; and I will honestly try to
hear, and judge of them without trying to reconcile
them to opinions that I have previously formed.
So proceed, and tell me what you know, or have
heard from any source, about life, beginning right
here with man as he is; let me get that one point
firmly fixed in my mind, as a base line from which
to make a survey; and after that is clear to me,
perhaps I shall be able to go from it in either
the direction of the past or the future. But begin
by telling me what is a man — life as I now know
and sense it, as I am now conscious of life.” )

He took his chair, and, asking Mrs. Wilson's
consent, passed his cigar case. She answered by
saying, if she was a man she would probably have
smoked ; and as Joe had always smoked, we need
never feel any hesistancy in smoking when we
wanted to. We all lighted our cigars, and Joe com-
menced by saying:

“ When I first went with father, he took me to see,
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as you might say, the ‘sights.” About what I saw,
I will tell you later; but among the other places I
went to with him was to hear a lecture. It was fine,
and the subject was ‘Life.” I cannot repeat it as
it was given; neither the manner in which it was
given, nor the words. I retained only some of
the ideas that were put forth, and many of them
father explained to me afterward. But about
the first idea that caught my attention was ex-
pressed something like this: The Zife of a /luman
being is an identity of force, and all animate bodies,
before the transition of death, might be compared
to a sponge saturated with a solution of salt water:
the body represented by the sponge, the life force,
or life principle, permeating every part of the body
like the salt water, but not visible; the real true
spirit of the man, or animal, the water in its pure
state, the salt held in solution representing the mat-
ter in a fine state of division ; in fact, in such a fine
or atomic state that it had become invisible, but yet
really matter as much as the sponge itself, which is
visible owing to its crude condition. But\the real life
principle, the intelligent force, which is tht man in
all stages of existenc;?s no more matter than water
is a sponge or a crystal-of salt. When a man passes
through the process of death, it might be compared,
in a rough way, to squeezing the salt solution out of
the sponge. The sponge retains its old form, and to
all outward appearance is the same, except, perhaps,
a slight change in the shade of color. But it has
lost two of its component parts: the water that was
in it, and the salt that went out with the water.
The water is no more visible because it contains
the salt in solution, than if it contained no salt.
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The life force is no more visible because it carries
with it matter in a high state of vibration, than if it
did not have this material in connection with it,
and eyes so constituted that they could not see the
force itself, would be so constituted that they could
not see the matter in connection with it. If a per-
son was so near-sighted he could not tell whether
a dish contained water or not, he could not tell any
better if the water was salt, than if pure water.”

The doctor interrupted by saying, “ Accepting,
for argument’s sake, that your position is correct,
how do you account for the fact that a dead body
weighs no less than a live one? if matter and force
have left it, it ought to weigh less. Please explain
the discrepancy.”

“True enough, doctor; but force is imponder-
able, and not subject to the law—df gravity —is
rather opposed to it. The weight of a Fgay, or a
given substance, is determined by the action of
gravity ; and whether the body contained force or
not, would make no difference in its weight. A
Leyden jar charged with electricity weighs no more
than before it was charged, so that the withdrawing
of the @rceawould make no difference with the
weight of the body. The body would weigh as
much without the life force as with it. But the
withdrawal of the invisible matter is another ques-
tion. The weight or specific- gravity of matter de-
pends largely on the condition itis in; for example,
mercury, one of the heaviest of metals, will float in
the atmosphere in the form of vapor; water as
water can be seen, and will obey the law of gravity
and fall to the earth. But as vapor in its gaseous
form it becomes invisible and will rise from the
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 earth. The action of the law of gravity on matter

depends upon the condition of the matter. The
matter that leaves a human body and -accompanies
the life force is not only commonly invisible, but
matter in a more finely divided and disintegrated
state than the most penetrating gases with which
the human sense is acquainted. I know of no terms
by which to express my meaning, but matter in

" jts property of division and subdivision is infinite.”

