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December 31st, 1898.
IO EACH BEADER.

Much gladness and sorrow, and false friends and true, 
The old year now dying has brought unto you— 
And roses and dead leaves, and grey skies and blue.
But the sweetest and dearest of gifts he has brought, 
Were the true friends who uttered or echoed your thought, 
And whose sweet tones of friendship with comfort were fraught.

The New Year is coming—will greet us to-morrow,
But whatever he brings ns of trial Or sorrow,
God grant that from friendship we comfort may borrow.
May the New Year now dawning bring fond friends and true, 
And wiedom and patience to me and to you ;
And the grace to do better—the best we can do.

—Kate Tatdor-Robinson.

Tweed Grange House, Whalley Bange..

—-------- ♦----------

Only a Face, But----- ?
By J. J. Morse.

Death and myself !
The weary watching was done. The flame no longer 

flickered, it was extinguished. I looked baok on the years that 
were gone ; leafy lanes, pleasant fields, the yellow sands of the 
sea shore, the subdued light of pleasing woodland aisles—the 
dreams that make youth and early manhood so full of hope and 
promise; the surging tides of strenuous manly life, and tho 
love that sanctified all ; the ever sweet question, and its always 
memorable answer—that little yes ! that makes earthly heaven 
sure, the mantling blush of loveful pride, the flush of which 
makes the universe roseate with a never-dying beauty ; . the 
swiftly gliding days before the sound of marriage bells, the happy 
hour of the orange blossoms, and the golden days when love is 
love. Memory conjured them all up again, but now—death and 
myself !

The scroll lengthened, and days and weeks rolled up into 
months and years. Toil there was, hard days and anxious 
one's, but with them a helpmeet unto all. Eyes brighter than 
heaven’s fairest stars, a smile that robbed trouble of its stihg, a 
bud that bloomed a space, and then dropped and went hence. 
The first ‘ bar sinister ’ on life’s shield. Borne was the sadness 
as but the common lot. ‘ God knew best, did He know the 
heartache ?.

Youth is self-reliant, and the roses came again, while time 
and duty healed in part the wound. Then memory recalled the 
on-rolling years, little by little success came, and with it leisure 
to think. Happiest days of life, life’s sweetest angel, a true 
companion, and ever and ever the ties that bind holding firmer 
still. I see the graces of person, mind, and soul that expanded 
as the years ran past, the tide of happy love flowing sweet and 

-full. Life was gracious, since health presided at our shrine^ 
but the loss of the blossom remained a mystery, not unmixed 
with pain, in spite of the lapse of time. Did God know best ? 
We grew to doubt it.

Memory opened her leaves still again, and cosy winter 
evenings in the quiet home, with visitors, rose before me. One, 
staid in habit, simple withal in mind and soul, a good man in 
spite of his creed, counselled with us. There was a heaven, 
man had a soul, God willed us to be immortal, death was to be 
swallowed up in victory.' Faith, hope, trust. Beyond such he 
knew nothing. He had not lost a child, and though he tried to 
answer us, alas ! he left us more than doubting.

Then came a shadow. Indistinot, impalpable, a touch of 
frost that' scarce cooled the warmth of day. Two tiny tell-tale 
spots of all too-rosy hue, a sudden catching of the breath, a 
gentle breaking of the rounded curves of health, and from one 
skilled in human ills the sad warning that the dart had sped, 
that nothing could cure its poison. Daily the shadow crept 
nearer, and two souls grew braver, if souls they were. Then 
hosts of friends with. loving sympathy, but no hand could 
stay the fate in store. Worse, no tongue said, I know. The- 
shadow deepened, the ebbing of the tide was almost spent, its 
turn was near. Alas ere it turned thè frail barque was 
oarried—where ? The mists of death were drowned in a rain 
of tears, and when the storm cleared there were left only— 
Death and myself I

I hated Death ; twice had he robbed me. He was a thief, 
and I his victim. God and His Christ I would have none of. 
Landmark had I none ; lost, lost in a world of pain and anger, 
I wandered alone and refused all comforting. None said she 
lived, though many hoped, while I insisted I must know 1 The 
green grass grew above her, flowers bloomed over her. Nature's 
pall softened the rude earth, but her flowery offerings mooked 
me ! Yet I watered both with my tears, while with pale faoe 
and set lips I mutely questioned sun, moon, and stars, getting 
no answer. In all the wide world there were only two of us— 
Death and myself I

So passed many months, and my sorrow had no surcease. 
My one hope was to pass into the mist, and hope to grope to 
where she was, if there was any—Where ! From doubting I 
went on to denying. A fierce joy came to me ; she was far, far 
too good for Hell or Heaven, better our Great Mother hold her 
for aye.

Then I prayed that I might but see her face !
But the curtains of the night parted not. The silence was 

not disturbed, no hand was outstretched tó mine. Since, I 
have learned that grief and anger shut out from our hearts 
those who stand nearest to us behind the veil ! Scornfully I 
heard of the voioes that it was said spoke from the nameless 
realm, deriding suoh things as an unwarrantable intrusion on 
the sacredness of grief unassuagoable, a pattering with a 
mystery insolulable. A nameless horror of it all to reopen the old, 
old wounds, and I pitied and loathed the thought of it. But the 
winged shaft had entered my mind, and could not be dis­
lodged. Persuaded against my judgment, alas, poor judgment, 
I .sought the comfort (?), as I derisively called it, of listening 
to the prating of the modem ghost lore, and oame to where 
it was said the dead oould be met with. The pride of prejudice 
was baulked at the onset, decorum and reason presided at the 
shrine. No mystic rites, nor gloom, nor superstitious mum­
mery awaited me. The ghost-wife was a woman, frail and fair 
to see, if ever a pythoness was, then was she a right descendant 
of the ancient cult; her shrine a simple thing of slender posts 
Covered with a slight fabric of common stuff. And there, with 
others, while we joined in a votive song, I, with them, saw a 
faoe illumined with a strange radiance float before us, from 
whose eerie lips there floated a word that will evermore 
reverberate within the reoesses of my soul, the ono word of all 
others I had most reason to remember, sinoe she had said it 
should be her token of life if, living after life, she could utter 
sound to my mortal ear.

It was no longer death and myself, it was life and my love 
for evermore 1 Only a face—but ! Ah ! What ? What 
besides ? It was an answer to years of questionings and 
doubtings. It was God and His work justified; it\was life 
vindicated, death interpreted, the challenge of the ages answered. 
Only a face, but it brought love back to life, it filled the universe 
with radiance, soothed the sorrows of mankind, broke the bonds 
of matter, and swung wide the gates of death, revealing the 
deathless union of the two worlds, twin halves of God’s great 
work. Only a face, gleaming between the bars of light that 
shut it into its own fair state. Only a face, but a revelation 
that confirmed the hope of ages, the records of the past. I carne 
bound in sneers and scoffs, I left liberated and free ! Only a 
face, but it showed me the heaven I denied, it brought me back 
the joy I deemed for ever lost. For rue I had roses, for pain 
and tears I had joy and peace, while in all the years that came 
after, I was never alone, night was as fair as day. Where the 
priest failed the ghost-wife conquered.

Old, as Time counts, weary as grows the flesh, waiting with 
a joyous patience, I run my course without complaint. The 
end is oertain, for Ihave learned there is—a where ! God does 
know best, and more, and better. He has provided a balm for 
our heartaches !

Oount me foolish, deem me deluded, speak of me as you may, 
yet this communion with the face from the life-world of the 
oversea, has blessed me beyond all price ! Only a faoe, but it 
lifted me out of the valley on to the mountain-top, and there 
will I stay.

Death whispers, I was but the other side of Life ! Now, I 
know that henceforth we shall walk side by side—life and my­
self.

A new Two Worlds penny pamphlet, containing: ‘Growth 
V. Creation,’ by Prof. Denton ; * Life’s Discipline,’ by Dr. 
Willis ; ‘ Is Spiritualism of‘ Praotioal Use ? ’ by- Mrs. Wallis ; 
‘ Man : the Interpreter and Revealer of the Divine Spirit,’ by 
Jas. Robertson ; 1 What Spiritualists Believe,’ by E. W- Wallis, 
12 for 9d, 25 for Is. 6d. 50 for 3s,
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Progress and Retrogression in 
Christian Bodies.

By Rbv. Conrad Nord. 
PENANCE.

The penitent, on making a complete confession of all the 
sine he can remember since his last confession, and being truly 
sorry for them, the priest forgives him in God’s name, saying, 
*1 absolve thee in tho-Name of Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.’

POPULAR ROMAN CATHOLIC AND HIGH CHURCH VIEW.

God alone can forgive sins,—can remit the everlasting 
penalty due to sin, but He has chosen to do so through one 
ohannel alone, namely, through His priests. Therefore, unless 
you have your sins remittod through the confessional, you are 
in danger of everlasting punishment.

Note.—Even the popular Roman Catholio and High Church 
books of devotion teach that if a man does not really and truly 
repent, but only pretends to, the Absolution pronounced by the 
prieet is not only invalid, but tends to the further damnation of 
the penitent. A few invincibly ignorant priests may teach the 
contrary, but they have no episcopal authority for doing so.

POPULAR PROTESTANT VIEW.

There is no such sacrament as this of Penance. It is an 
invention of the evil one, God alone can. forgive sins, and has 
never chosen any mere men to be the ministers or channels 
through whom His forgiveness shall reaoh the repentant sinner. 
I will allow no man to come between my soul and my God.

Note.—Protestants further accuse the Confessional of being 
a means of division between husband and wife, ohildren and 
parents ; of weakening the authority of parents, of States, and 
secular governments. They proclaim it the most insidioue weapon 
of the priest. They further allege that it is the source of 
abundant immorality and scandals innumerable. These ch irges 
are, of course, brought against what is termed auricular or 
private confession to a priest. They do not apply to publio 
confession in the face of the whole congregation. Although 
there is decidedly some truth in these charges, we must 
remember that in Roman Catholio countries it is the duty not 
only of women and children to confess everything to the priest 
(under pain of dread spiritual punishments), but also of men 
and of priests to confess all their sins to some other priest. If, 
then, a prieet has taken advantage of his position in a scan­
dalous or immoral direction, this also is one of those sins that 
he is himself in turn bound to divulge in his next confession. 
The danger of euch misuse of the confessional is thus lessened ; 
but allowing for a liberal discount on Protestant tales of its 
scandals, there still remains the possibility of misuse, which no 
doubt in lax times has sometimes been taken advantage of. 
For an impartial study of these questions, see Joseph Maocabe’s 
books on the Roman Catholio Church. He wae for some years 
in high office in that communion, but left it and has become 
organising secretary of the Leicester branch of the Secularist 
Society. He is a fair-minded and impartial writer, whose 
works convey very much more acourate information than is 
likely to be obtained by partisan Romish books òr bigoted and 
prejudiced Protestant libels direoted against Roman and Anglo- 
Catholic practices.

RATIONALIST CATHOLIO VIEW.

• In ^primitive times we'do'not find anything approaching the 
popular Romish or High Church view of this sacrament of 
penance, nor do we find any warrant for the Protestant formula 
—* I allow no man to come between my soul and God.’ There 
existed indeed a form of this sacrament, based od the feeling 
that the Church was a brotherhood, representing and en­
deavouring to actualise the ideal kingdom of God, or solidarity 
of man in God. It was argued then that religion was not only 
a private affair between' self and God, not only individualistic, 
but also communal, social—that every man in his true life 
rightly regarded was partly of a greater organism, the 
universe ; especially that crowning piece of it, humanity ; that 
every virtue was social, pleasing to God, helpful to self-develop­
ment, but also influencing the community ; that every sin not 
only displeased God and hurt the person sinning1, but also, 
injured the community. Every sin, however secret or private, 
did injury to mankind, so closely was eaoh man and his fortunes 
bound up with that of his fellows. Such advice as is embodied 
in 1 Confess your sins one to another,’ is based upon this idea of 
solidarity, as are also such scriptural expressions as * the common 
salvation,’ ‘ they without us cannot be perfected,’ and St. Paul’s 
teaching concerning the body and its members.

In confirmation we found that the true universal priesthood 
of men was declared. Now a prieet is not only an offerer, but 
an absolver.. He has not only to offer himself pro bono publico, 
but he has to heal the wounds of the sick, to bind up the broken 
heart, to be a restorer of health to the diseased. Forgiveness is 
healing by pity and love ; by kindness and mercy. The priest 
is he who forgives. He is always ‘ the priest in absolution.’ But 
the whole laity—all mankind are priests—with power of 
absolving, bound to forgive. It will be remembered that when 
Christ was accused by the Jews of forgiving sins, and herein 

usurping the authority of God, he replies not. " I, as Son of 
God, am different from men, and have power to forgive," but 
“ The Son of Man (i.e., his representative title, as representing 
man’s rights) hath power to forgive sins.”

Now, the duty of confession to man, and the power of man 
to forgive in God's name, was recognised in the early Churoh. 
The practice was for evoryono not only to oonfess their sins 
privately to God at home, but publioly and openly before the 
whole congregation to make oonfession at stated intervale. 
They confessed not only to the congregation, but also to God in 
the presence of the congregation. Then tho whole congregation, 
sometimes speaking all together, sometimes through their 
mouthpiece, the priest or presbyter, would forgive the penitents, 
in the name of Father, Son, and Holy Spirit, and assure them 
of God’s love towards those who truly repent.

To forgive—to bear no grudge against a person, but to love 
them, and overlook injuries, and by telling your forgiveness 
thereby to soften and heal the wrong in that person’s heart.

To forgive in God’s Name—(1) to remind the penitent that 
God is always Love, that He forgives always and to the utter­
most, that His attitude is always Forgiveness. (2) That as 
God’s attitude is love, so you, as a congregation, love the peni- 
tent, and forgive injuries inflicted upon you by his sin.

As time went on, people did not care to confess their mis­
deeds publicly ; it was too great a demand to make upon them,' 
when the Church or Corporation departing from its earlier love 
and zeal became less a loving unity, a commonwealth, a family 
of brothers than formerly, and when the penitent himself had 
not the same zeal as in the times gone by. It was therefore 
thought sufficient for him to present himself before the presbyter 
and confess to him, so that he might assure him of his forgive­
ness as representing the body he had belonged to and had 
sinned against. * I (mouthpiece of the whole body or society or 
church) forgive you, in the name of Father, Son, and Holy 
Spirit.’ Thus arose auricular or private confession. This is the 
rationalist-Catholic view of it. The rationalist Catholic con­
demns compulsory confession (for no sacrament nor religious 
custom should be" compulsory). He looks forward to a time 
when the churches shall once more become a true brotherhood, 
thereby making possible the restoration of public confession.

The idea that the priest has any magical power over the 
penitent, he condemns, but he sees in confession a valuable testi­
mony to the social truth of religion, as being as muoh an affair 
between oneself and one’s fellow-men or the community, as it is 
a private affair between the soul and God. In a former address 
it was shown that for this very reason the rationalist Catholic 
was bound to be a Socialist. (See ‘Humanitarian Movements.’) 
He prays to be delivered from the tyranny of the Protestant 
who insists on treating everyone as a blaokguard who has ever 
found help towards a better life in the Sacrament of Penance, 
and from the tyranny of the Papiets and High Ohurohmen who 
would make confession binding upon all men, and who attribute 
wonder-working power to the priest. God has more than one 
channel through which'the assurance of his love to men flows. 
The priest oannot alter God’s mind towards the penitent, for 
God is love always, and loves all, whether they repent or not. 
But he oan, and is bound to, assure the penitent of God’s for­
giveness, and, in the name of the Church, to pronounce their 
forgiveness or absolution, as followers of Him who told men to 
forgive not seven times but seventy times seven—that is, per­
petually and without limit. '

THE SACRAMENT OF ORDERS.

POPULAR ROMAN CATHOLIC AND HIGH CHURCH VIEW.

At the moment of consecration, the person consecrated 
becomes a prieet, with special internal grace and power bestowed 

. on him for bringing down God into the wafer, for changing 
God’s attitude from hatred to love and forgiveness, etc., ’eto. 
The priesthood is a caste with magioal powers and privileges 
apart from the rest of mankind.

POPULAR PROTESTANT VIEW.

In the Christian scheme, there are no sacrificing priests. 
Ministers are merely set apart for convenience sake to do certain 
work. They have no powers of forgiveness, of absolution, no 
power which any layman has not. They are not a separate 
caste.

RATIONALIST-CATHOLIC VIEW.

In the Christian soheme all are sacrificing priests. Some are 
set apart to do certain work for the sake of order'; but order is a 

■ very important and neoessary thing. They are set apart, not as 
a separate caste possessing any magical power, but as united 
with the whole body, representative delegates or mouthpieces of 
the Society, bound to Bet forth God before men’s eyes as the 
Absolver, as the Eternal Forgiver and Healer of sins, bound to 
pronounce God’s forgiveness, bound themselves to forgive, and 
to convey as delegates the absolution of the whole body to 
members thereof. Just as baptism testifies to the universal 
Fatherhood of God, Confirmation to the universal priesthood of 
men, the eucharist to the universal Real Presence, penance 
to the universality of God and man’s forgiveness, so the sacra­
ment of orders consecrates lay priests to official priesthood, in 
order that they may be a perpetual order of men, witnessing not 
to their own speoial powers or unique position, but to the
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who called themselves Catholics, how on the other hand they до feel temptod to cap this proverb with another, and sceptically 
originally and in reality made for progress and a true spiritual^ ■ * vs-л л- i.__л «.«ai. s— i •
religion, and that they were rationalistic and natural, not»> 

sacraments at all, and it has been contended that the outward £> 
and inward must bo linked together, and that external sensuous ж 
things must receive a spiritual interpretation, it is only along 
these primitive and reasonable lines that such benefit can 
possibly come. But the people of England prefer a religion 
which teaches them to sneer at the outward and visible, at - 
sensuous things, as being unspiritual, knowing that if they onco 
admit that the bodies as well as the souls of men were God's, 
and that our sensiferous organs proceeded from God and 
were to be dedicated through the spirit to Him, not 
only would they have to become Sunday saoramentalists, 
but they could no longer tolerate the robbery of the poor, the 
starving of their bodies, the housing them worse than horses 
and dogs—in a word, they would have to become weekday 
saoramentalists ss well, acknowledging that religion was not a 
one-day but a seven-day affair, and had not only plonty to say 
about the invisible soul, but also some very stern 
things to say about the bodies of the poor. Thoy would 
be bound, moreover, no longer to talk of religion as 
a private hole-and-corner luxury, enjoyed between themselves as 
individualists and their Maker, but as a * common or communal 
solvation,’ as a means whereby the whole community should be 
realised as God’s family on earth.

Religion would then touch some people’s pooket interests, 
so they prefer to continue year by year misquoting suoi 
texts as * God is a spirit, and they that worship Him musí 
worship Him in spirit and in truth,’ pretending to think it mean. 
that spiritual worship can only be carried on in an ugly white­
washed building, and cannot possibly be carried on amid 
pictures, clouds of incense and works of art, whereas they knov 
in their heart of hearts that some people’s worship is helped b; 
incense and hindered by bare walls, that others is helped by bars 
walls and hindered by candles and inoense, but that ‘ God is a 
spirit,’ etc., means that spiritual worship, although it may I s 
aided or hindered by sensuous environment, is ltilled by hum­
bug and cant, and money grabbing, and smug content and 
selfish respectability, whether found in an English cathedral, a 
Roman Catholic priory, or a dissenting chapel.

unnatural nor magical. If people are to be benefited by tho than is apparent on the surface.
cnnvnmonio of: oil riviri Vina linnn nnniriníiorl Inni nniwnvrl 'L'-i_ 1________ __ __ X—— — — x x____________________

sanctity and oneness of the Universe, to the Fatherhood of God,Ви Pmx/onhia I Philnennhv
to hie ever prosonco among us, to his Love and forgiveness shod® rPOVoPDlal г nllQSOpny.
abroad among all men, to Christ as representative of the soli-jS , VT„Tn„ IS TTS OWN »
darity of men, and of all that eaoh man shall some day attain to. m

At the oommenoement of this lecture, it was contended thatThis trite saying beoomes rather tantalising if one hears it too 
a study of the saoraments would show how narrow and;??} often, and some of us would prefer that our virtues and self- 
retrogressive was their treatment by both Protestants and_many,-gi denials received a more tangible acknowledgment. We may 

oxclaim, * A bird in the hand is worth two in the bush 1 ’
There is, however, more encouragement in this little adago 

‘ , Apart from tho self-com­
placency which is too apt to accompany right-doing, and which 
tends tò lower its value, there is set in motion the potent forco 
of habit whioh tho persistent following of a certain course of 
conduot confirms.

In an old book, whioh still claims our respect, there occurs 
the following : 1 In the keeping of Thy oommandments there is 
great reward.’ Hero we get the same idea somewhat differently 
expressed, the whole force and vitality of which lies in the little 
word with whioh the sentence opens. Place the emphasis upon 
that and you revolutionise the moral codo, prove virtue to bo 
lovely in itself and for itself, needing no promise of a reward to 
induce obedience to its commands. Contrast this with the 
childish craving for a reward for good behaviour, and wo seo 
how immeasurably superior is the former to the latter. ' Love 
of goodness for its own sake, for its intrinsic bounty and 
dignity, has in all ages distinguished tho few, tho many havo 
been loss disinterested, and have looked for their reward in this 
life in the approbation of their fellows, or in more material 
advantages, while others have noeded tho bribe of a promised 
blessedness in some far-off future to steer them safely between 
the world's allurements on tho one hand and their own frailties 
on the other.

That goodness is innate in same natures has been proved 
again and again. As a modern writer has said : * There are 
those who return good for evil, not from any principle of 
righteousness, but because they have no evil in themselves to 
return upon others.’ Happy are all suoh : we honour and lovo 
them, but the rest of us are more human. Tho strugglo to do 
right may be instinctive, but it is a struggle nevertheless, and 
only as we let slip the craving for a reward for right-doing 
shall we find that reward in the doing of it, when we, too, may 
look forward to being of those whose virtues have become a 
sooond nature, and thus, of a literal truth, bring its own reward.

If we consider the physical laws governing this vast 
universe, regulating the mighty forces of naturo, and tho 
equally won dor ful but less mysterious only beoause more 
familiar laws whioh. sustain and set in motion man’s physical 
structure, we find that the keeping of them brings its own 
reward in tho extended knowledge and power which ensues, and - 
in the health and happiness whioh only obedience oan ensure.

To a profound ignorance of these laws has been due in the 
past muoh of physical suffering and spiritual unrest. Plague 
and famine have again and again decimated towns whoso 
people knew little, and cared less, for sanitary precautions, to 
whom dirt was second nature and disease tho will of God, 
whioh it were impious to try to set asido. This horrible 
theory of divine government has been a stumbling block 
in the way of progress. Men have sought to propitiate 
Deity, to bribe Him, 1 Lest Thou become our enemy and fight 
against us ! ’ How this phrase in its simple direotness carries 
us back to the childhood of the human race when men’s ideas 
were crude and their conceptions of divinity wero but magnified 
portraits of themselves, a God made in their own image, with 
human virtues and more human failings, rewarding and 
punishing, opon to persuasion, partial in his favouritism. The 
world has not quite outgrown this childish conception, and as n- 
relic of the dark ages it still lingers amongst us in a modified 
form, yielding slowly but eurely to the theory that God works 
through and by laws, and that only by a comprehension of such 
and obedience to them can His will be done and man’s salvation 
be attained.

The vista which knowledge opens out is a lengthening one : 
it extends from the bounds of tho seen into the mysterious 
realms of tho unseen, and tho time may come when, as it has 
robbed many natural phenomena of their dread mystery, it may 
peer through to the spiritual, and be able to grasp much which 
now is beyond reaoh. Law will be -found to Ъе operative there 
as here, and if not before, when Death opens the gates, men an-l 
women will have a practical demonstration of tho faot, brough' 
face to face with the consequences of their own aotions—they 
will find that as they have sown here, will they reap there.

If they have deliberately starved the higher nature within 
them, and in the pursuit. of the material have negleoted the 
spiritual, no forgiveness of sins oan avert the just and inevitabh- 
penalty. They have stunted and wronged themselves, and theirs 
must be the struggle to regain what they have lost.

If by selfishness and cruelty they have injured others, again 
will it be theirs to atone. No angry God will pronounoo sontonc. 
upon them : Him they can neither injure nor dishonour, but a- 
the laws of governance have been outraged and disobeyed, they 
must from their very nature produoe their own punishment.

