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Though for the present I am lecturing every Sunday in San Francisco, it is my purpose, when 
my work is done here, to make a tour through the entire country. Correspondence is solicited with 
all 7vho would like me to visit their respective towns or cities. For terms and particulars, address,

GEORGE CHAINEY,
Oakland, Cal.

TESTI NTONIALS.

Co l . Ro b e r t  G. In g e r s o l l  says: “Mr. Chainey is one of the best thinkers in this country. He his a 
wonderful command of language, is full of imagery, comparison, antithesis, logic and beauty. He feels what he 
says with his whole heart, and perceives it with his entire brain. He is perfectly honest, and for that very 
reason is intellectually keen. Downright honesty in such a man is genius. He gives a true transcript of his 
mind, and gives it with great power. His lectures stir me like trumpets. They are filled with the loftiest spirit. 
Eloquent, logical and poetic, they are as welcome and refreshing as the breeze of morning on the cheek of fever.’’

“Mr. Chainey is a large, well-formed though round-shouldered man, wears no beard, and in these days of 
crops would be called a Ipng-haired man. He has a big head and a broad face. He is an orator. His eloquence 
is his chief fascination. His periods are models of oratorical beauty, and though ordinarily unimpassioned, he 
occasionally becomes intensely strong in his dramatic effects. He is singularly graceful of gesture. His meth 
ods inspire one with a conviction of his honesty. His elocution is masterly. His voice is magnetic, powerful, 
flexible, very pleasing. He would make a famous actor.”—Scranton Daily Republican.

“Mr. Chainey has great ability, a most vivid imagination, and a vast poetical capacity, a marvelous power 
for word painting, a command of the choicest flow’ers of rhetoric that language can furnish, together with high 
moral culture, a generous disposition and a loving heart.” —Charles Wafts.
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“Learn to know all and keep thyself unknown.”

Vo l , I,

WALT. WHITMAN.

La d ie s  a n d  Ge n t l e me n : The subject of 
this lecture has been now for many years the 
object of the highest praise and the deepest 
censure.

Revered and worshiped as a God by some; 
feared and hated as a devil by others.

Let me confess to you at once that I speak 
to you as one of his friends and most ardent 
admirers.

The purpose of this lecture is neither to de 
tract nor villify, but to interpret and justify.

I wish, however, to perform my task without 
prejudice. To do this, I must present the po 
sition of foe as well as friend.

The great work of his life has been the 
production of a book of poems, called “Leaves 
of Grass/’ Various attempts have been made 
to suppress the publication of this book, in the 
interest, so called, of common decency and 
morality. The London Critic says: “Its author 
deserves nothing so richly as the public execu 
tioner’s whip. The depth of his indecencies 
will be the grave of his fame.” The New York 
Criterion says: “We leave this gathering of 
muck to the laws, which certainly, if they ful 
fill their intent, must have power to suppress 
such obscenity. It is impossible to imagine 
how any man’s fancy could have conceived it, 
unless he were possessed of the soul of a senti 
mental donkey, that had died of disappointed 
love.”

The Boston Intelligence says: “This book 
should find no place where humanity urges any 
claim to respect, and the author should be 
kicked from all decent society, as below the 
level of the brute.”

No, 1.

The Boston Post says: “Grass is the gift 
of God, for the healthy sustenance of his crea 
tures, and its name ought not to be desecrated 
by being so improperly bestowed upon these 
foul and rank leaves of the poison plants of 
egotism, irreverence, and of lust run rampant, 
and holding high revel in its shame. It is a 
blasphemous deification of self, and a defiance 
of Deity; its liberty is the wildest license; its 
love the essence of the lowest lust.”

The Cincinnati Commercial says: “ Its au 
thor has undertaken to be an artist without 
learning the first principles of art, and has pre 
sumed to put forth poems, without possessing a 
spark of the poetic faculty.”

The London Literary Gazette says: “Of all 
the writers we have ever perused, Walt. Whit 
man is the most silly, the most blasphemous 
and the most disgusting. If we can think of 
any stronger epithets, we will print them in a 
second edition.”

Some one by the name of Peter Bayne, 
writing in the Contemporary Review says: “The 
book is inflated, wordy, foolish; its originality 
a knack, a trick; that it is extravagant, para 
doxical, hyperbolical, nonsensical, indecent, 
insane, dull, vile, nauseous drivel; brainless—a 
poor piece of mannerism wrretchedly worked— 
rant and rubbish—a jingle—linguistic silliness— 
verbiage-quackery, and hopelessly bad writing.”

Much more of the same kind of condemna 
tion might be given; but remember that these 
detractions were mostly written by penny-a- 
liners; literary hacks, pot-house scribblers vile 
in heart and life, who, probably, were too ob 
scene in their own lives to understand the na 
ture of purity when they saw it, and never
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dreamed that art and poetry take on new forms 
in brains of every original genius.

Let us look at the other side of the picture: 
Joaquin Miller, in a lecture in Washington, 
said: “Here, in this high Capitol, there was 
once a colossal mind; an old, and an honor 
able old man, with a soul as grand as Homer’s 
—the Milton of America. He went up and 
down at work here for years; you mocked at 
him when you saw him. At last, stricken with 
palsy, he left the place, leaning upon his staff, 
to go away and die. I saw him but the other 
day—dying, destitute—grand old Walt. Whit 
man. Even now he looks like a Titan God. 
Don’t tell me that a man gives all his youth 
and all his years in the pursuit of art, enduring 
poverty in the face of scorn, for nothing. That 
man shall live—he shall live when yon mighty 
dome of your Capitol no longer lifts its rounded 
shoulders against the circles of time.”

Ralph Waldo Emerson wrote: “I am not 
blind to the worth of the wonderful gift of 
“Leaves of Grass.” I find it the most extra 
ordinary piece of wit and wisdom that America 
has yet contributed. I am very happy in read 
ing it, as great power makes us happy.” A 
long letter continues in this strain, at the close 
of which he says: “I greet you, at the begin 
ning of a great career.”

Leonard Wheeler writes: “O pure heart 
singer, of the human frame divine, whose poesy 
disdains control of slavish bonds; each poem is 
a soul incarnate, born of thee, and given thy 
name. Thy genius is unshackled as a flame 
that sunward stars, the central light its goal. 
Thy thoughts are lightnings, and thy numbers 
roll in nature’s thunders that put art to shame. 
Exalter of the land that gave thee birth; 
though she insult thy grand gray years with 
wrong of infamy, foul branding thee with scars 
of felon hate, still shalt thou be on earth re 
vered, and in fame’s firmament of songthyname 
shall blaze among the eternal stars.”

Frank W. Walters writes in papers for the 
Times, London, England: “At last, he for 
whom we looked has come. America has found 
voice—the teeming life of that wonderful new 
world has risen into song—the infant civiliza 
tion can how boast a true born poet of its own. 
If ^Greece had its Homer—if England had its

Chaucer—so, now, America has brought forth 
the first born of, we believe, a long line of glo 
rious bards such as the world has never peen 
before. This American singer brings us a1 new 
Gospel which transfigures flesh into spirit— 
changes mechanical duty into living impulses, 
and makes life rythmic as the tides, pulsating 
as the heart, moving in its orb like a star. A 
gospel which reveals time’s full atonement for 
all the sin and suffering of the world, which 
takes the darkness from mortality and shows 
death as a beauteous white-robed angel—a gos 
pel which baptizes our changeful existence into 
one perfect and abiding life—and points, for 
every life, to the vast heritage of immortal pro 
gress.”

Mrs. Gilchrist, of England, writes: “I had 
not dreamed that words could cease to be 
words and become electric streams like these. 
Wives and mothers will learn through this poet 
that there is rejoicing, grandeur and beauty 
there, wherein their hearts have so longed to 
find it; where foolish men, traitors to them 
selves, poorly comprehending the grandeur of 
their own or the beauty of a woman’s nature, 
have taken such pains to make her believe 
there was none.”

Bronson Alcott says of him: “He is greater 
than Plato.” Thoreau, after seeing him, said; 
“He is Democracy.” Tennyson wrote him words 
of cheer and an invitation to visit him at his 
home in England. Buchannan, Arran Leigh, 
Joaquin Miller, Swineburne, and other poets, 
have written beautiful verses in his praise. It 
is utterly impossible to find any man or book 
that has been at once so cried up and down, as 
Walt. Whitman and “Leaves of Grass.” Is 
day, night? White, black? Gold, dross? Honey, 
sour? Music, discord? Wisdom, folly? Truth, 
false ? Good, bad ? Beauty, deformed ? One 
certainly must believe all this before he can, in 
the face of such praise, coming from the great 
est and best, give credence to the vile slanders 
of his detractors. But, now, let us turn to the 
book itself. At the commencement I read:

“ I strike up for a new world;
Creeds and schools in abeyance retiring back 

awhile,
Sufficed at what they are, but never forgotten,
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With accumulations, now coming forward, in 
front, arrived again, I harbor for good 
or bad—

I permit to speak, nature, withbut check, with 
original energy.”

When a man announces his mission to the 
world in such words as these, ho deserves audi 
ence of every one who has thrilled to the hope 
that life is full of untried possibilities.

Walt. Whitman deserves our attention be 
cause he is the poet of to day. It might seem 
nearer the truth to speak of him as the poet of 
the future. But he has come to his own and 
they received him not. The world still builds 
the sepulchers of the prophets whom their 
fathers stoned. No poet of our time has been 
so coldly received, and yet there is no heart 
that beats so full and respondent to the life of 
the living present, as that of Walt. Whitman. 
The critics, as they always do, refuse to ac 
knowledge him a poet, because he wrote by no 
rule of rhyme or verse, made legal by hoary an 
tiquity. He dared to write in his own way. 
Instead of asking what the books taught, he 
sought to find out what the great teacher— 
Nature—had to say. He read his lines beneath 
the stars, in the presence of the mountains, 
misty-topped, and to the far-sounding, immeas 
urable laughter of the sea. I think he must 
have learned his style principally from the sea. 
For though in his verses there is all the irregu 
larity of the waves, yet through their greatest 
turbulence and gentlest whisper runs a sweet 
and solemn strain of music that stirs the heart 
to its innermost depths.

There is an order of truth, of thought, in 
Whitman's lines that transcends all mere beauty 
of form or expression. There seems to be no 
order in the stars above us as we gaze upon 
them with the naked eye, and yet, as astronomy 
teaches us, there is the most wonderful har 
mony and precision in their movements. But 
though to our sight they seem to have been 
scattered haphazard over the sky, yet are they 
not as a grand poem—an epic, thrilling us with 
unutterable emotion? Are we not weary of the 
fprms, creeds and ceremonies imposed upon us 
by the past? Does not the true heart of to-day 
yearn to express itself in its own way? Mil 
lions still bear the manacles of yesterday, but, 

beneath the most petrified conservatism, me 
thinks I hear a smothered cry for liberty. 
Where is there any enthusiasm for ancient cus 
toms ? Walk along the streets and observe the 
people going to their several churches. Is 
there any sign that their hearts outstrip their 
feet ? Do they look like people filled with the 
expectancy of glad tidings ? When did you see 
a minister enter a pulpit or hear him proclaim 
his doctrine as though he had the remotest idea 
that he actually had a message of hope to de 
liver to mankind ? Nearly all the devotees of 
the church are bound by a law that does not 
satisfy their desire. They present their creeds 
and ceremonies to a weary world as a salvation 
from hell, when what they proclaim is often 
hell itself. Hell is bondage—Heaven is liberty. 
Hell, means to be held down, Heaven, to be 
heaved up. To illustrate: A circus has come to 
town. Your wife has told your little girl she 
can go—see her fly along the streets—she is 
made of down, you would think she had wings; 
her feet hardly seem to touch the ground; 
her tendency is upwards—the sky attracts her 
—she is heaved up. In other words she is in 
heaven. You meet her, and, on learning 
where she is going, command her to go home, 
and forbid her going to the circus. Where 
now is her lightness ? See her, as she turns to 
ward home. Her head hangs down, a weary 
load to carry. She can hardly lift her feet off 
the ground—she is held down—in other words, 
she is in hell. Behold the people going to 
church or the minister entering the pulpit—ob 
serve the bowed heads, and the feet that cling 
to the ground as though loaded with irons. 
They are in hell. They are slaves to forms 
and ceremonies that bind them to the dead 
past, while their hearts are craving liberty. I 
find a beautiful significance in the very title of 
this work.

Other poets had sung of the pomps and shows 
of courts and chivalry. But Walt. Whitman 
has taken up the common, unpoetic realities of 
every-day life—its roaring democracies, its sec 
ular avocations; its roughs and outcasts; its pas 
sions and imperfections, and shown their rela 
tion to all that is high and grand in the life of 
humanity.

Even as we tread the grass lightly under 
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our feet, without thinking how much of our 
happiness is mixed up with its humble life, so 
has he shown us how all the plants of our life 
and joy stri' • root into, and depend upon, the 
tabooed parts of ourselves and the despised 
portions and conditions of society. I do not 
mean that his sympathies are confined to these. 
He rejects no one, high or low. Humanity, to 
him, is a brotherhood. He deals with the same 
en masse. Hence he exclaims:

“ I am of old and young;
Of the foolish as much as the wise;
Regardless of others, ever regardful of others; 
Maternal as well as paternal;
A child as well as a man;
Stuffed with the stuff that is coarse, and stuffed 

with the stuff that is fine/’

Is not this the true lesson set us by to-day ? 
Are not the hearts of all men being knit together 
in the wideningsympathies of common fellowship 
of want and injustice ? Are not aristocracies 
shrivelling into ashes before the warm glow of 
the heart of the people ? The conviction that 
is slowly coming into power, ever growing 
stronger with the widening sympathies of our 
hearts, is that the poor fellow down there in 
the deep coal mines would enjoy a sight of 
the blue sky as well as any Czar, King, or 
President; that the poor seamstress up there 
in the garret, might, perhaps, better appre- 
cicate the opera, than the wife of the million 
aire, whose heart, through the worship of the 
golden calf, has become as echoless to music 
as to flint; that, while a Czar has the power 
to kill any one of eighty-five millions, it may 
possibly be the duty of one out of that eighty- 
five millions to kill him.

