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PAPER FIRST.

JOAN OF Arc. HER OPINION OF CREMATION.
I think one never has a conception of the poverty
extent as when standing

of language to such an
between

with a full heart, and tender recollections
the two worlds. A heart must be entirely selfish
that would wish toreap what it has not sown, or
garner for selfish purposes the lessons taught by :

a x4 ,x.'_.‘u, of .:u~~ 1 11ou 4 'hn DACK W nll ui-

termost, and giving out words that at least will make
men think whether or not, they act.
In my short review of facts from spirit life that I
have given, I have felt I would like to begin where
I left off, in interviewing and studying into the con-
dition of a spiritual rather than a physical world. Still
worlds or conditions are so nearly connected that
k‘ to be an inmate of one must be to have an interest
in the other; and before I strike out farther into my
knowledge of the spheres, I must tell you of one
whom it has been a blessing to me to have met, and
one who calls out all that is noblest and best in a
true man’s nature. In my ramblings it has been
with pleasure I have looked into the kindly eyes of

| A .
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Joan of Arc* and through a helper, understood her
feelings toward those in earth life. Her native land,
with its sunny vineyards is not forgotten. Though
long a resident from choice, of the eighth sphere,
still by that subtle law, which is ever true to itself,
she lives over the old struggles and basks in the old
victories. The shock of seeing and realizing that &
those ideal characters are really true, is great to m
who have always been a worshiper of genius and
self sacrifice. :
When I gazed into eyes which hundreds of)eag
ago, thrilled her country with love and fear, when I
saw her the savior in a measure of many standing
before me, knowing that from the ashes of the past
had arisen the beautiful body which now enshrined
her beautiful soul, I felt that the prophets of relig-
ious bigotry, even the man who was called a God,
paled beside this vision of martyred womanhood.
Thinking of her tragic death and knowing that ages
cannot entirely cancel an injustice done to purity, 1
asked her of her mission in this life. *It is almost
boundless™ she said, *I am working for the good of
the nation left behind ; every pang I suffered, is an
incentive to protect others. and every thonghta care
for the oppressed. My mind reverts to the customs
of earth and T am lost in wonder at the changes
which have come upon nations. But the method by
which I passed to spirit life has suggested a custon

* Born, Jan, 6, 1410, in France. She was a mediam, and was J
her “voices' to asmst Charles, the Dauphin in winning the vie
Orleans by which he was made king of France. Aftor ward, she
captured by the English and burned alive, atthe stake, a8 i sorceren V.

N

May, 1481, The character of the **Maid of Orleans™ wan spotless. ‘i
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nqw frequently practiced there, which brin
me a shudder, even after the old has passed away
and all become new to me. It is, that
body should, after having served its purpose
jected to such a fate as cremation. I muay fe
der upon that subjeet, but my iundividual o
will not harm anyone, and should eternity et
nity in its broadest sense, we would not forget er
tirely the casket we had worn, and would prefer it
to live on in some form more perceptible to the
birds of the air, and the beasts of the field than to
destroy it utterly by fire. Mother-earth was ever kind
when I was there and did her work well, and to my
mind, with beloved friends, there can be no better
way than to consign theirbodies to their own mother-
earth. Let ‘dust to dust and ashes to ashes’ come
afterward when nature's chemical process is complete;
but [ have had enough of ashes, and the old pains
which memory brings up, seem to me a rehearsal of
the past. I realize the difference, but I have
watched over too many fires of souls and bodies, to
believe that method as any more of a purifier than
the method of Nature.” Bowles.—“Will you tell
of yourselfas you are now?”’ Joan of Arc.—“Oh!
Yes. I will give you a description of my present
life soon, and of my special work to a special nation,
but I want to send back word to everyone that I
can reach in earth life, that if their souls while in
the earthly casket shrink from this seeming ordeal;
no law should condemn them to this sacrifice. I
know what it is for a soul tostand beside a body
and see each fibre of an old garment consumed by
fire. I'know that too often there is so strong au
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affinity for the old body that the spiritual bod
suffersin sympathy. I say this because men in
earth-life are adopting ideas which are not nature's
science and had rather experiment upon strangers
than upon themselves or their friends. I know all
that has been evolved from experiments, but do not
recognize the justice of a person’s being made a tool
for science without his consent.”

I asked her if she did not see- the necessity of
some change in disposing of the dead on account of
sanitary conditions; andshe replied,*“so far as she
could see, there was but little sense in burning the
bodies of the people while the flesh of beast, fish 4
and reptile were subjected to a process for fertiliza-
tion, and scattered broadcast over the land, emitting
vile odors and carrying in its atmosphere more of
putrid disease than many quiet resting places for the
dead. [ thought of her as a woman with a woman's
prejiudices even though hundreds of years should
hsve brought her wisdom, and I said, “this is of the
past: let us talk of that which will be of greater im-
portance in both worlds.” She replied through her
interpreter, “most gladly, sometime, but I am due
very soon at a spirit council over Nice,* where the
body will not be thought of, but the good of the souls
of the masses.”

Jan. 10, 1885. S. Bowles.

#Nice. in Asin Minor, where the famons Conneil of Nice was held,

during the reizn of Constantine the Grent.