On the other hand, where right has been followed and lovn 
has been the impelling force, where the strugglo has been 
upward towards the light, the reward will as failingly follow. 
Motive will rank higher than achievement, the obstacles over-

‘ Household Gods.’
The title of this little book suggested the query, ‘ What are our 
Household Gods ? * The sentimentalist might reply, 1 Whatever 
helps to make life beautiful, suoh as love, sympathy, pationoe, friend­
ship, and all tho many virtues that constitute a perfeot charaoter. 
The moralist, in a despondent mood, would probably say: ‘Alas ! in 
too many oases it is money, wino, boer, tobacco, and extravagances 
and luxuries of aU kinds that oonBtitute our household gods now.' 
But on the cover is the well-known name of D. Younger, so further 
speculation is needless, for we at onoe know that the book is on the 
Bubjeot of medioine or healing. It is, indeed, a guide, and a very 
useful one, to the medioinal properties oontained in the various fruits 
and vegetables, etc., which many of us now consume in ignorance. 
All who have a wish to live rationally and wisely should study it. 
Doctors try to cure us when we are ill, but they don’t often tell us 
how to live-in order to avoid illness. That would not pay. But by 
dieting ourselves and making our food our medioine we may, by these 
natural means, often avoid the necessity for doctor’s medioina and 
pills, and the consequent bills.

To those afflicted with rheumatism or dropsy, for instance, what 
a help to know that water, in whioh Asparagus has been boiled, is an 
excellent drink, and made into soup by the addition of lentils, very 
health-giving. * To those of a gouty tendenoy, we вау, “ Eat plenty 
of Asparagus ; but above all, drink the water in whioh it has been 
boiled.” ’ Oelery\also has the same beneficiai effect.

Medioine taken by means of the food has the advantage'of being 
palatable, which can’t always be said of ‘ dootor’s stuff.* * Dates 
stewed in milk make an excellent food for invalids, particularly the 
aged or persons of sedentary habits.* In Persia dates are considered 
a neoessary of life, and * when the Shah left his oountry to visit 
Europe, some of his wives who had been detailed to aooompany him 
took alarm on hearing that no date trees grew in the countries he 
proposed to visit, and refused to take the journey, evidently feariDg 
they might be starved to death.'

Here is a reoipe for * a healthy pastry,’ and not only healthy, but 
something quite new : * Take some Jaffa oranges, peel and slioe them 
into a dish, cover the first layer with sugar and grated kernel of coooa- 
nut to about half an inoh, then another layer of orange slices, then 
grated ooooanut, with sugar to taste, until it is five or six inches 
thiok ; cover closely and let it stand six or eight hours, when it is 
ready to gladden the heart of the epioure.’ Food fit for angels ; in 
part of the United States this food is often oalled * angel’s food.’

What oould we wish for more than to have our medioine trans­
formed into ‘ angel’s food ’ ? W. (Ilfracombe).

We hope our readers will help to make the Two Worlds a 
household word, by giving it to friends and talking about it.
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oome will count in the result and in the increase of happiness, 
in the wholesome influence thrown off, and in the blessed 
consciousness of an at-one-ment with the Divine, will virtue in 
this life, and as surely in the next, be its own * great reward.’ 

______________________ E. Fitton.

Impressions.
By Thos. Cheswobth.

Lucian’s voice came down to me, but only as a tremor in 
sunlit waters.

There was music outside. It oame from the Opera House, 
which I had been vaguely contemplating through the foliage 
interposed between its columns, ooronae, and flower-buried 
promenades, and the baloony where I reclined. The streets 
below were filled with sunshine and drowsy human life ; a cloud 
of insects hung in the air above me, with a low, multitudinous 
hum that blended somehow with the scent of invisible roses ; I 
was lulled into a repose of the senses that would have been 
perfect but for the musió. They were playing Tannha/user ; 
and my self-gratulatory dream of peaoe quivered on faint waves 
of harmony, pulsing with supreme expression of the inevitable 
pain of life.

Inside the open window, a few feet from Lucian and his 
easel, stood the model, an Italian girl of twelve years. She 
was straight as the cypress, with red lips and fearless black eyes; 
dressed in an Eastern costume, her black hair held in a circlet 
of gold coins that shimmered at every moment. Her face was 
pure and beautiful and wild, like a forest flower; yet her eyes 
were windows of the soul in which passion loves to enthrone 
herself ; and they seemed to look out remotely even now upon 
dim visions of things warm, and lawless, and strange.

She was pure now. Voluptious beauty of the Oriental 
dancer, the whirling figure, the flash of eyes and of soft, white 
bosom; these were things to be dreamed of as they lay 
imprisoned in the ioy, innocent peace of childhood.

Murmuring voices from the street, the indeterminate hum of 
human life ; and a heartbreaking cadence of music from the 
theatre on a warm, flower-scented breath. What singular fate 
had set them side by side, this child and this man ? There he 
sat, handsome, it is true, in his own, way, and young so far as 
years go, yet with a face dry and hard, and eyes fascinating like 
a serpent’s, as with centuries of soured wisdom. He had a soul, 
it seemed, for he created beautiful things ; but he held it firmly 
in a bony fist. And the tinge of earth and the taint of flesh lay 
upon all his work, like a garment. The world had whispered 
its incantation over him and turned him into its own shape ; the 
dew-sprinkled lark that rose in the morning of his life, it had 
transformed into a keen-eyed wary old fox.

Formless tones were droning somewhere in hollowness ; they 
hung suspended, still droning : then suddenly a sentence flashed 
upon my inner dimness :

1 In three seoonds your cigar will bum your Angers.’
I opened my eyes. The model had vanished, and Lucian 

was turned from his easel, smoking a cigarette and watching me.
* Did you speak ? ' I asked.
* I dismissed the girl ' exactly four minutes ago, and since 

then I have spoken to you three times. Once more—I am 
under promise to call upon Heidenmauer at four o’clock ; if you 
care to come, I think you will find it as diverting a mode of 
killing time as any until six o’clock.’

I rose upon my elbow with something like a thrill, for at six 
I was to dine tète-à-tète with Mdlle. Colombié, a pretty and 
charming danseuse, to whom Luoian had introduced me.

* Heidenmauer ? ’ I said.,
* Ah, you do not know him. Nobody does. He is one of 

those singular people who repose on the thorns of a voluntary 
martyrdom, and pretend to think they have a bed of rose- 
leaves. He paints like an angel, has been hung in the Salon, 
and people glance at his work and pass on. He refuses, if you 
please, to prostitute his genius and paint the marketable. He 
deals with the bouI; he is a mystic; he follows the ideal, and 
see where it leads him—he is forced to live like a sparrow, poor 
devil, among mouldy frescoee and falling plaster, in a place 
beyond the Casino. People do not love the, soul; they do not 
understand the soul ; and they don’t want to. The body, the 
senses—these are what they demand and worship and buy ; and 
for my own part I quite agree with them.

* Perhaps you are right,’ I said.
* I am indeed right,’ he' responded, without warmth, whioh 

he rarely showed on any subject. * And the world is right, for 
it knows its needs. You know that I am modesty itself, or I 
might attest the accuracy of my opinion by pointing to my own 
success. I take facts as they stand, as I have learnt them ; I 
take human desires and instincts as they manifest themselves. 
It is a very simple affair. Instinctive appetites are towards the 
one or two physical facts of life ; that is the natural law ; and 
who shall subvert natural laws and instincts ? This is what 
these enthusiastics propose to themselves. They wish to move 
the world with a lever resting on nothingness. For the “ abstract 
truth ” they profess to hold and teach is nothingness. There is 
no such thing, there never was any such thing as abstract truth. 
Truth is particular ; it is a man’s personal experience ; and no 
truth exists outside what the individual lives and sees, Will 
you try a cigarette ? ’

I took^one, lighted^it. Lucian ’did the same, and veiled 

himself in a curtain of smoke, through whioh I could seo his 
fine, oynical, birdlike eyes softly contemplating me.

1 Life,’ he said, * has taught me this. If it is wrong, life is 
wrong. But life is not wrong ; it is right for those who road it 
well and use it and are content.’

I could not help observing, * The outlines of a single figure 
show through your philosophy.’

* Myself ! True—for self is the centre of all rational philo­
sophy, as well as the law of life, and nature, and the universe, 
so far as we know it. Nothing is accomplished in life or nature 
without self-protection, self-oonoentration, self-development. 
As I have just hinted, we have the proof at hand. We will take 
two types, of which your humble servant shall figure, for the 
moment, as one, and our friend Heidonmauer as the other. I 
need not demonstrate to you that one of us is king in a secure 
domain of luxury and beauty and admiration ; tho other hides 
in one corner of a mouldering palazzo, drifts through an ignoble 
existence of poverty and all its mean, hateful, and degrading 
accompaniments, and at last, in all likelihood, dies in a public 
hospital.’

- I could find no response ; still, beneath my logical conviction, 
I was conscious of a faint disgust. It was gone in a moment. 
The image of Colombié rose throbbing on my vision, and wa s 
somehow the support and the justification of all that my friend 
had formulated.

He had pulled out his watch, and was saying, ‘ It is just a 
quarter to four. Do you care to see our personification ? It is 
a purely formal visit. I met him yesterday, and he would have, 
my promise. I should add that he is in the early stages of 
matrimony,’ said Luoian with a smile, * and it may be worth 
your while.’

I yawned and rose, and forth we went into the streets. We 
were in the carnival season, and the quaint crooked streets were 
thronged with people, chiefly women, and the languid air 
seemed full of the sense of them, and of warm red lips, and soft 
lustrous eyes. Many glances from dark eyes followed us, for 
my friend (I need not say) is striking and handsome, his 
countenance expressing the quiet conscious force, and his figure 
the genteel strength, for which women lose themselves. But 
-Lucian was insensible. He talked, and his talk has always so 
muoh charm that our arrival at the villa in which Heidenmauer 
had ensconsed himself took me somewhat by surprise.

We passed through a vaulted and gloomy porch into the 
eohoing hall, where isolated statues lay broken beside their 
pedestals, or stood half obliterated in the fine debris whioh the 
unseen fingers of ruin everywhere accumulated, and where one 
or two pieces of mosaio art shone out with singular freshness 
against the dark, sombre, dust-laden melancholy of their sur­
roundings. The grimness of the palace itself by no means 
prepared me for the appearance of the court around whioh (as 
is usual) it was built. A fountain, centuries silent (so it seemed) 
stood in the centre, festooned with creepers. But the whole 
court was absolutely blazing with flowers. Flowers, flowers, 
flowers of almost every description ; I do not believe I ever saw 
so many together before. I was so impressed 'by the transition 
from the soulless and mouldering house to this bower of taintless 
beauty, that I was for a moment oblivious of its human 
oooupants, and the birds with whioh they were surrounded.

I did not need to be told that I was in the presenoe of 
Heidenmauer and his young wife. About the man at least, after 
Luoian’s description, there could be no mistake. He seemed to 
have been feeding the birds, pigeons, and doves ; their eager, 
palpitating bodies glanced in the sunshine as if they peoked the 
crumbs at his feet. Just at the moment of our entrance, the 
woman was approaohing him silently from behind while he 
watched the birds, as if to crown him by surprise with a garland 
of flowerB whioh she held in her hand, her childish face and 
eyes brimming with laughing expectancy.

I looked at them. I took in their figures and faces, and the 
birds and flowers and sunshine, and the peace and innocence 
and purity of it all. Above all, the countenance of the' man 
fascinated me ; it was the countenance of one who walked with 
angels. At the same instant, a picture of Colombié and Lucian 
and the life they signified rose in a red glow, within me, then 
dissolved In a see of self-loathing. I felt my physical nature 
cling about me like something cold and slimy ; and putting an 

- impulsive hand upon my companion’s arm, * You will pardon 
me, Lucian,’ I said, * I must withdraw.’

Passed to the higher life on November 25,1898, Samuel Gibbons, 
ofDudley-road, Birmingham. He had for years suffered with bodily 
weakness. His passing on to the other life was most peaoeful. He 
was one of those true Spiritualists whom all who knew were glad to 
converse with. A hearty shake of the hand and a * God bless you * 
was his greeting. Our sympathy goes out to the bereaved ones of his 
home, but their consolation is in the faot that their loss is his spiritual 
gain.

Passed to the higher life, Arthur Edward Thompson, who was 
drowned whilst bathing at Belgaum, Madras, 3rd Nov., 1898 ; son of 
J. 0. Thompson, late of Hull, and member of the London Spiritual­
ist Society. Mr. Thompson, sen., it is needless to remark, is one of 
those soldiers in the ranks of Spiritualism who knows no fear, but 
will proolaim the golden gospel of Spiritualism both in season and 
out of season. Muoh sympathy is felt for him and his family on 
acoount of the temporary loss of their son in the prime of 1“^'
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A Peace Sunday Protest.
At the Froe Christian Churoh, CroydoD, the Bev, J. Page 
Hopps preached a plain-spoken sermon on the late excessive 
adulation of the successful fighter. He said :

It is a dark day for us ; and the men of peace will just now 
be like * one crying in the wilderness.’ In the present tempor of 
the people of England, or, rather, of the people in high places 
and in the money market and Pall Mall, but little can be done. 
We must wait till Ed gland is sober. But we can keep the 
flag flying.

The most sorrowful fact of the hour is the insane glorification 
of the man who managed the slaughter (it was not a fight) in 
the Soudan. Grant that it wae necessary. Why go into 
frantic raptures over it ? A hanging may be necessary, but we 
do not meet the hangman at the railway station, shriek with 
delight, invite him to the Guildhall and Balmoral, present him 
with a jewelled rope, and gloat over the nasty details of his 
business.

It is, unfortunately, too plain that vast multitudes positively 
revel in the fighting instinct, and glory in the men who do the 
odious work of bloodshed. It only shows that we are but half 
through the process of evolution, and are still saturated with the 
blood of the beast.

Even Nonconformist ministers got hot with the prevailing 
‘scarlet fever.’ Mr.Hugh Price Hughes went into ecstacies over 
that unnecessary Lancers’ charge. Even a Unitarian minister 
in his Church, thanked God for the effectual slaughter,—the 
murder by machinery of 20,000 men. I repeat, thero was no 
real fighting. It was sheer grinding out of doath, at a distance ; 
and then the newspapers and our leading speakers wrote and 
talked of it as a wonderful viotory, whioh covered England with 
glory ! One leading paper wrote of ‘ the nation still trembling 
in its thrill of joy at the splendid achievement of Sir Herbert 
Eitchener and his gallant army.’ But there was no oall upon 
anyone for gallantry. AU they had to do was to stand still and 
grind.

Does any reasonable person believe that royal, aristooratic, 
financial and army and navy England, ‘thrilled with joy' 
because a humanitarian work was done in the Soudan ? Does 
any clear-minded person really believe that on humanitarian 
grounds Guildhall feasted and Balmoral opened its arms ? Does 
anyone believe that Kitohener was mobbed by dolirious adorers 
at the Stock Exchange because he had emancipated the 
oppressed ? No ! but it was what wo oall * tho instinct of 
Imperialism,’ which is, for the most part, the instinot of the 
the marauder, whioh made us ' thrill with joy.’ The ory 
‘-From Cape Town to Cairo ’ tolls the honest truth. We are 
going to steal Egypt, just as we stole Burmah, just as wo stole 
India, just as we tried to steal the South African Bepublio, but 
we are not honest enough to say so.

I repeat ; grant its necessity—there is nothing to boast about. 
In faot, it was simply a one-sided slaughter, and the less wo 
boast about it the better. Is it not shocking to glorify these 
mon for it—to yeU with dolirious joy over it ? How much 
higher was Mr. Gladstone’s immortal saying on a similar occa­
sion : * They are entitled to our compassion for the nature of 
the duties they* have been caUed upon to perform.’ Never 
forget that I—and then think of our screaming congratulations, 
and the odious revelling of our menin their disgusting work.

Here is an officer writing of a previous battle :
It was a fine sight ... we eat down, smoked, and watched 

the show through ourglasses.
Passages like that by the score could be given, showing how 

these fighting men positively revel in their bloody work ; and 
the people at home, to a perfectly shocking extent, revel in it, 
too. It does not matter where it is—in India, in Matabeleland, 
in Bechuanaland, in Natal, in the South Afrioan Republic, in 
Burmah, in Egypt (whon it suited us to bombard the Egyptians), 

' in the Soudan (when it suits us to pretend to defend the 
Egyptians), in challenging France, we are never loth to 
welcome a fight, and to gloat over the details of it.

The newspapers were not content with telling us once or 
twice all that it was necessary to know about the Soudan 
slaughter, but for about ten days they dished up ghastly details. 
What for ? . Simply beoause people liked to revel in them. 
And even now, look at your Christmas annuals and piotures 1 
See with what hideous incongruity they celebrate the advent of 
* The.'Prinoe of Pèace ’ I

, I agree with one sane pen whioh wrote : * It is with a shook 
o.f horror that we have witnessed the outburst of ferocious joy 
with which large numbers of Englishmen received the news of 
this ¿estival of Lyddite shells and machine-guns. We challenge 
any seine man to attempt to realise that battle-field, and then to 
stand up in God’s daylight and say that it is good.’

Why then is the successful slaughterer singled out for suoh 
exultant blessing and honour ?’

But I turn with some hope' to the great event of the year,— 
the Tsar’s bid for pause in this mad and hateful business : for, 
even though there may be sinister designs behind the proposal, 
that proposal has been made, and the dangers of war have beon 
plainly set forth by one in the very highest place. The argu­

ments, too, in favour of his proposal are now on record : and 
these arguments are such as carry conviction with them, to those 
who are free to think. One true English statesmen, at least, 
has given his solemn testimony in favour of the Tsar’s appeal.

Mr. John Morley said, in memorable words :
Everybody must ardently hope that tho Tsar’s beneficent 

proposal may be pressed forward. It is easy to say, * There are lions 
in the path.' Difficulties will come in sight soon enough, and one— 
the most obvious of them—is undoubtedly formidable. Statesmen 
will be judged by the determination and resource with whioh they 
show themselves ready to face these difficulties. The Tsar’s projeot 
may fail, but I am bound to think that publio men and political parties 
in this country will be stamped now and in history by the more or 
less of their zeal and vigour in promoting its success.

It is a great consolation to-day to believe that these wise 
words, after all, express the true sentiment of the England that 
will endure.’ __ ___________ ________

A Visit to the Mass Meetings
in Philadelphia.
By E. W. Wallis.

Philadelphia is called * the city of brotherly love.’ A great many 
quakers live there, and it is the most English looking of all the places 
we have visited. It is also oalled ‘ the’city of homes,’ as there are 
many thousands of small houses suitable 'for the workers, many of 
whom become possessors of their domiciles on the instalment plan of 
payment—the rent going to purchase tho property. We started, Mrs. 
Wallis and I, last Monday, about 8 in the morning, and arrived at 
Philadelphia at 6-10 p.m. On the way, when near to Now York, 
the train was run upon a huge ferry boat, and for an hour we steamed 
down the Harlem river, and obtained a good view of the dooks and 
shipping, the ‘ sky-soraping ’ buildings in New York, and of the great 
Brooklyn Bridge, whioh we passed under. The splendid proportions 
of this remarkable structure oan best be discerned from the river, and 
by an official document, recently published after a most thorough 
oxamination, I find that it is deolared to be absolutely safe—as sound 
as the first day it was opened. Arrived at Philadelphia we were most 
cordially reoeived by Mr. B. B. Hill, and heartily weloomed at the 
hall by Mrs. Hill and Mrs. Oadwallader, and by Captain Keffer, the 
president of the first association, and an old friend whom I enjoyed 
meeting on my last visit.

The opening sor vices of the mass meeting, on'Sunday, despite 
a heavy storm of wind and rain, had been very suooessful. Mrs. 
Longloy, sec. of the N.S.A., and Mr. Colville, Capi. E. W. Gould, 
and Mr. A. Gropme, were the principal speakers, and enjoyable 
sessions had been held Monday morning and afternoon. In the 
evening a grand reoeption and entertainment by the Lyceum and 
Y.P.S.U. and a newly-formed Band of Meroy was given to a crowded 
audience. Tho platform was most tastefully decorated with purple 
and white drapery, ribbons, and flowers. A good progamme was 
gone through, Mrs. M. E. Oadwallader presiding in her usual able 
manner. The most marked features of the evening were the fine 
reading of the poem, * Book me to Bleep, mother,’ by Mrs. Lillian 
Beid Heasley, illustrated by very effective pantomimic representation 
by a number of her pupils. The ohoir afterwards sang the familiar 
ballad under the вате title, tho young ladies using appropriate 
gestures as before. An allegory, written by Mrs. M. E. Oadwallader, 
descriptive of a visit of ministering spirits to earth, and the lesson it 
teaohes, was ably presented, tho characters being well sustained 
throughout, that of * Mother ’ by Mrs. Oadwallader, and the child 
and the spirits of Life, Love, Fame, Sorrow, • Duty, and Death, by 
members of the Lyceum and Y.P.S.U. The sentiments expressed 
were very fine, and muoh Credit was due to the young ladies for their 
intelligent aoting. Mrs. Cadwallader’s magnetio powers had full 
play in the part of the mother, and the charm of her voice and 
manner was felt by all. She has kindly promised to permit us to 
print this allegory in the Two Worlds, for the benefit of the Lyceums. 
It would; we are sure, be gladly weloomed by the conductors. An 
address of welcome to visitors and guests, with speoial references to 
the representatives from Great Britain, was heartily applauded and 
suitably acknowledged by both Mrs. Wallis and the writer.

On Tuesday, three'sucoessful sessions were held at .which addresses 
were given by Mrs. Wallis, myself, Mr. W. J. Colville, and Captain 
E. W. Gould, Captain Keffer prosiding morning and afternoon, and 
Mrs. Cadwallader at night. The music provided by the ladies and 
Profs. Bacon, Scott, Gray, and E. A. Whitelaw, was very muoh 
enjoyed. Taken altogether, the first mass meeting held under the 
auspices of the First Society may be considered a great success, the 
oredit for which was most cordially given to Mrs. Cadwallader and 
her staff of able and willing assistants. One cause for regret was the 
unavoidable absence of Mr. Harrison D. Barrett, the editor of the 
Banner of Light, who was ill with ‘ La Grippe,’ but I am pleased to 
learn that he is improving. ' He is an enthuasiastic worker who can 
ill be spared. He has done such splendid service for the Cause that 
he has won the love of Spiritualists all over the land (and the hatred 
of the dishonest and shady characters, whioh is an involuntary tribute 
to his work and worth). Some three years ago a number of clair­
voyants were arrested in Philadelphia, and one of them was convicted 
but not sentenced. A medium’s defence committee was organised, and 
Mrs. Cadwallader threw herself heart and bouI into the work of 
obtaining subscriptions. She travelled thousands of miles and 
delivered hundreds of leotures, and obtained funds to fight the battle 
in the Court. A lady lawyer, Mrs. Kilgore, was engaged, and the 
oases were delayed—put back on some pretext or another—until quite 
recently, when the chargee against the mediums were dismissed, and 
a signal victory was thus gained.

On Wednesday evening, at the home of our good friends, Mr. and 
Mrs. В. B. Hill, the members of the Woman’s Progressive Union, 
assembled, and a very enjoyable and informal reoeption was accorded 
to us. We were .adopted as honorary members, and fully appreciated 
the honour.

On Thursday we travelled io New York, and made a pleasant 
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call upon Miss Cushman, and after a happy time with my dear old 
friends, Mr. and Mrs. Milton Bathbun, returned on Saturday to fill 
our engagements, Mrs. Wallis to Fall River, and myself to Worcester. 
During the mass meeting I took the opportunity to deliver the mes­
sages of greetings and goodwill whioh were passed at our Jubilee 
gatherings in St. James’ Hall last Easter Sunday (what an age it 
seems since then 1), and at the National Federation Conference at 
Keighley. Those messages were received, as they have been every­
where, with loud applause, and by a standing vote a resolution was 
adopted extending to British Spiritualists heartfelt good wishes and 
fraternal regards. Last night, in Worcester, a similar resolution was 
passed, and wherever we go we find the same feelings of gladness, 
that whatever feelings of bitterness or illwill between the two nations 
there may have been, have passed away—it is hoped forever. The 
late war has done two good things—two great good things. It has 
united the North and South, and healed the wounds of the war of the 
sixties, and it has revealed to both America and England the unity of 
sentiment, of raoe, of kinship and fellowship, and brought the Anglo- 
Saxon people of the world into doser accord than ever before. Long 
may such feeling prevail.