This is the gospel of to-day. If some of 
you know nothing of God, you can see and 
know men and women. Our hearts are made 
to love them—we can share their joys as well 
as sorrows. How full for us, of unrealized 
possibilities, are the words, love, friendship, 
brotherhood and humanity. How beautiful is 
life when devoted to the happiness of others. 
What is there in the whole range of human 
thought worthy to be considered equal to the 
happiness of one human heart ? While this is 
the lesson that is being set us in a thousand 
ways to-day, it will only be fully learned to 

morrow. Think of the millions that still listen 
to the preachers who drone into their ears the 
threadbare arguments that are supposed to 
prove the infallibility of the Bible, and the di 
vinity of the Christian religion; as if truth 
was anything that could hang for two thousand 
years on a balance of probabilities.

The real, essential right and truth is tha’ 
of which you cannot, by any possibility, enter 
tain a doubt. Does any one doubt my right 
and yours, each, to be happy in our own way, 
providing we do not infringe upon the same 
right of some one else ? Can you stand be 
neath the stars and believe that this infinite 
universe was ever spun on the loom of time, out 
of the fabric of nothing ? Can you go into the 
fields in spring and gather the first violets, and 
still believe in hell? Can you gaze upon the 
unspeakable beauty of the mountains bathed in 
purple light, or listen to the music of the sea, 
and then go back to church and sing:

£< I am washed in the blood of the Lamb.”

Or,
“ Hark! from the tomb a doleful sound.”

Whitman is not only original in manner, but 
equally so in matter. He is the first poet of 
true democracy. He believes in the right of 
every one to be-and belong to himself. Hence 
he says:

c< I say discuss all and expose all, I am for -every 
topic openly.

I say there can be no salvation for these States 
without innovators;

Without free tongues, and ears willing to hear 
the tongues.

And I announce, as a glory of these States, 
that they respectfully listen to proposi 
tions, reforms, fresh views and doctrines 
from successions of men and women.

Each with its own growth—
With one man or woman (no matter which 

one) I even pick out the lowest—
With him or her I now illustrate the whole 

law.
I say that every right in politics or what not 

shall be eligible to that one man or wo 
man on the same terms as any.”

He demolishes all the distinctions drawn by 
the church between saint and sinner, and by 
the state between man and man, voicing that
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inarticulate yearning of the human heart for 
love and friendship that shall finally blossom 
into universal devotion of all to each and each 
to all.

Democracy, with Whitman, means something, 
far different than it does with the politicians. 
With them it means, you do all the voting and 
we'll do all the ruling—you shout yourself 
hoarse over liberty and we'll enjoy it, and 
amuse ourselves with seeing how near you will 
become our slaves without knowing it—you 
make the money and give it to us to spend. 
With Whitman it means that if there are any 
that are wise they are to use their wisdom for 
the good of all. It means that if there are any 
strong it is their duty to defend the weak. It 
means that if there are any who can see what 
is beautiful, or create it out of themselves, they 
are to consecrate that power to the happiness 
of mankind. It means that if there are swift 
winged angels of light who can see into the 
future, or work miracles of deliverance from 
evil, that it is their bounden duty to do it. It 
means that it is the highest duty of God to love 
and serve us, instead of its being ours to love 
and serve Him. The mountains of the earth 
receive the rains and hold the snows, that 
they may pour them down into the parched 
valleys in the summer. The mother is wise 
and strong to care for her child, not the child 
for the mother. The orthodox church puts the 
babe in the place of the wise and strong parent.

In demanding that man serve God instead of 
himself, orthodoxy makes God like those lazy, 
vicious people who send their little children 
to work in the factories or to beg on the streets, 
in order to support them in idleness. If re 
pentance and belief will save us why does not 
God repent and believe for us as well as die for 
us. The command of the church—believe 
or be damned—is, to many, like chaining a 
starving man within sight of food, but out of 
reach of it, and then cruelly beating him for not 
eating it. Taking from us all power of being 
good and then condemning us for not being 
good, is aptly illustrated in the boy who, hav 
ing killed his father and mother, pleaded with 
the judge for mercy, on the ground that he was 
a poor orphan.

Whitman teaches us that the world is to be

saved en masse, or not at all. Hence he says:

“Why should I pray ?
Why should I venerate and be ceremonious?
In all people I see myself, Ji
None more and not one a barleycorn less, K 
And the good or bad I say of myself I say of 

them.
I know I am solid and sound,
To me the converging objects of the universe 

perpetually flow,
All are written to me, and I must get what the 

writing means. * * *
I chant the chant of dilation, or pride.
We have had ducking and deprecating about 

enough,
I show that size is only development.
Have you outstript the rest?
Are you President?
It is a trifle, they will more than arrive there, 

every one, and still pass on.
I am not the poet of goodness only,
And I do not decline to be the poet of wicked 

ness also.
What blurt is this about virtue and about vice? 
Evil propels-me and reform of evil propels me, 
I stand indifferent.
My gait is no faultfinder’s or rejecter’s gait,
I moisten the roots of all that has grown.”

He not only stoops to the lowest of the 
human, but even descends to the animal world, 
exclaiming:

“ I think I could turn and live with animals, 
They are so placid and self-contained.
I stand and look at them long and long.
They do not sweat and whine about their con 

dition,
They do not lie awake in the dark and weep for 

their sins;
They do not make me sick confessing their duty 

to God;
Not one is dissatisfied,
Not one is demented with the mania of owning 

things,
Not one kneels to another nor to his kind that 

lived thousands of years ago,
Not one is respectable or unhappy over the 

whole earth.
So they show their relations to me and I accept 

them,
They bring me tokens of myself,
They evince them plainly in their possession.”

These lines are so pregnant with thought, so 
full of the greatest and most important truth, 
that I feel as though it would be an insult to you 
to stop and commend them to your hospitality.

Whitman preaches a practical gospel, though
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he believes more firmly than any one in the soul 
and its immortality, yet he does not lose sight 
of the great fact that you must be saved physi 
cally, before you can be fully redeemed spir 
itually. This is why he says:

“If any thing is sacred, the human body is 
sacred,

And the glory and sweet of a man is the token 
of manhood untainted.

And in man or woman, a clean, strong, firm- 
fibred body, is more beautiful than the 
most beautiful face.

Have you seen the fool that corrupted his 
own live body ?

Or the fool that corrupted her own live body ? 
For they do not conceal themselves, and cannot 

conceal themselves.
I believe in the flesh and the appetites;
Seeing, hearing, feeling, are miracles;
And each part and tag of me is a miracle. 
Divine am I5 inside and out,
And I make holy whatever I touch or am 

touched from;
The scent of these armpits, aroma finer than 

prayer;
This head more than churches, bibles and all 

the creeds.”

Many good people under the teaching of the 
church, thinking the soul is all, have been thor 
oughly shocked at such extravagant laudation 
of the flesh. I find also a disposition on the 
part of some Spiritualists and reformers to 
slight this all-important truth. What cadaver 
ous, nervous, wheezy, dyspeptic saints some of 
them are through this neglect.

Now, if Spiritualism teaches me anything, it 
is that, before we can have a healthy spiritual 
life, we must be sound and sweet physically. 
I do not think we can enter into our full spirit 
ual inheritance until we have built a perfect 
body.

I believe that those who go out of this world 
imperfect, will have to return in some way un 
til they have made atonement or at-one-ment 
between body and soul. There is a soul-body 
as well as a physical body, and that soul-body 
will correspond with the physical. It is the 
recognition of this truth that leads Whitman to 
say:

“ Was somebody asking to see the soul?
See your own shape and countenance;
Persons, substances, beasts, the trees, the run 

ning rivers, the rocks and sands,

All hold spiritual joys and afterwards loosen 
them.

How can the real body ever die and be buried ? 
Of your real body, and that man’s or woman’s 

real body, item for item,
It will elude the hands of the corpse-cleaners, 

and pass to fitting spheres,
Carrying what has accrued to it from the mo 

ment of birth to the moment of death.”
I said just now, no man has more faith in 

immortality than Whitman. I have talked 
with him long on this subject, when I, my 
self, was in doubt, and found that he was per 
fectly indifferent to the thought of death, look 
ing upon it as a luckier thing to die than to be 
born, feeling quite sure that all life continues. 
This faith is so lavishly and strongly expressed 
in his poems that I cannot forbear quoting 
some of these victorious strains;
“ I need no assurance, I am a man who is pre 

occupied of his own soul.
I do not doubt that, from under the feet and 

beside the hands and face I am cogniz 
ant of,

Are now looking faces I am not cognizant of, 
Calm and actual faces.
I do not doubt interiors have their interiors, 
And exteriors have their exteriors,
And that the eyesight has another eyesight, 
And the hearing another hearing, 
And the voice another voice.
I do not doubt that the passionately-wept deaths 

of young men are provided for,
And that the deaths of young women and the 

deaths of little children are provided for.
Did you think life was so well provided for, 
And death, the purport of all life, is not well 

provided for?
I do not doubt that wrecks at sea, 
No matter what the horrors of them, 
No matter whose wife, child, husband, father, 

lover, has gone down,
Are provided for to the minutest points.
I do not doubt that whatever can possibly hap 

pen anywhere, at any time,
Is provided for in the inherences of things.
I do not think life provides for all, and for time 

and space,
But I believe heavenly death provides for all.
O living always, always dying!
O the burials of me, past and present.
O me, while I stride ahead, material, visible, 

imperious as ever.
O me, what I was for years, now dead.
(I lament not, I am content.)
O to disengage myself from those corpses of 

me, which I turn and look at where I 
cast them.
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To pass on ( O living! always living!) and leave 
the corpses behind.

As I watched the ploughman ploughing, 
Or the sower sowing in the fields, 
Or the harvester harvesting,
I saw there too, O life and death, your analo 

gies.
Life, life is the tillage, and death is the harvest 

according.
Pensive and faltering, the words, the dead, I 

write.
For living are the dead,
Haply the only living, only real, and I the 

apparition, I the spectre.”

But to me, Whitman’s supreme service to the 
world is his lofty defiance of the prurient tastes 
and immodest modesty of this conventional age.

In his sight, no part or passion of the body 
is to be slighted or regarded as vulgar. In do 
ing this he finds it impossible to leave out of 
his poems the element of sex. I know of noth 
ing that we need to pay such heed to as to what 
he has to say on this subject. Never will the 
world be saved from its sickness, pain and des 
pair, until we take up this element of human 
life, and treat it as frankly, purely, and rever 
ently as he has.

As he says:
“ Sex contains all, bodies, souls, meanings, 

proofs, purities, delicacies, results, pro 
mulgations;

Songs, commands, health, pride, the maternal 
mystery, the semetic milk;

All hopes, benefactions, bestowals;
All the passions, loves, beauties, delights of 

the earth—
These are contained in sex as parts of itself, 

and justifications of itself.”

Of course, in the treatment of such a subject, 
there must be expressions used that impure 
minds will prostitute to impure uses.

The fairest, purest, and most beautiful things 
on this earth are so violated.

As Hamlet said to Ophelia: “Be thou as 
chaste as ice and pure as snow, thou shalt not 
escape calumny.”

We all know that depraved passions some 
times break down all the barriers of virtue, and 
do violence to the most maidenly chastity. It 
is the same low order of morals that seeks to 
drag into the mire the noblest thought and 
purest purpose of one of the best benefactors of 
humanity.

The spirit and purpose of Whitman are clear 
ly revealed in the only reply he has yet made 
to his maligners and persecutors.

He tells us that this subject of sex has hither 
to been treated of only in two ways.

The first, the conventional one of total re 
pression and silence of good folks, creating the 
feeling that what cannot be spoken of must be 
vile, and so, by covering over disease and de 
pletion, increasing the world’s woes.

The second is the coarse, vulgar way of 
speaking of these things that obtains current in 
many masculine circles, wherein men lose their 
respect for woman and hold in low esteem their 
own manhood through learning to take delight 
in vulgar stories.

Alas! We all know that this is true. Thus 
the parlor and the bar-room have formed a part 
nership for the propagation of vice.

The first doubt lodged in my mind against the 
claims of the Christian church and ministry was 
the first time I spent an evening in the com 
pany of three ministers. I expected, innocent 
ly, that the conversation would be on the sub 
ject of religion and touching the advancement 
of the church. To my surprise and horror they 
spent the whole time in regaling one another 
with smutty yarns.

I never was made to blush so much for the 
company I found myself in, before or since. 
I soon found, however, that this was quite a 
common practice in the ministerial profession. 
At camp meetings, while one or two of their 
number are thundering at men and women bet 
ter than themselves to repent or go to hell, the 
rest are secluded in their private tent regaling 
one another in this choice fashion.

Thinking what he might do to reform these 
perverted tendencies, Whitman concluded that 
the time had come for a full and frank state 
ment, in loftiest and most earnest manner, of 
the relation of sex to the health, sanity and 
purity of the human race. He desired to con 
nect it with the highest ethical expression of 
nature and humanity.

, How nobly and grandly he has done this, 
none but those who read and love his poems 
can feel.

Most wisely does he say in this defence of 
himself:
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“Might not every physiologist, and every good 
physician pray for the redeeming of this subject 
from its hitherto relegation to the tongues and 
pens of blackguards, and boldly putting it for 
once, at least, if not more, in the demesne of 
poetry and sanity, as something nothing not 
in itself gross or impure, but entirely consistent 
with highest manhood and womanhood, and in 
dispensable to both? Might not every wife and 
every mother and every babe that comes into 
the world, if that were possible, and all mar 
riage, the foundation of the civilized state, bless 
and thank such service?”