Joe was silent for a minute, and the doctor spoke,
saying: “ Well, Mr. Whitney, I promised to be fair,
and I wjll try and help you, for I think I catch your
meaning. Tyndall, in his researches on light,
finally came to a point where he could not give
proof, —only a theory, a hypothesis. He demon-
strated by proof positive that light was propelled
by the wave or undulating motion; but in order to
propel a force by the wave motion, there must be
something to wave; the wave could not advance on
nothing. It had usually been accepted as a fact, that
space outside of the atmosphere of the planetary
bodies contained nothing, was a void. But either
this could not be true, or the wave theory was not
true. He had proved the wave theory to be true,
and consequently the old theory that space con-
tained nothing fails; for the space between the
planets must contain something, or the light of the
sun could not reach us. He also observed that a
ray of light could be as well flashed through the
most perfect vacuum he could produce, as through
a glass tube containing any of the invisible gases.
He advanced the theory that there was permeating
all nature and space a substance on which light and
heat traveled. He advanced the idea that all solid
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and gaseous compounds or materials had interwoven
with the atoms of their composition this substance,
as the atmosphere surrounded the trees in a forest,
and on this substance light and heat were propelled,
and he named this substance or material luminif-
erous ether. And, Mr. Whitney, if a human body
alive contained matter in this form, it would not
add to the weight; and if it added nothing to the
weight, would subtract nothing, if by any means it
was withdrawn. Now, admitting you are theoreti-
cally correct thus far, have you any proof?”

Joe answered: “ Yes; positive and negaﬁé proof
The negative proof consists in the fact that the man
contains a force—is able to move inert matter by
the use of the inert matter composing his body.
The man dies; the inert matter of his body remains
the same, but cannot even move itself, to say noth-
ing of- moving other inert matter; so that the part
that left him is negatively proven to be the force in
his compositionlg The intelligence which he pos-
sessedasaman le the same time the force left the
body, proving by its absence that the intelligence of
the man belonged to the force in his composition,
and not to the material. ))I‘he positive proof consists

a the fact that a force cannot manifest itself with-
" out matter upon which to act. An intelligent or a
crude force cannot act upon another force, or upon
material, unless it does so through some medium of
communication. The medium of communication is
material of some kind in some form. When a force
is seen to exert an influence in any direction, it is
proof that it has material under control, and is in
. connection with material; and though the senses
 may not be able to apprehend the presence of mate-
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‘rial, it must be there, or the force could not make
‘itself manifest.”

At this point, Mrs. Wilson interrupted the dis-
cussion by saying, “I've heard enough of this, to
me, dry subject for one evening,” and, turning to
me, asked if I would like a game of cards, and said if
Joe and 'ghe doctor wanted to continue, they could;
but we would entertain each other, as they seemed
to be doing, or they could join us in a game of
whist. They laughed, and said they thought whist
would suit them, and if they should play against
Mrs. Wilson and myself, they would give us no
chance. Mrs. Wilson said that time would tell. We
played the rubber, and Mrs. Wilson won. Joe and
the doctor were the best players; but what we
lacked in science, Mrs. Wilson more than made up
in luck. She was a perfect mascot.

It was now quite late. The doctor and I arose
to go to the hotel. I had wanted to have a private
interview with Mrs. Wilson, but saw no chance; so
there was nothing for me to do but wait for a better
opportunity, realizing that I did not even appear as
well as usual, while the doctor appeared to better
advantage the longer one knew him; and the better
he appeared the more I disliked him.

On the way to the hotel he was pleasant enough,
but I was in a mood to .use only monosyllables in
conversation. Before I went to sleep that night I
had resolved to talk the matter over with Joe, for I
felt I could talk with Joe with more freedom than
with his sister; for, while a day or two ago I felt no
want for words in her presence, somehow, just at
present, I could not find just the words to express
my sentiments to her. With this resolve I fell
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asleep; and, as I left no orders to be called in the
morning, the result was, it was nearly noon when I
came down to the office. They told me the doctor
had gone out; and, as it was so near dinner-time, I
thought I would see Mr. Dixon about business until
dinner, and then go to see the Whitneys. I carried
out this plan.



CHAPTER 1IV.

S I came in to dinner at noon, I found Joe and
the doctor in the hotel office. Joe said he
met the doctor in the morning, and they had

been around seeing the town, and he had been call-
ing on his old friends, to let them know he was
alive and well, and the number of times he had
shaken hands that morning made him feel that he
had more friends in town than he had known about.

The doctor and I invited Joe to take dinner with
us. We had quite a jolly dinner, and after dinner a
smoke in the reading-room, and then all strolled out
to walk to Joe's home for the afternoon and evening.
The weather was not so fine as yesterday, as the
afternoon had come on cold and raw.

When we reached the gate, I asked Joe to take a
short walk with me, I wished to speak with him on a
matter of business. He shrugged his shoulders, and
spoke about the weather being cold.  We excused our-
selves to the doctor, saying we would be back in a
few minutes. He went into the house, and Joe said,
“make it brief, George, the weather is cold.” So I
came to the point at once, and said, “ Joe, I want
your sister for my wife. I don't mean in the hap-
hazard kind of a way we are now man and wife, but
the real thing. What do you say, Joe?” Joe had
stopped in his walk, and I turned to face him. He
looked me square in the face a moment, and then

1,

said, “ Well, this is a pretty kettle of fish.” I was
' (83)
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astonished at his words and manner. All I could
say was, “Why?” He took my arm, remarking,
“We won't go in as quick as I thought. I've some-
thing to say to you.”