This letter will be too late for the Christmas issue, I fear, but it 
will not be too late for- our united expressions of love and remem­
brance and all sorts of good wishes for temporal and spiritual 
prosperity and happiness to all our friends and readers, to all our 
fellow mediums and workers. Our hearts warm to them all, and 
we have only the kindliest feelings and the moat fraternal sympathy 
and good wishes to our comrades-in-arms everywhere. May the 
New Year be a joyous and a happy one for all. May the blessings of 
the angels rest and abide with all, and may the great cause of truth, 
of humanity, of progress, and of spiritual love spread with ever- 
increasing rapidity, and prove a blessing to all who come within its 
ennobling influence.

♦
1 Spiritualism for the People.’

The following manifesto has been issued by the Onward 
Spiritualist Association, Peckham, London;.—

With a view to hastening the realisation of the ideal 
expressed in the above heading, we of this association have, in 
previous manifestoes, ventured to urge upon our fellow-Spirit- 
ualists the adoption of two specified methods of propaganda— 
viz. (1) the holding, during the summer months, of as many 
meetings as possible in the open-air, and (2), in winter, the 
systematic house-to-house distribution, on loan or otherwise, of 
suitable literature. The second of these methods of propaganda 
being still 1 in season,’ we should like to take this opportunity 
of again commending to the Spiritualist public the Boheme in 
question, full details of which will be found in the Two Wohlds 
and Light for the week ending November 12th last.

Calling, however, renewed attention to this matter is not our 
immediate objeot. The th airing of * New Year’s Resolutions ’ 
will soon be in fashion ; and. there is a 1 resolution ’ that during 
the early days of January, we should like to see made and 
carried out by Spiritualists the world over. It could take the 
form of an undertaking—as follows :—

‘I promise, on or as-soon after New Year’s Day as 
possible, to bring the subject of Spiritualism prominently 
before at least one person by whom its principles are at 
present unaccepted, and to do my best to induce him or 
her to seriously investigate the subject.’

. Now, we would ask every Spiritualist willing to make and 
carry out this ‘ New Year’s Resolution ’ to send our Secretary, 
in token of that willingness, his or her name and address on a 
post-card. The person or persons,' of course, to whom the 
subject of Spiritualism is afterwards broached could not only be 
relatives and friends, but, e.g., tract-distributors, street comer 
preachers, district-visitors, railway fellow-travellers, or any 
other strangers with whom one might, or could, get into chance 
conversation. Needless to say, it would be as well if the talk 
on the subject could conclude by the presentation of a copy of 
at least one Spiritualist publication—preferably a publication 
giving instructions as to the holding of circles.

Who will send the first postcard indicating a promise to 
perform this slight service to Spiritualist propaganda ? Surely, 
in a matter of this description, none will refuse to ‘ lend a 
hand’! To do great things for the Cause of our adoption and 
our love is not given to many of us. We cannot all be D. D. 
Homes, or James Burnses, or ‘ M.A. (Oxon.)’s.’ But to the 
humblest of us is vouchsafed the ability to make and to carry 
out the * New Year’s Resolution’above suggested; and we of 
the Onward Spiritualist Association earnestly appeal to all to, 
in this perhaps not altogether unfitting manner, mark the 
auspicious occasion of the first New Year’s Day in Modern 
Spiritualism’s second fifty years’ history.

Signed on behalf of the Committee,
Jno. Theo. Audy, President. 
Herbert E. Brown, Secrotary.

80, Grenard Road, Peckham, London, Dec. 23,1898.
---- ♦——

Journalistic Success.—Mr. Wilfrid Rutherford, formerly editor 
of a Tunbridge Walla journal, has just joined the literary staff of the 
Daily Sun, London. Mr. Rutherford, who is the son of Mr. J. 
Rutherford, of Roker-by-the-Sea, is a gentleman of considerable 
literary and artistic ability, and has just published а book entitled 
< The Haunted House of Pombury.’ He is aleo a good painter in 
oils and water colours.

ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS.
C. J. W. A. : You must have been very bad indeed to have * nothing 

but evil in its worst form * for so long a time, but we oannot 
believe it. What you speak of is not evil, but, brought 
within proper control, may be yoor greatest blessing. You should 
join a well-conduoted and sympathetic oircle, and lot the supposed 
evil take its course. In the meantime, however, uso your own 
will against this influence affeoting you, anywhere and every­
where ; think and feel kindly towards it, and, if your own mind 
is not evil, you are quite out of danger as long as you keep from 
evil.

J. Nuttall : The non-aoknowledgment of your letter is an oversight 
for which we apologise.

* Pro Bono Publico.’ ; Wo do not wonder that you are so impressed 
by Miss Richardson’s olairvoyanoe, but we are obliged to exclude 
these private reports, which do not possess to the average Spirit­
ualist more than ordinary experience and interest.

J. Jacques (Rhodes) : Next week.

Items of Interest.
Christmas Double Number.—Several of our readers have 

expressed themselves in terms of warm approval.
Dear Sir,—I enclose subscription • for Two Worlds for six 

months. I am highly pleased with your paper. —Yours truly, John 
Sanderson, 41, Patriothall, Stockbridge, Edinburgh, Deo. 19, 1898.

Binding Vol. XI., 1898.—We are now prepared, as in past 
years, to bind the Two Worlds in a good binding, for 2s., oarr iage 
extra, and shall bo glad to receive orders as early as possible.

Communications Received.—Mrs. E. B. Jackson (Naples), W. 
H. Robinson, Bevan Harris, G. Ormerod, J. B. Tetlow, R. Catling, 
Jesmond Dene, the Rey. C. Voysey’s sermons, with thanks ; Herbert 
E. Brown : Proof was sent conformably with your instructions.

Special Notice to Secretaries.—When mediums disappoint 
you, that is a case to be settled as a pure matter of business between 
you and them. There is a Law of Libel, and we don't intend to 
break it. > , ' ' . ■

It has been finally decided to hold the next Conference of the 
British Spiritualist Lyceum Union, on Sunday, May 14, 1899, at 
Nottingham. A Joint Committee of the two Lyceums there will 
undertake all arrangements. It is hoped that every Lyceum in the 
Union will be represented.—Yours faithfully, Jonah Claree.

Mr. and Mbs. Marshall, Burnley.—Mrs. Hartley acknow­
ledges on behalf of these sick friends the receipt of the following 
sums : Mrs. Winder, Lancaster, 2s. ; Pendle-street Sooiety, Nelson 
(second donation), 5s. 6d. ; Mr. and Mrs. Burchell, Carlisle, home 
oircle, 16s. ; A. Sutcliffe, seo., Russell-street, Todmorden, £1.

Miss Florbib Cook has been holding a series of Materialisation, 
Seances in the neighbourhood of Manchester, and returns to London 
for Christmas. , She will be in Manchester again in the first week in 
January, where she will give private seances. A select number of 
friends will be permitted to attend.—Address A. M., * T.W.’ Office.

Faithful in Little.—A. difficult task at times. To do some great 
work, to be placed in prominence (or with mistaken notions of our­
selves, place ourselves at the main entrance, others wishing we would 
keep a little more in the background, yet too kind to openly tell us 
so), would be worth the effort, but we must first be tested and tried, 
and proved faithful in the daily round, the common task, the uncon­
genial and compulsory duty often wearisome, showing our courage 
and power to endure, out of sight of others, in obsourity. There oan­
not be neither eye nor lip service. Until we have mastered this are 
we fit for the greater, when the oonsoience, that * still small voice,’ 
can say * well done,’ we have olimbed a few steps up the ladder 
of progress ? By and by words of encouragement may be given. As 
you have been * faithful, in little ’ we will1 trust you in muoh.*— 
Onward.

THE OLD AND THE NEW YEAR.
The year past has been eventful in many respects ; it was the Jubilee of 
Modern Spiritualism, and on fhis aocount was a year of jubilation. 
In London an International Conference was held, at whioh the 
brightest intelléots of the movement from almost all parts of the 
world assembled, when papers of vital importance to Spiritualism 
were read and discussed. In America also, the year was made the 
oooasion of a speoial meeting of illustrious Spiritualists at Hydesville, 
where Modern Spiritualism made its advent through the medium of 
the Fox Family. Bazaars were held in various parts of the oountry 
to raise funds as a means of spreading the knowledge of Spiritualism, 
foremost among which was the National Federation Bazaar, whioh 
raised over £600 for the purpose of propaganda work, besides 'others 
successfully carried out in Glasgow, Blackpool, and Nelson.

So far as our paper is oonoerned, the year has been eventful. Mr. 
E. W. Wallis, its capable and respeoted Editor, accompanied by 
Mrs. M. H., Wallis, have been on a six months’ tour to Amerioa, from 
whence they have been regularly heard of by oommunioations sent for 
publication in the * T.W.’ In their absence the time has been eventful, 
the work falling to the lot of the present Aoting Editor, being taken 
up with a sense of great responsibility ; but by the ready co-operation 
of a body of able contributors, the work has been carried on. To 
those able helpers our thanks are due, and most cordially tendered.

To our readers we also offer our hearty acknowledgments, and at 
the same time assure them of the growing popularity of * our paper.’ 
That we have fallen short' of, the expectations of some was what we 
were prepared for, but on the whole we have made many new friends, 
and our work, though arduous at best, and sometimes difficult owing 
more to a pardonable difference of opinion than bad feeling, perhaps, 
has been pleasant because it was undertaken as' a work of love and 
duty, and we shall always revert to this time with pleasant recollec­
tions. We now wish all our esteemed contributors and readers a 
very Happy and Prosperous New Year.
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Mona’s Sister.
A CHBI3TMA8 TALE FOB LITTLE FOLKS.

' Thy Mabqabei McMillan.
* Love thy neighbour as thyself.’
* In Heaven, their Angele do always behold the face of my Father 

who is in Heaven.'
‘ Mona I ’ said Miss Praotioe, putting on her cape, ‘ what are you 
orying for?’

* I’m not crying,’ said Mona, who was standing at the window.
* I’m not orying,’ she repeated in a husky voice,* * at all.’

MisB Practice fastened her cape and put on her bonnet and gloves. 
When she was ready to go home—she was a daily governess and did 
not live in the house—she went up to Mona, and put her hands on 
the little girl’s shoulders.

‘ Mona, my dear 1 ’ said she, 1 you are orying. There are two big 
tears on your cheeks. You have done your lessons nicely, and I am 
pleased with you. Yet you are crying ! What is it, my dear ?

Mona answered by a sob.
‘ Dear Mona,’ said Miss Practice, after a long pause, * I’m afraid 

you are naughty after all. Think for a moment : You have a beau­
tiful home and parents, and nice clothes and books, and a big garden. 
There are many children who are hungry and cold, and yet they are 
merry and good-tempered. How wrong of you to be discontented.*

Mona made no answer to this. She felt that Miss Practice was 
quite right, but her tears oame faster than ever. And she was not 
sorry when the door closed on her young governess and she was left 
to cry in peace. And I am not surprised at this—are you ? For 
when you really do not know why you are crying, it is hard to have 
people asking what is the matter. Well, Mona cried in peace for a 
while. Then, when her eyes and nose were very red indeed, ehe put 
on her hat and went out into the garden.

Mona liked the garden very muoh. It was a nice big one, with 
long rows of old гозе-bushes and narrow paths, shadowed with fruit 
trees ; and there was a fine orohard, too, and beyond it a wood 
which had a blue carpet of heath-bells every spring. At the front, 
however, there were flower-beds, and а honey-suokle porch rose above 
the gate. Mona used to stand in the poroh to see the village ohildren 
go by. More than once she had given penoe to a little ragged beggar 
who looked through the bare at her with wistful eyes. But Mona 
did not wish to see the village ohildren or the beggar ohildren to-day. 

-, She wanted a real sister or brother of her own to play with. She 
went into the wood, and sat down on its blue carpet, and looked 
around her sadly.

‘ О dear ! ’ she Baid, aloud,11 am so dull. I have no brother or 
oousin even. I do wish I could see a fairy, I would ask her to send 
me some one to play with.’

The words were hardly out of her mouth when she heard a soft 
rustling among the flowers, and, looking round, ehe saw a funny little 
brown face looking over the grass blades.

* Good afternoon, Mona,’ piped a shrill little voioe. * Good after­
noon, my dear.’

‘ Good afternoon,’ said Mona, not in the least surprised. For 
though she had never seen a fairy before, the fairies had seen her, no 
doubt, often enough.

* How do you do ? ’ said the little brown man, shaking out hie 
black hair, which was so long that it covered him, and lay in a blaok 
tangle on the grass.

1 I’m quite well, thank you,’ said Mona.
The little man shook his head, til! he made 'quite a little breeze, 

and the heath-bells rustled in it.
‘ You don’t look quite well,’ he said, putting his head on one side 

and staring at Mona. 1 Eyes too small, nose too red, oheeks too dirty.’
Mona blushed. * I think you are rather rude,* she said. 1 Con­

sidering that you yourself are dressed in hair,’ glancing at his looks, 
whioh were pinned about him like a cloak, * and that I said nothing 
about your appearance, I think you are very rude, indeed.’

' * Stuff and nonsense,’ Baid the little brown man.
After this Mona could not think of anything to say, for when a 

person says ‘ Stuff and попвепве ’ to you, it seems to put an end to a 
conversation.

. * I suppose you have been orying,’said the little brown man, ‘That 
is а habit that human beings have. Something vexes them, or they 
think that something vexes them, and they make their eyes small, 
and their noses red, and their cheeks----- ’

' Don’t you cry, sometimes ? ' interrupted Mona.
The little brown man opened his eyes wide, turned his head 

slowly, and looked at her. * Me—orying ! ’ he said. ■ ‘ Not a bit of it.’ 
He had bolted the last words out so suddenly, that Mona fairly 

started. And when she looked into his face, she saw that he was 
rather vexed, and so ehe said, hurriedly,11 didn’t mean to hurt your 
feelings. I didn’t know that your people never oried. Of course, 
you must be vexed sometimes,’ ehe added kindly, * though you are 
brave and do not cry about it.*

* Me—vexed I ’ Baid the brown man again, * not a bit of it.*
Mona could not help starting again—his words were во very 

sharp and quiok. * I oan’t help orying, sometimes,’ she said. 1 It’s 
dull, you know, for me, as I’m an only child. I’ve heard mother 
often say so to father. And then I haven’t even got cousins, beoause 
father and mother were only ohildren. And во I have to play alone, 
always.’

’ * Alone ! ’ said the brown man. * Why alone ? I have Been 
plenty of children about here, heaps and heaps of them. I go and 
play with them sometimes.’

* Do you,’ said Mona. ‘ I’m not allowed to play with them at all.’ 
‘ No,’ said tbe brown man, ‘ Of coursO not.’
‘ They’re dirty, you see,’ said Mona, very glad to have someone 

to chatter to. ‘At least, the'little beggar-girl, who soils roses in the 
lane, is. very dirty. And tbe village children use such strange words— 
they do not speak nicely at all, and mamma says it would never do 
for me to play with them.’

The little brown man said nothing to this. He put his little 
head on one side, and looked at the bine bells suoh a long time, that 
Mona began at last to fear that she had offended him. ‘ Did your 
mother object to you playing with dirty people when you were—she 
was going to вау “ little,” but he was во very little now, that she 
stopped herself just in time—when you were young.’

‘ Mine I ’ cried the little man, bolting the word out as if he wore 
a bottle of ginger-beer and it was the stopper. * Mine ! Objeot ! Not 
a bit of it.’

Mona started, for the third time ; but she did not speak. She 
was afraid that the brown man and she could not talk to each other 
without disagreeing - and yet she did not want him to go away. The 
wood looked quite gay while he sat there among the blue bells. She 
was afraid to speak, lest they might quarrel.

But the Brown Man looked at her kindly. * You’re a good little 
girl in some things,’ he said. * If your mother says you shouldn’t 
play with dirty children—and she’s quite right, and I go further, and 
say there shouldn’t be any dirty children to play with—well, you are 
right to obey her. Only you should do it without orying. No tears, 
mind you 1 Why, goodness, gracious me 1 ’ oried the little man, with 
sudden wrath, ‘ Here was I, going to show the prettiest little girls and 
boys this afternoon—little beauties, I can tell you—and you have 
made your eyes dim, and shan’t see them properly.’

* 0 do show them to me,’ said Mona, blushing with joy, ‘ I am 
so dull by myself. Му еуез don’t smart any more, and I’m not going 
to cry. Do take mo to see the fairies, dear little Brown Man.*

The little Brown Man shook his head, however, and looked very 
serious. ‘ Well, I don’t know, after all,’ he said. ‘ They are very 
grand people, you know, my Fairies. They are not like your race 
at all, my dear. They are lovely and delicate, and their faces are 
bright, like the stars, and their dresses are of the texture of white 
rose petals, only much finer. They don’t speak like you either. 
Their voices are like musió, and they have lovely words for lovely 
things, that you have never even dreamed about.*

* Oh, they won’t know me, then. How unkind of them 1 ' oried 
the little girl. ‘ Proud things I How dare they look down on me ? ’ 
Mona grew very hot, and got up suddenly. She would have walked 
away, but that she wanted so much to be with the little Brown Man, 
and to hear of the lovely, happy, radiant fairies.

* They don’t look down on you,’ said the little man, gravely.
' That’s the best of iti *

Mona was silent. She really did not know what to say to this. 
However, the little Brown Man did not appear to think it necessary 
for her to вау anything. He hopped up from the grass, took Mona’s 
hand (whioh she reaohed down to him very readily).and oried out—

‘ One ! Two I Three I 
Wind carry me, 
Where I'd like to bel’

Almost in the same moment Mona felt herself whirling through 
the air. On, on she went—first through the tingling sunshine, and 
then through the cool moist twilight, till she alighted on a mossy 
bank. Then she drew a deep breath, pushed back her hair, which had 
fallen over her face a little, and looked round her.

It was quite bright. Above her, on a dark velvety sky, a thousand 
stars shone. The green earth seemed to ehine, too. Flowers gleamed 
here and there—sweet-smelling blossoms, tall lilies, glowing roses, 
forget-me-nots, that seemed to smile like blue eyes, and small white 
buds, half-open, that shone as if they were made of light. But love­
lier than the flowers were the little figures that moved to and fro, 
with noiseless steps. Mona gazed about her in wonder and delight.

‘ Oh, I wieh those little girls would come to me,'she oried, clasping 
her hands. ‘Dear brown man, could you call one of them, or are 
they too proud to speak to me ? ’

‘ Proud—not a bit of it,’ said the brown man, deoidedly, * There 
is one of them coming towards you now—look ! '

Mona looked, and there, sure enough, was a lovely little 
oreature coming towards her. Mona rose to her feet, and gazed 
at her. She had never Been anyone half во beautiful. The 
little fairy—for Mona believed her to be a fairy—was dressed in 
glistening white. But her face shone more brightly than her olothes— 
more brightly, too, than did her golden hair, whioh fell around her 
in a Bunny shower. She had sweet, still lips, where a smile trembled, 
like light in a wave, and in her little hands she carried jewels ; but 
she did-not wear any jewels. Mona looked at her, and oould not 
speak, so lost was ehe in admiration.

‘ Why don’t you speak to her ? ' whispered the little brown man. 
* You ought to, you know. Good gracious me I * he exclaimed 
suddenly. *1 never saw such manners, never, even in your set.’

These words would have made Mona furious under ordinary 
circumstances; for she believed that she and her parents belonged .to 
a very good eet, and that, indeed, there was no better ‘ set ’ than hers. 
But at this moment Mona felt no anger at all, for the little fairy was 
standing dose to her, and she was quite lost in admiration. She spoke 
not one word, and at last dropped her eyes as if she were ashamed.

‘ Little girl,* Baid the fairy, ‘ Why don’t you speak to me ? *
‘ My voioe is so ugly and rude,’ said Mona, sorrowfully. ‘It is 

not sweet, like yours.*
The fairy was quiet for' a moment.
* Little girl,' she said at last, * why don’t you look at me ? ’
‘ My eyes are not nearly so bright as yours,’ said Mona again. 

‘ My hands are not pretty, like yours, and my dress is not made of 
light and roses.’

The fairy made no answer to this, but she held'out one hand, 
and Mona took it, and, in the same moment, her shame and misgiving 
vanished like a little mist-wreath in the sun.

* How pretty it is here,’ she cried, looking gaily at her new friend. 
‘ And how glad I am that the Brown Man brought me ! I was so 
dull, alone in the wood. I had no one to play with, you know— 
having no brothers or sisters. But I can play with you. How 
delightful.’

‘ Yes. We have great fun here,’ said the fairy. ‘ There are a 
great many of us, you see—and you will have a ohoice of play­
fellows.’
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* Oh, no ! said Mona, laughing,‘ for you see, I have choson you ! 
When I saw you coming over the grass (how softly and prettily you 
move ; have you wings on your feet ?) I wanted you to play with. But 
what a lot of fairies there are I I have never seen suoh a lot of people ■ 
together.’

* Why I you can’t see them all so I * said the fairy, laughing. 
Ånd she touched Mona with her little, shining hand. Then, sud­
denly, they rose together in the air and began to float through the 
dear soft air.

Mona was so amazed at first that she could not spoak, but when, 
at last, she began to feel the cool air-waves around her, and the soft, 
starlight above and below, a great joy filled her heart. She moved 
more quickly, and the air-waves yielded and flowed and tossed and 
bathed her, and every moment gave her a new delight, so that it was 
really a long time before she heard her friend’s voice saying : * Mona, 
look down now and you will see my sisters and brothers.*

So Mona looked down, and lo ! thero was a great crowd of 
children all white and shining. They stood in snowy clusters on the 
swells, they moved in shining streams among the valleys, and a few 
glided below Mona, through the atmosphere, like stars. But the 
merriest group of all was playing in a wood—not a dark wood, like 
the one hehind Mona’s home (though there were clouds above), but a 
silvery wood, bathed in light, with trees that glittered, and boughs 
that danced, and leaves that sang. And-, under the trees, such merry 
little people who tumbled and gambled and laughed like earth­
children, only they were a great deal merrier than any children whom 
Mona had ever seen. And no wonder, seeing that they could float up 
into the air, and were nover in bad temper. * I would like to get 
down here, if you please,’ said Mona, excitedly, * some of them are 
playing hide-and-seek in the clouds.*

‘ So they are,’ said Mona's friend,’ ‘let us go down by all means.’ 
You never played hide-and-seek in the clouds, my dear, so you 

can’t know how .delightful it is ; you don’t know how soft the cloud­
texture is, and how delightful to look through, or to peep over, and 
how convenient it is—for you oan pile it thick, or blow it into gauze, 
or whirl it into a tower, or toss it into a foam, or smooth it into a 
pillow, and what cunning hiding-places there are in it ! You can 
know nothing of all this, nor can you know how gentle and merry 
were those lovely hide-and-seek players. However, one thing I will tell 
you, and that is that Mona’s little friend was the gentlest and merriest 
of them all. Another thing you know without being told, and that is that 
Mona was very happy. Oh, how happy she was ! The hours passed 
like moments. She laughed louder than any of the others. She was 

/-quite at home in the clouds as well as in the silvery wood. Indeed 
she had made up her mind never to go back to earth but to send for 
her father and mother, when lo ! the Brown Man appeared suddenly 
in the wood. Mona almost fainted when she caught sight of him. 
He had come to ' take her home. He was as brown and 
business-like as ever, and he had pinned his hair so nioely that he 
looked quite tidy.

* Mona,’ said he, * Bid good-by to all your friends. I must carry 
you home at once.’

‘ Oh, how cruel Of you,’ cried Mona, distressed. I have been so 
happy here ; and I have made a dear little friend ; and now you will 
take me back to the wood, where there is no one to play with.’

.* And to your parents.’
* Oh, of course, I shall be glad to see them, 

lonely, sometimes, having no sister or brother.

shadows were falling. Her mother’s voice rang through the wood, 
* Mona ! Mona ! *

* Here I am, mother,’ she murmured, sitting up and rubbing her 
eyes.

“ I can come to you, but »> » .