PAPER SECOND.

I cannot with any word painting, describe my
thoughts and feelings on first meeting this woman
of a past age. Yet from former feelings, from for
mer knowledge as much as one can have of any his-
torical subject, she was the genuine Joan of Are.

To claim to be and not to be, in this spirit-world
of ours, especially after we have passed in a measure
beyond the boundary of selfishness and deceit, is
almost unheard of. This interview with the her-
oine of many of my earth dreams was something to
treasure, something I would like to report to my
own in earth-life, if their superior knowledge
did not avow me dead. But like one who long
ago, as tradition says, *came to his own and his own
received him not,” I must send to others, the fruits
of a harvest I would gladly give to my own loved ones.

I have looked at strange pictures, I have seen sol-
emn congregations, but never one more earnest than
that to which Joan of Are led me when she pro-
ceeded to the place before-mentioned. As we de-
seended, she with kindly hands, showed me the way.
Others, with anxious faces and thoughts of ecrowned
heads that must be dethroned by their own ideas of
justice, came side by side; friends of those who are
called the corruptors of kingdoms, followed, looking
not for the princely jewels of those born in power,
but for the rights of a starving, working multitude;
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men of genius, who, in ages past, had at noonday
and at midnight, worked with hopeful hearts, to
perfect implements by which life’s labor might be
performed more easily, only to see crowned heads
and wealthy lords, utilize what should have descend-
ed to their own, not only as a right, but to smooth
the path, made hard by human cruelty;—a heritage
she who died for her country, feels must curse it
until humanity with its lawful rights, shall take the
place of these usurpers; fathers, hoping that in some
future generation, there may bea chance to avenge
or at least, make reparation for the sufferings en-
dured in giving their descendents, secure free-
dom ; mothers, who after hundreds of years, have

felt more and more the injustice of their pask
and looking back to earth-life, see in the-children of
the present age, those who must suffer even as they
suffered, unless some mighty hand is sent out to still
the surging waters, which have so long tossed the
young and innocent, or sent older ones to uninyited
graves. All classes, all who have lived and suffered
or lived and learned in the spirit-world, their “inhu-
manity to man,” have met aliove the quiet city of
Nice tosce if by their united power, something cannot
be evolved tostay the waves of injustice, which have
been so disastrous tothe many and kind to the faw.

You have your council chambers, you haye your
representatives from different lands, you have your
earnest workers, you have your battles of tongues;
so it is just the same under the blue sky amid the
flowers of spirit life. These people, many with lans
guages unknown to me, called for their ideas of
right toward those below  them.
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The woman who had died for her
something to say, and as she arose in
titude, the friends of the Joan of
reverence due to a heroine, listened
sioned words and prophecies, which st
the hearts of those who would still cot
She claimed a work was still hers to
more freedom should come down to ea
ny spheres. She spoke of heads severed uj
eruel block, of eyes that looked their last
loved ones, from the burning stake, of one in pla
to-day and another usurping that place to-morrow,
and all for power, all for the unjust ambition to rule
sonls and bodies.

“Can yon look upon the record of the past and not
realize the need of a more united world in order to
prepare a heaven for all?"  “Much” said she, “de-
pends upon our united action to reach the lower
land, whence all must come, and show the people
the true principles oflife. Go with me to a Russian
prison : see them languishing there, daily expecting
death, death for a cause to which their overwrought
feelings have made them martyrs ; see the little ones
made fatherless for asyet a wasted cause, made
motherless because of broken hearts, because op-
pression drove their companions into a war, all pow-
erless on one side and all powerful on the oth-r.

The conditions of some of these lands have been
bettered, but this has been accomplished more by
the descending power of the spirit-world, than by
the wasted lives that are hourly giving up their all
for a liberty never gained! Oh! that we in spirit
life can do this,that we canstay the strong tide so

[N



f,he sualight of heaven may be selﬁsb, unleu w
uyatsmstnzed work of individual effort for the coun-
tries we love. Isee in every face before me.,thoug);tu. 1
which shall lead the slave to freedom, and turn the
weapons of war into producers of bread for the n:
fions. Real work is to be done for thdse wl\om
nany a prison will die to-morrow for the want of
ree air to breathe and bread for their children.”
Others, with the glow of love for their native
sountries, spoke of what spirits could do in hdpmg.
Jumanity. Charlotte Corday,* with the old fires

f memory in her eyes, demanded help for woman,

or woman’s virtue, for woman's honor.
It was a grand meeting almost among the stars.

Chere were priceless thoughts, but how few of theln‘ !

nd how poorly expressed by me. Iam sorry.

o be the chronicler, but how glorious the thought

hat Heaven is being waked up by women such as

hese, the one, who died for patriotism and glory,

he other, whose earth life was full of revenge.
Jan. 10, 1885. S. Bowles.

*A French lieroine, boru, July, 28, 1768, guillotined at Paris, July, 17,
193, for the assassination of Marat, a leading member of the paty of
obespicrre, which was determined to guillotine all the leading members
[ theGirondist party.  She entered Marat's bedroom and plunged o
ngger foto his heart, canging instantdeath.  She wag of remarkable
suty, and died with lofty heroism, and unflinching courage,

i



PAPER THIRD.