“Leaves of Grass” has long been to me a 
sacred and inspired book. I never received 
from it aught save inspiration to be true to the 
highest and best.

When, under the instigation of that saintly 
scoundrel, Anthony Comstock, an attempt was 
made to suppress its publication, I felt my 
blood burn as though my mother had been in 
sulted. I hastened at once to speak hot words 
of defiance against such injustice. I read in 
public and printed some of the condemned 
portions of the work. Postmaster Toby, of 
Boston, acting in concert with Comstock, tried 
to keep that issue of the paper out of the mails. 
I telegraphed the case to Col. Ingersoll, he called 
upon Postmaster General Howe, and before 
Mr. Toby was fairly awake he was confronted 
with an order from headquarters politely in 
forming him that he was transcending his au 
thority and commanding him to remove the 
embargo. The last time I saw Whitman I was 
glad to learn from his own lips that this action 
of mine had done more than anything else to 
help the sale of “Leaves of Grass.” I shall al 
ways be proud of that service.

I readily admit that there are passages in this 
book not to be read in public. So there are 
in Shakespeare, the Bible and many other good 
books.

The trouble is not with Whitman or what he 
wrote, but with those who read. No writer 
ever wrote with a loftier ethical and less pas 
sionate purpose than Whitman. Read in the 
right spirit there is not a line in “Leaves of 
Grass” that is not as pure as snow.

The principal mission of a true Liberalism is 
to so develop the human mind and race that 
we can discuss all things, not only without 

prejudice and bigotry, but equally without re 
serve or danger of arousing impure thoughts or 
feelings.

All honor to Walt. Whitman, the good, grey 
poet and nurse, who in field and in hospital 
tended and nursed thousands of soldiers both 
blue and grey, who in the face of all opposition 
has so bravely shown us the way.

THE IDYL OF THE WHITE LOTUS.

PROLOGUE.

Behold I stood alone, one amongmany, an iso 
lated individual in the midst of a reunited crowd. 
And I was alone, because, among all men, my 
brethren, who knew, I alone was the man who 
knew and taught. I taught the believers at the 
gate, and was driven to do this by the power 
that dwelled in the sanctuary. I had no 
escape, for in that deep darkness of the most 
sacred shrine, I beheld the light of the inner 
life and was driven to reveal it and by it was I 
upheld and made strong. For indeed, al 
though I died, it took ten priests of the temple 
to accomplish my death, and even then they 
but ignorantly thought themselves powerful.

BOOK I.

CHAPTER I.

Ere my beard had come to a soft down 
upon my chin, I entered the gates of the tem 
ple to begin my noviciate in the order of the 
priesthood.

My parents were shepherds outside the city. 
I had never but once entered the city walls un 
til the day my mother took me to the gates of 
the temple. It was a feastday in the city, and 
my mother, a frugal and industrious woman, 
thus fulfilled two purposes by her journey. 
She took me to my destination, and then she 
departed to enjoy a brief holiday amid the 
sights and scenes of the city. I was enthralled 
by the crowds and noises of the streets. I 
think my nature was always one that strove to- 
yield itself to the great whole of which it was 
such a small part—and by yielding itself, to 
draw back into it the substance of life.

But out of the bustling throng we soon 
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turned. We entered upon a broad, green 
plain, upon the further side of which ran our 
sacred, beloved river. How plainly I behold 
that scene still ! on the banks of the water I 
saw the sculptured roofs and glittering orna 
ments of the temple and its surrounding 
buildings shining in the clear morning air. 
I had no fear, for I had no definite expecta 
tions. But I wondered much whether life with 
in those gates was as beautiful a thing as it 
seemed to me it must be. At the gate stood a 
black robed novice speaking to a woman from 
the city, who carried flasks of water which she 
urgently prayed one of the priests to bless. 
She would then have for sale a precious bur 
den—a thing paid dearly for by the superstitious 
populace. I peeped through the gate as we 
stood waiting for our turn of speech, and be 
held a sight that struck me with awe. That 
awe lasted a long time, even when I had en 
tered into almost hourly familiarity with the 
figure which so impressed me. It was one of 
the white-robed priests, pacing slowly down 
the broad avenue towards the gate. I had 
never seen one of these white-robed priests be 
fore, save on the single occasion when I had 
before visited the city. I then had seen several 
upon the sacred boat in the midst of a river 
procession.

But now this figure was near me, approach 
ing me—I held my breath. The air was in 
deed very still, but those stately, white gar 
ments looked, as the priest moved beneath the 
shadow^ of the avenue, as if no earthly breeze 
could stir them. His step had the same equa 
ble character. He moved, but it seemed 
scarcely as though he walked in the fashion that 
other and impetuous mortals walk. His eyes 
wrere bent on the ground, so that I could not 
see them; and, indeed, I dreaded the raising of 
those drooping lids. His complexion was fair, 
and his hair was of a dull gold color. His 
beard was long and full, but it had the same 
strangely immovable, almost graven look, to 
my fancy. 1 could not imagine it blown aside. 
It seemed as though cut in gold and made firm 
for eternity. The whole man impressed me 
thus—as being altogether removed from the or 
dinary life of man.

The novice looked around, his notice at 

tracted probably by my intense gaze, for no 
sound reached my ears from the priest’s foot 
fall.

“Ah!” he said, “here is the holy priest, Ag- 
mahd, I will ask him.”

Closing the gate behind him, he drew7 back, 
and we saw him speak to the priest, who bowed 
his head slightly. The man returned, and tak 
ing the wrater flasks from the woman, carried 
them to the priest, who laid his hand for a sec 
ond upon them. She took them again with 
profuse thanks, and then we were asked our 
business.

I was soon left alone with the black-robed 
novice. I was not sorry, though considerably 
awed. I had never cared much for my old 
task of tending my father’s sheep, and of course 
I was already filled with the idea that I was 
about to become something different from the 
common herd of men. This idea will carry 
poor human nature through severer trials than 
that of leaving one’s home forever and entering 
finally upon a new and untried course of life.

The gate swung to behind me, and the black- 
robed man locked it with a great key that hung 
to his waist. But the action gave me no sense 
of imprisonment, only a consciousness of se 
clusion and separateness. Who could associate 
imprisonment with a scene such as this which 
lay before me?

The temple doors were facing the gate at the 
other end of a broad and beautiful avenue. It 
was not a natural avenue formed by trees plant 
ed in the ground and luxuriating in a growth of 
their own choosing—it was formed by great 
tubs of stone in which were planted shrubs of 
enormous size, but evidently trimmed and 
guided most carefully into the strange shapes 
they formed. Between each shrub was a square 
block of stone upon which there was a carven 
figure. Those figures nearest the gate I saw to 
be Sphinxes and great animals with human 
heads; but afterwards I did not dare raise my 
eyes to gaze curiously upon them for I saw again 
approaching us, in the course of his regular 
walk to and fro, the golden-bearded priest, Ag- 
mahd.

Walking on by the side of my guide I kept 
my eyes on the ground. When he paused I 
paused, and found that my eyes fell upon the 



10 Th e Gn o s t ic .

hem of the priest’s white robe. That hem was 
delicately embroidered with golden characters. 
It was enough to absorb my attention and fill 
me with wonder for a while. “A new novice?” 
I heard a very quiet and sweet voice say. 
“Well, take him in to the school; he is but a 
youth yet. Look up, boy; do not fear.” I 
looked up, thus encouraged, and encountered 
the gaze of the priest. His eyes, I saw, even 
then in my embarrassment, were of changing 
color—blue and grey. But, soft-hued though 
they were, they did not give me the encourage 
ment which I had heard in his voice. They 
were calm, indeed, but they made me tremble.

He dismissed us with a movement of his 
hand, and pursued his even walk down the 
grand avenue; while I, more disposed to trem 
ble than I had been before, followed silently 
my silent guide. We entered the great central 
doorway of the temple, the sides of which were 
formed of immense blocks of uncut stone. I 
suppose a fit of something like fear must have 
come upon me, after the inquisition of the 
priest’s eyes, for I regarded these blocks of 
stone with a vague sense of terror.

Within I saw that from the central doorway a 
passage proceeded in a long direct line with the 
avenue through the building. But that was 
not our way. We turned aside and entered 
upon a network of smaller corridors, and passed 
through some small, bare rooms on our way. 
We entered at last a large and beautiful room. 
I say beautiful though it was entirely bare and 
unfurnished, save for a table at one corner. 
But its proportions were so grand and its struc 
ture so elegant that even my eye, unaccustomed 
to discern architectural beauties, was strangely 
impressed with a sense of satisfaction.

At the table in the corner sat two other 
youths, copying or drawing, I could not see 
what. At all events I saw they were busy, and 
I wondered that they scarcely raised their heads 
to observe our entrance. But, advancing, I 
saw that behind one of the great stone projec 
tions of the wall, there sat an aged, white- 
robed priest, looking at a book which lay upon 
his knee.

He did not notice us until my guide stood 
deferentially bowing right in front of him.

“A new pupil?” he said, and looked keenly 

at me out of his dim, bleared-looking eyes. 
“What can he do?”

“ Not much, I fancy,” said my guide, speak 
ing of me in an easy tone of contempt. “ He 
has been but a shepherd lad.”

“A shepherd lad,” echoed the old priest; 
“ he will be no use here, then. He had best 
work in the garden. Have you ever learned 
to draw or copy writing?” he asked, turning up 
on me.

I had been taught these things as far as 
might be. But such accomplishments were 
rare, except in the priestly schools and among 
the small cultivated classes outside the priest 
hood.

The old priest looked at my handsand turned 
back to his book.

“He must learn sometime,” he said, “ but I 
am too full of work now to teach him. I want 
more to help me in my work, but with these 
sacred writings that have to be copied now I 
cannot stay to instruct the ignorant. Take him 
to the garden for a while at least, and I will see 
about him by-and-by.”

My guide turned away and walked out of the 
room. With a last look around at its beautiful 
appearance, I followed him.

I followed him down a long, long passage, 
which was cooling and refreshing in its dark 
ness. At the end was a gate instead of a door, 
and here my guide rang a loud bell.

We waited in silence after the bell had rung. 
No one came, and presently my guide rang the 
bell again. But I was in no hurry. With my 
face pressed against the bars of the gate, I 
looked forth into a world so magical that I 
thought to myself, “It will be no ill to me if 
the blear-eyed priest does not want to take me 
from the garden y.et awhile 1”

It had been a dusty, hot walk from our home 
to the city, and there the paved streets had 
seemed to my country-bred feet infinitely weari 
some. Within the gates of the temple I had as 
yet only passed down the grand avenue, where 
everything filled me so deeply with awe that I 
scarce dared look upon it. But here was a 
world cf delicate and refreshing glory. Never 
had I seen a garden like this. There was 
greenness, deep greenness; there was a sound 
of water, the murmuring of gentle water under 
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control, ready to do service for man, and re 
fresh in the midst of the burning heat which 
called the magnificence of color and grand de 
velopment of form into the garden.

A third time the bell rang, and then I saw, 
coming from among the green leaves, a black- 
robed figure. How strangely out of place did 
the black dress look here! And I thought with 
consternation that I should also be clothed in 
those garments before long, and should wander 
among the voluptuous beauties of this magical 
place like a strayed creature from a sphere of 
darkness.

The figure approached, brushing with its 
coarse robe the delicate foliage. I gazed with 
a sudden awakening interest upon the face of 
the man who drew near, and into whose charge 
I supposed I was to be committed. And well 
I might, for it was a face to awaken interest in 
any human breast.

( 7o be continued.)

OCCULT PHENOMENA AT HOME 
AND ABROAD.

Min d -Re a d in g .—M. Prosper Van Velsen, 
aged twenty-two, student of medicine at Mali 
nes, on holding the wrist, as in feeling the 
pulse, of a person, can tell his thoughts or 
where he may have hidden anything.—Le 
Messager.

Ma g n e t ic He a l in g .—Herr V. Zimmer- 
mann, councillor of Chemnitz, Germany, has 
bequeathed to the municipality half a million 
of marks, on condition that it authorizes the 
foundation of a professorship, with clinical 
school attached, of the theory and practice of 
magnetic therapeutics, or treatment of disease 
by the natural or magnetic method.—La Spirit 
isms. _______

Cu r e s  b y  Hu ma n Ma g n e t is m.—Dr. Ash 
burner, physician to a London hospital, wrote 
thirty years ago, that in his own experience 
magnetism had eased agonizing suffering, cured 
cancer, rendered -patients insensible to the 
surgeon’s knife and to the sufferings of parturi 
tion, and had raised patients from typhus fever; 
that his own life had been saved by it after 
medical friends had, in consultation, pro 
nounced him beyond recovery.

A gentleman of St. Louis, U. S. A., gives, 
an account of slate-writing in the light in which 
persons not only hear the writing but see the 
words as they are written—so that the pro 
gressive production of a long message could be 
witnessed by all present. He says: “ I have 
often seen the medium take the slate and stand 
by a light, only holding it by the tips of his 
fingers while some one else held the other 
side, and long messages would come there in 
full view.” Progress, here, as elsewhere, 
makes the idea of a long stay in this world the 
more interesting !

Cl a ir v o y a n c e .—Rev. Dr. J. P. Newman 
says: <c After medical men had failed with 
me, my wife took a lock of my hair to a lady 
in New York, said to be endowed with clair 
voyance, for which she received no payment. 
This lady, my wife told me, held the hair in 
her hand, went into an apparent sleep, and 
presently murmured, <c Gall stones; he must 
take sweet oil and seidlitz powders.” Persuad 
ed by my wife, I swallowed a quantity of 
sweet oil and took seidlitz powders with the 
effect of passing twenty-eight gall stones. This 
cause of my troubles had never been diagnosed 
by any of my doctors. I was soon well, and 
am now a hearty man. When the lady who 
brought me this good service died, objection 
was raised by some clergymen to performing 
the rites of burial over her body. I gladly ac 
cepted the duty, and over her coffin I publicly 
acknowledged my debt to her. No man can 
explain such a mysterious mental power; but 
that this woman had been given some force not 
possessed by most mortals I do not doubt.”