‘I 
I think I would know her

Mona did not forget her beautiful little friend. She called her 
‘ Angel ’ when sho spoke of her, ‘ for,’ said Mona, ‘ she is not a fairy, 
I feel sure, but something even better.’ And she spent many long' 
afternoons in the wood, peeping behind the treos and bushes to see if 
'Angel’was hidden there. But no, Mona could not oatoh sight of 
her, and she began at last to feel very discouraged. * I am afraid, 
mother, she will never come to me,* she said one day.

* I’m afraid not, dear.’ sho Baid her mother kindly. ‘ I 
sometimes think—though I am sure you will not agree with me— 
that you fell asleep in the woods and dreamod about that lovely little 
girl, who is even prettier than a fairy.’

' Oh, mother, I didn’t sleep,* said Mona, earnestly, * I was wide 
awake, far wider awake than usual. Do you know, mother,’ she 
added, looking up into her mother’s face, * I think it’s beoause we are 
half asleep, you and I, that we do not see her now.’

Her mother looked thoughtfully for a moment. * That is a strange 
idea you have got in your little head,’ she said at last. ‘ How did it 
get there, I wonder ? *

' Oh, mother, it isn’t my idea—at least, it’s not mine altogether. 
She gave it to me herself. She knew that I was going to fall half 
asleep again—or to get half blind perhaps. For just as I was coming 
away she looked at me sadly, and said, 
perhaps you won’t know me when you see me.'

‘ Ah,’ said her mother, looking out into the garden.
‘It is funny, though, mother,* cried Mona, presently, 

seems so funny and unlikely to me. ----- - - -
anywhere. She has such lovely eyes, and her dress is shining.’

* Perhaps she wears different dresses,* said the mother, turning 
away.

From that day they did not speak much of Angel. Mona’s 
mother felt that her little daughter was taking the whole matter too 
seriously to heart, and she began to provide many amusements for 
her. Mona received a nice little pony, also a goat and goat-carriage. 
She had so many dolls that she forgot to give some of them names. 
And as all these presents did not make her happy, her parents 
resolved that she must have some companions of her own age to 
visit her. So, at the end of the summer, a troupe of little boys and 
girls—children of the rich people who lived near—came to visit her. 
They were all very gay and kind, and Mona liked to play with them. 
But she continued to look for Angel ; and when her friends went 
away, it was of Angel she thought continually.

Well, people began at last to think her a very queer little girl. 
Some people thought her very naughty as well. ’ ' .

‘ You ought to be ashamed to be so discontented, Mona,’ said 
Miss Practise, one day. * You have everything to make you happy, 
while other little ohildren have almost nothing. Yet you look more 
miserable than the poor little beggar girl who sells flowers in the lane.’

‘ That is true enough,’ said Mona’s mother, reluotantly. ‘ Mona, 
, dear, you have much to make you happy. Try to be content.’

Mona was puzzled. In her heart she felt that ponies and goats, 
and fine clothes and carriages, are not the things that make one 
happy. And so she pouted and put her hat on and went out to the 
garden.

It was a lovely day in August. Not a sultry August day, bufa 
windy one. Do you know how soft and fresh the wind is in this 
month ? Well, it was a gentle and merry wind—it kissed Mona’s 
oheek, and it blew the pony’s mane (the pony was outexeroising) over 
his ears, and it played among the loose, warm petals of the roses. 
Mona was very sad. She was quite sure now that she would never 
see Angel. And everyone (even her kind mother) was growing angry 
with her for even thinking so much about her. Mona went into the 
wood and sat down on the very spot where she had once met the 
little Brown Man. How she wished he would come baok ! She looked 
carefully through the grass blades, and up into the trees, to see if he 
were hidden anywhere. But, no! She listened anxiously fot the 
little rustling sound in the grass, but she heard only the dry leaves, 
stricken together quickly like castanets. And at last—tired of waiting 
and watching—she began to cry. ‘ Oh, crying ’—you will say, ‘ she is 
always crying.’ Well, dears, I can’t help it. Mona says she couldn’t 
help it, either. And I promise you no other heroine of mine shall 
cry so much as this poor Mona.

Mona then sobbed away in good earnest. She did not listen 
any longer, and yet she heard.something. What ? A rustling in the 
grass ? Oh, no. No rustling, but a girl’s voice crying in the lane, 
‘ Oar—na—tions I Car—na—tions—carnations to sell.’

Mona pushed her hair back and stopped crying. She had often 
heard the little girl’s voice before, for she had been selling roses all 
the summer. But oarnations—this was something new, and, though 
it was not at all interesting, Mona began to think about it. You 
know how, when you are miserable, your mind fastens on a trifle, 
and perhaps you know, too, how the trifling things sometimes turn 
out to be important, after all. Well, our poor, miserable little Mona 
began to think of the word carnation, and of the big red oarnations 
in her own plot, and of some word in the Oatecbism whioh was not 
carnation, but something like it, only bigger—Inoarnation. Ah I 
inoarnation. Her thoughts ran on so fast that, at last, they seriously 
interrupted the crying ; so Mona pioked up her hat, whioh she had 
tossed down on the grass, and sauntered out into the lane. The 
little flower girl was etili orying her wares : • Oar—nations. Pretty 
car—nations, to sell.’

Mona went down the lane a little way, and the voice came to 
meet her. Just at the turn of the road the two ohildren oame face 

Up, past the white ■ to face ; and then, of courso (they were quite alone in the lane) they 
stopped and looked at each other. The little flower girl was very 
ragged and dusty. She was juat Mona’s age, but she did not look so 
old. Her face was pale and thin, and hor hands dirty.
ever, you didn’t notioe the dirty hands much, on aooount of the 
flowers. They were suoh fine oarnations—large and blooming. The 
delioate, finger-like, silver leaves, were not notioeable between them ;

But you know I am 
Sometimes I feel as 

if I could not bear it. Let me stay a little longer, dear little brown 
man. Do let me,’ implored poor Mona.

* Me—let you stay,’ said the brown man. * Not a bit of it.’
At this Mona began to cry bitterly. She sobbed so that all the 

lovely fairies were grieved. They oame clustering about her, and 
looked at her pityingly, and tried to comfort her by offering her 
flowers and jewels ; but Mona only sobbed the more. The little 
brown man tied his hair round his waist seourely, so as to make him­
self trim for the long journey.

'Dear little girl,’ whispered Mona’s particular friend, ooming 
dose. * Do not cry. Do not sob so hard, pretty one.’

* Çretty 1 I must be a fright in your eyes,' cried Mona, who really 
did look rather ugly with her swollen cheeks and red eyes, in the 
midst of that radiant company. ‘Iam not fit to play with you, I 
know ; but I have been so happy, and Oh ! I can never, never come back 
again.’

‘ That's true enough,’ said the brown man, tucking up his hair­
skirts, * I never take anyone twice on the same journey : and I wish 
sometimes,’ pursued he, making another knot at his waist, ‘ I wish— 
that I do—that I didn’t bring them once, suoh a bother they are.’

At this Mona stopped crying, but she was more miserable than 
ever, and her face grew very pale. She kissed her little friend in 
Bilenca, and was turning to give her hand to the dwarf, when she 
felt herself drawn back.

‘Listen,’ whispered the radiant little one; ‘you need not cry. 
Even if you can’t come baok here, you may see me again, I can 
come to you.’

‘ Oh, can you, indeed ? ’ cried Mona, with sudden joy. ‘ How 
beautiful. But hino can you? You didn’t tell me that you visited 
my country sometimes. I thought you. were too bright and delicate.'

Her friend looked at her. >I come to your country ; but perhaps 
you do not know me when you see me there,’ she said.

' Come, Mona, we must be off,’ said the Brown Man. ‘ It’s 
getting late, and my hair is all tucked up now. One—two—three.'

‘What’s your name?’ whispered Mona.
‘ Wind, carry me----- ’
Mona looked at her friend eagerly, but the sweet lips made no 

answer.
* Where I ought to he.'
Up, up, flew Mona, through the starlight. ?1

dawn, into the radiant noon; then the light faded suddenly. A cold 
breeze made her shudder, and she felt something hard and cold 
below her. She stretched out her hands, and gripped two tufts of 
grass and a heath-bell or two. Then she opened her eyes, and 
turned her head round. . . . . .

Ah ! she wasjn the wood, . lying on the damp moss, and the
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they looked like shining, living jewels in the little girl’s hands. 
Mona stood quite still, and gazed at them. She thought of the 
jewels in Angel’s little hands. Then, with a sigh, she glanced at the 
flower girl's little pale face. It was a very pale face, and the hair 
around it (whioh might have been golden) was dim and dusty.'

‘ Do you sell many flowers, little girl ? ’ said Mona.
The child fixed her large eyes on Mona's. * No,’ she said quietly. 

‘I haven’t sold one to-day.'
Mona opened her eyes , wide, and 'looked at the flower-girl 

attentively. * What happens when you don’t sell any ? ’ she asked.
The ohild looked down and blushed, so that hor little pale cheek 

became suddenly the colour of a oarnation. Mona saw that she had 
given her pain. ‘ Oh, never mind,’ she said quickly, * I didn’t mean 
to be rude. I don’t want any oarnations, I have so many in my 
garden, but I hope you will take this shilling. Mother gave it to me 
this morning. But I don’t want anything.’

The flower-girl put forth one little thin hand to take the money. 
Mona put the shilling into it. Then she smiled, kindly, though her 
own eyes were smarting, and she was still as unhappy as ever.

‘ It isn’t quite true that I don’t want anything,* said Mona, who 
was fond of chattering, as we know, to anyone she met. * I do want 
something, but I can’t have it. I hope other people want carnations, 
however, for then you can sell yours.’

The flower-girl' made no answer to this, but she looked at Mona, 
and smiled. At the same moment Mona said to herself, * She is a 
little like Angel—only a little, of course ; she is so dirty and poor. 
Still —’

'• * Good-by, kind little girl,’ said the flower-girl, and she went away.
Mona wandered down the lane, and at dusk she went home and 

told her mother about the flower-girl.
* Do you know,’ she said' at last, in a whisper, * I thought when 

she was going away that she was a little—a very little—like Angel.’
* That is because you are always thinking about Angel,’ 

said her mother, gently. * When we think muoh about anyone we 
begin to imagine that we see them everywhere.’

‘ In poor little carnation girls?’
‘Oh, in everything incarnate,’ said her mother, laughing. 

'But, listen,’ she added, seeing the child look grave, ‘aSyou are 
fond of this little flower-girl, perhaps you would like to see her 
often ? She might cònsole you а little for Angel. So I am going 
to put her and her mother, who is a very poor widow, into the Lodge, 
and your Carnation will go to the village sohool, and grow up a 
clever and tidy girl, whom you may have as your maid.’

* Thank you, mother,’ said Mona, very pleased, * that wttibe nice. 
You are very, very kind to me.*

And she looked up at her mother with more gratitude than she 
had ever known before.

A week later she went to see Carnation at the Lodge. The little 
flower-girl was clean and dainty now. Her golden hair was washed 
bright, and her soft, dark eyes were beautiful to see. Mona oame 
home in great wonder. * Mother,’ said she, * Carnation is more like 
Angel than ever. She moves about so softly, and her smile is so gentle ; 
and she has hair like Angel's, and eyes like Angel’s, and hands— 
Oh, mother, I couldn’t have her for my maid.’

‘ Dear child,' said her mother, * you must not let your feelings 
run away with you so. Carnation is born in a lowly condition of 
life. She must work with her bands for her living.’

' * Oh 1 mother, she will do that, I know. Her mother says she has 
suoh clever hands. She can sweep and scour already, and she is 
learning to cook and to sew, and the more she works the prettier her 
hands look, but'I oouldn’t ask Angel, you know, to be always serving 
pie.’

Her mother looked very thoughtful for a moment. Then she 
went out of the room and busied herself upstairs, in her own apart­
ments. Mona did not follow her, for she was afraid that she had 
said something foolish and had displeased her, but the next morning 
her mother sent for her and said, ‘ Mona I Would you like Carnation 
to come here and live with you—always—as your own sister ? ’

Mona could not speak at 'first, her joy was so great. Her eyes 
filled with tears—yes, tears, children,—but they are the last tears of 
Mona’s you will hear about, and they are tears of joy.

iOh, mother ! she said, * if she came, and I truly loved her—like 
myself, you know,—I am sure I should see her properly.’

So Carnation came, and Mona did вее her properly. And, sure 
enough, she was the angel that had come to her in the beautiful 
starry land ; and, lest you think there are no more angels, let me 
remind yeu that Mona saw hundreds and hundreds of them, and that 
she would probably have seen hundreds and hundreds more, if the 
Brown Man had not so impertinently whisked her away.

THE REDEMPTIVE POWER OF LOVE.
A very beautiful illustration of the redemptive power of love over a 
person considered low in .the scale of culture was related to me many 
years ago (says В. O. Flower), and as it is so typical in its character 
I give it as nearly as I can recollect it. The inoident occurred in 
France during the gloomy days of the terrible religious persecution 
in that then ill-starred land. A philanthropist named Jerome Harel, 
who saw and felt the sufferings of the masses in their fierce struggle 
for life, went frequently into the streets where the poor were crowded 
together in misery and wretchedness, and freely dispensed money to 
the distressed. One day he came face to face with a young man on 
whose haggard face despair had stamped its frightful impress. Irre­
sistibly drawn to this youth by strange magnetio power, of whioh the 
wisest know so little, yet feel so oft, he acoosted him kindly, and in­
quired into the trouble that so visibly manifested itself in his coun­
tenance. Frankly the youth replied that he was suspected of being 
tainted with heresy, and his employer had discharged him some days 
since. His parents were dead, a sister to whom he was devoted was 
his only near relative ; she was now dying with fever ; he had no 
money for medioine or food ; he had tried 'everywhere for work, but 
all gates were dosed against him. Jerome Hard heard his story, 
gave him means, and visited the sick sister, who died a few days 
later. Subsequently the youth was arrested, and sent to the galleys, 
his only crime being that he was ‘ suspected of horesy?

At the galleys, Listolier (for suoh was the youth’s name), coming 
constantly in contaot with criminal natures, breathing an atmosphere 
of brutality and crime, became himself hardened, as have tens of thou­
sands of other innocent victims, who have been sent to prison com­
paratively good men, but to emerge from confinement ruined 
wretches, destined to curse the race.

In the course of time Listolier was set at liberty, and made his 
way to Paris. Here the Argus eyes of the police watohed him from 
time to time. He felt conscious of the stamp of shame he oarried 
with him. He sought work, only to meet with repeated refusals. He 
begged bread, he almost starved. Then came the fearful struggle in 
a man’s nature, when starvation joins with forces of evil for the con­
quest of spiritual promptings. The conflict in his soul was frightful, 
and at last he fell. Two months later he was making his livelihood 
by robbery.

One night Listolier broke into the mansion of a rioh bachelor. 
He entered the bedroom, where peacefully slept the master of the 
house ; the moonbeams fell through the window aoross the bed, 
lighting the face of the sleeper. Lijtolier approaohed, knife in hand, 
murder in heart. Suddenly he seemed riveted to the floor; his face 
grew strangely white ; from his hand the glittering blade fell with a 
crash ; on his knees by the bed sank the robber, while from his lips 
osoáped a groan, euch as mortals only utter when the soul writhes 
with remoree.

Jerome Harel, for the sleeper was none other, awoke, and seizing 
a weapon prepared to defend himself. He sound found, however, he 
had no cause for fear. Listolier, in the agony of remorse, narrated 
the details of his career after his arrest, closing by saying, * Now, 
sir, kill me, or oall the police. I came here prepared to murder ; ' I 
never before saw how hopeless a wretch a man may become.*

* You oame here to murder, said Harel, ‘ you shall remain a saved 
man. I know,’ said the aged philanthropist, * the causes that led to 
your ruin, for you were not sinful when the cruel edict of intolerance 
sent you to the galleys. Sooiety is as muoh responsible for your 
downfall as you yourself,* and to himself he added, 1 far more so. 
Now I, a part of sooiety, will help to redeem you. Stay with me, my 
trusted servant. To-morrow I go to the South of France for some 
months. You may aaoompany me. When you return your assooiates 
will have lost sight and forgotten you, and you yourself will be so 
ohanged that you will not fall into temptation. The gates of the 
future open before you, and offer you the opportunity to be a true man.’

Listolier was eaved ; he beoame invaluable to Jerome Harel,— 
brave, noble, frank and trustworthy, with a great heart ever throbbing 
in sympathy for the poor and oppressed. Beforo his death Jerome 
Harel gave him a large sum, saying, in so doing : * The poor will be 
blessed when I am gone.' And they were, for long after Jerome 
Harel's face was seen no more, the poor blessed M. Morrell, the good, 
who was none other than Listolier, the conviot.

This story is a sublime illustration of the power of Love, whose 
sweet influences encourage every soul, and uplifts it to a higher plane 
of light and development, and sheds on other lives the glory of the 
higher life, the richest blessings from above, the splendour of a divine 
influence. Emmanuel Campbell.

Darwen.

NOT LOST.

Like some sweet flower that in winter dies, 
Shrouded in robes of spotless white she lies.
The rose has faded from her oheek so fair, 
No sunbeam plays upon her golden hair ;
And from her gentle lips no tender tone 
Of consolation falls—I, weep .alone.
Pale blossoms strewn upon her quiet breast, 
Tranquil she lies in a long dreamless rest.
This but the robe that her pure spirit wore, 
She is not lost—not lost—but gone before.
And when the silent hour of night has come, 
And darkness reigns in and around my home, 
That dear one from the happy spirit-shore 
Will come to earth to bless my sight once more. 
Once more those tender eyes with love will shine, 
Once more those gentle hands be laid on mine, 
And that sweet presence will dispel the gloom 
That guards the silent gateway of the tomb, 
Telling how, after absence, grief and pain, 
Our souls shall meet—shall meet and love again.

Mary Wynne JohnstoNit.

The spirit world is a great thought world : there thoughts beoomò 
things. Your mental life affects the refined substances of that world ; 
you make your own sphere, and cannot get out of it. This is the 
greatest surprise of Spiritualism ; that it comes right home to you 
and enforces the fact that * Whatsoever a man sows that shall he 
reap.’ The greatest surprise is that you cannot get away from your­
self, from the resulte of your past life. In the next world the dwelling 
in whioh you will live, nay, the very garments you will wear—bright, 
beautiful, artistic or dingy and unlovely—are just what you have made, 
and no one else oan make them for you.—Death's Chief est Surprise.

Thè same good qualities that ensure suocess may, if perverted 
from their true course, equally well lead on to failure. * Sweet are 
the uses of adversity, whioh, like a toad, ugly and venomous, hides 
yet a precious jewel in its head.’ The same determination and 
inflexible resolve which lend Napoleonio power may, if converted into 
needless impetuosity, lead to life-long loss, diegrace, and dishonour 
worse than death, eternal ruin. Who shall count the cost of rash 
deeds? Aided by health and the good spirits coupled with it, never 
need man, woman, or ohild despair. They are priceless beyond 
rubies. Good deeds and cheerfulness—even if they seoure not always 
temporal fortune, at least ensure blessings in one’s own consciousness 
far more highly to be prized than the ordinary enjoyments of thp 
worldly.—George Grbsswell, M.A.
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After Fifty Years.
Fifty years ago, the sweep was allowed to send his six-ycar’s- 
old child up the chimney to swoep it, and it sometimes happened 
that the child got fast in a narrow flue and was smothered ; the 
inhuman parent cannot do it now. Fifty yoars ago, the people 
were unco guid, and, if anyone had the misfortune to yield to 
temptation and be sent to prison, he was marked with the brand 
of ostracism, and there was little chance of his again retrieving 
his lost position ; now, we have tho Discharged Prisoners’ Aid 
Society waiting at the prison gates to render help to the liberated 
prisoners, to restore them to positions of trust and respectability. 
In those days, the very good, the pious people, judged others 
very superficially ; now, we judge criminals judicially ; then, the 
peoplo, the good people, judged one another by religious ritual ; 
now, wo take into account environment, and prove that crime is 
the result either of psychological tendency or of post-natal asso­
ciations. In other words, much that we call crime is, properly 
speaking, mental disease, and is, in some cases, being treated as 
suoh, with very beneficial results.

Fifty years ago, the owner could thrash his horse as long as. 
his violent temper impelled him, and in whatsoever manner his 
cruel mind invented. Now, we have the Society for Prevention 
of Cruelty to Animals, and a man may be sent to prison for 
cruelly ill-treating his own animal.

Fifty years ago, a parent could flog, neglect, or otherwise 
ill-treat his own-child, and there was no law to punish him ; 
now, we have the Society for Prevention of Cruelty to Children, 
whose officers bring inhuman parents before the magistrates, 
and have them punished by imprisonment for cruelty of 
omission or cruelty of commission.

Fifty years ago, culprits, sentenced to death for murder, 
were executed in publio, before thousands of inhuman 
and grossly morbid spectators. Accounts of these dis­
gusting, and yet pitiful punishments, were recorded, with 
all their ghastly details, in the public prese. Now, capital 
punishment takes place in comparative privacy, and the prose is 
not allowed to have representatives present ; all that is now 
given is a general statement, based mainly on what takes place 
before the coroner’s jury, whioh inquires, pro forma, into the 
cause of the culprit’s death.

"Within recent years, benevolent syndicates have been formed 
in public-houses ; men, despised by the strictly good, collect 
yearly considerable sums of money, out of whioh very poor 
children are provided at Christmas with free moals and season­
able entertainments, and in the summer with a free trip to the 
seaside or to the country.

"Within fifty years, on tho scientific sido of humanity’s expe­
rience, the earth has been bound round and through with wire, 
along which the thoughts of man have been flashed at lightning 
speed. Deep down on the bottom of the ocean, for three thou­
sand miles at a stretch, expressions of the joys and sorrows of 
men have silently passed along the telegraphic cord. Under 
ground and overhead, the very heart throbs of men and women 
are daily and nightly passing to and fro, by means of this 
tremendous force, discovered and controlled by developed 
human ingenuity.

Fifty years ago, the large cities of our country were lit with 
the dim gaslight, now, our streets arc lit with the ele о trio light, 
and are almost as bright as when lit with the sun at noon-day. 
The same force has been made to seize and to retain the sound 
of the words and voices of the so-called dead, and we sit in the- 
drawing-room while they are mechanically reproduced for our 
amusement and instruction. "We havo controlled this force to 
carry us on railway lines at exprese speed, and to take the place 
of fire to cook our food.

Fifty years ago, our battleships were built of wood, but now they 
are of iron and steel ; and the shot of fifty years ago would glide off 
their sides like peas—metaphorically speaking—shot from a pea­
gun. A dozen of theso monstre destroyers of life and property 
could, in full play, destroy our arsenals on the Thames, set 

London on fire, and.reduce that great city to ruins, in a few 
days-

Our imploments of war in general have been made so 
utterly destructive of all that nature and art have 
made beautiful and lovely, and though regarded by 
some as an evidence of civilisation, as long as man con­
ceives within his mind tho thought to kill his fellow, 
he is on the samo level as the brute beasts, whioh know no 
better. This is the great blot in the march of human progress, 
because it ministers to the worst features of human selfish­
ness. Might is pleaded as right, and, in evory conquest, the 
spoils pass from tho hands of their rightful owners into the 
hands of the victors. Did we not note this, our review would 
be incomplete ; this incongruity surpasses man’s finite penetra­
tion.

Fifty years ago, it was a six weeks* voyage on our sailing 
ships to America ; now we build what is aptly termed * a village 
on the sea,’ and transmit it, with all its living souls, in com­
parative safety, across the turbulent ocean in six days. The 
mechanician, by his genius, has given to the machine of 
wood and iron and brass, almost all the deftness of the 
human hand, and lessened the aggregate of human labour, 
making it possible that young children may grow and live a 
natural life, instead of being compelled to tramp the streets 
to work in the small hours of a winter’s morning.

Fifty years ago, all this was done, and the poor child was 
mado subservient to the lover of wealth, and kept in ignorance. 
In fifty years, all this has passed away, and the State has come 
to see that every nation that neglects the education and the 
mental, moral, and social training of each child unit, is destined, 
in the long run, to be superseded in the march of morality, in 
science, and in commerce.

Fifty years ago, Charles Darwin had not placed in the hands 
of the priest his ‘ Origin of Species’ ; fifty years ago, Evolution 
was a word with little meaning, now it is a term, which em­
braces Cosmos—the universal order of existence. He was at 
first excommunicated with ‘ bell, book, and candlelight,* but 
Evolution took up his corpse in her arms, and laid it reverently 
away in Westminster Abbey.