NAPOLEON BONAPARTE STILL INTERESTED IN WAR.
HE REGRETS HIS LACK OF APPRECIATION OF WO-
MAN WHEN ON EarTH. HE FEELS H M L'ATED, IN
TH 2 PRE3EZN2Z OF JoaN oF Akc. HE 1S NOW HELP-
ING T PROMOTE HUMAN EQUALITY AND THE UNITY
OF NATIOXS.

It seems rather strange to me that in the past
turmoil of a busy earth-life I can look back and see
how many a written or spoken word was given for
the use of disguising the real meaningof the thought.

Deceit with its many nou-committal acts is not al-
lowed here.

Men and Women of the strongest mental powers,

who suffered martyrdom for a prineiple in the*Dark
Azes,” with the most unflinching nerve, are some-

times, it seems, the least capable of withstanding
certain emotions which recall the past in all its hor-
rors. Yet sometimes brave hearts, who have a dar-
ing motive, can revert to a past, called dead, and see
' nlred heurts (those made one by suffering) a
chais y which to link a fruitful future to an




Napoleon Bonaparte* with all his loye for warean
now 10'0k with pity, on his former lack of Luman 1(,'“.'
and wishes he could conceive of a sympathy, broal
enough and strong enough, to bridge over the gulf be
tween what his past was and what it wight have
been.

“It is all empty glitter,” said he to me as sitting
in one of the great gardens of our Paradise, we re-
viewed the couneil, just held above Nice. *I would
rather now, in this life, elasp the hand of the faivest
and to me, the dearest woman earth has produced,
one whose sacrifices were her erown, and see s re-
spect born of love, shine through her eyes, than to
know that in history, my name shall be held up as
the hero who was worshiped as the incarnation of
power.”

I remarked, “You doubtless thought you were
right when battling in earth-life.”

He replied, “I worked more, I ean now see, i
l’c”vtl 1\\' the selfish force of the l]i.\i\l’i"»in!\'(] >]‘il‘i!>
behind me, than from any real sentiment, save that
“of ambition to (,'nlulnt'l'.”

Said I, “Then you are willing to admit, in the thnl-
ling past of yours, of a power which aided you, foreed
you to be morve cruel or kind, of \\‘}1i(‘11_\'nn then ll.l(l
not a thought.”

“Yes” said he, “Who more than I should try if
possible to find a cause for those over-ruling ambi-
tions which trod down in their pathway, innocence,
Justice, everything which could deter me from my
purpose. Whether you know itor not, siv ‘\‘uu.r

*Fire first emperor of the French, of that name, Horn in Corsien, Aug,
15, 176D, Died at St, Helena, May 5, 1821
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battle fields of earth-life are more often crowded

with incensed spirvits, behind their soldiers than you
\nmltl suspect. If left to themselves, the wuaryi
of earth would soon end their battles without
tervible earnage; but old feuds revive amon
-1'i"“ forces, and as they have no blood to shed, t
ean well nerve up men to inflict deeper wror
That is a part of hell, siv. I quite enjoyed my h
when the late Franco-Prussian war was raging. Al

~

the ficht in me, all the loneliness of exile, all the bit-
terness of the hungry past, came over me and helped
me. 1o spur on that party which seemed to have
the greatest provocation, was for the time, my um-
bition.

I hope I have risen above it, but I cannot be sure
that the past may not again be too strong for me, and
should a similar exigency arvise, I might be one of
the first to let the old seeds of dissention grow into
a thriving plant. Still [ have more than I deserve
here, as the outcome of my bankrupt life, a life
made desolate when it should have been made holy
i the atmosphere of a true and perfect home. In
my earth-life, I looked upon woman as well sacri-
ficed, il in her pangs of death she brought forth a
good fichting soldier. I thought it a life just such
as a woman was made for, and a death of glory ; but
now looking at homes desolated, hearts saddened,
looking at woman’s noble mind, her nerve, her pow-
er of will and love of right, I feel ashamed.

The sunshine of future ages must give to th.tt sex
what. the darkness of the past and man’s selfishness
85 withheld, “true equality.” In earth-life our
ired friemd who has spoken so truly, was a
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heroine, one to be praised, to beremembered, but 1 ':"“
did not know the real sweetness of her character un- ' ¢
til face to face, I met her and in my own mind eom- /'
pared my past with her’s. That is awork forspir- /
its, sir, and it should be our ambition to bring outin |
its highest, best sense, the true rights of womankind,
I want you to go with me to my home soon. I want i
you to describe if you can, to that far away earth- " |
world, the home of one whose ambition was that "
world's curse, one, who ruined and robbed the homes
of millions.  Ourskeleton closets ave well kept even
over here ; and with a smile he said “mine has a *Bon-
ey’ skeleton in it yet.”