He commenced by saying: “George, I had
never thought of May’s getting married. We were
living along so quietly, I did not care to be married,
and it never entered my mind to think whether May
would care to be or not; and she never had any
gentlemen company, so I just drifted along without
thinking. Then this affair came up, and for the
last few hours — since you have told me how matters
stood between you and May — I have wished that it
was all straight, and you and I were brothers; and I
now wish you had been married by a minister
instead of a justice of the peace. Iwish, George,you
might be May’s husband for keeps, but up to a
minute ago I had no hopes of it, for a new complica-
tion was added this morning. While the doctor and
I were walking this morning he asked the privilege
of paying his addresses to my sister when she had
obtained her divorce from you. It struck me at the
time as being a peculiar request, but this whole
affair is a peculiar one from the beginning, and now
you want to break the old contract and make a new
one.”

I could listen to no more without speaking. I
was mad; so mad I could not speak plain. I called
that Dr. Hamilton everything I could think of.
I stopped and fairly danced, I was somad. I believe
if he had been there I would have killed him. Iam
not usually a profane man, but I swore, by every
deity I had ever heard of, that he should not_ have
her, and that I would. Joe let me rave until I was
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tired, while he was as cool as spring water as he
said, “ George, do you want May?” I answered him
by saying, “ What do you suppose I've been talking
about all this time?” and stood glowering at him.
He coolly took a cigar and lit it, at the same time
offering me one, without answering me, and then
said, “ Light up, and I will talk with you.” He
would not say anything, so there was nothing for
me to do but light up, as he told me. We then
commenced to walk. I started to speak, when he
stopped me by saying: “ Hold on, George ; there is
one thing I want to tell you, and I want you to always
remember it. (The man that gets angry always
loses the game.} Now, if you want to win against
the doctor don# begin by getting in a rage. I hope
you will win, but if the first thing you are going to
do is to lose your temper and rave, I give up now.
If you will keep cool I will help you all I can, but
don’t be a fool and get mad. If you do not know
my sister well enough to know that she can't be
driven or frightened, I do. She won’t marry and
live with the doctor or you if she don’t want to;
and if she does want to live with either I shall not
try to stop her, for it would be of no use. If you
stop and look calmly at this subject for a minute,
you can find no fault with the doctor. You told
him yourself that you were to be divorced when I
was well again, and explained all the circumstances
to him, and this is the first time I have known of
your having any other thoughts. You can’t blame
people for not knowing your wishes, before you
have expressed them; and while I would rather
have you for my brother than the doctor, I can’t
find any fault with the doctor. He has been honor-
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able, and has done me a great service, and so have
you; and I would like to help you both. If you
would bring your reason to bear you would say the
doctor had done nothing wrong. The position I
shall take in this affair is that of a mutual friend —
a hard position for a man, I know, but I will do the
best I can.”

We walked and talked the situation of affairs
over for more than an hour. I had to admit the
correctness of Joe’s argument. I promised him I
would take his advice, and appear the best I could,
and not make myself disagreeable by treating the
doctor uncivilly; for, as Joe remarked, I had only
shown my good side to his sister so far, and she had
a good opinion of me, and I had better not spoil it by
letting her see me disagreeable to the doctor, even
if Idid feel it. The last words he said before going
into the house were, “ George, don’t get mad. \Any
fool can get mad, and be disagreeable and say mean
things, but it takes a smart man tQ hold his temper
and smile when things go wrong.”

We found the doctor and Mrs. Wilson talking
about literature. He seemed to be able to talk on
any subject. It made me boil inside, but I remem-
bered what Joe had been saying to me, and tried to
be as pleasant and social as any of them, but I could
not help thinking; I felt as I did once when a school-
boy, after the teacher had ferruled my hand.” I
went to my seat smiling, but kept swallowing to
keep the tears down, I was so angry. I think Joe
understood the situation, for he commenced on the
doctor with another discussion about life, asking
him if he thought there was any continuity of life
after death, as an individualized conscious human
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being; if he thought a human being retained his
identity after death and the body was decomposed.
This was enough to start the doctor off. I had
envied men the money they possessed and their
mental gifts, but I never envied any man’s posses-
sion so much as I did the doctor’s ability to talk.
He not only possessed information drawn from
many sources, but had the reasoning faculties to use
that knowledge, and the language with which to
express his thoughts. He could seem to give his
whole attention to the subject in controversy, and
not devote any time to finding words with which to
express his meaning. He had the words ready, in
stock, and all he had to do was to speak them out.
I cannot give his reply as he gave it, only the ideas
he advanced. )