About a week ago, so says the report, as 
Miss Carrie Nutting was sitting at a small table 
in her father’s house in the little village of 
Steamburg, four miles east of Randolph, N. Y., 
with her hands resting idly upon the edge, 
suddenly the table began to move, compelling 
Miss N., as she says, to follow it about the 
room. It came to a halt directly in front of a 
picture of her grandfather, who died some 
years ago. The spot at which the table stopped 
was exactly that in which it formerly stood 
when the old gentleman used it as a writing-
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table. The next day, at about the same hour, 
the young woman was gazing out of the win 
dow, thinking over the peculiar circumstances 
of the previous day, when, as she explains it, a 
gradual lassitude took possession of her, and 
although she had never been known to sing, 
she began chanting some weird, sweet melody, 
which the family say they never heard equalled. 
As the music died away, she began repeating a 
poem, the words of which none of those present 
had ever heard. Shortly after 3 o’clock the 
next afternoon, while the sun was shining 
brightly into the window, the young woman 
seated herself at the table, looked steadfastly 
at the picture of her grandfather, and the table 
soon moved, and was gradually raised from the 
floor. After the table had ceased its wander 
ings, a gold ring, worn by the young woman, 
was mysteriously removed from her finger and 
dropped upon the window-sill; a series of rap 
pings followed, and some of those present say 
that they received, through the medium, 
messages from departed friends and from peo 
ple whom she could never have known.

The New York Tribune, whose founder was 
a Spiritualist, in a recent number gave the fol 
lowing curious statement: 44 Dr. Leland, who 
recently died in Georgia, was a great sufferer 
from asthma, and, to all appearances, died 
several times before the final dissolution took 
place. On more than one occasion, his family 
made preparations for his funeral, and a day or 
two before his actual death he told a remark 
able story of how he witnessed the arrange 
ments. 4 Unable to lie down, I passed all 
my time in an easy chair. My body died 
several times. I, that is, my spirit, would go 
away from it, and, standing in an opposite cor 
ner of the room, would look back at the flesh 
and blood in the chair and wonder how I was 
ever induced to pass so many years in its com 
pany. Poor old body,’ I thought, 4 your 
troubles are nearly over. They will soon put 
you away under the ground, where you will be 
at rest forever. I saw my family gather about 
my old frame as it leaned back, dead, in the 
chair, and it gave me pain to see them weep. 
Then I would feel something pulling me toward 
my body again; I could not resist it, I was

powerless, and in a moment I had taken 
possession of it. Then there was an instant of 
pain, and I opened my eyes and breathed. 
Each time this was repeated I was more reluc 
tant to return to my body.”

Te s t imo n y  t o  Mr . Eg l in t o n ’s Po w e r .— 
To the Editor of “ Light Y Sir: I think 1 
ought to let your readers judge for me as to 
whether I am right or not in accepting without 
question 44 slate-writing, ” as done in Mr. 
Eglinton’s presence. I have been at eight 
seances with Mr. Eglinton—one in public, the 
others in private with one other person and 
myself. At two out of the seven private ones 
absolutely nothing occurred. At one other 
only the word 44 No ” was written to my ver 
bal question as to whether 44 they ” would 
write. The 44 No ” was very feebly written, 
but I felt and heard the pencil moving about 
inside the slates on the table tinder my hands. 
At the four remaining seances I had ample 
writing. At three of the seances I had replies 
given to questions which no human eye had 
seen. I had writing in the hand of a deceased 
relative. I had slate after slate written on, 
held in the air between Mr. Eglinton and my 
self, and while I was watching the slates, I had 
a slateful written in this way in a few seconds, 
I had writing and replies to private questions 
on the locked slate, with my hand on the top of 
it while the writing was going on inside. - I had 
writing on new slates, never cleaned. At one 
seance I had thirte^ or fourteen different slates 
with different writings. One piece of informa 
tion was not true. I was told, 44 There is 
someone here who knew you in ---- ,” a place
I have never visited. All the private seances 
took place in the day and in full light. I was 
in full possession of my senses. I had seven 
or eight slates by me to prove that the phenom 
ena really occurred. I can offer no explana 
tion, but only state facts. Am I, after evidence 
like this, to say I do not believe ? I cannot. 
I have given slate-writing a fair and ample 
trial, and it is a wonder of wonders, and worthy 
of the deepest and truest investigation.—I am, 
sir,

An  As s o c ia t e  o f  t h e  So c ie t y  f o r  
Ps y c h ic a l  Re s e a r c h .
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GOOD IN EVERYTHING.

Nothing exists in this world alone. Each is 
related to all, and all to each. To-day is 
colored by every yesterday; while each to 
morrow lies pregnant in the womb of to-day. 
No man acts entirely from himself. In all our 
thoughts, words or deeds we are influenced by 
the thoughts, words, and deeds of others. In 
the pride of our independence and individu 
ality we say : I did it! Or, I think so and so!

The truth is, that each deed that is wrought, 
and each new thought that is evolved, is the 
combined act and thought of the entire human 
race.

Even then we cannot say we did it, or we 
think so and so, though our we includes all the 
inhabitants of this globe.

We are, beyond doubt, constantly being in 
fluenced by the inhabitants of other worlds and 
spheres.

Of course it is difficult to express all this in 
our common conversation. Still it is/vell some 
times to sober our egotism by taking a larger 
survey of the conduct of life.

If you will look closely into the motives that 
underly your most praiseworthy actions, you 
will find that they have been often caused more 
by your foes than your friends ; or, that they 
owe their existence to the qualities of life in 

others which you most despise and execrate.
I have often been applauded for leaving the 

narrow dogmatism of Methodism.
As I look back upon that eventful period of 

my life, I see that the credit of it is by no 
means all mine.

I did my best to stay in the church.
I still had more or less of faith in theology. 

I thought I could reform the church from the 
inside*.

I drew to my preaching liberal-minded people.
I liberalized one church, so that the entire 

audience gloried in the heresy of their boy 
minister.

I was then, after the itinerant plan, sent to 
another church. Although I drew in the 
liberal and progressive people of the town, the 
church-members were too thoroughly fossilized 
to grow.

They scented the heresy, and appointed a 
private prayer-meeting in which to pray for the 
conversion of their ungodly pastor.

I condemned the excitement of revivals, and 
tried to teach them that religion was not some 
thing that God kept bottled up like drugs, to 
be given whenever you could get up an annual 
spasm or fit, but a steady and slow growth of 
character through the right use of all our 
faculties.

The first thing I heard was that a request had 
been sent to the Moody and Sankey meeting, 
in Chicago, for prayers for a revival, and the 
awakening of their cold and back-slidden 
minister to'an awful sense of his dangerous 
condition.

I was next waited on by the officers of the 
church, with the information that a union re 
vival meeting was about to commence, and 
that I must take part in it.

I tried to make a virtue of necessity by re 
solving to keep down all excitement. Every 
night, when it wasn’t my turn to preach, I rose 
to my feet as soon as the sermon was finished 
to give them an additional thought or two.

Those who wanted a revival, said:
Brother Jones or Brown gets the people all 

ready to come to Jesus, and then Brother 
Chainey gets up and keeps them away by 
making them think they are good enough 
already.
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I kept this up until I was half dead.
I then had to be absent a few nights, but be 

fore I returned they had out a half-dozen sin 
ners who had been converted every winter for 
a number of years.

I felt ashamed to walk the streets and look 
intelligent men and women in the face. I 
blushed with chagrin every moment. I was 
conscious of my own existence. I could 
stand it no longer, and resolved that, “sink 
or swim, live or die, survive or perish,” 
I would make a break for liberty.

The last sermon I preached in an orthodox 
pulpit was in that revival to an audience that 
crowded the church to overflowing. It was 
also the last of the revival.

You see by this it was the very things I most 
despised that helped me out of the pit.

So I have found that sometimes those who 
think and speak ill of us do us more good than 
those who love and praise us.

MADAM BLAVATSKY.

During the last year some parties by the name 
of Coulomb, for a long time in the employ of 
Madam Blavatsky, have turned traitors and 
sold to certain missionaries, the enemies of 
Theosophy, letters purporting to come from the 
Madam, showing that she produced her occult 
phenomena by fraudulent methods. Madam 
Blavatsky says they are forgeries. In India 
those who are best able to judge still believe in 
her.

Now, whether true or false, these charges 
have done good. They have enabled the lead 
ers of the organization to put the work of the 
society in its true light.

Both privately and publicly they have ad 
vised people not to pin their faith to individuals 
or to phenomena.

This enforces the lesson. Many who have 
become interested in the subject in this country 
are wedded to phenomena. As soon as any 
one appears who professes to be a Theosophist, 
they say, show us your powers.

They breakfast on Mahatmas, dine on Adepts 
and sup on the wonders of occultism. The 
true Theosophist, while studying the occult, 
will make his own culture the first end and aim 

of life. The ideal of Theosophy is no doubt 
far in advance of its realization. Still, so far as 
I can see, the leaders have done their best to 
reach the hights.

They certainly have done great good in 
India. They have arrested, almost entirely, the 
demoralizing work of the missionaries. They 
have united the natives and Europeans into one 
society. They have awakened fresh interest in 
the Aryan literature. They have for the first time 
in the history of the world united members of 
all faiths into one society. They have done 
much, by the publication of “ Isis Unveiled,” 
“ The Theosophist,” the “ Occult World” and 
“ Esoteric Buddhism,” to enlighten the world. 
They have established and maintained in India 
many schools for the study of the Sanscrit lan 
guage and literature.

Col. Olcott on his various lecture tours has 
cured hundreds of people by the power of 
mesmerism.

I challenge any one to point out a society 
that has accomplished more good, and won 
more disciples among the best and most dis 
criminating minds. After giving thousands of 
dollars to this work; after four scores of a strange 
and eventful life; after writing works, without 
which, any library hereafter must be incom 
plete; after being the principal founder of a 
society that has now upwards of two hundred 
branches in various parts of the world; after 
editing for years the “Theosophist,”—the most 
scholarly and profound, as well as interesting, 
magazine in the world; worn out with labor for 
hergreat Human Brotherhood,Madam Blavatsky 
has gone away into retirement, in order, if pos 
sible, during the few remaining months she has 
to live, to give to the world a revised edition of 
“ Isis ” under the title of “ The Secret Doc 
trine.”

A dealer in scandal and filth, a cowardly as 
sassin of reputations, a man who, when a bro 
ther editor and Spiritualist was in prison for 
services to liberty, and unable to defend him 
self, bought up and published certain foolish 
letters he had written to a woman who went 
into his employ for the purpose of blackmailing 
him, and failing to do so, sold out to his 
enemy; a man who conducts his newspaper on 
the principle of blackmail; who speaks of his 
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brother editor in Boston, who has grown gray 
in honorable service to a good cause, in lan 
guage that would put to shame the lowest black 
guard in the country; takes great pains to im 
port from India all, and more than all, than has 
been published against her. Sickening himself 
at the job, he has to send it all the way to San 
Francisco in order to have it dished up by a cer 
tain jackall, whom he generally employs to hun^ 
carrion, and who, evidently, if that were possi_ 
ble has still less in his composition, of the instinc 
of humanity, than his master. This same crea 
ture has, since I came to San Francisco, at 
tended every one of my lectures. I was told at 
first that I was highly honored by thus attract 
ing the attention of a man of intellect; but I 
have long since come to the conclusion that 
nature produces no worse abortion than an in 
tellect without a heart.

From the first time I saw him here, I knew 
he came merely as a spy. In a recent contri 
bution to his master’s Gatling gun for the 
wholesale murder of reputations, he tries to ad 
minister a dose of deadly poison beneath a 
sugar coating of praise. The most spiritual 
lecture I have given,” he says, “is nine-tenths 
bosh,” and glories in the discovery that the 
chairman of the Executive Committee coincides 
in this view, and thinks the boards I stand on 
prostituted by such lectures. Not satisfied with 
trying to cover Madam Blavatsky with infamy, 
he strikes a cowardly blow at the reputation of 
the lady associated with me in the publication 
of this journal, whose years of service to Spirit 
ualism, and whose snowy locks certainly ought 
to protect her from an impure thought in the 
mind of the lowest and mest depraved creature 
that bears the shape of man.

I wish to offer a word or two of advice to 
this person: Let me say, first, that what I have 
said is in no spirit of revenge. I look for just 
such offences. I do not think he is alone to 
blame. He also is subject to environment and 
idiosyncracies of organization. The taste of 
the public in its love of slander helped to call 
forth this unsavory dish. If the paper had con 
tained a eulogy of the same persons it would 
have been in less demand. That this is so 
“ ’Tis true—’tis, true ’tis pity ,and pity ’tis, ’tis 
true.”

This person has done this thing because his 
organism is of the nature to invite such service 
—like attracts like. I would first advise him to 
shut up his books and study men and women 
for a year or two. Next I should advise him 
to try and get himself in flesh. He reminds 
one too much of Caesar’s request to Mark An 
thony : “ Let me have men about me that are 
fat; sleek-headed men and such as sleep ’o 
nights ; Yond’ Cassius has a lean and hungry 
look. He seldom smiles, and then in such a sort as 
if he mocked and scorned his spirit, that could 
be moved to smile at anything. Such men as 
he, be never at heart’s ease while they behold 
a greater than themselves, and therefore are 
very dangerous.”