«What is your present work™ said [, as he arose to

==

go. “Is itof this your higher life or of the past?”
«It is first” he said, “to use my power to unite the
interests of all nations, to bring all their rights to the ¥4
same level; to raise up from the chaos now existing 'y
a people’s government, not one by cionned heuds, not
as in the Unites States of Ameriea. where the people
think they are ruling, but will wake up to find the
few ruling the many ; to abolish all kinds of slavery
h of body and habit; to work through thosein lows
eres who can best reach the earth, that an edu-
mayv arise which shall make the lower ('Xl'vl'i-
spivit-life, less a necessity, anl enable each
ol » piss up - without stopping for a while amid
uddering scenes in the first sphere, where earth-

life's lessons have to be conned over and the punishs

nent earned by an uneducated past, endured. |
will go with you, sir, and :how You scenes you
have ot deecam:l of, anl give you an ilaa of
schemes for the world's future that you would uos

——
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believe could enter into the heart of man.”
A when T left this man of battles and 1
my quiet home, I thought it paid to be born and
dure for a season, if by having existed
look into the workings of the minds of men and

nations, and sometimes drop a lesson down to those
of earth who, being now as we ance were, must take
an interest in them. .

Jan. 11, 1885. S. Bowles.

Ques.—In what sphere was the spirit council held ?

Ans—In the seventh, to more easily enable those
from above and below, both to attend.

Ques.—-How happensit that Napoleon Bonaparte at-
tended the meeting if held in the seventh sphere?

Ans—He attended the council but does not reside
in that sphere yet. He lives mostly in the fifth.

But let me tell you we are capable often of resid-
ing in higher spheres at times than those we have
really gained, in order to do more good :m'd make it
more eonvenient. You do not know the multituda—
of the spheres, nor how we are growing better able
every day when work calls us to change.
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; PAPER FOURTH.
IGNATIUS Lovom EXPLAINS THE ORIGLN

SBPIRIT AMONG MEN. i

-

SAMUEL BOWLES'S FATHER IN SPIRIT-LIFE,

After my interview with the hero of Austeﬁih,
my mind turned from his past to his present, aj
knowing the carnage, the woe, the terror, he "
brought to hearts, I thought a man’s true beroumh\
best shown in conquering self, and in ruling
affairs which come to men of homes, men who
up the nations. I thought a man who had ‘been
ever tine to the small things, whose wife could 1’019'
and honor him, was far better off than the hero of &
bivouac of artillery, or than one who had fought
under the Wellingtons of the past. Still T thought
it strange that a man with such a thirst for victories
could have sach different sentiments daring times of
peace, or war, when he had seemingly left all behind.

Whence comes this war spirit to the people?” 1
ked to myself, and as if one had risen up to answer,

15 Loyola,” or one claiming to be, with strange
ittive and smiling face, said, “To your question 1 will

ve answer.  The Church must have war to retain
I't must hold its subjects with iron bands
too much light will shine abroad, and prevent u

O\W .

"Boro in Spain,

1491, died in Rome, 1556, He wasthe founder ¢
Boddery of Jesus (Jesuits).
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from keeping a great people together. :
nals, monks, nuns and priests, are sustaining
people in doiny a work for themselves,
supporting, by the work of many hands, t

Pope,

riors.
1 have seen the picture of this man in
consecrated to that order, and thought |
less was his answer ; yet he, with his guide and inter
pretor, was smiling blandly as though the cry of
widows and orphans had never reached their ears
“We have known some wars which arose from false
ideas of religion, but not all, sir,”I said, “for that
would not harmonize with the history of nations.”
“The seeds were in the church, and the power that
sent men o battle, dwelt in the priesthood,” he said
with an air of pride, *“we have much to avenge and
must have much to rule over.”
“If you are the man you claim to be and not a mas-
querader, will you tell me what sphere you inhab-
it,” I asked him? He said, “I decline to do so un-
til you know me better, and recognize a power#
more potent than false notions of taking ;uares
of an earth which needs subduing and must be sub-
dued. Butsometime you will see that really greuh.
men, men of mind do not change in a few hundred
years and go, puling about, forgetful of a past that
needs to be remembered, and a religion, which
needs to be still better sustained.
“What can it profit you, or people of other creeds
opinions, to have your false ideas prevail: are
stter for it," I asked, “when you are past, or
ba past all such ideas?
ugs to us,” Lie said, “and our natures cane
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not be like those of- common people, accepting say-so
as trnth : we shall have glories yet; we shall see on
the vast plains of onr sphere, as you eall it, rising in
glorions review, the buildings that belong to a peo-
ple, who in the spirit of the old times, will have their
masters and théir subjects, their priests and theis
followers, who are glad to obey. I shall see you
again,sir, when what I have said here shall have
been proved to be trune. The new ideas spreading so
rapidly over this upper eountry shall be crushed and
we shall see old times and victory.”

7, disgusted, and still thinking that
e to herself, and that what was
put intoa man was put in to stay. But over the

I walked along

natuare wa- ever

sunny plains of the fifth sphere I wandered on,

\\':x((‘i.‘i::'_; the chil

ren at their play,(old children you
might call them) watehing the bright river which
flowed on, ever onward to the eternal sea, seeing the
homes that had no sorrow within their walls, because
sorrow’ had been ‘left further down, and knowing
that the men with smiling faces were going to homes

peace. Strange medley I thought for one to

ir of peace and still desire war below;

1ge that human life and its struggles have not
hit the same lesson to all. But the words of one
go were, “I came not to bring peace

the different interpretations of this,

he clergy in earth-life, and concluded that

it of some spirits to earth was a curse instead
ing to any save, themselves; and even if so
much time must be consumed in clearing up the
debiis of « bad make-up, there were s great many
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being born, who had better been left in the

It is not so much, I thought, what a
to make of themselves as it is how th
made; and the great subject of ante-nata

%ame before me as one, more and more
be studied by the children of earth.

