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MRS. ETTA UDORA SNOW.

* Mrs. Etta Udora Snow was born in Manchester, N. H., March 22, 1862,and was- educated at the public schools in that city.
In 1879she became the wife of Joseph W. French and was left a widow ten

years later with two small children. In 1890 she married Chester Alcott Snow
and their union was blessed with six children, three boys and three girls, two of

> which have passed to the great beyond.

Mrs. Snow was the daughter of Dearborn P. and Eliza C. Glines.
Since 1880Mrs. Snow from time to time contributed to the periodical press.

She passed away April 27, 1904.
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*

Entered according to Act of Congress in the Year One Thousand, Nine Hun
dred and Seven, by CHESTER ALcott S.Now, in the Office

of the Librarian of Congress at
Washington, D.C.
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PREFACE.

To the Public:

In presenting this story, it seems a three-fold work; a

work of Reverence, a work of Love and a work of Duty.
Fearing not that it will be accepted in the right spirit. The
plot of this story was inspired while the author was on a

bed of suffering, during her last sickness. At one time

she was heard to exclaim, ‘‘something tells me unless I be
gin on my story, I shall not have time to finish it before pas
sing to spirit side of life.” As her inspired faculties be
gan to unfold the following thoughts, their progress became

remarkably rapid. While of course the physical quickly
deteriorated, the psychical held supreme until the finis.

The appended poems, essays and story were written a short

time before the main story, “When Immortals Wed.”
CHESTER ALCOTT SNOW.
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YOU WILL KNOW.

By E. U. S.

You will know what I am doing

When the day is almost done,

When the peaceful evening shadows
Softly cloud the setting sun.

In the mystic hour of twilight

I a message swift will send,

You will catch it in the gloaming,

We Will talk as friend With friend.

You will know what I am thinking,

Like sweet flowers my theme shall be;

I will Send you loving whispers

As you listen patiently.

Soul with soul will blend together,

One in Spirit, one in might,

Telegraphing every message

On the wings of Spirit Light.

You will know what I am longing
Though, Why should we long for more?

We can talk With One another
Through the spirits’ open door.

We may meet and know each other
When the Spirit-mist unrolls.

We are parts of one great Soul-life
That the universe enfolds.
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WHEN IMMORTALS WED.

CHAPTER I.

THE STORY OF HERMAN AND ANITA.

Three men sat together in that happy, self-somnolent

state that pervades the masculine frame when the curling

waves of choice cigar smoke incense paint the air with filmy
dreams.

The room was cosy; the evidences of artistic taste were

visible on every hand. Numberless books were scattered

about and filled a handsome bookcase, while on a pedestal

stood a striking bust of the Indian Hiawatha. A little
table held a smoking set and another a dish of ruddy apples.

They cluster around these tables, and their discussion has

been about hypnotism; but the conversation lags, it is
stalled, drowned, forgotten in smoke.

The master of the house sits there, his dreamy, spiritual

face smooth and ruddy beneath his white hair; and the fine

mustache hides a mouth formed only for saying pleasant
things. He is well known as a doctor and a lecturer, hav
ing papers to show that he is both a physician and an or
dained clergyman.

But Doctor Walton is a modest man. His spiritual na
ture was so clear and pure, so free from pride and envy,

that he cared little for earthly distinctions.

For Doctor Walton was that rara avis, a natural clair
voyant. The discovery of his gift had come to him un
asked, in the midst of a life of conservatism in church work.
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8 WHEN IMMORTALS WED.

For long years the forces of the unseen world that lie

around us had gathered about him, and opened their mys
teries to his view. Yet he was no recluse. His life was

spent in doing good, and in the happy work of healing the
sick.

His lectures were in such demand that he was away from

home a large part of the time. But between the labors of
the day and the repose of the night he loved to take an
hour or two of relaxation. So as he sat there at home with

his two friends, John Creswell and Philip Forrest, he let

the cares of life fall off like a garment, while he smoked with
abandon and quiet enjoyment of the hour.

John Creswell was another man whose character it would

pay to study. He was a bit older than the doctor, though

he looked younger, and not quite so gifted; neither was he

as handsome; but between the two there was that perfect

accord that comes from the long and close companionship

of kindred minds. He was fond of music and literary pur
suits, and his mind was replete with wisdom both occult and
human, yet with a

ll

this h
e wore a singular air o
f

a noble
humility, the expression o

f
a gentle spirit ever rising to the

heights that beckon us heavenward.
-

The third was a much younger man, and was one o
f

those

“odd’’ fellows, who, with level heads, and wide open eyes,

try to solve the intricacies o
f

the mysterious. At twenty

two h
e was a close student o
f hypnotism and like mental

sciences, and having made the acquaintance o
f Doctor Wal

ton in his course o
f investigations, h
e speedily learned to

love him a
s

a personal friend, a
s well a
s his inseparable com

panion, John Creswell.