If this living Cassius would reform him 
self, I would therefore counsel him to get 
himself in flesh. I should think by his looks 
that he was dyspeptic, or lived on shrimps 
and water-cresses.

Does he think he is without sin, and so justi 
fied in casting the first stone? I think he would 
be a better man if he would go and sin a little. 
The very filth of those who sin in good earn  
est would probably wash him cleaner than he is.

ANNA KIMBALL.

Not content with thus joining the hue and 
cry of false accusation against Madam Blavat 
sky, these same intellectual abortions have tried 
to drag into the mire and slush of their own 
dirty thoughts the fair life and character of 
the lady who has become our associate and fel 
low-laborer in the production of this magazine.

I have already chastised one of the offenders 
in the presence of a large audience until thun 
ders of applause pressed home the brand of 
shame. We live in hopes that the whirli 
gig of time will yet bless us with an opportunity 
to do a like service for this one’s master. In 
the eyes of all who know her Mrs. Kimball 
needs no defense.

But as these words of venomous slander and 
false accusation have been scattered among 
strangers, I feel called upon to publicly explain 
why we are thus laboring together.

As I have before stated, I was convinced at 
a Spiritual camp-meeting, by numerous phe 
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nomena, that life had its invisible and spiritual 
side as well as its material and nv b 
interests.

The question arose : Should I change the 
whole current of my life, and devote it to this 
newly discovered truth. It stirred me to the 
profoundest depths of my being.

I had long been in the use of more or less 
of stimulants. I was smoking five or six cigars 
daily. I threw them away at once. For the 
first time in years my mouth was free from a 
bitter taste of life.

I had long, from various causes, thought that 
life was not worth living, but now I was born 
into a new world.

The sky seemed brighter, the landscape 
lovelier, the flowers more beautiful, and the 
songs of the birds sweeter than before.

I was no longer alone. When I stood on 
the platform to lecture, or lay down to sleep 
at night, I felt gentle touches on my forehead 
from an invisible presence, while sweet thoughts 
and lofty aspirations seemed to be called forth 
at every touch.

Could I share this joy with others ? Was 
this an evangel to preach, or was it only to be 
found through phenomena. I looked around. 
I saw many beautiful and lovable people. I 
saw, also, many repulsive and unlovable. I 
saw many who were evidently just as fond of 
whiskey and tobacco as they could be, and at 
the same time be tolerated in good society. I 
heard no end of gossip and scandal.

I found lots of bigotry and ignorance. I 
saw forms of mediumship that would unmake 
more Spiritualists than it could possibly make.

I could hardly stir away from my tent with 
out being button-holed by some crank with a 
message for me from Jesus Christ, or the sun 
angel.

Though my joy was beyond description, I 
was by no means clear as to how to order my 
future life.

Even after I had given in my testimony to 
the truth, I had many troubled thoughts as to 
devoting my\life to this cause.

Could I give up old friends? Could I be 
willing to be numbered with the insane? Could 
I preach Spiritualism, and, at the same time, 
be perfectly free and progressive?

In looking around for help and guidance, I 
was led to Mrs. Kimball who had given me the 
most inspired and spiritual thought, as well as 
convincing phenomena.

She had summoned me to this work of spirit 
ual teaching like the voice of a god.

She seemed to be the embodiment of spirit 
ual truth and power.

I presented her all my doubts and questions. 
They dissolved in her presence like mist before 
the sun. She told me how she healed the 
sick in body and mind, and inspired many at 
a distance to reform and purify their live*.

I heard from the lips of many people how 
they had been redeemed from almost every 
form of iniquity by her inspired teaching.

She gave me sensible and rational solutions 
to the many difficulties I found in the various 
orders of mediumship.

She gave me books, and told me of the work 
done by the Theosophists in India, and the 
authors of the “Perfect Way,” in London.

I saw at once that Spiritualism was only the 
first fruits of a great harvest of spiritual life and 
power, and that much of its phenomena - were 
the fruit picked from the tree long before it 
was ripe; and so, instead of being good for food, 
simply gave people a kind of spiritual colic.

Attracted by her interpretations, I sought 
her presence often.

Before I knew it, the poisoned tongue of 
scandal was busy with our names.

I stood on the platform and rebuked it, and 
you might have seen it wriggling like a serpent 
out of sight.

From many different sources of communica 
tion from the unseen world I learned that we 
were ordained to work together.

A thousand unseen hands seemed to point 
us to one goal. Flad I been false to this I 
should have been compelled to reject the light 
altogether.

I said, let us work together as comrades. 
Let us combine our forces for the greater good 
we can achieve.

We saw that offense must come thereby, but 
woe unto them by whom it comes.

We saw, moreover, that this is also God’s 
plans. It is by contrast of night with day that 
we value the light.
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It is by contrast of purity of thought and 
purpose, with impure thoughts and lives that 
purity wins.

Scandal would, no doubt, make many a 
dainty meal with our reputations, but it had 
better gorge itself with 'imaginary than real 
offences.

We knew that such had been the fate of 
Madam Blavatsky and Col. Olcott; of Anna 
Kingsford and Edward Maitland; but even thus 
the world is saved. It puts its sins on the 
innocent, and then by the contrast of purity 
with impurity sees its own.

PROSTITUTION.

I have been charged by the chairman of the 
Executive Committee of prostituting the plat 
form of the Metropolitan Temple with my 
Theosophical utterances. Now, prostitution is 
selling one’s self for gold.

I have twice left a secure competency for 
absolute uncertainty, rather than so sell my 
self. W hile an Agnostic, I sacrificed my own 
financial prospects, because I was not for sale. 
Since I have been in the Spiritual field, I have 
again injured myself, financially, through my 
devotion to the more advanced interpretations 
of Theosophy. On my first return to Boston, 
after being convinced through phenomena, that 
life has its spiritual side, I was greeted with 
packed audiences. In my first lecture, I an 
nounced myself a Theosophist, as well as 
Spiritualist. At the first mention of this 
word many fled as though they feared Iwas 
about to inocculate them with the small-pox .or 
leprosy. Since I have been in San Francisco, 
I have been constantly advised that it would 
pay, financially, to withhold all mention of 
Theosophy. I have steadily refused to do so. 
Whoever, therefore, says I have prostituted the 
platform, lies. I never yet sold myself, and, 
so help me God and all good angels, I never 
will.

INCARNATION.

“We have existed from all eternity; and hence 
do not begin existence when the body is ushered 
into this life. A man is not derived from a 
door because he enters the house thereat. A 

mother is only a door through which we enter this 
life. We may have some peculiarities of form, 
expression, disposition, etc., which she or the 
father may have, but this proves nothing. All 
humanity are similar to each other, in every 
respect; and have, or are liable to have, the 
same misfortunes or diseases. Besides, many 
children are as different from parents as from 
other people. It seems to us that we derive 
strength from the food we eat. But all the 
power we get comes from the harmony of the 
body, which harmony digests that taken into 
the stomach, and assimilates the air we breathe, 
the water we drink or the light which shines 
upon us. Our inner self is connected with the 
Infinite, the source of all life, all power, 
and all good; and our exterior self with that 
which stimulates or coaxes out that which is 
within us, lying in a darkened or nascent state. 
But inharmony closes the inner door through 
which life comes, and food taken into the 
stomach of such has no life in it, and cannot 
impart any. All the happiness that we can 
have comes from health; which comes from 
harmony.

“To leave a part of our natures unused pro 
duces inharmonious action, which is disease. 
This is evil. There is no other evil in exis 
tence but this. Nothing else brings pain or 
sorrow and weakness. There are none weak 
but the inharmonious. There is no noxious or 
malarious air, no poisons, no deadly serpents, 
nor accidents for him who has the “Kingdom 
of Heaven” or Harmony complete and entire 
within himself.

“And this idea is corroborated by the expe 
rience of every person who has developed 
clairvoyance; for the angels appear subjectively, 
i. e., from within. They are all there where 
God resides, in the human soul.

“All that we need is there, with bands of 
angels to minister to us, bringing sweet, rare 
flowers, and harps breathing sweetest melodies 
playing always before us, not before any God, 
but Us. For he who enters into the “King 
dom of Heaven” is a God, and angels minister 
unto him.”—A B. Dowden “Mind Cured3

In confirmation of Mr. Dowd’s thought, on 
this subject, we have seen many cherub and 
seraph souls, and held them in our arms, 
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months and years before embodiment in 
matter, beautiful soul mothers accompany them 
and never sever the bond that unites and 
relates them to the soul of the child, no matter 
how dense the shadows around the little physi 
cal form—or how imperfect life’s fruit is. They 
are Light, and illumine the physical body, as 
the sun does our planet, if we live naturally in 
harmony with our fourfold nature. There are 
soul mothers here whose love environs these 
cherub babes—clothes them with elements that 
prepare the way for this outermost court of our 
Father-Mother’s Home, a new embodiment in 
matter. Such children are always Seers, 
mediative, open doors into those upper cham 
bers of the earth where our wise ones are ever 
in council. A. K.

LEAVES FROM MY LIFE BOOK.

I was a somnambulist from my earliest re 
membrance. Awoke often in the night stand 
ing in the dark, conscious of having had “such 
a lark” with invisible children. One of them 
was always a nut-brown, forest maid, “ Me- 
nonita” or “Silver Light” as she is now named 
by my invisible Master. She grew up with me, 
and so shared her tastes with me that I was 
frequently costumed in scarlet, with as many 
bright beads on me as could be put on and es 
cape my dear mother’s notice. I was never 
quite happy unless I had a scarlet or 
“Turkey red” costume. She was ubiquitous 
then as now, would reveal the contents of let 
ters, important business correspondence writ 
ten in distant cities to my mother, and always 
correctly. From the moment they were writ 
ten she knew all about them. I would get up 
and go down stairs the darkest nights and tell 
mother, and recall it all as a dream in the 
morning. When I had lessons to learn that 
puzzled and taxed me she would learn them 
and recite them in the class while I knew noth 
ing of them. She could so readily blend her 
soul with mine she did much of my lesson 
learning. I could see evil, disease and false 
hood as through a glass in all natures, and had 
not learned how the world hates truth so never 
concealed it and in consequence was always in 
hot water.

My dear mother could not understand such a 
child so consulted the clergyman who visited 
us, who always declared I was the daughter of 
Satan and must be punished to release me 
whenever I had such “spells.” This she had 
not the heart to do, as a sleeping child was 
scarcely responsible she thought, but still she 
felt in some way this Satanic influence must be 
driven out, so she gave me cream of tartar and 

jailop almost weekly until I was twelve years 
old to expel the devil.

I speak of these experiences in order to call 
the attention of mothers to the importance of 
understanding the psychic laws which underly 
them. Many such children are coming into 
the world at the present time. If rightly un 
derstood and trained these gifts might be made 
of untold value to the world. They are the 
windows through which the stars of heaven 
shine into our dark night of materiality. They 
are the instruments which, when rightly tuned, 
might report to duller ears the sweetest music 
of paradise. In olden times when the children 
of earth and heaven, the mortals and the im 
mortals, communed often together, such chil 
dren were received with royal honors. They 
became the sybyls and chief oracles of the tem 
ple. Wars and dangers of all sorts were often 
avoided by their soul prescience to feel and re 
port the shadows of coming events. The story 
of the White Lotus, commenced in this num 
ber will give some idea of the value once set on 
these spiritual gifts. It will also show how they 
were destroyed by a corrupt and selfish priest 
hood. The present priestly class is alike op 
posed to such powers because they well know 
that all such are the true priests, and that if 
these gifts should ever be generally recognized 
at their true value the mask would be torn 
away from their sham and make believe.

It is our work to help mothers understand 
and rightly educate such children, aud so we 
invite correspondence with any one whose 
household contains such treasures. a . k .

A REMARKABLE CURE.

I called on Miss S. B., at 26 West Sixteenth 
street, New York City, one morning in June, 
in 1881—had never seen her before—found 
her unable to speak, and her friend told me 
shq was voiceless, every summer, for three or 
more months, suffering much pain in the throat 
and chest all the time. Dr. Flint, the cele 
brated lung doctor had said she could not be 
healed—must go to the mountains and bear it 
as long as she lived, which would not be long. 
She was preparing herself to go, but with a 
heavy heart. I felt in a moment I could cure 
her, so asked her to permit me to put my 
hands on her chest. She passed into a back 
parlor, undid her dress, and I laid both hands 
on her throat, while my whole soul was uplifted 
in prayer that she might be healed. In a 
moment she almost screamed, “Ohl can talk,” 
and has never lost her voice for one hour since. 
The doctor said, when asked what cured her, 
“It is one of those strange psychic experiences, 
I know they happen, how I know not.” a . k .
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SOUL PRESCIENCE.

I was at the California State Camp Meeting, 
June 12th, 1885, and attended the medium’s 
meeting, giving Psychometric Readings, from 
gloves, watches, etc., handed me from entire 
strangers in the large audience. Dr. Hudson, 
of Stockton, handed me a watch, I saw a 
black cloud approaching him and some ter 
rible calamity that would befall him in the 
near future. It made me so uncomfortable I 
gave him his watch, saying, I don’t want to in 
terpret it further, but be on your guard against 
accidents the next few days. He returned to 
his home that day, the next, while leading a 
colt, it threw him down, trampled upon him, 
so mangling his leg that it had to be amputated.

A. K.

OUR LETTER BOX.

Mv De a r  We l l -Wis h e r : Yo u  have deeply 
impressed me, your kindness has touched my 
heart and filled my eyes with tears. In this 
world man cannot speak frankly, man cannot 
praise heartily, man cannot express his grati 
tude, without a charge of flattery or exaggera 
tion; but, dear friend, believe me, when I say 
that you and Mrs. Kimball are rare examples 
of humanity and sympathy. God bless you 
both. Go pa l  Vin a y a k  Jo s h e e .