If I could speak with the voice of an
would call to you of earth-life and say, fa
mothers, beware, bewdre of the heritage of the bod
and mind you give to those yet to come. There is
plenty of room in Heaven for all, but I begin té think
more of the quality of which a country is composed
than I do of the quantity.

When I am tired of thinking and want some help,
I feel like going to another Samuel Bowles,* one on
whose breast my head has nestled in the old times
and asking of him, some of his thoughts on the ques-
tions which so interest me.

But serene and quiet in his spirit-home life, rest-
ing from his labors, living in peace with all, he can-
not understand my ecravings for something to sow
broadcast over earth, that the reaping may be here.
Lulled into quiet by memories of the sweetness of
the past, [ try to know what sleep for the spirit is,
and rest for the spiritual body. Long experience
here must give to me some little power I think, and

with my life only beginning in usefulness I feel my
ity all the more to press on and on.
. 11, 1885. S. Bowles.

of the spirit who gives these communications.




PAPER FiFTH.

! PriNCE LEOPOLD BEGS MR, POWLES 10 VISIT HIS
MOTHER, QUEEN VICTORIA AND HELP HIM T0 A&
SUAGE HER TEARS.— ELIZABETH OF ENGLAND, STILL
PLAYS THE QUEEN IN HeAveEN.—HANNAH MORE
AYD MARGARET FULLER GIVE HER SOUND ADVICE.
MR. BOWLES FINDS SOME SPIRITS LIVING IN SPHERES
HIGHER THAN ARE APPROPRIATE FOR THEM.

Homer felt the true dignity of tears when he de-
picted the horses of his heroes weeping because they
foresaw the death of their riders. He could in no other
way so nobly distinguish one animal fiom the rest
of its fellows. But the tears of wise and good men
are sublime; a woman will weep from wantonness, a

~ man, never; a woman's tears are dried by sympathy;

a man's must flow until every drop of the bitter cup
rained.  Whenever in the upper spheres 1 have
n men of intelleet, but mistaken in their life-work

bitter tears for a past which eannot be lived aver
felt that spirit’s tears, angel’s tears might if
re possible, blot out some wrongs where the

[the long ago has not fallen npon stony ground,

t produced a harvest of failures and disasters.
Draw a lesson from this, people of eavth-life, that

too may not work for the sins of lonz azo when
all count on the dial of time, ycau's—lh-;\c seem
tretch across eternity.
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As areporter and journalist even in this land, it i
my province to faithfully portray the doings of the
pations.
When Prince Leopold* came to me not long ago
and begged me to visit his queenly mother,(Victoria
in her home and also urged upon me the necessity
giving great heed to the movements of the nobility,
(us he called them) on both sides of life, I gladly
acquicsced,

Down through the blue ether we came, and seem-
ingly without effort, reached his mother’s side. She
wits alone, her head bent upon hands which displayed
hints of a nation’s jewels, dressed in superb and
costly clotling, yet weeping as though her heart
would break.

“She weeps thus every day, my poor mother,”
said the pale-fac d boy-man. “She fears I studied
too hard, f ars I was crowded out oflife, and I can
give her no word as yet to cheer her. I have been
to many mediums in earth-life and desired messages

£ to be sent to her, but none could reach her; her mail

s guarded too well, and I canu. t make her feel my

- real presence.”

, It was not a Queen, weeping for a prince, buta
mother, fu'r her boy that we looked upon with pity
unutterable.

“Will you try to help me reach her,”said he grasp-
ing my hand? It was nota Piince, demanding a work
done, but a man asking a favor of his brother.

»[ will tell you all about it sometime, how she

felt when father, Alice and others died, but the years
Wyﬂ, the younzest xon of Queen Victoria of Eugland,
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are gainlng fast upon her and as all "other mothers
need their own, she needed me. She needsme yet, ¢
poor mother.” I

Just then two attendants entered the room and '
broke up the magnetic spell that he said, had brought
him in_closer rapport with her than he had been
since his transition. and with a silent benediction
over England's Queen, we left the Palace and glided
upward.

As we were passing through the portals of the
third sphere, still purposing to go upward, we were
met by Hannah Moore* and Margaret Fuller,t intent
on good works. Leopold, after an introduction asked
them kindly to join us, and he would conducg our
party to one who long ago ruled over England with
a rod of iron.

«May I ask which one you desire us to see,” said I?