Fifty years ago, conscientious men were consigned to long 
terms of imprisonment for an open declaration of Atheism, now, 
we live in an age of Freethought and free expression, so long as 
we do not blaspheme. Within this time, has Geo. J. Holyoake 
lived and suffered, and lives etill, tho last that suffered imprison­
ment for Atheism. Mr. Bradlaugh lived and suffered 
at the hands of religious bigots, and passed beyond the veil of 
death. Mrs. Besant has done her wörk nobly in fighting for 
that mental freedom which is the birthright of ue all. Mr. 
Footé, with as much courage but with less caution than his 
compeers, suffered imprisonment for fighting for his form of 
mental liberty. So far are we now free from the restraints of 
priestcraft and bigotry, that he would be a bold man who would 
again attempt to put these laws—repressive of mental evolution, 
—into force.

Finally, fifty years ago, the silence of the tomb was broken, 
and a voice was heard declaring ‘ there are no “ dead.” * This 
was the advent of Modern Spiritualism. Of this it may be said, 
as hath been said of Sir Isaao Newton :

Now Nature’s laws lay hid in night, 
But Newton lived and all was light.

Just as a simple 'phenomenon led to the discovery of the law of 
gravitation, so a simple knock, heard by an unsophisticated 
child, led to a knowledge of" those laws, since discovered, by 
means of which we prove that the dead live ; and under these 
laws and with this knowledge, we are able to declare, with 
certainty, what are the conditions of the so-called dead, and what 
causes have been at work-to produce these states of being. That 
this may be denied by the prejudiced and tho ignorant, will in 
no way affeot the position, any more than a man disproves the 
law of gravitation by raising a book.

' Sir Wm. Crookes lives ; the aocounts of his painstaking ex­
periments in this science of being are published broadcast all 
over the world,- and they live. After thirty years, at the last 
meeting of the British Association, he publicly declared that he 
did not go Баск on what he had written. Dr. Alfred Russel 
Wallace lives, and he was drawn from blank Materialism by an 
appeal of the spirits to his senses. All over the wörld, men and 
women in all the learned professions—theology, law, medicine, 
physical science, music, painting, sculpture, and in poetry, in the 
face of the evidenoe, have given in their adhesion to the facts, 
and declare their disbelief in death.

But this is not all ; we have been charged to warn the erring, 
to uplift.the fallen, to caution the selfish, to admonish injustice, 
to counsel the foolish, to instruct the ignorant, to eliminate 
poverty, to discountenance the supreme love of earthly riohes, 
to feed the hungry, clothe tho naked, and to render every 
service of love to one another that lies in our power.

To live a life, supreme in deeds 
Of worth, and not in captious oreeds.
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Some Experiences of Spiritualism.
By the Rev. O. Wabe.—Continued from page 831.

The kingdom of heaven is like onto treasure hid in a field ; the 
whioh when a man hath found he hideth, and for joy thereof goeth 
and selleth all that he hath, and buyeth that field.—Matt. xiii. 44.

Weloome the beggarliest truth, so it be a truth, in exchange for 
the royalest Bham. Truth of any kind breeds ever new and better 
truth.—Thomas Carlyle.

Most Spiritualists, I think, feel a deep interest in recalling 
the circumstances and means by which they become introduced 
to a knowledge of Spiritualism. There is a oharm, an enohant- 
ment, a glamour, if you will, surrounding our initiation into this 
realm of Spiritual knowledge, which it is always pleasant and 
thrilling to recall. There is nothing in the literature of Spirit­
ualism more interesting than the narratives recorded of the 
different ways in which individual Spiritualists became acquainted 
with the subject. No one has ever become a Spiritualist by the 
mere acceptance of a theory, or by a mere belief in the testimony 
of others. Every Spiritualist has become suoh by the personal 
observation of solid facts; but each person’s experience is 
different from that of every other.

I have invariably spoken of my introduction to Spiritualism 
as a real spiritual birth to me, and how many there are to 
whom the event has a similar significance? What a complica­
tion of thoughts, emotions, and sensations was awakened within 
us by the bare announcement that our departed friends could' 
demonstrate their presence and enter into communication with 
us, through conditions voluntarily supplied by ourselves ! 
There was simply a blank stare of amazement, followed by a 
feeling of half-amused incredulity. Next came the awe and 
thrilling interest of actual personal experience ; and then anon 
there came to us the illuminating influence and settled oonviction 
of this great Spiritual revelation. We had come * to Mount Zion, 
and to the spirits of just man mado perfect.’ We were no longer 
groping amid the shadows of fear and misgiving concerning a 
future state of existence—old things had passed away ; behold, 
all things had become now.

I had been engaged during several years in the ordinary 
business of a Methodist preachor up to the month of February 
1879. At that date I was suddenly sent by the authorities of 
my denomination to Plymouth, to take the plaoe of the second 
married minister, who, for grossly immoral conduct, had boon 
summarily expelled. At this important station, the duty 
devolved upon me, in conjunction with my colleagues, of 
preaching to large congregations at Plymouth, Stonehouse, and 
Devonport. It was in connection with this sudden change that 
I most vividly realised the truth of Hamlet’s words :

There’s a divinity that shapes our ends, 
Rough hew them how we will ’ ;

for if there was one thing of whioh I felt certain at the time, it 
was that I was settled and established in the ministry of that 
religious body for my lifetime, I having passed successfully 
through the usual term of probation, and attained to the status 
of the full ministry. Not the smallest cloud appeared on the 
horizon to indicate that any other career awaited me. But I 
had not been at Plymouth for more than a couple of weeks 
before the subject of Spiritualism was introduced to my notice. 
I was walking along Union-street, Stonehouse, in company with 
a brother minister, when in the course of our conversation, my 
companion turned to me and said, * Brother Ware, what do you 
think of Spiritualism ? ’ That was the beginning of it all—that 
simple question. That was the grain of mustard seed, which, 
at least in my own view of things, ultimately grew to suoh 
large dimensions.

I will remark here that none of us can calculate, in our 
intercourse with our fellow human beings, what the issues will 
be of a simple question put in this way. My answer was a 
simple ‘ Pooh, pooh.’ Up to that moment I had not the 
remotest idea that Spiritualism, so oalled, was worthy of a 
serious thought. My colleague was, and is, a man of excep­
tional ability, and a most brilliant preaoher ; and I looked at 
him with astonishment at his mentioning such a subject, which 
I had understood to be merely sleight of hand performance. 
‘But,’he rejoined,‘our oldest local preacher is a Spiritualist, 
and professes to hold communication with the spirits of his 
departed friends.’ I remembor that this so far [impressed me 
that when I first' saw this friend at the quarterly preachers’ 
meeting, I looked at him with some amount of ouriosity. His 
name was Mr. Henry Pine'; he was an army pensioner, and 
had been a local preacher of the Bible Christian seot for about 
forty years. Certainly not a stripling, nor a novice in 
experience of the world and its religious thought.

mb. pine’s circle.
About this time there must have been a revived interest in 

Spiritualism, for first one and then another of our ohuroh 
officials and members came to me with statements of their 
having visited Mr. Pine’s ‘ oircle ’ and received communioations 
from friends who had passed away. Some of the highest 
officials of the societies had stood, and earnestly related to me, 
even with tears, the proofs they had received of the presence of 
their loved ones ; in some oases of children who had answered 
all their questions correctly concerning the oircumstanoes of 

their last hours and departure from the earth-life ; and gradually 
an impression began to be made upon my own mind respecting 
the subject. Finally, my colleague, who had first mentioned 
the subject to me, visited the circle, and assured me that Spirit­
ualism was true, since the table was manipulated by a power 
independent of the sitters, and he had received answers whioh 
could only have come from a person whom he had known in the 
body. The means of communication was only a little table, 
upon which the hands of the sitters lightly rested, nothing being 
known locally of what is usually oalled mediumship. Yet, of 
course, * mediumship* actually existed even in that humble circle, 
since so far as we know, oven a table oan only be moved by 
spirits by means of the magnetism of one or more persons. It 
will thus be seen from what I have written that I found Spirit­
ualism (or did it find me ?), in the very midst of my congrega­
tions, and that my attention was irresistibly drawn to it by the 
officials and membere of my own ohuroh.

MY FIRST SITTING.

On the 18th of April, 1879,1 accompanied my colleague to 
Mr. Pine’s house for the extraordinary purpose of ‘ holding 
communication with spirits.’ The company who were there 
assembled to hold this memorable spirit-oircle consisted of 
ministers, local preaohei s, society officials, and private friends, 
all belonging to different congregations of the same seot. Most 
of those present sat around a little table, with their hands resting 
thereon, and engaging meanwhile in oheerful converse, singing, 
&o. I sat apart from the others, a silent and wondering looker- 
on at the proceedings. After waiting a considerable time there 
at length came the exclamation, ‘ They are oome ! ’ from those 
around the table, and then I saw the table rapidly rooked to- 
and-fro, and in various directions, under the hands of the sitters. 
The question was asked whether I should sit at the table, to 
whioh it (the table) gave a hearty affirmative response. From 
that moment to the end of the sitting I was a witness of the 
continuous and sometimes tumultuous movements of the table, 
in response to the numerous questions that were put.

Some matters referred to were of a very'striking oharaoter 
relating to my father. The complaint from which my father 
died had baffled all the dootors ; and whatever might be thought 
of this table-tipping, it is a curious faot that 27 years after his 
dooease I ehould hear, for the first time, at this sitting, his 
disease distinotly named ; and I may say the explanation has 
always satisfied me, and would satisfy any reasonable person 
who was acquainted with the circumstances of his last illness. 
I shall only add that whatever may have been my subsequent 
experiences of spirit phenomena, it was there, at Mr. Pine’s 
littlo table, that I beoame convinced of the truth and reality of 
Modern Spiritualism !

When we see the leaves blown about, and the trees swayed 
from side to side, we take it as a matter of course, beoause if we 
do not see the wind we know of its power. When we see the 
movement and hear the tinkling of the telegraph instrument, 
we are not surprised, for although we cannot see electricity, we 
know of its existence. But there is a still more interior realm, 
and there arc still more subtle forces. We are learning some­
thing in these days of the powers of magnetism, and the 
influence whioh one human being has upon another ; and again, 
beyond these, Modern Spiritualism is revealing to us the 
manner in whioh all the spheres of human existence are linked 
one with another, and the power which disembodied human 
beings possess to move material objeots, and to influence, 
control, and inspire their brothers and sisters who are still in 
the mortal form.

To the great Sir Isaac Newton the mere falling of an apple 
revealed an important principle ; James Watt recognised the 
possibilities of steam-power in the simmering movements of a 
boiling-kettle ; and Benjamin Franklin, by his kite-flying ex­
periments, taught mankind how to oapture and utilise the 
eleotrio current. When Columbus and his companions saw 
leaves, bits of weed, and other trifles gathering around their 
ships, they knew that the long-sought land was near at hand ; 
and from the simple manipulations of Mr. Pine’s little table by 
an unseen power, I reoeived the astounding revelation that we 
who walk upon this earth, are environed by an illimitable realm 
of life and intelligence, which is capable of demonstrating itself 
to the minds and senses of all who live in the body ; a state to 
whioh all our thoughts and actions are naked and open, and by 
which we are acted upon and influenced every moment of our 
lives. I had previously been in a state of total darkness, so far 
as any knowledge of a spirit-world was concerned, but from that 
first sitting at Mr. Pine’s cirole, a new morning dawned upon 
me—a dawn whioh has developed into the brightness of noon­
day ! For nearly twelve months from that first sitting, I knew 
of no means of holding communion with the disembodiod, other 
than through the little table, and it was my good fortune to have 
my first experiences of mediumship, properly so-oalled, through 
the instrumentality of

MB. B. W. WALLIS,

a gentleman who now occupies the distinguished position of 
Editor of the Two Worlds, and whose splendid tranoe oratory 
is heard from many platforms. A description, however, of 
what I heard through Mr. Wallis’s mediumship I beg to reserve 
for another article. I will only now add to the foregoing, that 
my brilliant colleague informed me on the following day that 
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he went home from that oircle and read, the booh of Ezekiel 
with new eyes. Surely, if Spiritualism enables ministers to do 
that, it must be of some value. But do these gentry, as a rule, 
desire to have the light whioh Spiritualism gives ?

[To be continued.]

Catholic Domains in Spirit Life.
A Vision by Mabie Hauohton.

In the silence of early morning I found myself in the olairvoyant 
state, and presently beheld a magnificent edifice. A beautiful stair­
case, between high pillars and pioturesque statuary, made an 
imposing entranoe to the interior. A soft light filled the air, and a 
peaceful stillness was around everything. Streams of people were 
constantly passing in and out of the building. I ascended the steps 
and surveyed the grandeur and loveliness of the scene. The spirits 
I beheld appeared to be moving with noiseless footsteps, and their 
attire was of various kinds, and denoted different nationalities. I 
looked upon the splendid statues, apparently of stone, and represent­
ing, I [imagined, heroes and saints, and felt muoh interest in them, 
but while gazing I was conscious that I was not alone in my obser­
vation. It seemed as.though sentient beings were within the cold art 
forms and looking with watchful eyes, like sentinels guarding the 
approaches. I was confident that my actions were observed, but that 
I was allowed to pass on to the interior. I did not fear, however, 
and moved along as others were doing, and I noticed that although 
we took quiet steps the aotion was more like gliding, and was much 
more graceful than our somewhat jerky movement in walking. From 
a distance strangely sweet and devotional music assailed my ears, sounds 
which at all times have a powerful effect upon me, but at this particular 
moment my emotions seemed to be under strict control, and I was 
thus able to calmly peroeive surrounding objects. Taking a side 
movement at the top of the staircase I passed into what appeared to 
be the sunlight; but although the place was roofless it was not sun­
light alone which caused the golden radiance that met my eyes. 
The air was soft and dreamy as of a beautiful Sabbath morning, and 
the light breaking down was like a blessing on the всепе. Large 
numbers of people were congregated in a central space, as if to 
witness rather than to take aotive part in the morning devotions. I 
could not readily take cognisance of the whole scene, but around and 
above all came the sound of the ear-haunting music. The audience 
parted a little, and I moved forward, and perceived a partition that 
shone with a silken silver sheen, and hung from high golden rafters, 
and separated the leaders or priests from the congregation. The 
former were robed in white, and wore glittering crowns upon their 
heads,and a small cross just above the forehead, and their appearance 
was of great distinction. But the number of them astonished me. 
Hundreds of them passed along, with calm, dear, happy faces, 
chanting something I could not interpret, but whioh I knew was 
praise to Almighty God. They moved along, and the blue light 
whioh encircled them, and the Bhimmer of the silver gauze veil 
between reminded me of the glory of the Shekinah, and most of the 
people witnessing the ceremony, for so it seemed- to be, were deeply 
impressed, and in their'hearts mingled their thanksgiving with the 
elect of the Catholic Church, for suoh I knew it was.

I then looked more intently at the procession, and saw that each 
priest had at his side a female attendant representing love, and I 
wondered at this, as I had never before seen human love in connec­
tion with priestly service. But I felt sure that most of the female 
spirits had in time past been ardont advocates of the Catholic 
religion, and by the saintliness of their lives had been rendered fit 
to take part in such ceremonies. I particularly noticed that here no 
ordinary individuals were considered worthy to take upon their lips 
the praises of the Divine Creator, and because human nature was во 
frail and faulty, there- was a chosen host who should render thanks . 
not only for themselves, but for their weaker brethren in the faith, so 
that it would be more important in the doing and pleasing 
in the sight of God. But they moved continually, always 
separated by the veil which reflected the beautiful light and cast a 
halo over the place. They seemed almost mortal to an on-looker. 
For myself, I must own I never felt,the superiority of those within 
the veil, yet everyone élse appeared awe-stricken. At the far end of 
the building stood a high altar of almost indescribable golden 
splendour. It flashed and shone with jewels and preoious stones 
that reflected a hundred rays ; even the steps appeared to be embel­
lished with gems. And raised above all was a pure white cross, 
wonderfully chased, and symbolic of purity ; but I was glad to find 
that no bleeding form was stretched upon it. The cross, to us, I 
felt, does not always denote crucifixion. Incense arose in front of 
the altar, but did not obscure the cross. The priests, with their 
attendants,’moved in stately motion towards the altar, and a wonder­
ful light wrapt them, shining upon the golden orowns upon their 
heads, and the white garments that fell in graceful beauty about 
them. I thought that this pageant must seem as a portion of heaven 
to those devout believers present who gazed so reverently upon it.

Passing from this reflection, -1 began to wonder where the 
delightful harmonies preceded from. I imagined that many in the 
assembly would conclude that they came direct from God, but I 
looked for the musicians and discovered none. Everyone was 
exalted by the service, and I alone thought of human arrangement 
in all parts of its production. I rested a little apart," trying to 
analyse my own sensations, and to more clearly understand the con­
victions of the beings around me, when I perceived a young girl who 
eyed me with much severity of countenance. She evidently knew in 
some way that I was not one of them, and that I was criticising 
everything, On her arm hung a small bag, and as she came towards 
me I saw her put her hand within it. Noticing her look of dislike, I 
mentally speculated as to her probable conduct to me, and prepared 
myself for some annoyance. She walked as if to pass me, but 
just as she reached my position she paused and withdrew her 

hand from the bag, and then flung full in my faoe a number of 
prickly thorns. To her intense surprise, they seemed to almost reach 
my face, but by some straDge power were prevented from touohing or 
doing any harm to me. I experienced no anger at this treatment, 
and was satisfied that she possessed no power to do me even tem­
porary hurt. Apparently afraid of being notioed, she moved a little 
further away, only to return and rapidly repeat the experiment with 
the thorns, and was filled with amazement at my immunity from 
its eSect, and went oS muttering something that sounded like the 
words * heretio * and * spy.’ If this girl penetrated the condition of 
my mind, and sensed that I was not overwhelmed with the glory of 
the place, the others did not ; or if otherwise, at least concealed such 
knowledge, for they looked mild and kind, and in every way good and 
graoious.

After a while, I ventured forth to discover the place from whence 
the entrancing musió -proceeded, and with this intention I walked a 
little distance from the central point of observation, where I had been 
standing. Taking another turning near the steps which I had first 
ascended, I became aware of side entrances. I passed into a kind of 
alcove, and to my astonishment, I beheld people who I intuitively felt 
were musioians, and this conviotion was confirmed when I saw that 
they were holding very carefully, intruments which resembled our 
violins and violincello, only muon more ethereal in appearance, and 
as I approached them it seemed as if an atmosphere of music was 
around and upon them. As I drew nearer, I could see that some of 
the musicians were preparing for departure, and without being 
surprised at my appearance, proceeded to fold up their instruments in 
a white silken material as if to preserve them from change of con­
dition. In a quiet manner I conveyed to them my perplexity 
concerning the harmony, and the lady speaker for the party, with a 
charming smile, said, ‘ Oh, there is a very natural explanation. This 
is known among musioians, as a place where music is wedded to 
religion and sentiment, and many great masters attend here, and by 
their presence inspire the production of exalted streams of harmony 
which in itself is an education of our highest faculties.

The devotees of the Catholic religion have shielded the passages 
to our halls which are around and about the place they use for 
worshipful observances, and have thereby increased their power and 
intensified the feeling of exaltation- in the minds of many who never 
know that the music is executed by spirits, but deem it to be in the 
air. She continued in a gracious way to say * that they were leaving, 
but others had just taken their places, for,’she added, ‘we do not care 
to stay too long here, but come to meet with artistes of great repute 
and power, although they are not all Catholics.’ -

Thanking them for their courtesy and ¡information, I felt that I 
could not penetrate further, and withdrew, to pass as before, the repre­
sentative sentinels and guardians on the staircase, and return to my 
normal condition. I was muoh impressed with the vision, whioh was 
an aotual ocourrenoe, and I heard a spirit saying,1 Write of Catholic 
domains in the spirit-life.’ (Mrs.) Mabie Haughton.

Freedom—A Parable.
I am tired,’ said the front wheel of the doctor’s bioycle. * I am 

tired of this bondage. I always гцр in front; it is true ; but I want 
a change, and will have it.’

* So will I.’ said the front fork ; * I bear all the strain.’
* No,’ said the saddle ; 11 get that, and I will have a rest at all

costs.’ ■ ’
So the pedals, and oranks, and hubs, and stays, and tyreB, and 

spokes all began to oomplain ; and when the lamp turned its ruddy 
side-light upon them there ensued a revolution, and the watcher 
beheld the bicycle-fall to pieces, and lie a shapeless mass upon the 
floir of the shed.

* Liberty I ’ they all shouted.
‘Hurrah ! freedom at last! ’ gasped the tyres, breathlessly..
* Down with the tyrant who held us in slavery ! ’ squeaked the

chain. . . ’ : - i
* Ah ! ah ! we are free,’ cried all the parts, * and he cannot ride 

over or on us any more ! *
- In the downfall, some of the .parts were injured. The tyres were 

no longer symmetrical, but shapeless masses. Some of the tubes 
were bent, and the bright little balls rolled away to all parts of the 
floor.

Presently the cries of the- liberated parts became incoherent. 
They looked around them. Some spokes gathered closely to each 
other, and whispered of a * scheme ’ for doing something.. The rims, 
overhearing the consultation, immediately shouted ‘ a dique ! and 
the cry was taken up on all hands. It was only when some suoh 
endeavour at organisation showed itself that there was a motion 
among the parts ; and then only of brief duration. Shortly, ruet set 
in upon the bright parts, and began to eat its way into the bearings.

One day there was a murmur among the parts ; it swelled into a 
hoarse ory, ‘ The tyrant is coming ! ’ The voice of the dootor was 
heard without, * The wire says he is suffering fearful agony, I must go 
at. once and relieve him. My good old wheel must epin along and 
carry ease to the agony strioken body.’ He entered the shed. ‘ What ! 
my bioycle in pieces. Oh, God ! the case is hopeless. I cannot get 
to him in time. The machine was my only hope. ' He is a doomed 
man.’

The anarchistic bioyole parts listened to the doctor’s words. 
Then up spoke the driving wheel and said, ‘ What matters our im­
potence in this oase? We have our liberty’ (‘Yes, our liberty! 
cried the parts), ‘ we have our liberty, and who shall take it from us ?'

Then said the master, ‘ You fools—you blind fools. You hone 
your precious liberty—use it—rust in it—perish in it ! In striving for 
individual liberty you have lost your power, nullified your possibilities, 
brought catastrophe upon yourselves, while you have exposed others 
to agony, grief, and loss. Organised, you were invaluable ; disjointed, 
you are a useless, and all but worthless mass of absolute impotenoy.

Beeston. . Will Phillips-
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The Lessons of the Season.
By W. H. Bobinsox.

Responsive to our genial editor’s appeal for a brief * seasonable ’ 
artiole for our bright little journal, my suggested meditations 
culminated in a few brief seasonable reflections bearing upon 
another solar advent, and in what way 1899 may be made to 
still further minister to human progress ? The subjeot really 
looms wider and more fascinating as one is prepared to 
ruminate. The seasons ? Yes, the seasons ! What visions of 
pure loveliness entrance the soul when one tries to symbolise 
the seasons—always with us. What Bilent, though eloquent, 
preachers to appreciative minds ? Historically, poetry in her 
divine mission has sung the music of the seasons. Her dainty 
lips have often sucked the noctar of this delicate theme. 
Philosophers of many orders, too, have spun the perfect Mosaic 
from these moving phenomena of Nature, and thus taught a 
multitude of heart-lessons to generations of God’s children.

The departure of the old and the advent of the new 
involves a rich significance. How suggestive, how touching, 
as incidental to the transit of time. The touching piotures, the 
delicious amenities, the ripe wisdom with which our revolving 
seasons minister to us all. The change of winter into spring, 
of spring into summer, of summer into autumn ; these alterna­
tions, how interesting and conducive to moral and spiritual 
culture. We linger in memory over leaf and flower, over prim­
roses and lilies, over sunshine and starlight. We travel over 
friendships, associations of some loving companionship ; of the 
vision of some cherished form, or a monotone of some lost 
voice ; then each and all, somehow perforce, is interblent with 
some special season. Such is life, such is time ; and all our 
thoughts, feelings, and, passions, whether we desire it or not, 
are tinctured by seasonable associations.