De a r  Sis t e r  a n d Fe l l o w  Pu pil  o f  t h e  
Ma s t e r : Yo u  kind letter from East Oakland, 
Cal., reached me during absence from home, 
and to-day I received prospectus of the Gn o s t ic . 
All hail to the new light from the Occident 
which is destined to reflect and add lustre to 
the light from the Orient that has illumined 
the souls of the mystics of all ages. You have 
my ardent psychic force and desire for success 
in this new enterprise, and I trust the congen 
ial influence surrounding you will aid in 
development of soul power and light sufficient 
to draw many up to your standard and altitude.

Yours fraternally, 
G. G. Wit c o mb .

June Sth, 1885.
Mr s . Kimb a l l —De a r  Ma d a m: The pros 

pectus of the Gn o s t ic  was duly received with 
pleasure. I hope and trust you will make it a 

success. Tell Mr. Chainey to keep up good 
courage, for, to reach that he is in pursuit of, 
costs trials and tribulations, but when once 
obtained is priceless.

I suppose you are aware of the meeting in 
Paris yesterday. We had a friend come in 
last eve and a representative of the Luxors 
came to us and made himself known as did 
also our friend J. C. Street. He came into the 
room in a silvery cloud, and then took on shape 
and form, and our friend, who had met him, rec 
ognized him at once and he bowed in recognition. 
He gave us no message, but the other party 
did—I only speak of this that you may know 
we are still alive. Yours Truly,

 T. D. Pe a s e .

De a r  Fr ie n d : Your lectures are doing a 
good work. I notice they are eagerly looked 
for by subscribers here. I’ve heard from most 
of those at a distance whose names I sent. 
They are all well pleased. There are only three 
Spiritualists on the list. Among the others 
was a long-faced old Presbyterian who sub 
scribed, I knew, just because he disliked to 
refuse. I had known of him ridiculing Spirit 
ualists, calling them humbugged fanatics. I 
met him the other day and what do you think 
he told me. Said he liked the lecturesand in an 
tendertone, to my greater surprise, informed me 
that he had a private circle in his home and 
got manifestations. Another one, a very good 
man but one of those stubborn materialists 
who scoffed at Spiritualists says he enjoys the 
lectures very much, wants to investigate, and 
would like to become a Spiritualist, adding, 
“Chainey is able and honest, and there must 
be something in it. So it goes. The seed 
you are sowing is taking root and will bear 
fruit. S. M. C.

De a r  Sir  : Ever since my first reading of 
your lecture delivered at Cassadaga last year, 
I have had a strong desire to write to you and 
welcome you to the uplands of our spiritual phi 
losophy. And later, your letter to Mr. Ingersoll 
seemed to make me personally acquainted with 
you. But I have never obeyed my inclination 
until now, when it seems quite fitting that I 
should add to my words of welcome to our 
faith, a most cordial welcome to the Golden 
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State and to our spiritual rostrum in San Fran 
cisco.

Of all persons in the world, I would have 
chosen you to minister to my dear people dur 
ing my absence, and for whom, did circum 
stances require it, I would willingly abdicate 
my throne in their warm and generous hearts ! 
Your coming is most opportune and I feel cer 
tain you will do a great and needed work. You 
have what I am lacking in—culture of the high 
est order; I am crude, and only an imperfect 
instrument in the hands of a higher power. At 
times I despair of ever doing a great work, and 
nothing but the continual assurances that I am 
“ doing them good ” keeps me in my place be 
fore the public. To be a spiritual teacher in 
the highest sense is to occupy the proudest po 
sition on earth. Only a few are worthy or 
have the gift, and love of doing good is the best 
inspiration, the most perfect guide. I believe 
you have this—and I rejoice in your intellect, 
your enthusiasm, your grace—God and good 
angels help you to realize our fairest ideal ! 
I trust your stay in California may be of great 
benefit to yourself and all who hear you, that 
my people will turn their angel side to you as 
they ever have to their “little minister.”

Sincerely yours, 
El iz a b e t h  Lo w e Wa t s o n .

De a r  Sir  a n d  Br o t h e r  : I have to thank 
you for your lectures which I have read with 
pleasure. I have no criticism of your plans to 
make, and hope they may all mature and 
come to good fruiting. You have a splendid, 
fiery spirit of zeal and enthusiasm ; its potency 
is great; it needs no urging ; it is its own spur 
and stimulus.

I admire this enthusiasm, and am glad to 
know how much it has already accomplished. 
Guided aright, it cannot fail of much higher 
accomplishment of loftier goals in the future.

I should be glad to see established such a 
publication as you propose.

You have my best wishes and cordial sym 
pathy in all your efforts to discover and dissem 
inate Truth. Your love of Truth is a magnet 
to attract and disclose it to yourself. Let wis 
dom guide your endeavors to attract others to 
it, and teach you that few there be who can

bear to look upon the naked, blessed truth—so 
that its due and discreet drapery becomes your 
aim and object on all occasions. The veil of 
Isis stirs not by the hand of others than adepts 
in Theosophic arts, and illuminatti in the divine 
w is d o m, whose practices are those of the Magi, 
the Mysticsand Occultists, till the development 
of the psychic sense brings the soul to seer 
ship. Sincerely and fraternally yours, 

El l io t t  Co u e s , F. T. S.

Ge o . Ch a in e y , Es q .—De a r  Fr ie n d  : Re 
plying to your favor of the 2d inst., would say 
I firmly believe that you wou-d meet here the 
encouraging response your advanced ideas so 
richly merit. I cannot help but think that the 
Mormons settled in these valleys for a purpose, 
the outcome of which I have watched and 
waited for these many years. I came here in 
1859, a young boy full of enthusiasm, fully be 
lieving that I had found the straight road to 
eternal life, remaining with the church until 
Spiritualism, now some eight or ten years ago, 
led me into broader fields of thought. The 
Mormons are all anxiously looking for a “De 
liverer ” to come, according to promise, but, 
such a one, taking their word for it, must come 
through their regularly constituted priesthood.

Just now the United States Government is 
pressing the polygamy question. Pressure from 
without must come to help settle this much 
vexed question and destroy those delusive hopes 
of the people in their present rulers who have 
been, and are still, ruling the honest-hearted 
and unsophisticated with an iron rod of super 
stition. May it not be Theopsophy that will 
step in and make a peaceful solution of this, to 
many, of our legal luminaries, “ monstrous 
problem.” Yours sincerely,

Fr e d . C. An d e r s o n .

My  De a r  Mr . Ch a in e y : Your letter is re 
ceived. I had read “ your new venture into 
journalism ” before these copies reached me 
that you have just sent. I could have seen you 
and listened to your lectures in Chicago on 
several occasions but did not care to do so. I 
never could tell why you or Ingersoll had the 
heart to try and destroy the people’s hope un 
less you had a better hope to offer them. I 
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gained a truer appreciation of your motives 
when I read ‘'Why I became a Spiritualist,” 
and the desire to give you the loving clasp of 
true-hearted fellowship came to me for the first 
time.

I see from your writings that you are an hon 
est soul, guileless of prejudice ; a gigantic baby, 
truthful and innocent, and these are the quali 
ties of the gods. The world already acknowl 
edges your intellect, so 1 will not speak of that. 
But even if you were a hundred times less in 
tellectual, your possessing the traits I have 
named would shove you up the plane to the 
encompassment of all there is—in other words, 
to the making of a god.

Now, I’ll tell you, I don’t like “liberals.” 
They are the most illiberal of all human beings. 
They have encased themselves in an eternal 
vacuum, and are swearing that the atmosphere 
does not exist. Their theory of nothingness 
cannot stand. Their position is a sort of tran- 
sitorial resting place—gloomy as the desert of 
Sahara, and as unproductive—lying between 
the old death in life, religious creeds, and the 
universe of the new that is opening upon us. 
Brave, loving, innocent souls only tarry here 
for a night, but many remain to perish. I was 
there once myself, but not long. One breath 
of the hopeless influence of the place was 
enough for me. I backed out. “The old 
creeds are better than this,” I said. Then I 
felt my way cautiously around this awful place, 
and the angels guided me.

The doctrine of n o t h in CiNESS, as I call it, 
can never find a lodgment in the hearts of the 
people. Thank God the people are too loving 
to entertain it.

Wishing you the greatest success, I subscribe 
myself most affectionately,

Your Sister,
He l e n  Wil ma n s .

“Arcane knowledge misapplied is sorcery, 
beneficially used, true magic or wisdom. Races 
of men differ in Spiritual gifts as in color, stat 
ure or any other external quality. Among 
some peoples seership naturally prevails, among 
others mediumship. Some are addicted to 
sorcery, transmit its rules of practice from gen 
eration to generation, with a range of psychical 
phenomena more or less wide as the result.”— 
H. P. Blavatsky, F. T. S.

PROGRESS.

Let there be many windows in your soul, 
That all the glory of the universe 
May beautify it. Not the narrow pane 
Of one poor creed can catch the radiant rays 
That shine from countless sources. Tear away 
The blinds of superstition; let the light 
Pour through fair windows broad as truth itself 
And high as God.

Why should the spirit peer 
Through some priest-curtained orifice, a’d grope 
Along dim corridors of doubt, when all 
The splendor from unfathomed seas of space 
Might bathe it with the golden waves of love? 
Sweep up the debris of decaying faiths; 
Sweep down the cob-webs of worn-out beliefs, 
And throw your soul wide open to the light 
Of Reason and of Knowledge. Tune your ear 
To all the worldless music of the stars, 
And to the voice of nature, and your heart 
Shall turn t • truth and goodness, as the plant 
Turns to the sun. A thousand unseen hands 
Reach down to help you to their peace-crowned 

heights,
And all the forces of the firmament 
Shall fortify your strength. Be not afraid 
To thrust aside half-truths and grasp the whole.

—Ella Wheeler.

TO THE STRAW IN THE HORSE-CAR.

Once you waved in fields of beauty, 
’Neath the arch of blue,

Now you come to do the duty 
Men have given you.

Oh, how sweet the breath of spring v as 
As it kissed each blade,

And the white clouds drove across you 
Drifts of sun and shade.

And beneath the smile of summer, 
How you rustled then,

As the mower caire and cut you 
For the use of men.

And to-night, when cold and tired 
Of the throngs I meet,

I espied your nodding plumage 
Lying at my feet.

How I thanked you for the pictures 
That you gave to me,

Of your billowy, blooming beauty, 
Lovelier than the se .

Though men trample on your sweetness, 
I remember still.

Let them thoughtlessly deface you, 
Soil you if they will.

Memory shows me all your beauty 
That you used to wear, 

And I never can forget it, 
Though down-troddenn there.

—Edith L. Willis.
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NOTES AND NEWS FROM THE 
FIELD OF WORK.

The Carrier Dove is the only distinct Spirit 
ual journal published on the Pacific Coast. It 
is well edited by Mrs. J. Schlesinger and 
should have the cordial support of all earnest 
Spiritualists. The last number contains a full 
report of our lecture “ Through Day to Night 
and Night to Day.”

Gopal VinayakJoshee, is a native of Bombay 
India, from whom we print a note in our letter 
box. Mr. Joshee is a gentleman and scholar, and 
most interesting lecturer and conversationalist 
on the manners, religion and social customs of 
his native country. We earnestly commend 
him to the sympathy and co-operation of all 
Liberals, Spiritualists and progressive people.

The Harbinger of Light of Melbourne, 
Australia published by W. H. Terry, is one of 
the best Spiritualist journals that comes to our 
table. The last number contained our lecture 
“ Through Day to Night and Night to Day.” 
Each number bears evidence of great activity 
in the investigation of spiritual and occult 
phenomena by our brethren at the Antipodes. 
When we came to California it was under the 
expectation of taking the steamer this month 
for Australia. Though at present we are com 
pelled to postpone this visit, we hope to 
make it before long.

As soon as our Journal is thoroughly estab 
lished so that we can leave the business man 
agement in other hands—edit it through the 
post-office—we contemplate a voyage around 
the world, for the express purpose of investiga 
ting and studying Spiritual phenomena. The 
present interpretations of these manifestations of 
power from the invisible side of life are by no 
means satisfactory. To many who have placed 
implicit confidence in them they have been 
both deceptive and destructive. Reminding 
us of the reflection of Hamlet. “The spirit that 
I have seen may be the devil, and the devil 
hath power to assume a pleasing shape; yea 
and perhaps out of my weakness and my 
melancholy, as he is very potent with such 
spirits, abuses me to damn me.” Surely we 
all need grounds more relative to reason and 

common sense than the prevalent ideas con 
cerning these phenomena by th'e majority of 
professed Spiritualists. We therefore propose 
to make this tour of the globe, and study this 
subject far and wide for the benefit of our 
readers. The results of our investigations will 
be published in the Gn o s t ic , and in book form 
on our return, under the title of “Adventures 
in Ghostland.” The first chapter of this month 
will begin in Gn o s t ic  number two and contain 
the result of personal experiences with our San 
Francisco mediums.

From the reports in the Truth-Seeker, Charles 
Watts and S. P. Putnam seem to have carried 
on a vigorous and successful campaign in the 
interest of the Liberal League, or proposed 
American Secular Union. We have often 
admired the infinite variety and freshness with 
which friend Putnam has clothed his reports. 
He seems to be as wealthy in flowers of speech 
as California is in those of nature. Every 
sensible man or woman must wish them good 
speed in their work of demanding justice and 
equal rights for every form of religious opinion, 
through the total seperation of Church and 
State. We wish them all joy and success in 
their work, and hope that the time will come * 
when they will widen out their gaze so as to 
sweep the entire horizon of human thought and 
feeling.

When traveling with Mr. Watts, we often 
heard him him make this statement: “There 
are several hundred different religions. For 
the sake of argument suppose* we say there are 
one hundred. The Christian rejects ninety- 
nine, I go him one better and reject the whole 
hundred.”