And Philip Forrest was rather proud to be admitted to

this little circle o
f friendship.

They smoked in silence for some time, and then the doc
tor's dreamy voice penetrated the curling smoke-clouds in

which he was hidden.

“While we three old bachelors enjoy ourselves, can’t we

have a story to suit the occasion?”
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WHEN IMMORTALS WED. 9

“You have seen so many wonderful things,” Philip be
gan, “everything else seems commonplace.”

“I’m too lazy to talk,” said Doctor Walton. “I just

want to lie back and listen,” and he settled back in his easy

chair and placed his feet as high as his head.
“Creswell, tell us a story.”

“I might tell you,” Creswell replied, straightening up

and squinting at his cigar critically between his fingers,

“I might tell you of a thing that happened years ago, if
you want a love story. Only, it ends badly.”

“We will take the bitter with the sweet. Go ahead.”

Creswell blinked once or twice and after two or three pre
liminary pulls at his cigar, he began:

‘‘I think it was in 1860 that I first knew Herman Still
water. His people were well to do Manchester folks who

lived up on Hanover Street when that thoroughfare was
only occupied by disciples of Lucifer. Old man Stillwater
had a shoe store on Elm Street and Herman worked with

him. He was just about Philip's age, twenty-two or
twenty-three, and, like Philip, he was fond of a girl.”

“Oh! pull off!” growled Forrest. “I don’t bother any
body with my girls, do I?”

“No, Herman Stillwater didn’t mean to, either, except,

perhaps, the girl herself. She was Anita Risley, a pretty,

blue-eyed little thing, with an Irish father and a French
mother, and when the Stillwaters got hold of it they were
dreadfully shocked.

“Anita Risley was a foreigner and she would not have

been more objectionable if she had been the victim of per
petual smallpox or yellow fever. Foreigners in those days

were considered quite beneath notice in good society.

“But Anita captured Herman, root and branch, and
nothing to do but the couple must be married.

-

“The day was set.

“And then the Stillwaters went to work to upset it
.

First they tackled the Irish father, but h
e washed his hands

o
f

the whole affair. Then they offered the French mother
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10 wHEN IMMORTALs wF.D.

a goodly sum to take Anita to Canada for five years, and

between insulted pride and a love of money, she agreed to

their propositions.

“Anita worked in the mill, but evenings she went to the

shoe shop to see Herman. His father so kept near the
couple that they had little chance to enjoy the freedom of
speech.

“He balked the boy in every way he could, not closing

the store a single evening in the week, and insisting on his

attendance at church on Sunday.

“In those days there were three services and Herman

had to go to them all. But he escaped after the last and

went to see Anita, for his father dared not interfere.
“Anita's mother was a dressmaker and she made her

daughter’s wedding clothes and the time passed quickly

till the day before the wedding. She managed to secure

from the Stillwaters a comfortable sum of money.

“Then she had a telegram that Anita's aunt was dying in

Canada and before the girl knew or realized what was being
done, she was on her way to Montreal, without a single

good-bye word to her lover.

“Of course, the mother promised that she should return
as soon as her aunt was either better or worse, and mean
while she advised her daughter to write and explain.

“When they got to Canada the aunt had revived. Of
course, it was a put up job. Anita's mother had made her

aunt believe she was rescuing her from a great danger. So

Anita's letters never reached the post, and Herman was
left desolate.

“The Stillwaters had the tact not to say, ‘I told you

so,” but their sympathetic looks almost maddened him. All
Mr. Risley would tell him was that Anita and her mother

had gone in haste to the bedside of a dying relative in Can
ada.

“A month passed and Anita watched for some answer

to her letters till she looked sadly changed. They tried
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WHEN IMMORTALS WED. 11.

to make her give him up and appealed to her pride; but
Anita would not. -

“Herman knew that Anita had friends in Montreal; he

even remembered the addresses she had put upon letters

he had posted for her, and one morning the Stillwaters
missed him.

“His father guessed where he had gone, and at once sent

a warning telegram to Madame Risley, so that when he was

met by Anita's aunt she was prepared. He gave his name

and asked if Miss Anita Risley was in the house.
“‘Oh, no,” she replied. “I haven’t seen my niece for

nearly a year.’ -

“But Herman thought she looked guilty and he doubted
her word.

“‘No,” she said, ‘I don’t know anything about her what
ever,’ and with this he was obliged to be content.