He said: “There may be a future state of exist-
ence. I hope there is. But with me itis only a
hope —a wish. I hope there is a state of existence
beyond the grave, where I will find and know all
the friends I have lost; where I can complete the
mental advancement I have commenced in this life;
where I shall have the time, if it takes an eternity,
to solve the puzzles and what appear to me now
the inconsistencies of life; where Ishall be able to
comprehend the why and wherefore of this life.
But I don’t know that there is any such state of
existence. I hope there is, but my reason and judg-
ment tell me there is not. I don’t want to believe
this to be true, any more than I wish to have my
friends convicted of wrong-doing; but if the evi-
dence convicts them, I am forced then to believe
them guilty. In this case, the weight of evidence,
to my mind, is on the side of practical annihilation
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at death, and against my own wishes in the matter.
I am forced to believe that death ends all. You
will notice I said ‘practical annihilation,” for I am
well enough acquainted with chemistry and physics
to know that no matter or force can be lost. But I
know that_its form can, and does, change continu-
ally, that@; is impossible to prevent change.) I
know that when a person dies and their body de-
composes, the material is not lost to the vast reser-
voir of material in the universe; that it may be re-
assembled again into a human animal or vegetable
body, but its identity as a body is lost forever. The
intelligence in me must go somewhere. I know it
to be a forcelTor . acts on_ matter; but, from any
evidence that has ever been offered me, I see no
reason to doubt but that it follows the course of
material, and goes back into the vast reservoir of
force in nature, to be drawn from by other organ-
isms, perhaps to be used in the animal or vegetable
kingdom, and perhaps be used to run an electric
battery. I know that a body, after death, will soon
lose its identity, and I have no proof that the life
force, or life principle, retains any identity apart
from the physical organism. And my belief is
from the evidence that has been offered to me, that
when a man dies he loses his identity, and when a
man loses that he is practically annihilated. I don’t
wish to believe this, but, reasoning from analogy, 1
must come to this conclusion. C[_t is my belief that
the force in an organism of any kind comes from an
inherent principle in the matter of which it is com.
posed, that the intelligence or directing power of
force is owing to the peculiar construction of that
organism, and when, from any cause, the organism
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is destroyed, the identity of the intelligence is anni-
hilated, and the force, or life principle, follows the
material, and, like the material, becomes thoroughly
disorganized or annihilated as an identity of fo

“In contrast to this,—to offset this conclusion to
which my reason and judgment have brought me,—I
have offered me the contradiction of revelations of
different schools and given to the human race at dif-
ferent times in the world’s history, the last principal
one being Mohammedanism, back of which comes
the Bible, the systems of mythology, Buddhism,
the system of Confucius, ancient Egypt, until all
become indistinct, and lost in time and tradition.
Now, without criticising at present the substance of
those revelations, let us look at the class of people
to wl@ they were made, and their state of civiliza-

~"ton. ould we consider to-day a revelation made
to the™ame people, or a people no higher in degree
of civilization than the people were to whom the
last revelation of Mohammedanism was made, as
competent to receive truths for us, which we were
bound to admit and accept without a question, as
being basic facts on which to build hopes of a
future? Would we accept any other kind of infor-
mation without question from a lot of Arabs, half
civilized, that was given by a man subject to
epilepsy, and the information given in the year 600?
\ What was the condition of those people at that