Speaking of that rich ocean of spiritual thought, Festus 
symbolises the seasons in a single passage :

We women have four seasons, like the year ;
Our spring is our lightsome girlish days, 
When the heart laughs within us for sheer joy. 
Summer is when we love, and are beloved ; 
Autumn, when some young thing with tiny hands 
And rosy cheeks, and flossy tendrilled looks, 
Wantoning about us day and night ;
And winter is, when those we love have perished. 
For the heart ioes then.
Some miss one season, some another ;

- This shall have them early, and that late. '

Speaking of Heaven, Poet Watts sings—and which of us 
does not wish it may be true ?—

There everlasting spring abides, 
And never-withering flowers ;

Death but the narrow sea divides 
Yon summer-land from ours, &o.

The seasons here are deftly utilised to express the longings 
for eternal beauty in the poet’s mind. How true the aphorism 
of the Platonic thinker, ‘As in hoaven so on earth,’nature 
being our foster-mother. We children receive our idiosyn- 
cracies in a direct line from hor. We must worship in her 
august temple. We visualise her gorgeous picture-galleries. 
By. the laws of being-hood, communion with her symbols is an 
imperative duty, and to most of us an unspeakable privilege. 
By intently observing her processional methode—not alone in 
astronomic phenomena, but the silent marches of her seasons— 
insensibly learn' the eternal laws of progress ; and as educated 
thinkers, we cannot avoid incorporating symbolically these 
divine methods into our thought-experiences, we only truly 
survive, as we proportionately advance.

Therefore, our talisman for the coming year ought to be 
progress, and always progress. By our exalted ideal of life, its 
divine purposes, its creative essentials—spiritually, we may 
ascend alpine heights of beauty and attainment. I mean every 
one of us. Leaving the first principles of our elemental 
acquisitions, let .us go on to perfection ? Perfection in thought? 
Culture ? Power and influence ? Why linger in the vestibule 
when we may enter the palace ? Leaving forever seots, creeds, 
and small personal matters in the background, it is our privi­
lege to become masters of universals, and co-workers with 
Deity.

Our efforts in the social sphere—if we can rise to the trans­
cendent—ought to leave the car-marks of utility and altruism. 
Our efforts at organising may be valuable and even useful, but 
the individual *soul in its pilgrimage to the Shrine of Truth oan 
never brook limitations. No authority .can be tolerated if 
confronted by a strong and oultùred reason, becausq progressive 
revelations are imperative and continuous, and are really the 
ground-roots of soul-growth. I conclude by wishing editor and 
readers a Happy and Progressive New Year.

It takes the lightning’s flash, the roll of thunder, and the fall of 
rain to clarify the atmosphere in the heated' days of summer. In 
Spiritualism it needs the lightning-flash of truth, the thunder-roll of 
oonsequences, and the pouring rain of cleanliness to purify the atmos­
phere and wash away the etains that the cheat and impostor have 
made upon the walls of the temple of the spirit. Do you prefer dirt 
to oleanliness ? -

Haunted.
By W., Ilfracombe.

Many a strange forgotten story is revealed when looking over the 
hoarded letters and manuscripts of bygone generations, and at times 
it feels almost like a breach of confidence and a sacrilege to read, 
critioise, and discuss letters from people of whom we know nothing, 
to others equally unknown. Sometimes the history of a lifetime is 
revealed, then again a love story is told, or a crime confessed. The 
following fragments, from various sources, strung together, form a 
complete story, whioh may interest readers of the Two Woblds :—

King’s Abbot, New Year’s Day, 1870.
Dearest Nell,—I oan imagine your surprise on reading the above 

heading to my letter, but you will be still more sowhen you know how 
it is I am here, instead of at my right destination—York. When I 
got into the train at West Dene, perhaps you will remember con­
gratulating me on having a carriage to myself. Well, as soon as we 
were out of the station, in order to keep from thinking of the unknown 
future before me, and the past from which I was parting, 1 wrapped 
myself in rug and shawl, and settled down for a good long read. I 
got thoroughly interested in my book, and read on quietly for some 
little time, when I was suddenly roused, and, I must confess, muoh 
startled to hear someone say, * Get out of the train at the next 
station.’

Where did the voice come from ? I was the only oooupant of the 
carriage. Could it be possible to hear anyone in the next compart­
ment, I wondered? But not being very timid, as you know, I 
presently began to think I must have been dreaming, and that I was 
getting nervous because of being alone. Again I took up my book, 
but it was not now easy to keep my attention fixed, yet I managed to 
get through a few pages more, however, by mechanical reading than 
from real appreciation о I the subject. Suddenly, I was again startled 
by a voioe, but this time quite close to my ear, whispering the words, 
* Got out at the next station.'

1 Get out ? ’ Of course I would * get out ’—for who in the wide 
world would stop in a haunted carriage, as that certainly was ? I 
used to say I should like to pass a night in a haunted house, for I did 
not believe in suoh things as ghosts, but I’m not so sure of that now ; 
a haunted railway car is bad enough, even in broad daylight. I only 
longed for the ohance to get out, and wondered however long we 
should be before arriving at the station. That was the longest journey 
I ever took—or so it seemed—but we got to the station at last, and 
then began a perfect ohorus of voices oalling out : * Be quick 1 be 
quick, get out.* And I was not slow in obeying, I oan assure you.

When I saw the train steam out of the station I began to feel 
rather as though I had made a fool of myself, for here was I, in a 
strange place, not a soul I knew, and not even knowing the name of 
the station. But it would not do to stand still there, so I spoke to the 
stationmaster, who recommended these lodgings for me—so here I 
am at King’s Abbot, a regular dead-alive and out-of-the-world spot. 
To-morrow I hope to oontinue my journey, and may it be without 
anymore untoward incidents or aooidents.—Your ever loving friend, 
Mabel.

The Hermitage, York, Feb. 1.1870.

-1 am sure, dear’friend, you will have wondered many times how 
it is I have not ere this written to tell you of. my safe arrival in this 
beautiful old oity, especially after the strange experience of whioh I 
told you in my last. But here I am, and now quite at home. Dr. 
North is a quiet, good-natured man, the ohildren amiable and well- 
behaved, yet I have a feeling of unrest for whioh I oan’t aooount. 
But you have not yet heard the sequel to my strange experience in 
the railway oar, Between the station at whioh I got out and the next 
one there was an accident. It does not seem to have been vóry 
serious, except for the empty carriage, whioh was completely smashed, 
and had I remained in it should certainly have been killed. As it 
was, though several were muoh shaken, no one was seriously hurt. 
Those voices, Burely, were my guardian angels watching over me ! 
But when I told the Dootor about it, he said, rather sharply for him, 
‘ So you hear Voices, do you ? ’

A very strange thing occurred to-day. . While we were at 'dinner 
there was such a ourious sound as of a wrenching and breaking, then 
suddenly it seemed as if a huge beam of wood had fallen in the hall. 
Of course, we all rushed to see what was the matter, but, would you 
believe it, nothing was to be seen different from usual. The doctor 
tried to pass it off as of no account, but I oould not help perceiving 
that he seemed muoh disturbed by the incident. Why 2 Is this 
another mystery, I wonder ?

• • • . • • • • •
This afternoon, another strange occurrence. I was going up to 

the top story for a ball whioh one of the ohildren had by chance 
thrown on to the balcony of a bay window. ' A ourious, weird 
sound preceded me as I ascended the stairs, like the rustling of silk. 
I stood still to listen; the sound ceased. But the instant I took 
another step the rustling recommenced, yet I had not an artiole of 
silk about me.

My thoughts went baok to the haunted carriage, and I began to 
wonder whether I had at last actually got to a haunted house. 
Scarcely had I got to the top of the first flight when the housemaid 
came out of one of the lower rooms, and oalling to me said : * Please 
Miss, the rooms on the top story are never used, you had better not 
go up.* Her manner was во impressive, I felt sure there was some 
hidden mystery.

The next day I remarked to the Dootor about the ourious noise I 
had heard, but he suggested I was superstitious and nervous, and said 
they never used the top story, for the house was larger than needful 
without it ; then added, he had no doubt but that there were plenty of 
rats about to account for any sounds I might have heard. But no 
rat made.the rustling which I heard on those stairs, of that I was 
quite sure, but, of course, did not say so to the Doctor. Anyway, to 
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prove it, I thought I would go up the Biairs again. You must not 
think I was not nervous about it, but, Eve like, I suppose my curiosity 
overcame my fear. Again I heard the mysterious sound, and though 
I saw nothing at all speotral, I seemed to feel, or sense, that a lady 
was walking np before me, dressed in a grey silk dress. You will 
wonder how I oame to know tho colour : that I can’t tell you, but I 
was sure that it was so. Then, stranger still, I distinctly heard a 
sigh ! and, oh, how expressive of weariness it was. But I did not 
hesitate till I got to the first landing, and then a strange compelling 
power forced me to return : which, truth to say, I did rather hurriedly.

* For over all there hung a cloud of foar, 
Д sense of mystery the spirit daunted, 

And said, as plain as whisper in the ear, 
The place is haunted.’

And haunted it truly is ! and were it not for the dear, good, kind 
doctor I would leave it at once. No wonder they can’t keep their 
servants and governesses. Since my last letter I have again braved 
the rustling dress, the weary sigh, and the mysterious compelling 
power, which previously forced me back. For, I said to myself, how 
could anything so impalpable as a sigh, or the rustling of invisible 
silk do me any harm? On arriving at the top landing I saw a long 
corridor, with rooms on each side. I went forward, but with fear 
and trembling, and tried to open the first door I came to. It was 
looked, yet I was sure that, in answer to, or beoause of my attempting 
to enter, there was some hurried movement within. What could it 
be ? I had bean told all the rooms were empty ! I did not at the 
moment think of the dootor’s suggestion of‘rats,* or I should have 
beat a hasty retreat, for I was more afraid of rats than ghosts. I tried 
the second door, whioh opened readily, and mustering courage, 
entered, when—

The startled bats flew out—bird after bird— 
The screech-owl overhead began to flutter, 

And seem’d to mock the ory that she had heard 
Some dying victim utter ! "

A shriek that echoed from the joisted roof,
And up the stair, and further etili, and further,

Till in some ringing chambers far aloof 
It ceased its tale of murder.

Are you surprised to hear that I simply turned and fled ! Yet 
what was it that frightened me ? Surely not the soreeoh-owl, or the 
bats, and in daytime, too 1 No. It is that nameless something 
which I can’t desoribe, but which gives the feeling of the house being 
haunted. My courage has vanished, and I dare not make any 
further investigations in that direction, for—

* Suoh omens in the plaoe there seemed to be, 
At every crooked turn, or on the landing,

The straining eyeball was prepared to see
Some Apparition standing.’

Yet I have seen nothing. But a strange and most unusnal feeling of 
nervousness is creeping over me which I can’t overcome. I keep as 
much as possible with the ohildren now, and we go out for long 
walks whenever the weather is fit. Besides, I must , be cautious, for 
the housekeeper often eyes me very suspiciously—or so I fanoy.

Whatever the house may be * I think I am becoming haunted, 
for last night I had the strangest, dream. I thought I was walking 
on a quiet country road, the sun was shining brightly, and the birds 
Binging of spring. Suddenly, as things do happen in dreams, I saw 
a ourious, old, deserted-looking house. The door was open, so I 
entered. The only aTtiole of furniture in the hall was a table, on 
which was an open Bible. One passage was marked, which I began 
reading, ‘ And be not conformed to this world : but be ye transformed.* 
Then my attention was attracted to the etairs, and I had the same 
kind of curious impulse to ascend them which prompted me to go up 
the haunted stairs in this house. But in my dream there was no 
repelling power at the top, but more as of an invitation to proceed, 
whioh I did, and found myself in a long gallery full of statuary. 
While evamining them the knowledge came to me as if by 
inspiration that these were of people who had once owned and lived 
at * The Hermitage.’ In the same mysterious way the history of the 
house was coming to me, when, to my horror, I perceived that the 
statues were all coming to life ! They looked at me with anger now, 
and fain would I have fled, but I was rooted to the ground and could 
not move. I had become by some transforming power myself a 
statue, whereas the statuary which I saw on first entering the gallery 
were now humun beings. With one rush they came upon me, when, 
with a Bcream which seemed curiously to mingle with the screech I 
had heard in the upper room here, I awoke.

Presently the housekeeper, whose bedroom is the next to mine, 
came to ask if I were ill, or what was the' matter. ’ I told her I had 
been dreaming, that was all. She suggested my going without supper 
in future, and ‘ I’ll warrant yon won’t dream, then, alarming the 
household in this way.’ Horrid woman !

Notwithstanding the disquieting dream, and the housekeeper’s 
visit, no sooner was I alone than I again fell asleep and again began 
dreaming—or rather continued my dream. This time I found myself 
in the same entrance hall as before, with the table and open Bible, 
but now there was a lady present—also dressed in the Quaker costume 
of a past generation. She looked so peaceful and happy I quite 
envied her, and marvelled also, for how could she bear to live in that 
house with its haunted gallery ? She read my thoughts, and pointing 
to the Bible said, ‘If thou had’stread the whole of the passage marked 
thou would’st have been protected and endowed with power to withstand 
the enchantment of the haunted gallery. Bead it now.’ So I read : 
‘ And be not conformed to this world : but be ye transformed by the 
renewing of your minds, that ye may prove what is the good and 
acceptable, and perfect will of God.’ у

‘ Now,’ she said; ‘ come with me and we will enter the gallery 
together, and thou shaft learn of the power of God to transform all 
things in life into joy and holiness for those who do Hie will, and 
worship Him in spirit and in truth.’

And what a change there wasi Instead of the ghostly statues 
and the long gallery, we seemed to enter the dining-room of the Her­
mitage, and in it were sitting the Dootor, his ohildren, and the house­
keeper. Ho was reading aloud, and as I listened he said :

‘ We live in a world of our own, love, 
Sacred to you and to me ;

That world is all our own, love,
Throughout eternity.*

With a feeling of indignation I turned to my Quaker guide, and asked, 
* What is she doing here ? ’

‘ Possess thou thy soul in patience,’ was the quiet reply, and see 
the conclusion of the vision.’

So again I looked at the housekeeper—but a transformation had 
taken place. I rubbed my eyes, then looked again—It was not she at 
all, but I who sat in the cosy chair by the fire. Is this possible ? I 
soliloquised.

* God’s will,* said my guide, in her sweet gentle voice.
I would fain have inquired further, but the vision faded, and I 

awoko.

Never did I think to be frightened by ghosts, but that was before 
I had seen one ; now I have seen, and know that there are such 
things. It is several nights since the occurrence, but I could not at first 
write about it. What time of the night it was I cannot say. I seemed to 
have been in bed many hours, but I was restless, and couldnot sleep, a 
common experience in this strange house. Suddenly, from out of the wall 
a face appeared ! And such a face—quite impossible to describe, with 
the mingled expression of cunning, greed, malice, hatred, revenge, all 
striving for mastery. This face grinned at me I For a moment I lost 
the power of movement. It was as if all creation for that instant 
stood still—as Joshua said the sun did on Gideon and the moon in 
the valley of Ajalon. Then the face began to move, to come near. 
With one mighty effort, and with the feeling that I must either 
soream or go mad, I shrieked to the top of my voice, and again the 
sound seemed curiously to mingle with the shriek I had heard in that 
deserted room. Then, just as the face was on the point of touching 
mine, I fainted. Merciful oblivion !

Of course I roused the housekeeper again, for when I oame to 
myself she was administering restoratives. I did not tell her any­
thing about my fright. What was the use? It would only have 
called forth more sarcastic remarks from her sharp tongue. But I 
asked her if she would mind staying with me for the rest of the 
night for fear I should be ill again.

What a sleeper that woman is ! In quite a few minutes she was 
as quietly at reet as if she had never been disturbed. How I envied 
her that one gift of nature.

Presently, that hideous face again began to develop out of the 
wall, but just as I was about to rouse the housekeeper my Quaker 
friend of the dream suddenly appeared. She said, ‘Do not be 
frightened ; no harm can come to thee.’ As she said these words all 
fear left me. But how puzzled I was. As in the dream she read my 
thoughts, for she said, * I came to thee in thy sleep the other night 
and showed thee a vision.’ I was about to ask a question, but she 
continued : ‘ Do not speak ; I have a message for thee. Tell thy 
experiences to the dootor. It will interest him and be for thy 
happiness.’

What a year of change this has been to me. I came to The 
Hermitage a poor governess, und' now—the vision is fulfilled ! So 
come and rejoice with me on the first New Year’s Day in my new 
home, and believe me, ever your friend, Mabel.

Let a man choose what condition he will, and let him accumu­
late around him all the goods and all the gratifications' seemingly 
calculated to make him happy in it,—if that man is left at any time 
without* occupation or amusement, and refleots on what he is, the 
meagre, languid felioity of his present lot will not bear him up. He 
will turn neoessarily to gloomy anticipations of thè future; and 
except, therefore, his occupation call him out of himself, he is 
inevitably wretohed.—Pascal.

Pbim friend with the black serge gown, with the rosary, scapu- 
lary, and I know not what other spiritual blook-and-tackle—scowl 
not on me. If in thy poor heart, under its rosaries, there dwell any 
human piety, awe-struck reverence towards the Supreme Maker, 
devout compassion towards this poor Earth and her sons—scowl not 
on me. Listen to me ; for I swear thou art my brother, in spite of 
rosaries and scapularies ; and I recognise thee, though thou canst not 
me ; and with love and pity know thee for a brother, though 
enchanted into the condition of a spiritual mummy. Hapless 
oreature, auree me not ; listen to me, and oonsidei ; perhaps even 
thou wilt esoape from mummyhood, and become onqe more a living 
soul.—Carlyle.

‘ The Tonque and the Pen.’—Two small weapons, but what 
mighty forces for good or evil. Thoughts become vital, and - uttered 
aloud the masses are swayed to an intense pitoh of excitement ; but 
until they are lulled to a normal condition the real result is not 
known. Words, cutting and biting, are brought forth that eat into 
the heart as a canker, beginning in the household, extending to 
societies of all forms, reaping dissensions and discord, still further to 
nation against nation, ending in bloodshed : a dark pioture, certainly, 
but, thank God, there is another side. Noble men and women have 
lifted their voices and breathed forth, with no uncertain, sound, words 
of inspiration and love that have elevated their hearers, and aoted as 
an impetus to good living. The author in retirement has poured out 
thoughts with the pen. We take up their books ; they educate, culti­
vate our minds, and bless us, and we become one with them, or it 
may be otherwise. The thoughts aré not of the highest and purest: 
our tone has been lowered, and our minds may have reoeived a 
wrong bias, and who oan say what tho result will be ? How import­
ant to be on the watch with our'tongue and pen 1 that others may be 
really benefited, and be enabled to feel the loving spirit in the back­
ground.—Onward.
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The Empty House.
By H. Evans.

Peculiar experiences have been rare with me, and perhaps 
their rarity renders them to me more precious. It ie not all of 
us who are gifted to see and hear the finer and more ethereal 
world about us, but there are times when even the most dense 
веет to become lucid. Spiritual gifts are plentiful enough, 
though there are few who having them, develop them to their 
upmost capacity. Unlike a musician or a painter, who will work 
and study hourly and daily för years together ; they sit down 
and expect the dear spirit-friends to do it all, utterly unmindful, 
or in blissful ignorance of the part which they have to play. 
‘ Cast not your pearls before swine ’ it has been said, but if every­
one tried to cultivate their spiritual nature, there would be very 
few swine before which to oast pearls. The experience that I 
am about to relate, happened many years ago, when I was a 

i young man about twenty-five years of age. But although long 
past, how well I remember it !

It was a beautiful day in the summer time, and after dinner 
I had gone out as I often did for a stroll. I left the village 
behind me, and was soon in the country lanes, hedged in on 

. either side, with here and there trees towering up, and che over­
hanging branches of which almost shut out the piercing rays of 
the.sun. Sometimes the hedges on either side would below, 
and then one could look over the lovely landscape, and get 

* inspiration from mother nature, and feel at home and at peace 
with all men.

I wandered on for some time, thinking of everything, yet 
with my mind fixed on nothing in particular. At last I espied 
an old house, down across some meadows, and I resolved to go 
down and have a look at it. As I approaohed nearer to it, it 
became very evident to me that it was unoccupied. Having 
reached the entrance of the garden—or what had once been a 
garden,—situate in the front of the house, I opened the gate and 
walked up the path, which was all covered with grass and moss, 
loading to ’the house. The dwelling wore a desolated aspect, 
and I stopped in the pathway to look at it. It was rapidly 
falling to decay, and had evidently been deserted for a con­
siderable period.

* An Empty House ! ’ The words seemed to echo and 
reecho around me, but I shook off the impression, and con­
tinued my investigation. The windows were all broken, and 
the doors were hanging on their rusted hinges, and swung 
forward and back, making a creaking noise, whioh seemed 
to give an added air of weirdness to the plaoe. The 
ivy was olinging tenderly in some places, as if it were trying to 
hide the worst portions of the house.

Creeping where no life is seen, 
A rare old plant is the ivy green.

How true the words seemed, and how applicable. ‘
I went up and entered. A musty smell pervaded the place, 

and the inside was, if anything, even more uninviting and 
oheerless than the outside. But I wandered from room to room 
guided by an aimless ouriosity. Curiosity is a good prompter, 
and often leads us to investigate that whioh our so-called 
superior wisdom would ridioule. ’ ■

Going upstairs I went into one of the back rooms and looked 
out of the window. The scene was ideal, and I oould not 
imagine why anyone should leave such a lovely place. The 
ground in front of me sloped down gradually, and then slowly 
rose again. Clumps of trees were scattered here and there, 
While from the bottom came the faint murmur of the stream as 
it rushed onward to the sea. Bushing on with all the impetuosity 
of a human being, only to be lost in the great sea of life. The 
opposite slope was even more beautiful. It was well wooded, 
and the trees waving their branches in the breeze, seemed like 
so many feathers. Fields, trees, grass, all seemingly different, 
yet all blending into one harmonious whole. япго®' ¡¡/“и,

'An empty house!* Again the impression returned, this 
time with suoh force as to cause me to turn round. There was 
no need to wonder where it carne from, for there in the room 
was an old man, who had evidently given utterance to the words. 
Time had marked his withered features, and care had pencilled 
many a wrinkle. But the expression was kindly, and I felt "a 
reciprocating sympathy involuntary flow from me. ‘It is 
strange what 'impressions we get,* he said, 'and one often • 
wonders, when in the body, where they come from. Aye sir, 
but there is more around thee than thou seesest with thy bodily 
eye,’

‘ This is undoubtedly true,’ I replied, * though there will’¡be 
many who doubt it.’ * True, but doubt is a good thing wisely 
used. But in the hands of an unreasoning being, it becomes 
dogmatic in denouncing what it deems impossible. But come, 

.1 will not weary you with words, I will just narrate a story to 
you, and you shall judge for yourself the truth of my words.’ *

Many years ago. when I was a young man, there lived in 
this house a family of the name of Symons. There were the 
father and mother, and the daughter Alice. Alice and I had 
played together as children, and had many times wandered over 
the meadows and through the lanes, extracting more real enjoy- • 
ment than many of the older folk.

Time went on, and I, having visited a seaport town, deter­
minad then and there to bo a sailor. It was in vain that my 

father scolded and my mother protested, I had made up me 
mind, and I determined to execute my plan as early as possibly. 
Even'the protestations of Alice failed, and I, having gained my 
end, I went.

I need not say anything of what happened on the voyage, 
but after two years I returned. How different. I was then a 
broad-shouldered, etrapping fellow, and was pretty brown from 
exposure. Everyone seemed delighted to see me, and I 
was sorry when the time came for me to go. But when I went, 
I carried a promise from Alice that she would, on my return, be 
my wife, on condition that I gave up the sea.
hl. The voyage was a long one, and we had a lot ot rough 
weather to contend with, but the grand old ship, ■'William 
Tell,’ weathered it out all right, and at last, after an absenoe of 
three years, I again arrived in the village. No one knew tbat I 
was coming, as I wished to surprise them. I was not long away 
from this house, although I little dreamt what was in store for 
me. I walked up the path which you travelled just now and 
knocked at the door. Alice’s mother opened it, and I saw at a 
glance that something was wrong.