I.wlpnl‘l replied. “The conversation will explain
why I wish you at present to see queen Elizabeth.*§

We still went upward to the sixth sphere, where
this woman now holds her harmless courts and tries
to be queen: but as the years flow on, she is finding

Y

nobility, which was not of the soul, an empty

a past
bauble. We were conducted to a magnificent ]».J‘u:

where everything beautiful and charming to t he sen-

*H More, an English authoress, born, 1745, died. 1833.
Margaret Fuller Ossoli, born in Cambridge, Mass., 1810, died by

n Firve Island, off Long Island, Jaly 16, 1850, She
Ossoli Ron

married
nobleman in 1847.  She was a great schiolarand phi-
f England from 1558 to 1603, A. D. She was the
\ I Anne Boleyn,

¢ 184 ruler, bat her pers ‘.nxhl
Canié :

auits I ald selinsn,

She displayed superior
was deformed by serious
aud was more feared thau loved by




sos wasdisplayed in exquisite lovliness. My eyes fell
upona woman, grand and stately, graceful in move
ment, yet with a cruel light in her eyesat times, and
manifesting a desire to monopolize all conversation
Said Leopold, “I have brought these, my fri

with me, that they mav cive added strength to m
statement that England’s present queen has become
the Empress and Queen of other corntries, that
peace and prosperity are on the hills and plains of
her dominions, that the Protestant religion is dear
to most hearts, that cruel death only for the greatest

s tolevated, that petty offences are forgiven,

like the times when you and Mary* reicned,
there are no religious persecutions. I tell you now,
much as you have doubted my statements, that a

erown of honor sits upon England’s queen ; no hidden
)
|

I

oves, no unqueenly amours; but the head that
18 whitened by long serving a loving people, the name
which is a household word, has upon it no stain.

These are friends who, having come from that low-
er world more recently than you, and who understand
it, will now speak.” I turned to her and sa d, * Mad-
am:" her hand was raised with an action of impa-
tience, und she dictated me to say, * Most gracious
Queen''or Your Majesty."”

“[ know no queen, ~ I said, “I came from a coun-
try where all women may be queens of homes or
queens of hearts. I know no sovereign save the God
of Nature, and to that God only I make my bow.

I recognize genius in every form ; Tabhorecruelty in
all forms. If history is true, I would rather bow to
my mother, than to a thousand queens like you.”

* “Bloudy Mary” socalléd, because she persecuted to death e
Protestants.  Sbe died o 3538 A. D.

S -




“My power is gone, all gone” said she, “the past &
hateful dream, the present a drvead reality! I, for
whom men once felt life, lost in my service, well
lost, I, who had at my bidding the nobles of the land,
‘ I, who have been, and still have hoped in some way

to- be a ruler again, accosted by a common man in

this style, and compared to his mother in a disparag

ing way'! 1 have been much attached to the scenes
r-f—rn'.' last davs on earth. but it must be a 1('112' time
.\inmj I understood the progress of my own land.
 here to this life, mad for long years. Idid

not realize much. but when I did awake, I awoke a

queen : true it is not always pleasant to remember.
Iw Z lo if 1 1 many of the little wrongs
of the past ] ill be a queen still.”
Hai nah Moore in her sweet womanly way, advane-
ed ] saic | m a quee r to banish evil,
é : to takge 1ls piace. I too have my
g ey are those from whom I have bag-
! d clouds sin and despair, and have
) obler womanhood. Sister, let
let us join hands, and go on a review of
Th € . v he those whom you most

noed, and whom vou sent out of earth-
lack as nicht. Go to some of
e, be a woman. You are now re-

re where you do not understand one

sh the sufferance of the angels
1 to wound you. Go with me and
ork: you can be in hell much high-

you will remain idle and not try

Margares Fuller, with kindly voice asked her to
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accede to this request, saying, “You see the happy

aq
>

ones here are the workers and you c4n wor K

vou can change from the old to the new,—yo

Jearn to be queen and govern your own selfishnes
."['lu\ll‘l\’\‘.".\ai«l E‘niZ:linf(h, “f will lililx;{ )

will trv. Thank you, Prince Leopold, for

me witnesses about the real state of my

whenever I have returned to it, I have looked

11 qe . 5

throuzh my old eves and could not realize its chances.

sald, withh & wave ol

I will now dismiss you,”
her hand.

In separating from my friends, my thoughts were
r to this life

busy. I had believed when first comi
that a person could not live in a sphere unless fitted
forit, but I find sometimes it-is not the case. I find
some who will dwell in a higher sphere than they
fully understand, and others who by desire to work
m a more tangible manner for the good of lives in
whom they are interested, often spend much of their
time in the lowest sphere, even if they do not reside
there. But every doubt we clear up, every soul we
help to brighten, enables us the better to go to those
spheres higher than I once thought existed.
I have had a promise of an interview with Jose-
phine, but cannot now say at what hour it may be
grauted. These visits all around are my present

work. :
January 18, 1885, Samuel Bowles.



PAPER SIXTH.

Cor. AND REV. JouN C. DRAKE. LATE oF WESk
FIELD, NEW YORK.—HE SENDS BACK EARNEST
WORDS TO HIS PEOPLE.

I must withount respect to country, sect or ideas, be
faithful to my mission, for a true journalist can have
no real conception of his work ; he may have an ideal
work, but his plans so welllaid may find him, like the
journalist of earth-life, disappointed in expectation.

I may expect to meet Josephine, but may be disap-
pointed. I may expect to meet Julins Caesar, and
find only John Wesley ; and in place of what I would
fain give in this paper, 1 must sink to the level
of present teachings in the real world of yours.