e /

time; were they competent to cross-question and
.. €xamine the genuineness of the evidence or revela-
™ tion they received from their prophet and revelator ?
I think not. Were the people any better able to
criticise at that time than they are now, in the same
countries? I think not. Would the civilized world
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accept any revelations from such a source, coming
at the present time? No; they would laugh at it.
The Mahda in Africa, a few years ago, was as
good authority as Mohammed was in the sixth
century, or as the revelations were from the first to
the third century, or the prophets and Buddha were
before Christ. The horde that we say are fanatics,
who followed the Mahda in Africa, are now as well
- able to criticise, and sift the evidence for the truth
of his revelations, as the people were to sift and
cross-question the revelations of the elder prophets
and leaders. Q;:en I take into consideration to
whom these reY®htions were made, the vicissitudes
of the different conditions in which these records
have been kept and handed down to us, they become
to me valueless as a basis upon which to build any
hope of the future.\ When I come to place this evi-
dence in contra; ith the evidence of my own
senses, all this mass of revelation, from every source,
becomes to me worthless, and I have to return to
the position from which I started, and say I don’t
know. But my judgment tells me death ends all.
There may be a God; there may be many; I don’t
know. But I would like to live long enough some-
where, in some place, to receive such a revelation,
and find out, if revelation in the past could be given
by a God which satisfied the intelligence of the peo-
ple of that time of his existence, of a future beyond
the grave. Why don't He, She, or It give a revela-
tion that will satisfy the intelligence of the people of
this age of the world? I want the evidence, but I
don't know where to obtain it. I have examined the
different systems of religion, but none, to my mind,
possess it. If there is no future beyond death,
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then life is a farce. To live here for a few decades,
obtaining knowledge, by ofttimes sad experience, of
how to live, and then have it all come to naught, is
an absurdity, as meaningless as the mumblings of an
idiot. If death does end all, it is more than a farce:
it is atrocious cruelty to live a life, forming associa-
tions and ties which are as dear as existence itself,
and then to have all swept into oblivion by a relent.
less law of Nature; it is a scheme of which a devil
might be proud ; and yet, I believe it to be true.”
The doctor was silent, and Joe commenced to
speak. He could not talk as fluently as the doctor.
He hesitated, and would seem to be searching for a
word to use ; but he spoke feelingly, and appedred to
be veryearnest. Hesaid: “ Doctor, I understand your
position. I've been there myself. I never was able
to describe my feelings as well, but I recognize every
one of your arguments as an old companion, and
probably should believe the same as you now do,
were it not for these trance spells that have come
upon me from time to time. But, as you say, I must
believe the evidence of my own senses, and what I
may tell you in the future may seem strange and un.
real to you: to me it is a fact; I know it. I know
that there is a future —a conscious existence after
death. You can call it a revelation to me if you
wish, and of no value to you: you may say, * Whit-
ney, I believe you are honest, but at the same time
mistaken ; and even if you are not mistaken, this
is only hearsay evidence to me.’ You may say, I
have more confidence in you than in a lot of half-
civilized Arabs or Jews, but the knowledge is second-
hand at the best, and this is a matter where I want
positive knowledge, by experience through my own
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power and my own senses. If you want knowledge
in this way, I can only advise you; but I will advise
you, and help you the best I can. If you want it
second-hand, as my own experience, I will do the
best I can to give it to you.”

The doctor replied: “I want both kinds of in-
formation. I want all I can gain from all sources.
and while experience is better than hearsay evidence,
there are many things that must be taken on the evi.
dence of others, for there are many experiences a
person cannot have in himself : he is not constituted
so that he can have those experiences. Hearsay evi-
dence is authority, provided the source from which
it comes appears to the judgment as competent to
testify. But a person would not consider the testi-
mony of a half-civilized Arab as final and conclusive,
as an expert on steam engines, while they might ac-
cept the testimony of a mechanical engineer.
Neither can I take the testimony of an ancient
Roman, or a lot of Jews, Hindoos, or Brahmins, as
experts in the science of life, as conclusive and final ;
admitting they were honest, judging them by their
civilization they did not know enough to make a
correct statement of the case; they might make a
correct statement as it appeared to them. And if
you or I were to record the same events, the causes
might have appeared to us to have come from a very
different source than from what they attributed them
to, and the results conveyed to our mind a very differ-
ent meaning from what it did to them. Yes, Mr.
Whitney, your testimony will have some weight
with me; and while I wish to experiment, and know
what I can from my own sensations, I want your ex-
perience beside. And now I wish to know, did you
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ever, at any other time except when you were in the
trances, have any proof of a continuity of life?
Don’t say ‘yes’ by the aid of some spiritualist —a
medium, for I regard the whole of them as humbugs
or cranks.”

Joe looked at the doctor some little time without
speaking, and I could not understand what he was
driving at when he said: “Doctor, would you think
me now, at this moment, insane or cranky if I should
make you a plain statement without any explana-
tions of my thoughts; would you think me cranky if
it should appear novel to you —if the only thing
about the statement was my ability to make it?”
The doctor answered, “Certainly not.” “Well,
then, doctor, I will give you one example of what,
to me, is a proof of the continuity of life:

“There stands at your right shoulder a man who
looks about as dense to me as a wreath of smoke
from your cigar. He looks to be a man about 40
years of age; 41, I hear. He is smooth-shaven and
quite bald, and has a scar that runs from the corner
of his right eye to near the ear; he is a rather spare
man, which makes him look uncommonly tall; and
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