I would change this and say: I accept the 
whole hundred. Religion is essentially one in 
all its many forms. The need of the age is 
not the triumph of either, or denial of any one 
faith over all others, but the harmony and 
reconciliation of all, through finding out their 
essential and rational truth. This is to be 
found through our subjective or spiritual fac 
ulties revealing the esoteric truth that is hid 
den like a sweet nut within the hard shell of 
the exoteric or external dogmas. The Icono 
clast is doing good by cracking open some of 
the shells. It is true sometimes he strikes so 
hard as to smash the nut. Still the starved 
heart within his own breast will feed on the 
fragments and teach him hereafter to strike to 
open and save, rather than to crush and destroy.
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Soul-Cure and Science of Health
Mr s . An n a  Kimb a l l , Psychometrist, 

Seer and Soul-Cure Healer, treats all 
disease successfully, at her home or at 
any distance. She also gives lessons 
in the Science of Soul-Cure and de 
velopment of Latent Psychic Facul 
ties—either Oral or Written.

Classes in other cities can arrange, 
at reasonable rates, for written les 
sons.
Send for Circular for testimonials and 
charges.

1003*4 Broadway, Oakland, Cal.

Monroe Conservatory of Oratory.
FACULTY.

U. W. EMERSON, M. D., Principal. Professor of Phi 
losophy of Expression; ^Esthetics, Physiology and Hygiene of 
the voice ; Oratorical and Dramatic Action ; Art, History and 
Literature.

HENRY N. HUDSON, A. M., Professor of Shakespeare 
and Standard English Authors.

L. ALONZO BUTTERFIELD, Professor of Bell’s Method 
of “ Visible Speech and Articulation.

REV. W. R. ALBER, Lecturer on Literature and Ex 
pression.

THEODORE D. WELD, A. M., Lecturer on Dramatic 
Art.

REV. .1. T. DURYEA, D. D., Sources of Power in Ora 
tory.

S. AUOUSTA MAYO, American Poets.
MARY A. BLOOD, SILAS A. ALDEN and FLORA H. 

AVERILL, Assistant Teachers.
For further particulars address the Principal, 13 Pemberton 

Square, Boston, Mass.

PROF. W. C. ZIEGLER,
474 13TH St ., Oa k l a n d , Ca l ., 

Is ready any time to administer health 
and happiness to the sick and to keep 
the well from becoming sick, at his 
Sanitarium, where you can receive 
steam, hot air, or electric baths, inhale 
magnetic air, and tone up the system 
with exercise on the health lift.

We cheerfully recommend Prof. 
Ziegler’s institution as we have re 
ceived great benefit from the combined 
use of his baths, magnetic air and 
health lift. Ge o r g e Ch a in e y .

A. F. Me r r ima n . A. F. Me r r ima n , Jr .

A. F. Merriman & Son, 
DENTISTS.

Garfield Block.—Reception Room, 1; Operating Rooms, 26, 
29 and 30. Northwest corner Tenth and Broadway, Oakland, 
California.

Office and Residence, 521 Eleventh Street.

II. Bowman, 
DRUGGIST AMI APOTHEGIRV, 

 And Dealer in-----
Perfumery and Toilet Articles,

951 Broadway, Cor. Ninth St. Oakland.

Excursion.
A select party will leave Oakland 

for the East on July 16 and 30—going 
3d class, under the charge of a relia 
ble person.

For further particulars inquire at the 
Overland Ticket Office,

950 Broadway, Cor. 9th street, Oak 
land, California.

C. E. Eliot. D. L. Campbell.

Tlie Henry House,

ELIOT & CAMPBELL,
Proprietors.

462 NINTH STREET,

Bet. Broadway and Washington, Oakland.

Mrs. M. E. Ayers,

PSYCHO - MIGWIG, POTM.
581 Seventeenth St.,

The Photographer.
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Th e  Tr u t h =Se e k e r , 
The Largest Free-Thought Journal in the World 

Published Weekly at $3.00 per Year.
E. M. Mc Do n a l d , Editor.

C. P. So me r b y , Business Manager.

ST The Truth-Seeker is the enemy of superstition, 
and the friend of humanity.

WRITE FOR SAMPLE COPY.
ADDRESS, 33 CLINTON PLACE, NEW YORK CITY.

Th e  Ne w  Th o u g h t .
A vigorous, eight-page journal devoted to Spiritual Philoso 

phy and to general Religious and Political Reform. Published 
every Saturday at Maquoketa, Iowa, by Moses Hull & Co.

Thel^ew Thought is a quarto containing 24 wide columns of 
interesting matter written by its editors and correspondents on 
the various phases of true Spiritualism and General Reform, 
and printed on heavy tinted paper.

Te r ms  o f  Su b s c r ipt io n —One Year, $1.50; Six Months, 75c.; 
Three months, 40c.; Single Copies. 5c.

The New Thought will be sent to new subscribers on 
trial three months for 25 cents, a sum which barely covers the 
expense of blank paper and press-work.

Address all communications to MOSES HULL & CO., Ma 
quoketa, Iowa.

THE CARRIER DOVE.
“Behold I bring you glad tidings of great joy.”

The Carrier Dove is edited and published monthly at 
854.} Broadway, Oakland, Cal., by Mrs. J. Schlesinger. 
Subscription price, One Dollar a Year.

It is the only Journal on the Pacific Coast devoted 
exclusively to Reform and to the Spiritual Philosophy.

Th e  Ne w  Er a .
A Semi-monthly Spiritual paper published at Grand Rapids, 

Michigan, by
Da n ie l  G. Ga r n s e y , Editor and Proprietor,
Mr s . C. H. Hin c k l e y , Associate Editor.

Su b s c r ipt io n , in  Ad v a n c e —One Copy, per Year, $1.00; One 
Copy, Six Months, 50 cents.

We shall strive to make the New Era so clean and pure in its 
tone that it will be read by old and young with pleasure and 
profit. Our contributors are among the best writers in the 
State. Shall make it pre-eminently a State paper. Sample 
copies sent free on application.

Spir it  Vo ic e s .
A new monthly Spiritual Magazine, of 32 pages.

Ge o r g e  A. Fu l l e r , Editor.
Mr s . G. Da v e n po r t  St e v e n s , Associate Editor.
Dr . Ja me s  a . Bl is s , Business Manager.

Terms, invariably in advance, $1.50 per annum. Single 
copies 15 cents. Advertisements inserted at ten cents per line 
each insertion, average seven words to the line, brevier type. 
Special rates for continued advertisements for three, six or 
twelve months. Address,

JAMES A. BLISS, Business Manager,
121 W. Concord St., Boston, Mass.

MRS. J. J. WHITNEY,
OF OAKLAND,

CLAIRVOYANT TEST MEDIUM,
PARKER HOUSE,

1122 Market Street, - San Francisco, Cal.

PRIVATE! SITTING, $1.00.

MRS. BUTLER SEIP, 
TEST BUSINESS MEDIUM 

AND PSYCHOMETRIST.

Personal Trance and Test Readings Tuesdays, Thurs 
days and Saturday Evenings.

234 O’Farrell St., San Francisco, Cal.

Th e  Ro s t r u m .
A. C. COTTON, Editor and Publisher.

A Fortnightly Journal devoted to the Spiritual Philosophy, 
Liberalism, and the Progress of Humanity. Terms of Sub 
scription—One Dollar per annum in advance; six months, 50 
cts; three months, 25 cts. Specimen copies sent free. All mon 
ey orders and remittances must be made payable to A. C. Cot 
ton, Vineland, New Jersey. Advertisements solicited.

Call on or write A. C. Cotton, for the purchase or renting of 
real estate in Vineland, Rosenhayn, or anywhere in South Jer 
sey, including the watering places, Holly Beach and Sea Is 
land cities, at Rostrum Office, opposite Post-office, Vineland, 
N. J. Properties booked free of charge.

Notes and Queries,
WITH ANSWERS.

A serial Magazine of Literary, Scientific and Historical mat 
ters, gathered from “many a quaint and curious volume of for 
gotten lore,” interesting and instructive to both professors and 
students, teachers and pupils. It is multum in parvo. Com 
menced July, 1882. Volume I, completely indexed, 320 pages, 
in numbers, sent to any address on receipt of $2.10. Bound 
volumes, $3.00. Subscription price, $1.00 for 160 pages a year. 
Sample copies furnished. Address,

S. C. & L. M. GOULD,
Manchester, N. H.

LIGHT FOR THINKERS.
Published Weekly at Atlanta, Ga.

G. W. Ka t e s , Editor. A. C. La d d , Publisher.

TERMS OF SUBSCRIPTION:
One Copy, One Year, - - - - - $1 50

“ “ Six Months, 75
“ “ Three Months, - 40

Five Copies, One Year, to One Address, - - 6 00
Ten or more Copies, One Year, to One Address, each, 1 00 
Single Copies, 5 cents. Specimen Copy, Free.

Light for Thinkers is a first-class Family Newspaper of eight 
pages, devoted to the dissemination of original Spiritual and 
Liberal thought and news. Its columns will be found to be 
replete with Interesting and Instructive Reading.

All remittances should be addressed and money orders made 
payable to A. C. La d d , Publisher.

All other communications should be addressed to G. W. 
Ka t e s , Editor.
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THE SPIRITUAL OFFERING.
A Large, 8-page, Weekly Journal, Devoted to the Ad 

vocacy of Spiritualism in its Religious, Scien 
tific and Humanitarian Aspects.

COL. D. M. FOX, Publisher.
D. M. & NETTIE P. FOX, Editors.

Ed it o r ia l  Co n t r ib u t o r s .—Prof. Henry Kiddle, 7 E. 130th 
St., New York City; Prof. J. S. Loveland, San Bernardino,Cal.; 
■‘Ouina,” through her medium, Mrs. Cora L. V. Richmond, 64 
Union Park Place, Chicago, Ill.

Among its contributors will be found our oldest and ablest 
writers. In it will be found Lectures, Essays upon Scientific, 
Philosophical and Spiritual subjects, Spirit Communications 
and Messages.

Te r ms  o f  Su b s c r ipt io n —Per Year, $2.00; Six Months, $1.00; 
Three Months, 50 cts.

In remitting by mail a P. O. Money Order on Ottumwa, la., or 
Draft on a Bank or Banking House in Chicago, Ill., or New 
York, payable to the order of D. M. Fox, is preferable to Bank 
Notes. Single copies 5 cents, to news dealers 3 cents, payable 
in advance, monthly or quarterly.

Ra t e s  o f  Ad v e r t is in g —Each line of nonpareil type 15 cents 
for first insertion and 10 cents each subsequent insertion. Pay 
ment in advance.

The circulation of the Offering in every State and Ter 
ritory now makes it a very desirable paper for advertisers.

Address, SPIRITUAL OFFERING, Ottumwa, Iowa

Devoted to the Statements of Mental and Spiritual 
Phenomena.

“Pledged but to truth, to liberty and law, 
No favor sways us, and no fear shall awe."

SINGLE COPIES, 10 CENTS; $1.00 PER YEAR.

Published Monthly by the Facts Publishing- Com- 
pacy, No. 9 Bosworth Street, Boston, Mass., P. O.

3539-
Wholesale and Retail Agents—Colby & Rich, Pub 

lishers of the Banner of Light.

Mind and Matter.
A Weekly, Independent, Liberal Journal devoted to 

the advocacy of General Reform and Progress.
A specialty is the uncovering of the mysteries of al] 

Religions -Christianity included— by the light of His 
tory and the revelations of ancient spirits.

J. M. Ro b e r t s , Editor and Publisher, 
Burlington, N. J.

Subscription Price, $2.00 per Year, in advance; $1.00 for Six 
Months, 50 cents for Three Nonths.

THE SOCIAL DRIFT.
A LIBERAL, INDEPENDENT PAPER.

A. B. WOOD, Managing Editor.
Published every Sunday Morning, Office on 2nd St., 

Miller’s Steam Laundry Building, Muskegon, Mich.
SUBSCRIPTION PRICE:

Per Year,
Six Months, ----- 
Three Months, ----- 
Advertising Rates made known on application.

Golden Throne.
By SAMUEL P. PUTNAM.

Author of “Prometheus,” “ Gottlieb,” and “Ingersoll 
and Jesus P

A Radical romance of pioneer life, delineating the virtues of 
natural humanity as opposed to the hypocrisy of a supernatur 
al religion; crowded with incident and full of progressive ideas 
and the poetry of the future.

PRICE $1.00.

WHY DON’T HE LEND A HAND?
AND OTHER POEMS.

By S. P. PUTNAM, Author of “Ingersoll and Jesus,” 
“Prometheus,” “Golden Throne,” “Waifsand 

Wanderings,” “Problems of the Uni 
verse,” etc., etc., etc.

Co n t e n t s —“Why Don’t He Lend a Hand,’’ “The Golden 
Age,” “The Ideal and the Real,” “Not Dead but Living,” 
“Fruition,” “ Hope,” “Thomas Paine,” “Nature’s Gospel,” 
“Address to Deity,” “Give us Light,” (Holdreth’s poem often 
recited by Charles Watts).

PRICE 10 Cents. Address,
THE TRUTH-SEEKER OFFICE,

33 Clinton Place, New York.

The Boston Investigator.
The Oldest Reform Journal in Publication.

Price $3.00 a year, $1.50 for six months, 8 cents per 
single copy.

Now is your time to subscribe for a live paper, which 
discusses all subjects connected with the happiness of 
mankind. Address,

J. P. MENDUM, Investigator Office, 
Paine Memorial, Boston, Mass.

The Watchman.
An Eight-page Monthly Journal, devoted to the interests 

of Humanity and Spiritualism.
Published by Boston Star & Crescent Co.,

1073 Clifton Park Ave., Chicago, Ill.
HATTIE A.‘BERRY, Editress and Manager.
ARTHUR B. SHEDD, Assistant.

Terms of Subscription, in Advance—One Year, $1.00; Clubs 
of Ten, $8.00; Six Months, 50 cents; Single Copies, 10 cents. 
Sample Copies Free.