> '.Why, when ¿lid you arrive ? * she gasped out.
* Only this morning,’ I said, * it is not likely that I should be 

here long without your knowing it.’
1 Alas ! Diok, that you should come now. Poor Alioe, if she 

could only have seen you.’
* Why, what ever is the matter. Is Alioe ill ? *
* Hl—worse,’ she said, in a terrified whisper, * she’s—dead ! *
‘ Dead I My God, then all my hopes are shattered. All 

gone, oh that I could fall into oblivion. But no, that seemed 
to be denied me.*

* Oan I see her ? ’ I asked after a while, for I learned that 
she had only passed on the day before.

She nodded an affirmative, and went upstairs to this room. 
There, in that corner, was the bed, and on it was the form of 
her I loved so dearly. Her golden hair lay on the pillow, and 
her sweet faoe was so peaoeful that it seemed as if she were 
only sleeping. My Alioe I Nay, no longer mine ! Only the 
cold lifeless oasket remained ; the spirit had fled. I kissed that 
form for the last time, and left it there.
Mi The day came for the funeral, and I followed the mortal 
remains of her I loved to the grave. I did not weep ; grief, deep 
and bitter kept me silent. I listened to the words, * Ashes to 
ashes ; dust to dust,’ it seemed as if it included all my hopes, all 
my joys. I left the graveside, and, shortly after, the village, 
and again went to sea. But, wherever I went, I seemed to feel 
as if the spirit of Alice was near, But hardship hardened me 
and I grew oold and callous. ' I had buried my love in the grave 
with the form of my alice.

That love, whose spiritualising influence should have softened 
my hardened nature, and brought out the beautiful veins of 
gentleness and purity within ; That love whioh is the oil of life, 
which tints the horizon of life in a myriad different hues, which 
paints in glowing colours, our hopes and aspirations, while it 
lightens up the gloom of a pessimistic night.
¡2 But old age crept on me, and I returned to my native 
village. How often I lingered by the gate of this house, and 
thought of her I loved ! How old memories came back upon 
me. Love, after all, was doing its work, and helped to soften 
my rugged nature.
¡I > One evening, as I was standing by the gate I became con­
scious of the presence of some one else.

‘ Dick,’ said a voice, * I am with you.’
1 Alice,’ I exclaimed,’ * is it you ? ’
Ay, it was her sure enough, and the tears flowed down my 

furrowed cheeks, and I felt better than I had felt for years. 
" ‘j 1 Why dost thou mourn ? ’ ehe asked, ‘ do you not know that 
I, whom you have loved so faithfully all these years, have 
watched over thee and helped thee out of many a danger ? T 
have watohed and waited for this opportunity, but thou, in thy 
blindness kept me from showing to thee that which I knew 
would comfort thee. Grieve not, I am happy—more real in­
tensely happy than if I had lived here; Life is real, then use it 
wisely, loved one. Be active in well-doing. For in doing good 
do we derive our greatest happiness. Farewell, we shall soon 
meet again.’

* She was gone, and I was left alone.’ The old man stopped, 
and I looked thoughtfully out of the window. I turned to ask 
a question, but he too was gone, yet, I had not heard him go. 
It was strange, but I could not bring myself to believe that I 
listened to the spirit of Biohard Wherley, until I heard from the 
lips of those who knew that he had crossed the bar many years 
before. This is my experience. If any oan derive any benefit 
from its perusal, may they do so. My end will be gained.

---------------♦---------------

An Open Letter to Christian opponents of Spiritualism, to Bev. 
Fleming and Mr. Waldron and the publio generally, by E. W. Wallis. 
This letter has been printed as a four-page traot, and can be had 
from this Office, price Is. per 100 ; 3s. 6d. for 500 ; 6s. 6d. for' 
1,000, carriage free.

National Federation.—Speakers and mediums who are asso­
ciate members of the S.N.F. are urgently requested to send to me' 
their open dates for 1899, together with gifts and terms, as early as 
possible, that I may be able to meet the necessities of societies in oase' 
of disappointment. W, Harrison, Seo., S.N.F., 37, North-street, 
Burnley.
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A CASE OF IDENTIFICATION.
One of the hardest problems which puzzles a student in connection 
with the study of Spiritualism is that of spirit identification. This 
case is one of the most remarkable I have ever met, and I think 
worthy of being recorded. There were two people working as art 
students at the National gallery. They knew each other for a few 
weeks, and then passed out of each other’s lives, as there was nothing 
lasting in their friendship. They knew each other’s names : one was 
Mr. Thompson and the lady Mrs. Francis. Mrs. Francis, in course 
of time, heard of Spiritualism: and attended some of the publio meet­
ings at Battersea, where she met the worthy president, Mrs. H. 
Boddington. Mrs. Boddington, after some time, called on Mrs. 
Franois, and in the course of conversation desoribed a spirit with her 
hostess, which was not recognised. This oocurred twice. Another 
medium also described the same spirit, with the same results. Some­
one lent Mr. Franois a little maohine called a * Ohrao,* which can be 
held by two or more people, and automatio writing can be obtained, 
By its combined power, one of the spirits who came and gave his 
name was the man who Mrs. Franois had met at the National 
Gallery, but she had entirely forgotten' his name, as it oeourred eight 
years before ; but he told her where they had met, and he also told 
her he was in trouble, and he asked her to pray for him. She asked 
him how long he had been passed on the other side, and he said four 
years, and that he had committed suicide. This was very interesting, 
but could it be proven ? Now the lady knew there was one of the 
Royal Academicians that bore the same name as her deceased friend, 
and wrote to hiin a note, as one artist would to another, receiving a 
reply stating that the gentleman in question was his brother, but he 
was dead. It oeourred to Mrs. Franois to go to the National Gallery 
and make further inquiry. She went to the room where they used 
to work, and the attendant, who knew them both, told her that he 
(the spirit) had ceased ooming there suddenly about four years ago. 
Being afterwards visited by one of our publio clairvoyante, he gave 
the same description as Mrs. Boddington had done, which exactly 
tallied, proving that it was the spirit who had come writing to Mrs. 
Franois. In the oourse of time, Mrs. Franois joined Mr. Thurston’s 
olasses, and a clairvoyant desoribed him to her, and gave his name, 
as the clairvoyant previously had done. But the last and final tests 
came in the phenomenon of materialisation. One evening Mrs. 
Franois was sitting with her own family at the seance table, and the 
spirit, who beoame a frequent visitor, said he would be with her on 
the morrow, as she intended to go to Mr. Husk’s. She went to Mr. 
Husk’s a perfect stranger, he not knowing anything of her or her 
antecedents, but Mr. Thompson came. Again, Mrs. Francis was 
sitting with Mrs.----- , on July 23, this year, as I have written before,
and Mr. Thompson materialised in the light, and with the medium, 
the writer seeing the spirit form and medium at the same time.

A Petebs.

A CLERGYMAN ON ‘HEAVEN.’
The Newcastle Daily Chronicle of Dec. 12 contains the report of a 
lecture-on the subjeot of * Heaven,’ delivered in St. Columbus’ Churoh, 
Gateshead, by the Rev, Reginald T. Talbot, vioar of St. Thomae’s, 
Sunderland. After extricating himself from what we may fairly 
designate as * mixed metaphor,’ the rev. gentleman concluded by 
saying : Imagination had well-marked limite or checks upon it, 
always. First of all, the externals, the outer circumstances of a 
future life, were lost to mortal eye in the light of moral and spiritual 
conditions. He said that in spite of the ‘ pearly gates ’ and * golden 
streets ’. which St. John described in the Revelation'. St. John was 
writing'to the Jews, who delighted in magnificence, and his imagin­
ation was a little bit tinctured and tainted by his Jewish extraction. 
All that went for nothing before the eyes, dazzled by the moral and 
spiritual conditions of the plaoe. Death made no change in circum­
stances or in oharaoter. In the matter of life that'was to be, the 
whole tenure of scripture compelled imagination to take that às a 
check upon its workings. . Men would be dealt with in 
the life to oome according to their works, whether their 
deeds were good or bad ; and death could not alter 
this. There was no baptismal wave in the act of death which 
exercised a cleansing and regenerating power on the dying man. 
There were no purging fires in the mere article of death which did 
away with the staine of nature. It seemed to him that the next stage 
of life would he 'a sohool of universal experience, where the good 
would be learning to be better ; where, as he trusted, the bad would 
be under remedial discipline as well. So he did not look to the next 
stage of life as being the final stage. It seemed to him that there 
might betinfinite stages of life, aye passing on, and further on. As a 
matter of fact, he did not believe that the Bible told us anything 
about the final state of man. What he believed was, that after this 
life there was another stage of life, which would be, as . he said, a 
universal school of experience, where the good would be learning to be 
better, and where the bad down to the very worst, as he hoped and 
trusted, would be learning lessons which they might put 
to account ; and where God would be all in all. Answering 
the question whether Heaven wotdd be a state or a plaoe, 
he said it would be primarily a State and secondary a place; for a 
place was nothing without the state, and it was a state that made the 
place. Would they know eaoh other? was a question whioh he 
answered with another—why not? Would it be all worship? Yes, 
and no. He could imagine a time, even in this world, when every 
stroke of work would be an act of worship, so that work and worship 
would be completely merged one into the other. He did not suggest 
that, with all the attractiveness of Heaven, men should despise the 
earth. On the contrary, thoughts such as he had -put before them 
should make them feel how infinitely important this life Was, 
because the character of a man in this life determined his state in 
the next world. If a man made a mess of this life, he would certainly 
start with a grand mess in the next.’

The lesson to be learned from this leoture is that Spiritualists are 
on the eve of losing their chart. If the truth is taught, it does not

mattar whether it is taught in the Roman Catholio Cathedral or in 
the Churoh of England ; of this we may bo oertain, when the philo­
sophical Spiritualist gets the assuranoe that he can have spiritual 
verities in all the beautiful and soul-inspiring surroundings of a 
modern churoh or ohapel, in superior musió and decorative art, these 
truths explained in the manner of education, oulture and refinement, 
« Ichabod ’ may be written over the doors of some of our spiritual 
halls. A divine, a saored responsibility, was committed to our oare 
when the angel-word gave us possession of the bridge over the gulf 
of death. We are trifling with that responsibility in a sheer pheno­
menal, sensuous and petty, commercial spirit ; magnanimity is an 
unknown quantity. Mr.I’m-as-good-as-you, and a great deal better, too 
often regulates our oourse of aotion, and our Cause languishes amid 
petty differences, jealousy, meanness and spite. If it were not that 
there are some most prominent exceptions to the rule we should 
become pessimists and die in despair, but we take hope in that God 
hath never left Himself without a witness. Ajax.

JOHN TAYLOR, PHYSICAL MEDIUM, AT THE
‘TWO WORLDS’ OFFICE.

John Taylor—* Honest John Taylor,’ as he is called by all his old 
friends—has long been known to the acting editor of the Two Worlds, 
and when John's services are wanted, he complies at once with any 
reasonable request. Accordingly, he was asked a fortnight ago to be 
at the Two Worlds Office on Thursday Evening, December 22, at 
half-past seven, and he presented himself quite fifteen minutes before 
the appointed time. He had been invited for the special use as 
medium to show the wonderful physical phenomena which take place 
in his presence, to the students who assemble here weekly for the 
study and investigation of- Spiritual phenomena, and their cognate 
philosophy and religion. There were five ladies and seven gentlemen 
present. It may here be stated that the peculiarity of the phenomena 
through Mr. Taylor’s mediumship consists of the lifting of heavy 
weights on the table, and movements of the table generally. The 
table used is a round three-legged cottage table, and as many as there 
is room for sit with palms of the hands on the table, the room being 
in semi-darkness, but so that all can see one another and all that is 
going on. In a little while the medium passed .under control, and he 
then arranged the sitters in the places for which they were suitable. 
After sitting for a little while longer the table began to tilt, and then 
it was raised in the opposite direction from where the medium sat.

In being pressed down at this point it was found that there was 
a btrong force acting in the opposite direction, which made it 
necessary to use great force to bring the table into place on the floor. 
Presently, Dr. Martin, medical Officer of Health for Gorton, a suburb 
of Manchester, was asked to get up on the table. He was direoted to 
stand on the medium's hands, and he was lifted immediately, the 
table following the hands of the medium. After sitting a little while 
longer three gentlemen were instructed to get upon the table, two of 
whom sat on a ohqir and the other stood straight. The medium now 
took hol'd of the legs of the chair, and after a sort of convulsive sway 
all three were lifted, the table following their feet. On the probable 
weight of each person being estimated there could not have been 
muoh less than four-and-a-half owt. lifted, the medium’s hands all 
the while being on the' upper side of the table. The medium now got 
hold of the chair by the legs, and after saying, * We will make the 
chair into a magnet,’ he rubbed the feet of the ohair on the top of the 
table, and immediately lifted the table from the floor just as we would 
lift a piece of steel with a magnet. The medium next oalled for a 
rope or strong cord, with which he requested that some one should 
tie his body and legs to his ohair.

This being effectively done by Dr. Martin, a gentleman was told 
to get upon the table, when he was lifted, table and all, several 
inches into the air. Dr. Martin was next invited to stand on thè 
table, and to take hold of the medium’s hands, and do hie best to 
lift him, but in spite of the force now acting direotly on the table, 
the doctor and table were lifted bodily from the floor. Besides 
this phenomena, the medium slapped his hands on - the table, and 
lifted the table as with a pair of виокегв. He'also did a similar 
experiment whilst holding one hand each of ' two of the sitters. The 
table also rose from the floor without contaot, and on one oocasion, 
after reaching the hands of the sitters, whioh were held six or eight 
inehee above, it remained there for two or three seconds, and then 
dropped to the floor. - ,

It only remains to be said -that Dr. Martin made an exhaustive 
examination of all that took plaoe, saying at last the faots witnessed 
were caused by some force not comprised within the laws of nature as 
known to soience, and we have Dr. Martin’s unqualified and un­
solicited permission to make this statement. <

After the seance was concluded, all present expressed their entire 
pleasure and satisfaction in having had the opportunity of witnessing 
these remarkable ocourrenoes.

‘ AT HOME ’ AT THE SPIRITUALIST LYOEUM. 
(SOWERBY BRIDGE).

A series of ‘At Homes’ have been held in the Lyceum, Hollins- 
lane, recently, when Mr. and Mrs. Joseph Sutcliffe were host and 
hostess, the page being Miss Charlotte Holroyd, whose duty it waB to 
introduce the gueets. There was quite a seleot oompany, and all 
seemed to enjoy themselves. Songs, glees, and reoitals were given at 
intervals during the evening, whilst parlour games and other amuse­
ments also ocoupied the attention of the visitors. The artistes were 
Miss N. Law, Mr. E. Firth. Mr. Hepworth, Mr. Seymour, Mr. Butter­
worth (concertina solos) and Miss B. Farrar (violin solos). There 
were two receptions, whioh is a hovel feature at least in this town. 
The afternoon’s host and hostess were Master B. Gaukroger and Miss 
Dora Rush worth (page Mr. Harry Copley), who went through their 
duties splendidly, each welcoming their guests with the grace and 
dignity born of older years. The programme took the form some­
what of a Lyoeum session, and"there were reoitals, sacred solos and 
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duets, piano Bolo, mueioal reading, eto., culminating with a * Talk on 
Spiritualism,’ whioh the host and hostess introduced, and some 
twenty-two children asked questions and gave answers. It was 
indeed said to be the pleasantest * at home ’ of all.

. The evening’s host and hostess were the president (Mr. W. Green­
wood) and Mrs. Greenwood, their page being Miss E. Jackson. The 
programme consisted of anthems by the ohoir, solos by Mr. Har­
greaves, who sang * The golden pathway ’ and reoit and air from 
Elijah—‘Ye people rend your hearts,’ etc. Mr. A. Sutcliffe also 
sang * Nazareth,’ in which the ohoir joined, and ‘Bolling in foaming 
billows.’ Two violin solos were splendidly rendered by Mr. A. 
Rowson.

Short addresses were given by Mr. Lees, Mr. Joseph Sutcliffe, 
and Mr. John Harwood, who had come purposely from Blackpool. It 
was through Mr. Harwood’s influence, along with others, that the 
Lyoeum was built, and he naturally recalled former times 2nd past 
struggles, and was muoh affeoted ; but he said, ‘ I am paid,’ which 
spoke volumes. Equally impressive were the words of the other vice- 
presidents above named. Two well-known hymns were sung heartily, 
and Mr. Earnest Law accompanied.

Monday afternoon * At Home ’ had a charming hostess in Mrs. 
Longbottom, and lady visitors came from Halifax, Brighouse, Black­
pool, eto. Conversations, games, olairvoyanoe by Mrs. Crossley, and 
songs, were gone through, tea being afterwards partaken of.

The closing ‘ At Home ’ took plaoe on Monday evening, when 
Mr. Harry Bobinson and Miss Thorpe were host and hostess, assisted 
by Master W. Wilson as page. A splendid programme arranged by 
Mr. Thorpe was gone through by Messrs. Platt, Marshall, and 
Shuttleworth, and Misses Asquith and Dodgson. Professor White- 
head gave phrenological delineations with exaotness and ability. 
Refreshments were provided, and a cloakroom was managed by the 
ladies of the Lyceum. The room was deoorated by Messrs. Rhodes, 
Halifax, and gave every satisfaction. These * At Homes ' have proved 
to be the pleasantest affairs yet undertaken by the Lyoeumists. The 
gross ■ -proceeds amounted to about £28, and the nett profits are to 
augment the school fund.

LETTER FROM MRS. LEWIS FIRTH, TORONTO.

We claim Mrs. Firth as one of earliest acquaintances in Spirit­
ualism, than whom have never known a more conscientious worker, 
and we are sure her letter will be read with interest by all her old 
friends in the Bacup and Boohdale districts.—Ed. * T.W.*

340, Lippincott-street, Toronto, Ont. Noy. 17,1898.
My dear friends,—I feel I want to send you some newB that will 

please you and all our old friends in England as well as it does me. 
I oan not express- the pleasure it gave me to have our old and dear 
friends, Mr. and Mrs. Wallis, come to pay me a visit, and also the 
pleasure I felt in listening to these helpers in the oause of Spirit­
ualism. We had some very nice meetings during the two weeks they 
were here, but I don’t think we got more than 300 or 350 at any of 
the publio meetings. Now we are getting over 3,000 on Sunday 
evenings. Mr. and Mrs. Wallis left here on the 14th of Sep­
tember, and whilst they were here we arranged for Lyman 
C. Howe to leoture for us in the month of Ootober. He is a 
very good leoturer, but with him we engaged Mrs. Maggie Wait, who 
is a splendid test medium. She never gives any desoriptions without 
giving full names, and sometimes as many as seven or eight names in 
the family; she tells what trades they followed while in earth life ; 
so that anyone getting a test cannot get away from it. She won’t 
give up till she makes the people know them ; then she will got a 
message for them. She has oreated - quite a sensation here in 
Toronto. We engaged a large hall for the month of Ootober, but we 
were orowded out eyery night, so for the month of November we 
engaged one of the theatres here, whioh has seating acoommodation for 
2,800, and the very first Sunday evening it wae supposed there would 
be about 500 turned away beoause they oould not get in, and it was 
just paoked inside. Mrs. Wait is going to stop with us for the winter. 
We have this month speaking for us a Mrs. Streets, and she is very 
good. Eaoh meeting takes about 45 minutes. We have just two 
services per week, Sunday and Wednesday evening.

I know you, as well as other friends in England, will rejoice 
with me, for when I first oame out here, four years and eight months 
ago, I was nine months before I ever found a Spiritualist, and I felt 
so hungry for spiritual food. Since then I have found about half a 
dozen, and I have never lost sight of them. We have had our ups 
and downs, like they have in most places, and just before Mr. Wallis 
oame there were three societies going and about 30 oiroles, that we 
knew of. The very week before Mr. and Mrs. Wallis oame there was 
a split, and I was very muoh afraid we should not be able to give 
them a hearty welcome, but I have some very dear friends here, and 
they were spread in all the societies, so I went and asked them all 
to get everyone to do their best, and they all did, and I think it was 
about one of the proudest times in my life when I saw what a nice 
respectable audienoe there was to meet my friends, Mr. and Mrs. 
Wallis. I felt like shaking hands with everybody.

I would like my old friends to know I am not quite dead yet. 
‘ Bluebell ’ told some of my Blackpool friends I had a work to do here 
when they were trying to get me not to come. I don’t pretend that it 
is me that has done the work, but I seem to have been used as a kind 
of sticking plaister to keep trying to cement the people together ; of 
course, Mrs. Wait is the attraction. I don’t know how we shall go on 
when she has gone, but surely it must set people thinking ; but you 
see, phenomena takes best here. It takes about £22 a week to olear 
us, but we ате getting along all right, and pay six guineas a week for 
the theatre, besides three guineas for our speaker and eight guineas 
for Mrs. Wait. Wishing you every good wish, yours truly,

Eliza Fibth.

To New Readers.—A special offer. We will send you Thb 
Two Worlds free by post for twenty-four weeks for 2s.6d.

Prospective Arrangements.
Pbospective Arrangements, Wanteds, and Inquiries should he 

accompanied by six penny stamps for 24 words, nine stamps far 36 
words, and twelve far 60. Names of Mediums, Speakers, and 
Places, should be legibly written.]

BIBSTALL Spiritualist Sooiety will have a Sale of Work, Publio 
Tea and Grand Entertainment, on Saturday, Deo. 31. Old friends 
and new cordially invited. 581

BBADFOBD. Milton Hall, 32, Bebecca-street.—The Committee 
beg to announce that arrangements have been made, and Mr. Will 
Phillips, of Nottingham, will give an address upon the ‘Higher 
Spiritualism,’ on Tuesday night, Jan. 3, 1899, at 7-45. Clairvoyance 
by Mrs. Burohell, of Bradford. Look out for Mr. J. Farnworth, ef 
Leicester, Monday, Jan. 16th. Welcome to all. 581

BBADFOBD. Otley-road.—A happy evening. Coffee Supper 
and Sooial on New Year’s Eve, at 7 p.m. Supper at 9-30, price 6d. 
and 3d. January 1, speaker, Mrs. Whitehead ; ohairman, Mr. J. 
Whitehead. All are welcome. 581

BURY.—Grand Tea Party and Entertainment, Monday, Deo. 26. 
Tea on tables at 4-30. Tiokets, adults, Is. ; children, 9d. After tea, 
4d. eaoh. 581

FELLING. Hall of Progress.—Mr. W. H. Bobinson will oooupy 
our platform Jan. 1, when solos will be sung by a lady friend. 581

GATESHEAD. St. Cuthbert’s Hall.—Sunday, Jan. 1, Mr. 
Niohol, of Gateshead. Thursday, Jan. 5, Open Oirole. Jan. 8, 
Mr. W. Davison, of South Shields. 581

GATESHEAD. I.L.P. Hall.—On Sunday, January 1, Mrs. 
Young, of South Shields, at 6-30 p.m. On Wednesday, 4, open 
oirole, 7-30 p.m. On Jan. 8, Mr. Easthope, of Newcastle, Psyoho­
metry. January 15, Mr. Lashbrook, of Newcastle. 580

LIVERPOOL. Spiritual Evidence Sooiety, Phænix Hall, 64, 
Low Hill.—Monday, 2nd, Committee. Wednesday, 4th, Mrs. Green­
lees. 11th, Mrs. Greenlees. Monday, 9th, Annual Election of Officers 
by ballot. Members two quarters in arrears do not vote or take office.

MIDDLETON. Spiritualist Sooiety.—A Grand Tea Party and 
Sooial will be held in the Co-operative Hall on Saturday, Jan. 7. Tea 
on tables at 4-30 p.m. 581

Mbs. J. M. SMITH, having removed from Leeds, wishes all 
letters to be sent to her new address—St. Hilda’s, Viotoria-road, 
ofi Warbreok-road, North Shore, Blackpool. A few open dates during 
winter months.

Mbs. A. BROWN, Tranoe Medium, Clairvoyant, and Psycho­
metrist, is now booking engagements for 1899. Publio or private. 
For terms address 43, Grange-road West, Middlesborough. 581

Mbs. M. H. WALLIS will return to Manchester from America by 
the end of January, 1899, and will be pleased to hear from societies 
re engagements during the following six months. Address, o/o. Mr. 
B. O. Wallis, Corporation-street, W., Walsall, Staffs.