In my disappointment in not meeting with a friend
to guide me tosome of the individuals I had decided
interview, I met a man of bright black eyes, black
hair,vue, who in the past was well known, at least

s well known by reputation to this medium.
He

said, “I recognize you sir, as one who was un-

stood to be a man of culture, a graphic writerand

» who was as truthful as the license of the press
will permit. My name is John C. Drake, late of
Westfield, Chauntauqua county, N, Y. I left thesa-
cred desk to help save my country. I left home,
wife, children, the pulpit and the tender words of
my people who loved me, not for a chaplain’s service
but for a chance in the fiercest of the fight.
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The love of country led me to it,—the feeling of
the injustice of a eivil war, occurring at that time
in our nation’s history, when peace should have
continued, made me forget self and pass to that
country I had long talked of, but still knew so little
about. Oh! how little I really knew that in end-
ing the life of a strong body, I was voluntarily
shutting off much that might have been an element
of good to my own and to the world.

I must confess that now I look upon it with differ-
ent eyes, and, knowing the wants of my people, un-
derstanding their faults, rejoicing in their virtues,

~ loving as man seldom loved his wife, who was moth-
er of my children, and who counted nothing lost, if,
ghe through sacrifice, or any other virtue, performed
?‘ labor that made my work easier. She bade me with
true heroism, ‘do my best.” I am only a trifle, one
l of the little ones who by the fate of a bloody war,
' left behind the possibilities of a life on earth. But
sir, as I look back at my mission as a messenger of
} Christ, and my mission as a helperin war, I often
contrast the two and ask myself which ruled, relig-
. ion or ambition.

I know I had a talent for preaching, I felt it
thrilling in every nerve. To those who confided in
me, the tritest truisms had an intense meaning and
an intense piety. ‘To save souls’ was my work:

~ all our souls weed saving, but much more do human
. bodies need it and it is to be obtained best by be-
getting them rightly. But sir, my soul is sickened
1e complication of evils, to which a desire for
. Thn tuming religion into a trade,
' ninately, men into temples,

o

-
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which should be pure is very wrong. I am now con-
vinced that I'rc'qui-ntly those of little ynderstanding,
of less earnestness for the cause take up the ecraft
of piety and profit thereby as never apostles or priests
profited when the life of the preacher was a constant
martyrdom.

Put into one scale what the nation pays for its
religious instruction and into the other what it re
ceives in return, and which will ¢ kick the beam?" |
meant well when in earth-life. I shall try to mean
well here, but better I think in reviewing the whole
to ask what greater parody on true religion, than
to seem to be what you are not. Better the simple
and safe quaker doctrine of no priesthood, better the
sublime madness of Irving's* prophecies, better the
Romish superstitions of celibacy and asceticism than
the turning of the Christ’s words into a trade company

: g . :
by which idle men are allowed to parcel out the

ination;

Bread of Life, with no conscience or diseri
thus compelling honest men to lower themselves by
selling their ministerial services to the highest bidder
and often finding no market for their talents.
not give upmy old opinions whereby somet

hope to see the realization of many of my old i

the hopes of the past fulfilled, but most of

hope that soldiers both of Christand of the natiot
who served under me, will, with that charity tanght
by the Great Master, look upon me as one who meant
far better than his action seemed, and who will now
with God-given power, work out of the old errors
and begin to do if not great things, those that are

nearest his reachand bring to bear upon all who have

y divine, born in 1792, died in 1S%. He

*EBdward Irving, an Engli , .
oted for his prophecies of the

was the founder of the Irvingites and n

f Jesus Christ,

secoud cor




———

Joved me, especially upon all who have been

V4

life a bar to my progress, my strongest
good. Good aud evil, hand in hand,
through the world and even in spirit
game. We will find whether good sl
ance or evil still hold sway.

I feel culpable in taking so much of

time, in casting any reflection upor
have known my history, but I say that
must seize every opportunity to prove to the
{If a man die,” he shall live agzin.”

I trust this digression will be no detriment to this
work, but I tell you the king on his assumed throne
or the wayfarer by the wayside, has the same right
to the notice of a reporter who has no hope of gain,
but labors , mindful of a working past and of a hope-
ful future.

Jan. 13, 1885. Samuel Bowles.

P —

PAPER SEVENTH.

JOSEPHUS, A DWELLER IN THE EIGHIH SPHERE.
-—HE REGRETS HE DID NOT HOLD WOMAN'S VIRTUE
AND MAN'S HONOR IN HIGHER ESTEEM WHEN ON
EarTH.—HE SCOUTS THE
WAS A GOD-MAN, SUCH AS IS CLAIMED FOR JESUS.

IDEA THAT THERE EVER

It would be a serious disappointment to me, were
I not able to bring vividly to the reader’s mind, the
seenes and persons, I am about to describe.

The history of the past, seemed to me when in
earth-life, mythical, unreal. I could imagine the
ideal characters, but could not make them seem real,

I now remember that in my earth-life, I thonght, if

. after death there wasa realm of cousciousness,

-
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where men of all centuries lived, I would learn of
the actual existence of Confucius, Josephus, and
other leaders, and historians of the past, and see if
indeed they were men.