It
dawned on him that he was being played with, though he

never suspected his own people, and it made him angry.

“He took a room at an hotel on the next corner, and as

luck would have it
,

the window o
f

his room overlooked the

house where he believed Anita was hidden, and after a long

watch he saw her walking down street with a servant. In

a moment he had followed them, and, after going along a

half dozen squares, the wind blew off the servant’s bonnet

and she ran away after it
.

This was his opportunity and he

spoke to Anita, telling her how he had called and what her
aunt had told him.

“‘Anita, dearest, there is something wrong,” he whis
pered. “They are keeping you hidden from me.’

“‘Did you answer my letters?’ she asked.

“‘I never got one from you,” he answered.
“‘Yes, they are trying to separate us,” she said. But

the servant was coming back.

“‘Watch for me here tomorrow,” she had only time to

say. “I will bring a letter to you.” Then they parted like
strangers.

-

“The next day a
s

she passed the same spot he stood
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12 WHEN IMMORTALS WED.

gazing indifferently into a shop window, and as she passed

she dropped a letter behind her.

“He stepped forward carelessly and placed his foot

on it until they were out of sight; then he picked it up.

It was a midnight appointment for that very evening.

“Herman obtained a closed carriage and waited for her.

She came creeping out of her aunt's back-door and he led
her to the carriage and drove off into the darkness. They

rode about until light, and then went to the railroad station

and boarded the first south-bound train, thinking they

would be married as soon as they reached Manchester.

“But Anita's mother discovered her daughter’s absence

in the nick of time and telegrams were sent to the stations
along the road to detain the couple. And before they

crossed the Canadian line they were stopped and obliged

to return.

“Herman appealed to the mother and the aunt, but they

would not listen; then he appealed to the law, but Anita
was a minor and that could not help him. So the girl was
put in a convent and Herman feared she would be driven
to take the veil in her despair. His money gave out and

he wrote to his father for more, but old Stillwater only

sent him a dollar and a return ticket to Manchester. If
he could he would have sold it and stayed—but he could
not, nor could he find employment in the place.

“So he came back home broken-hearted. So ill was he

that he took his bed the day he got home, and that night
he had a vision of his lost sweetheart. He seemed to be

falling asleep, but he was not, his eyes were open and the
lamp was burning. Then clouds shut out the room and
they opened before him a strange vision. He saw a dis
mal cell-like room, and Anita was chained to the floor.

The chain was a long one and she was lying face down on

the bed where he saw her, weeping in an abandonment of
grief. Then he saw a priest enter. The black-robed fig
ure carried a book and crucifix, and Anita arose at his

touch. He talked earnestly to the girl and Anita wept,
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WHEN IMMORTALS WED. 13

and, at length, knelt before him, hiding her face in her

hands. The priest laid his hand on her head and blessed
her, and, a moment later, raised her up and clasped her

in his arms. Anita tore herself from him, and as he

pleaded she listened with astonishment and loathing.

Again he put an arm around her, but she lifted her hand

and struck him in the face. He looked at her an instant,

his face angry and revengeful, and then turned and left
the cell.

“Anita struggled with her chain and tried to escape, but
the door was locked and the window barred. Then two

sisters entered. One took off her clothing and bared her
back, and held her, while the other dealt her swift, fierce

blows with a cat o’ nine tails, till the blood ran and Anita
fainted.

*

“Herman rose up in his bed and called, “Anita, Anita,

Anita!' three times. The vision faded but, wonderful to
tell, Anita stood beside him. He knew then what he had
done; he had called the trembling soul of the woman he

loved from its frail body, to whence it would never return
unless he commanded it. He extended his arms and bade

her take of his little remaining strength. And Anita
looked at him with a heavenly sweetness shining from her

love-lit eyes. Then she said, though he heard no sound:

“‘If I could only stay with you, Herman That hor
rible priest insulted me and I struck him. That was why

they scourged me; the sisters were not to blame. He told

them to and I fear him more than anything else. Don’t
send me back to torture.”

“‘Nay, but I must,” Herman said, “but I will come and

release you. Go back, Anita; do not leave me to walk this
long life alone.”

“So she returned to her cell and Herman fretted on with

slow fever. You can imagine the state of his mind when

he thought of the vision and of his inability to be dressed.

A dozen times he tried to rise and fell back on his pillow.

It wasn’t long before he had another vision. He saw
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14 WHEN IMMORTALS WED.

Anita lying pale and emaciated on her cot, her face white

with suffering, and back of her the features of the priest,

grinning in diabolical triumph. He who could not con
quer had crushed his victim. Then Herman called “Anita'
thrice, and the girl obeyed. She came to him as the bird
to the home-nest or a little tired child to its mother.