The New York Beacon Light.
An Independent Semi-monthly, Spiritual Journal giving Mes 

sages from our Loved Ones in Spirit Life, and containing mat 
ter of general interest connected with Spiritual Science.

Free from Controversy and Personalities.
Te r ms o f  Su b s c r ipt io n —$1.00 per Year, 50 cents for Six 

Months, 5 cents per Copy, Postage Free. Sample Copies Free.
All Communications and Remittances should be addressed to 

Mi;s. M. E. Williams, Editor and Publisher, 
232 West 46th St., New York City.

THE WOMAN'S WORLD.
Yearly Subscription, $1.00.

HELEN WILMANS, - - Ed it o r .
Address, Staats Zeitung Building-, Chicago.

Send for Sample Copy.
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The Theosophist.
A monthly Journal devoted to Aryan Philosophy, Art, 

Literature and Occultism.
CONDUCTED BY

H. BLAVATSKY.
Annual Subscription, - - - $5.00

Apply to the Manager, Theosophist Office, Adyar, 
Madras, India; or to this Office.

The Golden Gate.
A Weekly Journal of Reform, devoted to the Elevation 

of Humanity in this Life, and a Search for 
the Evidences of a Life Beyond.

J. J. Ow e n , Editor and Proprietor.
Mr s . J. J. Ow e n , Assistant.
R. B. Ha l l , General Agent and Solicitor.

Te r ms —$2.50 per annum, payable in advance; $1.50 for six 
months.

W' All letters should be addressed,
GOLDEN GATE, 21 Montgomery Ave., 

San Francisco, California.

MIND CURE.
The Mind Cure and Science of Life, Published on the first of 

each month by PROF. A. J. SWARTS, at 425 West Madi 
son Street, Chicago, Ill., is a Scientific Magazine, of special 
interest to the afflicted and to every Reformer. It has very 
able contributors, among whom are the most distinguished 
authors on the Mind, on Disease, and on Psychic Laws. It is 
an able exponent of the Mental or Metaphysical Cure, as its 
Publisher is a good Teacher of the same.

Per Year, $1.00; Six Months, 50 cts.; Single Number, 10 cts 
Can supply back numbers, except October and November, 1884

The Occult Magazine.
A Monthly Journal of

PSYCHICAL AND PHILOSOPHICAL RESEARCH.

Monthly, Price ijd.; or Per Annum, is. 6d., Post Free.
H. Nisbit & Co., 38 Stockwell St., Glasgow.

To stimulate and satisfy the desire for information upon sub 
jects of a Psychological nature, it is desirable to place the Oc 
cult Magazine on the tables of Reading Rooms, in Clubs, Me 
chanics’ Institutions, etc.: and when such consent is obtained, 
the Editor will post copies for public use for is. annually. We 
hope that many of our friends will assist in this direction.

THE OCCULT WORD.
A Monthly Journal Devoted to the Interests of the 

THEOSOPHICAL SOCIETY, 
and for the Dissemination of Oriental Knowledge.

Per Annum, - $1.00.
PUBLISHED AT

No. 40 Ambrose Street, Rochester, New York. 
By  MRS. JOSEPHINE W. CABLES.

Banner of Light.
The Oldest Journal in the World devoted to the

SPIRITUAL PHILOSOPHY.

Issued weekly at Bosworth Street (Formerly Montgom 
ery Place), Boston, Mass.

COLBY & RICH, Publishers and Proprietors.
ZSAAC B. RICH, Business Manager.

LUTHER COLBY, Editor.
JOHN W. DA Y, Assistant Editor.

Aided by a large Corps of Able Writers.
The Banner is a first-class Family Newspaper of eight 

pages—containing Forty Columns of Interesting and 
Instructive reading—embracing 
A LITERARY DEPARTMENT.
REPORTS OF SPIRITUAL LECTURES.
ORIGINAL ESSAYS—Upon Spiritual, Philosophical and Sci 

entific subjects.
EDITORIAL DEPARTMENT.
SPIRIRIT-MESSAGE DEPARTMENT.
CONTRIBUTIONS by the most talented writers in the World. 
ETC., ETC.

TERMS OF SUBSCRIPTION IN ADVANCE.

Per Year,....................................................... $3 00
Six Months, - - - - - - -150
Three Months, - -- -- - 75

POSTAGE FREE.
In Remitting by Mail a Post-office Money Order on Boston, 

or a Draft on a Bank or Banking House in Boston or New 
York City, payable to the order of Colby & Rich, is preferable 
to Bank Notes. Our patrons can remit us the factional part of 
a dollar in Postage Stamps—ones and twos preferred.

Advertisements published at twenty cents per line for the 
first, and fifteen cents per line for each subsequent insertion.

Subscriptions discontinued at the expiration of the time paid 
for. _

Specimen Copies Sent Free/AUG
The List of Books and Engravings given as Premiums to 

subscribers will hereafter be printed every other week, in 
stead of weekly as heretofore.
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Assortment of

SPIRITUAL, PROGRESSIVE, REFORMATORY
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Among the authors are Andrew Jackson Davis, Hon. Robert 
Dale Owen, Dr. James M. Peebles, Henry C. Wright, Giles B. 
Stebbins, D. D. Home, T. R. Hazard, William Denton, Rev. 
M. B. Craven, Judge J. W. Edmonds, Prof. S. B. Brittan, Al 
len Putnam, Epes Sargent, W. F. Evans, Kersey Graves, A. B. 
Child, P. B. Randolph, Warren S. Barlow, J. O. Barrett, Mrs. 
Emma Hardinge Britten, Miss Lizzie Doten, Mrs. Maria M. 
King, etc.

Any book published in England or America, not out of print, 
will be sent by mail or express.
Catalogues of Books Published and For Sale by CO LB Y 

& RICH sent Free.

THE FREE-THINKERS’ MAGAZINE.
H. L. GREEN, Editor and Publisher.

SALAMANCA, NEW YORK.
Published bi-monthly. Single copies, 25 cents; $1.50 per year. 

The l ist number out is a very valuable one. Send twenty-five 
cents in postage stamps and it will be forwarded to you.
THE FREE-THOUGHT DIRECTORY.

Mr. Green is preparing a Fr e e -t h o u g h t  Dir e c t o r y  in 
which he desires to publish the name and address of every out 
spoken Free-thinker in the United States and Canada. Send 
your name and address and five two-cent postage stamps, and 
they will appear in the Directory. Or, if you prefer, send 25 
cents for the next number of the Free-thinkers' Magazine and 
your name and address will be inserted f r e e , and, if you de 
sire, he will send you a certificate of membership in the N. Y. 
S. Free-thinkers’ Association.

Address, H. L. GREEN, Salamanca, N. Y.



Ou r  Bo o k  Sh e e r .
We give below some of the best books on Spiritualism, Occultism, Theosophy and Freethought. All 

.books furnished at publishers’ prices and sent post free. Address all orders to the Gn o s t ic , Oakland, Cal.

A Buddhist Catechism,Col. H. S. Olcott, P. T. S t oo 
Agrippa, H. C., Life of, Morley, (2 vols.) ... 2 50
Ancient Mysteries Described, Hone ................. 2 00
Animal Magnetism, Gregory................................. 2 00
Ashburner’s Notes and Studies in Animal Mag 

netism and Spiritualism ............................... 2 00
A Strange Story, Bulwer Lyttoi............................ 1 5°
Beauties of the Occult Sciences, White...............  2 00
Behme’s Complete Works with Plates, (4 vols.). 35 00 1 
Beyond the Gates, Elizabeth Stuart Phelps.........  1 25
Bhagavad Gita, Translated from the Sanscrit.. . 1 75 j
Buddhism, T. W. Rhys-Davids.......................... 1 50 |
Craig’s Pook of the Hand.................... ,............... 2 00
Curious Things of the Outside World, Jennin s.

(2 vols.) ..........................................................  6 00 ;
Davie’s Practical Mesmerist................................. 1 5°
Debatable Land, Robert Dale Owen .................  2 00
Defence of Modern Spiritualism, A. R. Wallace. 25 
Demoniacs of the New Testament, Farmer .......  1 50 !
Divine Law of Cure, Dr. W. F. Evans................ 1 50 ‘
Ecce Veritas............................................................ I 25
Eleusinian and Bacchic Mysteries, Tayh 1 ........ 3 00 ’
Elixir of Life............................................................ 50 ,
Esoteric Buddhism, Sinnett.............  1 5°
Experimental Spiritualism, Allan Kardec ........ 1 50
Fragments of Occult Truths, Nos. 2108, pet set 

of 7............................................................ 1 25
Free-Masonry, Preston’s Illustrations. . . ,....... 1 75
Great Harmonia, A. J. Davis. (5 vols.) each. 1 50 j 
Guide to Astrology, Raphael, (2 vols.)................ 2 00 ;
Hints on Esoteric Theosophy, No. 1  ................. 50 j
Hints on Esoteric 'Theosophy, No. 2 ................. 50 i
How to Mesmerize, C'adwell........... .  ........... 50 I
Isis Unveiled, H. P. Blavatsky, (2 vols.)............ 7 50 
Leaves of Grass, Walt. Whitman......................... 2 00 .
Light on the Path, M. C................. 50 j
Lilly’s Life and Times............................................. 2 50 !
Live Lights and Dead Lights, Jennings............. I 50 
Man, Some Fragments of Forgotten History, 

'Two Chelas of the 'Theosophical Society. . 2 00
Manual of Psychometry, Buchanan..................... 1 5°
Mental Cure, Dr. W. F. Evans ......................... 1 50
Mental Medicine, Dr. W. F. Evans..................... 1 25
Michelet’s Witch of the Middle Ages, English

Translation......................................................  2 00
Modern American Spiritualism, E. H. Britten.. 1 50 j 
Mona Singh, D M. S............................................ 75'
Moral PZducation, Buchanan ............................. 1 5°
Nir. Isaacs, Marion Crawford................................ 1 50 j
Nature’s Secrets or Psychometric Reseat cho, 

Prof. Denton............................................ 1 75
Nineteenth Century Miracles, E. BL Britten.... 1 00 
Occult World, A. P. Sinnett................. ’............ 1 00
Old 'Truths in a New Light. Duchess de Pomar

and Countess of Caithness............................. 2 00
Oriental Religions, Johnson, (2 vols.)................  5 00 i
Palmistry.................................................................. 75
Paradoxes of the Highest Science, (Unpublished 

writings of Eliphas Levi).......................  

Pearls of Faith or Islam’s Rosary. Edwin Arnold 2 00
People from the Other World, Olcott.................  I 00
Placidus de Titus, Primum Mobile....................... 2 60
Blanche* te or The Despair of Science. Epes Sar 

gent ....................................................... 1 25
Plea for Urania.................  1 5°
Primitive Mind Cure, Evans............................... 1 5°
Principles of Nature, A. J. Davis....................... S 3 50
Progress and Poverty, Henry George., ................ 1 00
Proof Palpable of Imortality, Epes Sargent........ 1 00
Ptolemy’s Tetrabiblos, Wilson........................... 2 50
Radical Discourses, Wm. Denton........................ 1 25
Reichenbach’s Researches on Magnetism, Elec 

tricity, Heat, Light, Etc., in Relation to the
Vital Force...................................................... 5 00

Report of the Eighth Anniversary of the Theo 
sophical Society.............   25

Report of the Ninth Anniversary......................... 50
Researches in the Phenomena of Spiritualism, 

Crookes.................................................... 1 50
Roback’s Mysteries of Astrology and Wonders of

Magic...............................   2 50
Rosecrucians, Jennings.................................... 2 50
Scientific Basis of Spiritualism, Epes Sargent. . . 1 50
Sibley’s Astrology and Magic......................... 6 00
Simmonites’Astro-Philosopher and M teorologist 2 00
Soul of Things, Wm. Denton, (3 vols.) each. ... 1 50
Specimen Days, Walt. Whitman.................... 2 00
Spirit of Partridge............................................. 2 50
Statuvolence, Fahnestock................................ 1 50
The Coming Race, Bulwer Lytton.............. 1 50
'The Diet Cure, Nichols..................................... 50
The Divine Pymander of Hermes Trismegistus. - 00
'The Hollow Globe.................................................. 2 00
The Light of Asia, Edwin Arnold........................ 1 00
The Magus, a Complete System of Occult ; hi- 

losophy.....................................................  10 00
'The Night Side of Nature, Mrs. Crowe............... 2 00
The Origin of Man, \\ m. Denton....................... 1 00
Theosophy, Duchess de Pomar and Countess of

Caithness.......  ............................................. 5 00
Theosophy, Religion and Occult Science, ('ol.

H. S. Olcott, P. T. S................................... 2 00
The Perfect Way................................................... 5 00
The Perfect Way in Diet, Dr. Anna Kingsford.. 1 00 
'The Principles of Light and Color, Babbitt . . 4 00 
'Therapeutic Sarcognomy, Buchanan ................. 2 00
The Religions of India, Barth............................. 5 00
'The Rosy Cross, Dowd......................................... 1 50
'The Star, Ebn Shemaya ................................  1 50
The Theosophist, Vol. I........................................  6 oc
'Thoughts on the Metaphysics of 'Theosophy . . 75
Townshend’s Facts in Mesmerism....................... 2 00
'Transcendental Physics, Zollner........................... 1 50
Whatever Is Is Right, Dr. Child.............  1 00
Zadkiel’s Grammar of Astrology......................... 2 00
Zanoni, Bulwer Lytton..........................................  1 50

Any Book in print will be procured and sent on 
;.pplication.