NEWCASTLE-UPON-TYNE. 3, Addison-road, Heaton and 
Byker.—Jan. 1, Open Meeting, at 6-30. Jan. 2, Sooial, at 6 p.m. 
Jan. 8, Mr. Laehbrooke, at 6-30. 581

NEWOASTLE-ON-TYNE. Northumberland Hall.—Jan. 1, at 
6-30, Open Cirole. 3rd, Membors’ Monthly Meeting. 8th and 9th, 
Mr. Walter Howell. 15th and 16th, Miss Smith. 581

PERKINS VILLE.—Jan. 1, Mr. T. Bennett, of Newcastle, will 
oooupy our platform at 6 p.m. 8th, Mrs. Young, of South Shields, 
at 6 p.m; '1 581

PROFESSOR DAVIS’S Seance, Fridaye, 8 p.m., 34, Lancaster- 
road, Westbourn Park. Ring Bell. Also Phrenological Lecture, No. 
2 room, Workman’s Hall, Stratford, Wednesday, Jan, 4, 1899, at 
8 p.m. 581

SMETHWICK. Central Hall, Cape Hill.—On New Year’s Day, 
Jan. 1, Miss E. A. Smith, of Southport, trance, olairvoyant, and 
psyobometrio medium, will conduot servioes at 11 and 6-30. Also 
give publio seanoe on Jan. 2 at eight. Silver collection on Monday. 
Our New Year’s Party on Jan. 11. 581

WANTED, FOR BALE, SITUATIONS, ETO.

Wanted, situation, Companion Lady-help or housekeeper.—* X, 
Two Worlds Office. Permanent home main object. 579

General Servant Wanted, in January (four in family) ; little 
cooking ; good wages.—Write at onoe, stating particulars, to Pioken, 
109, Bulwer-road, Fillibrook, Leytonstone, London. 580

MANCHESTER SOCIETY OF ЯРТЯТТПАТ.ТЯТЯ. 
Tipping Street.

A GRAND TEA PARTY AND BALL

LARGE OO-OPERATIVE HALL,
Downing Street, Ardwick,

OUST MONDAY, 2 1899.

Tea at 6 p.m. Dancing 7 till 2.
Tiokets, GENTS’ 1/3 ; LADIES 1/-. After Tea, Gents’ 1/; Ladies 9d.

Mr. J. I’anson's Quadrille Band will be in attendance;
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‘PLATFORM GUIDE.’—NOTICE.

Owing to the Christmas Holidays so 
few advices of Speakers’ Engagements 
have come in, and these so late, that we 
are compelled, with very mnoh regret, to 
exclude the Platform Guide from this 
issue of the ‘ Two Worlds.’

LONDON, ‘WHSUXiTTSTG-TOTT HALL, 
Almeida Street, Upper Street, Islington

— The Annual —
RE-UNION & SOCIAL GATHERING

Of Smiíitualists and Friends

Is fixed for 
WEDNESDAY, JANUARY 4, 1899

Doors open at 7, Commence at 7-30.
The programme includes New Year’s Greetings, Songs and Instru­
mental Musió, Beoitals, and а ьапонавье sketch, concluding with a 

Cinderella Dance.
ФТГГк ~й!гГ'рЧ 1/- each, may be had of the Secretaries of the 
London aooieties, or of Mr. Brooks, 72, St. Thomas Road, -Finsbury Park 

or at tho Hall.

WORTH PURCHASING.—CHEAP.

Do the Dead Return ? 3/6.

Kingsford's Dreams and Dream Stories (second edition), 3/-

Old Truths in a New Light, 3/6.

Serious Letters from Serious Friends, 3/-

Cox’s What, am I ? The Mechanism of Man (two volumes) 
3/6. Very scarce.

Olcott's Theosophy, Religion, and Occult Science, 3/6.

Graham's Modern Domestic Medicine ; full calf : 1858, 5/6.

Angelic Revelations (volumes 1 to 6) 27/6.'

31, ENDELL STREET, LONDON. W.C.

TWO SCIENTIFIC . . . .
. . BOOKS ON SPIRITUALISM,

By Two of таи Leading Savants of the Day.

They axe replete with irrefutable- testimony to the bona-fidcs 
of the phenomena upon which Modern Spiritualism rests.

IS* EVERYBODY SHOULD READ THEM.

‘RESEARCHES IN THE PHENOMENA 
OF SPIRITUALISM,’

By SIR WILLIAM 'CROOKES, f.r.s.,
President of the British Association. 

POST ZETEÒZEIEL Sb- За.

‘MIRACLES & MODERN SPIRITUALISM.’ 
By Db. ALFRED RUSSEL WALLACE, f.b.s, 

POST ITEMELE 5B. 4a.

From the MANAGER,
‘Two Worlds,’ 18, Corporation-street, Manchester.

MEDIUMSHIP 1b purely a constitutional stato, and may be 
Bolentifioally cultured and developed by soientifio methods.—Prof. 
Timson, F.B.P.A. Persons- seeking speoial. advioe - on the above 
should write, with stamped address, to Professor Timson,.F.B.P.A., 
who olaims the highest suooess of any tutor in. the psyohologioal 
sciences, Hydro*, Leicester. 1

MR. and MRS. BROOKS,
16, Watbbloo Strebt, Oldham.

P 8 YOHOMETRISTS AND HEALERS.
Disease Diagnosed. Herbal Remedies oarefully made up.

Torme moderato.

ASTROLOGY.
STANLEY DAWSON will give, for a small fee, Map of 
Nativity, with Advice on Health, Wealth, Marriage, eto., and Fore­
cast your Future by directions of the stars. Send stamped envelope 
for particulars, to STANLEY DAWSON, 4, Thobnby Road, Douglas, 
ISLE-OF-MAN.

Full judgment free to eaoh purchaser. S59

SPECIAL NOTICE.
At the CHEETHAM PROGRESSIVE SPIRITUALIST SOCIETY,

On Dec. 31,1898 (New Year's Eve),

-A. S O C I A T_i
will be held in ASH LODGE, commencing at 6 o’clock 

Including a Sketch, * Quite Mistaken,’ from the young people.

ADMISSION SIXPENCE EACH.

‘BORDERLAND’ REMAINDERS.
(18 Parts).

CHOICE ARTICLES
Inclusive of the Whole Range of Occult Science.
Some Issues were Published at 2/6, others 1/6 perpart.

OFFERED AT 1/3 EACH, FREE.
Don’t miss this offer ! .

W.. H. ROBINSON,
Northern Book Stores, Newcastle-on-Tyne.
W . ar. X E E . U E R. ,

MAGNETIC HEALER,
MEDICAL BOTANIST, & PSYCHOMETRIST,

will consider any саве. of suffering
PREE OF OHARG-E^

Bend description of ailments; and stamped addressed 
envelope for reply.

Medicines—made only from the finest HERBS, ROOTS, 
and BARKS, by the best known processes, and dispensed 
specially for every individual case-sent to any part of 

the world, in plain wrapper, at moderate chargee.

Personal consultations and advioe daily from 2 to 8.

Delineations of Oharaoter, Advice on Business,. Spiritual 
Gifts, eto. Fees from 2/6. Send stamp for list.

KIDNEY AND LIVER PILLS.

Compounded of the finest ingredients. 
Pearl coated and tasteless.

All who try them like them.
- Each box contains 40 pills 

Only 7d. per Box, Post-free.

COUGH SYRUP.

Compounded of Comfrey, Liquorice, Slippery Elm, and 
other valuable demulcents and expectorants.

Ohildren take it with avidity. '
Contains no poisons or deleterious substances. 

Persons of all ages like it.
Each bottle contains thirty doses.

Only 8d. per Bottle, Post-free.

Added

6, Charnley Grove, Charnley Road, Blackpool.
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Apartments. >
Houthekd. Mre.Edworas, 10, Elmer Avenue, Queen’s rd., close to station ondfeP 
Sea. Spiritualists, ИИ

BLACKPOOL. Ш
Home for Spiritualists at Mrs. 0. L. Hilton’s, 104, Central Drive. [579^
Mrs. Taylor, 35, Springfield Road, Talbot Road Station. 592
Spiritualists and others will find home oomforts at Mrs. TAYLOR’S, л' 
35, SPRINGFIELD ROAD, one minute’s walk from sea, 
Fleetwood tram terminus, and Talbot-road Station, and eight 
minutes’ walk from Spiritual Church, Albert-road. Public and 
Private Apartments. Piano, Bath, etc.

MORECAMBE.
Please note : Mrs. Hunt has removed from Albert Cottage, to 50, 
Euston Road. 592

SOUTHPORT.
Mrs. W. Stansfield, * Yorkshire House,’ 52a, Promenade. -7ÍT73

The Oup that 
Restores 

and Strengthens RINGROSE’S The Oup that 
gives a 

lovely complexion] [

NATURE’S FINEST HERB REMEDY
For Constipation and Sick Headache ; it Purifies the Blood and 

Clears the System of all Humours, and Obstructions. 
6d. and Is., post free, from

MB. RINGROSE, 1, Pratt-etreet, NORTH PARADE, HALIFAX 
Agents wanted, write for terms.

Astrology—G. WILDE will cast Your Horoscope, 
Prefiguring health, wealth, weal or woe, the stars have in store for you. Read 
the following testimony of Mr. Wilde's skill in a test horosoope, and then write to 

to him, sending your birth*time.
Address :—G. WILDE, Occult Book Company, 6, Central-Btreet 

Halifax, Yorkshire.
Extract from the Christmas Number,1895, о/ “ Pearson's Weekly"

Mr. Pearson Bays : " I do not think there is tho least doubt aboulthe laot that 
Mr. Wilde had not toe smallest knowledge oi the personality of .the individual 
whose horosoope he was casting. . . . So many points in this horosoope are 
so ouriously accurate, that I thought almost anybody would probably be inter­
ested In glancing through it”

1 Mr. Wilde was extraordinarily successful with Mr. Pearson, for whom he 
did a very elaborate horoscope, which was right as to the past, and has since 
been verified in relation to matters which were then in the iuture,'—Borderland, 
October, 1897

BIG OFFER.

AMERICAN ADVANCE THOUGHT, by A. J. Davis, Cora L. V.
Riohmond, Мгв. Brigham, Hudson Tuttle, Prof. Denton, eto., 
eto. Handsome Cloth, Bevelled Edges. Published at 3s. 6d.

HUMANITY AND THE MAN, by Wm. Sharpe, M.D. Pub­
lished at Is.

MAN’S TRUE SAVIOURS, by Prof. Denton.
THOUGHT AWAKENERS, by Jos. M. Wade.
BROAD-THOUGHT, by Cora L. V. Riohmond, Elizabeth Rowe, 

Prof. A. Wilder, eto. ,
SPIRITUAL SPHERES, by Cora L. V. Richmond.

IS" To olear remaining stocks of the above successful books 
we will send one of eaoh (6), carriage paid, to any address on receipt 
of poetai order for 2s. 4d. Noth I—We have still on hand a few 
4s. 6d. sets, as last advertised in the Two Worlds.

HY. A. COPLEY, Canning Town, LONDON, E.

MRS. MASTERMAN,
COSTUMIER AND LADIES’ TAILOR,

38, Harrington Square, 
Hampstead Road, LONDON, N.W.

COURT, BALL, AND EVENING GOWNS A SPECIALITY. 
WALKING, CYCLING, AND TAILOR 

MADE COSTUMES, MOURNING ORDERS, WEDDING 
TROUSSEAUX, AND CONTINENTAL OUTFITS 

AND CORSETS.

Public Spaakøp» and Medium«.
Mrs. Forrester, Б5, Babone-lxne Smethwick. Sittings by appointment.
Ida Ellie, 33, South Beach, Blackpool. Send Photo, bettor or Article. Feo 2a 6d 
MleaM. E. Nuttall, trance speaker & clairvoyant,37,Vernon-st., Bury. Open date 
Mrs.Browne,376, Ashton-rd,Openshaw,Speaker,Psyohometrist Open dates 99 
Mrs. Richards, 37 Hazel-street, Leicester, Clairvoyant and Trance Medium. 
Mrs Mawdsley-Mc.Dermott, Herbalist Bittings daily for the sick, 1, Holm­
field Bawtenstall 576
M ad am George, Psychometry, disease from artioles. Fee : 2s. Bright Avenue 
Syndall Street, Arclwick, Manchester.
Fred Easthope, Psyohometrist, Clairvoyant, mediumship delineated, private 
seances attended, circles formed, advice on mediumship, charaoter, &o. Fee 
Is. 6d. Photo and stamped envelope. 146« Tamworth-road, Newcastle-on-Tyne. 
Miss Ada Leak, Clairvoyant 15, Bond-street, Bury. 57a
Mr. Walter,Healer,42, Longford-street, London, N.W. Letter 
Mrs. F. Watson, Medical and Business Clairvoyant, 6, Henry-tar 
race, Leeds-road, Yeadon, late 42, Tennant-street. 580
Wm. Davidson, Herbalist, Clairvoyant, and Magnetio Healer1 
Belle Vue Cresoent, Tyne Dook, South Shields. 613
John Young, Clairvoyant, Psyohometrist, Healer and Wound 
Dresser, 119, Edward-stroei, Wer noth, Oldham.
Character.—Scientific Analysis of Charaoter from photo. Fee 
Is. Address—Alfred Saysell, Bishop’s Castle, Salop.
Madame Synthiel, the famous Clairvoyant, on Health, Charaoter, 
and Business, from photo, 2s. 6d. 373, Edge-lane, Liverpool.
Mrs. Weedemeyer, Magnetio Healer and Test Medium, for private 
sittings (letter first). 62, Star-lane, Barking-road, Canning-Town. 
Mrs. Gregg, Speaker and Psyohometrist. Charaoter and advioe 
from photo, or letter. 9, Oatland Avenue, Camp Road, Leede. 585 
Mrs. Bird, Trance Clairvoyant and Psyohometrist. Letter first. 
3, Mitford-terr., Wiok-ln., North Bow, London, nr. Viot. Park Station. 
Mrs. Hyde, 95, Exeter-st., off Devonshire-St., Ardwiok, Olairvoyant 
and Psyohometrist. Thursday and Friday only, from 1 o’olook to 8. 
Mrs. Paul, Physical and Materialising Medium. Seances, Tuesdays 
and Fridays, at 8 ; fee 2s. 6d.—25, Ranelsgh-road, Royal Oak, London 
Astrology.—Valuable advloo on Constitution, Disposition, Business, 
Marriage, ProspeotB, eto.; Sex, Birthtime ; 2s. 6d. Leo, 88, Walnut 
st., Blaokburn. 546
Mrs. J. Bentley, Olairvoyant and Psyohometrist. Delineations by 
oorrospondenoe only. Fee, 1/- and 2/6 ; Enclose artiole.—10, 
Lister Avenue, Bradford.
Mrs. Summersglll, Healer, Psyohometrist, eto. Advioe on 
Health, Charaoter, and Business, from photos or artiole.—Address, 
9, North Station Parade, Harrogate.
* Synthiel,' The Famous Olairvoyant. Health, Character, and 
Business, from Photo. 2s. 6d. 373, Edge Lane, Liverpool. 587
Mrs. Clowes, Trance, Clairvoyant, Psyohometrist. Private Sit­
tings, Mondays, frpm 2 to 8 p.m., at 73, Beoklow-road, Shepherd’s 
Bush, London. Open for engagements for 1899. 590
Mrs. Holllngworth (nee MÌ9S Knight), Tranoe Medium, Clairvoyant, 
and Psychometrist, 56, Sour Acre, Wakefield-road, Stalybridge. At 
home Fridays and Saturdays. Secretaries, please note. 579
Vision of your spiritual surroundings described from handwriting, 
is. 3d. and stamped envelope. Vision from photo, 2s. Advioe by 
letter only. Miss Bloke, 3, Herbert-street, Whit-lane, Pendleton, 
Manchester.
Mr. W. G. Coote, Clairvoyant, Spiritual and Material. Delinea­
tions from own letter, photo, eto., Is." and 2s. 6d. Seance, 
Wednesday 8 to 10 p.m., 2s. 6d. 16, Caroline-street, Eaton-square,
London, S.W.
H. Towns, Olairvoyant Medium, business, health, ohoraoter, eta., at 
home daily 10 to 6 or by appointmont, Sat. exoepted. Publio seances, 
Tues, and Fri. evenings 7-30 for 8.—113, Lisson-grove, Marylebone, 
London, N.W. * 585
J. A. White, Clairvoyant, Psyohometrist, and Healer. Insomnia a 
speciality. Seances and private sittings by appointment. Publio 
Seance, Tuesday and Friday at 8, Is.—21, Foxbourne-road, Balham, 
London, S.W. (near station).
Alfred Peters, Clairvoyant and Psyohometrist, at home daily 
(Saturdays exoepted) from 3 to 6 p.m. Seances by appointment. 
Publio Seance for inquirers, Wednesday at 7 30,1/-.—4, Merrington- 
road, St. Oswald’s road, West Brompton, S.W. 558
Mr. J. J. Vango, Clairvoyant and Healing Medium, at home daily 
from 10 to 5, or by appointment. Seanoes for investigators Monday 
and Thursday, at 8 for 8-30. Sunday morning at 11. 283, Lad- 
brook-grove, Notting Hill, W., dose to Notting НШ Station.
Mrs. Puraey, 26a, Hereford-road, Westboume-grove, Bays­
water, near Riohmond-road, Psyohometrist and Prophetic 
Clalyvoyant. At Rome daily from 2 io 7. Seanoes, Mondays 
and Thursdays, at 8 for 8-30, 1b. Private Seance, 5s.
Mrs. Brenohley, Normal Olairvoyant, Psyohometrist, Healer. 
Diseases diagnosed (Hours 2 till 5 p.m., After 5 p.m. by appoint­
ment. Your spiritual surroundings described from letter. Fee, 2s. 6d. 
Seanoes for Investigators, Tuesdays, 8-30 pan., fee, 2s. 6d.—111, St. 
Thomas’s-road, Finsbury Park, N. Close io Station.

FIT AND STYLE GUARANTEED.

¡S' Prompt Attention given to Letter Orders.

Dresses made from Measurement or Bodice Pattern.

*** Magnetlem le Life: It Invigorates Both Body and Mind.

Mi*, and Mrs. Hawkins, Magnetio Healers. At home dally from 
12 till 6 p.m. Patients visited at their own homes. Mrs. Hawkins 
gives Sittings for Clairvoyanoe, daily at 5, Seymour-plaoe, Marble 
Aroh, W. Seances Monday and Thursday, at 8-30 p.m. Healing 
Seances, Sunday morning, 11 o’olook.
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The. Eighth Special New Year's Number of
Lyceum ЕВсмагижжвж*

Will be published on Saturday, January 7th, 1899;

- --------- : BRIGHTER, BETTER, AND MORE INTERESTING THAN EVER. :----- ------

Every Purchaser will receive FREE
A LARGE ILLUSTRATED ALMANAC FOR 1899.

The Publisher submits with confidence the following from the List of

OOnSTTEIT'S’S
LORD OF HIMSELF : Our New Serial for 1899, by Miss Annie A. Fitton.

A NEW ZEALAND WOOING : by ‘ Jenny Wren.’ 
THE GARDENER AND THE FLOWERS: Mrs. E. F. R. Walton. 

ALF. ARLAND.: An Indian Story, by Hudson Tuttle.
THE BABY’S GUARDIAN: by Agnes B. Ormsbee.

THE RIDDLERS’ CORNER: by J. Harry Bunn. A REVOLT IN THE KITCHEN. 
DAISY ' DIMPLES’ NEW YEAR LETTER TO HER DAISIES.

A FRIEND IN NEED. DIFFICULT SUMS.
AUNT EDITHA’S ACCOUNT OF THE GOLDEN GROUPS’ '‘CINDERELLA.’'

POETRY : A Plea for Comfort. What is It ? Six Times Nine. A Blyth Guid New Year; A Wonderful Town. 
Noblesse Oblige, etc., etc.

SPECIAL ARTICLES : A Man of Medicine, an Intèrview with Mr. J. Harry Buhn, by The Editor. Our 
Principles and Aims, by Dr. J. M. Peebles. Bible Prophets and Predictions,, by Rev. Moses Hull. 

Our Golden Year of Jubilee, concluded by The Editor.
GENERAL ITEMS : Lyceum Notes, by Alfred Kitson. Our Monthly Chat. Itemettes, etc., etc.,

ILLUSTRATIONS : The House at Hydesville, from a Photograph taken by Mr. J. J. Morse on June ist. last. 
Mrs. M. E. Cadwallader, Mr. I. C. ,1. Evans, and Mrs. A. M. STEINBERG, President. and Secretary of the 
Young People’s Spiritual Union of America. The Head Quarters of the American Spiritualists’ National 

Association, Washington, D.C., etc.
SINGLE COPIES Price TWOPENCE. Post Free, THREEPENCE.

Lyceums and Societies supplied at the following rates : 12 copies 1/9, 24 copies 3/6, 36 copies 6/3, 46 copies 6/8. All orders 
for four dozens and. over, supplied at 1/8 per dozen. The above prices are all sent Carriage Paid.

Send in yonr orders at once. The Edition will be strictly limited to the quantity ordered. Orders must reach this office no later 
than Wednesday, January 4th. Do not let your Lyceum be disappointed this year.—Address Orders to :

The Publisher of ‘The Lyceum Banner,’ 26, Osnaburgh Street, London, N.W,

OUIJAS, 4s. 6d. and 6s. 6d. per return.
reveal past, present, and future. 

Press Opinions :—‘ Star,’ ‘ Gentlewoman,’ * Oraole,’ ‘ Pall 
Mall Budget,’ ‘Islington News,’ eto., eto.

LUND, Cycle Agent, BRADFORD. 583

MAGNETISM IS LIFE.

Prof. J. R. de Ross,
MESMERIST, & MAGNETIC HEALER,

Ouree Fits, Deafness, Rheumatism, Paralysis, eto., by Magnetio 
Treatment. See Original Unsolicited Testimoniáis for Cancer, 
Rheumatism, etc. 5, LILY-ST., LOWER BROUGHTON, 

Bi Appointment Only. MANCHESTER. [572

Dr. de AUTE-BOOPER,
(OHIO TT.S.A_J

MAGNETISM IS LITE.

Mesmeric, Magnetic, & Botanic 
Healer, Psychometrist, 

Clairvoyant.
Fits, Rheumatism, Eczema, Piles, and 
Tumors cured. Advice by post, One Stamp 
Advice on Mediumship and Business by 
letter or photo, is. id., and 2S. 6d. 
Personal consultations daily. Public circle 
Thursday, 8, silver collection. Eczema 
positively cured, remedy 1/2, post free. 
Thousands cured. Testimonials on appli­
cation.

« PORTLAND CaaSCHN®, LEEDS.

A Complete Manual of Health for every Man and Woman. 
Price 5s. net. Postage 3d.

ESOTERIC ANTHROPOLOGY 
(mysteries of man).'

—: Profusely Illustrated wtth Fifty Engravings. 
250,000 oopies of this work having now been issued to the general publio 
is, we consider, the best testimony of its value as a Hygienio Guide. 
NICHOLS & Co., Publishers, 23, OXFORD ST., LONDON, W

LIGHT : A Weekly Journal- of Psychical, Occult, and Mystica 
Research. “ Light " proclaims a belief in the existence and 

life of the spirit apart from, and independent of, the material 
organism, and in the reality and value of intelligent intercourse 
between spirits embodied and spirits disembodied. This position it 
firmly and consistently maintains. Beyond this it has no creed, and 
its columns are open to a full and free discussion—connected in a 
spirit of honest, courteous, and reverent enquiry—its only aim 
being, in the words of its motto, ** Light, More Light I " Price sd 
or ios. lod per annum nost free. Office,!, Duke-st., Adelphi, W.C.

BANNER OF LIGHT : The oldest journal in the world devoted 
to the Spiritual Philosophy. Issued weekly at 9, Bosworth­

street, corner Province-street, Boston, Mass. Business Manager, 
Isaac B. Rich ; Editor, H.D. Barrett. • Aided by a large corps of 
able writers. The “ Banner11 is .a first-class' family newspaper, 
embracing a Literary Departments Reports of Spiritual Lectures ; 
Spirit message Department ; Reports of Spiritual Phenomena, and 
Contributions by the most talented writers in the world, &c.' Sub­
scription, in advance, per year, 10s; 6d. six months, 5s, 6d. English 
agent, J. ). Morse, 26, Osnaburgh-street, ' Euston-road, N.W 
London. ’ Specimen copies sent free for one penny stamp.

All Business Communications should be addressed to the Company’s 
Registered* Office, at 18, Corporation-street, Manchester,