“After that he would call her thus every night, and
could converse with her. He asked if he could not come

to her in time of danger, but Anita told him his spirit was

too strongly attached to his body. He could not leave it
behind so readily as she came to him.

“He summoned her nightly until the end came, and

died with the word “Anita’ on his lips.

“Those who stood beside his bed saw a beautiful white

mist come floating over his pillow and hover there for a

moment. It grew larger and larger until it covered his
breast. It wavered there for an instant and then lifted

itself to the ceiling. The mother cried out and when they

looked at Herman they found he was dead.

“Then they glanced upward, but the mist had disap
peared.

“And shortly after they read in a Canadian paper that

Anita Risley had died that same day in the convent at
Montreal.’’

CHAPTER II.
PHILIP FORREST’S OPINION.

There was a pause. Creswell sighed, and turned to
light his forgotten cigar. It was the doctor who spoke
first. -

“Thought you said it had a bad ending?”

“Don’t you consider that rather bad?’’ asked Creswell.
“No, certainly not; they lived happily ever after, didn’t

they?” - •,
*

Creswell shook his head. “Maybe,” drawing his match
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WHEN IMMORTALS WED. 15

across the sole of his light walking shoe, “but I should

rather have lived with my Anita for awhile on this side

the veil, if nothing more than to spite the old folks. What
do you think of it

,

Phil?”
Forrest looked up, his deep, dark eyes glowing with

thoughts.

“I think,” he said slowly, “that couple should have

been married before they left. Their desire to have their
wedding celebrated was cruelly denied them, and they

would feel a
s if something was left undone that ought to

have been done.”

“What difference would that make, a
s long a
s they were

united ?’’ asked the doctor.

-

“Why, you know, it says in the Bible, in heaven there

is neither marriage nor giving in marriage,” Philip said.
“They could only b

e sweethearts through a
ll eternity.

What they wanted was the union o
f

souls that comes only

by the marriage ceremony.”

Creswell grinned and the doctor broke into a little
chuckling laugh.

“That’s the way it looks to you, young man,” Creswell
said, “because you know how it would b

e yourself, but I
fancy it wouldn’t make much difference to them.”

“That's all right,” Philip retorted, flushing. “I wasn’t
thinking o

f myself, but I guess that’s about the way most
folks would feel about it.”

A change passed over the doctor's face. It was not un
usual for him to see clairvoyantly a

t any time and speak

of what he saw.

“Philip is right,” h
e said. “I feel the presence o
f

the

unseen world and they give me the impression that h
e has

caught their ideas. Wait! I can see a woman's face.

Her hair is short and curls in close, dark rings all over her
head, and her eyes are blue a

s forget-me-nots. She has
got on a black robe and a white, shawl-like cover for the
head, but she has thrown off this and I see the short curls.”

“That is Anita,” said Creswell. “They made her wear
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16 wHEN IMMORTALs wF.D.

a novice's dress and white veil in the convent, and they

cut off her curls.’’

“H–m !” the doctor continued, “she says she wants

to get married.”
“Can’t you fix it all right for them?” asked Philip, tense

with interest.

“I might,” the doctor admitted with a smile, “but she

says it won’t be legal without a marriage license.”

“There’s a poser!” cried Creswell. “How are you going

to get a marriage license for people who passed on forty
years ago?”

“I’m afraid it wouldn’t be very easy,” the doctor re
plied. “Well, she’s gone. I don’t see anything more of
her.’’

A swift change back to his normal state and Dr. Walton
turned to Philip.

“Well, Forest, when you have absorbed enough nicotine
try an apple. These came from down in Maine and are

warranted all right.”
Philip shook his head. The ruddy spheres of unde

veloped cider got scarce a glance of approval as he shook

his head. Anita's story had stirred him more than he was

willing to admit; he sat brooding over her troubles.

“Now there are some folks,” said the doctor, “who
would doubt your story, from the place where Herman had

his vision to the flash I got of Anita just now.”
“I don’t know why they should doubt it,” Creswell said

sturdily. “Stranger things than that have been credited
by the best of people. They believe in the story of Daniel
in the lion’s den, when a spirit, or, as they call it

,

an angel,

came down and scared the lions into submission. They

believe three men and a spirit walked through a fiery fur
nace, and a lot o

f

other similar tales.” *

“It’s fashion to believe some things and sneer a
t oth

ers,” said the doctor. “But where did you get the story
of Anita ?’”

“From my own people. The Stillwaters were distant
cousins of mine.”
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