But I had to begin at the lower rounds of the lad-
der, content to interview men of my own nation, ere
I could open the portals of the past and revel in
interviews with those called ‘dead and gone’ so long
ago. I had the promise of an interview with Jose-
phus* and I intended to hold my guide to his promise
even though I could only hear a few words. 1 de-
sired to see a man whose pen pictures had lived so
long. “Cannot I go where heis,” I asked of my
guide.

“No, " he said, “Josephus will meet you here in the
fifth sphere, because you can better understand his
ideas, than you could if you should be subject to the
change you would have to go through, in entering
his home in the eighth sphere.”

“Why has he not risen higher since he has beena
spirit so long,” I asked ?

He replied, **On account of the clogs of the past,
he perfers that sphere. He could, by the lessons he
has received, and by those he has taught, be admit-
ted much higher, but he still loves to look over his
race and, therefore, chooses his present location.
He will not say much ; he is choice of his words; he
feels as much as ever his power and glories in it. I
will now leave you and guide him to you.”

Time with us, moments and hours, glide away with-
out notice. We do not think of themas we did in
earth life. Then we used to say, ‘One day less to
live, now eternity is before us. Yesterdays seem

*Flavius Josephus, a Jewish historiav, born in Jerusalew, A D. 3,
died; A D. 108,
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the same, save, as we mark upon the calend:
a \::‘mul (1«'1,’(1 (lnllk‘. R \'i('lul“\' won over wIroll
we rejoice in to-day.
Passing constantly by the shady retreaf
] was seated, were people of all climes

L

DA ot ¢ oy 4 o > = s ] ]
ItuL\HlL. in.:‘si ((!!'1 K111, Juw]uw} carelessl

-

kel £ ! = 3. ;
] walted for my guide's return. He came at
with the man who had lived in history

'y e1o0hteen hiin-
8 L LEH |
Ly L Ll Ll

(11'&‘\1 }'L’.ll's. “ ll;l'] d lli;"ll l"i‘.'(‘]n';!'l. 1!&"1\'5?1;‘ eyes,
(L‘L‘p set, and wore a II«»\\‘iH;: beard.

“You wished to see me sir,” he .\‘;litl. "ztllll I have
eome to you, understanding you have a channel by
which a world in which I lived centuries aco, can
be reached, and that the descendants of the people
with whom I lived when on earth, may learn that I
still live. How wonderful !

“Do you now go back to earth life,” I asked ?

“I used to return long ago, but now my interests
are higher. I have a memory of the old, but my in-
clinations have changed and I do not care to go back
to that world, so gross; for even here, in the fifth
sphere, where to you all 1s beauty, nature has a look
of coarseness and lacks the true essence of refine-
ment. Will vou pléase state your business with me,
gir. as I cannot lone remain in this atmosphere ?”

»] wish to ask you if your history was, as far as
you ean now remember, a truthful one,” said L.

He l't"l;]iwl\ “ It was sir, so far as the times lu.‘l'lni[-
ted. I luul not the prescut facilities for oetling my
manusevipt into perfect form, and ceneral distribu-
tion and labored nnder great difficulties: there were
gtatements in it which however true, I now wish

sbricken from the memory of every pure man and
. -
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woman. [ held woman’s virtue too low and man’s

honor as something, to be bought or sold, I regret
now that in place of writing as I did, I did not pos-
sess the spirit to teach the people, that virtue and
honor, were the only strong holds, that would insure
them peace.”

“What have you to say about the passage in youp
history relating te Jesus the Christ,* I asked 7

“It is false, sir, I never wrote it,” he replied with
indignation.

A man was born about that time who possessed
certain powers, which worked upon the superstitions
of the people, and made them in their ignorance,
claim him as divine. He has borne many different
names, and imposed, in my opinion, on many people;
but the story that he was born of a virgin, that he
was God in man, that he was a Saviour to any,
except when by kind acts he may have helped a mow
tal, I deny them all. Would not I, liying so near

that era, have know it, if such a man had ex-
Yes,indeed I should. Jesus Christis a myth,
he man who originally claimed such powers
rth-life held a humble lhlncc 11 llislul')',

-eatly misunderstood.
y said I assumed the character of a
redicted when wars should end, but

time, Jesus, a wise man, if it be lawial

was a doer of wonderful works, a teacher of
with pleasure, He drew .over to him both
ntiles. e was (the) Christ, and when

e principal men amongst us, had condemned

wed him at the first did not forsake him,
valive againon the third day as the divine proph=

many other wonderful things concerning him.
istians, so named from him are not extinet to

from his History of the Jews; Book 18, chapter 3, verse &
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there was more in it than that. In the long ago
was what you call a medium, and had premonitic
of the future. Who i);'lh'i't'ulll\l write one's own |
tory than I, who in the way the old world
time, was secluded three years on a desert
I. \\}l-' :..I\T Eu‘t'll il \\nl'[\'vl‘ 1t (]lt‘ 1-:1~' now sa\

am sorry for the attitude I took, and could I now

trace those .\.:'i‘\. \\'1'11:1I be actuated by purel
better motives. [ would trample all ambition unde

my feet, which breathed of wrong toward others. I

throueh others, workine for my race.”

name of Flavius Joseplhius must still remain in

DISLOYY is & ove

t power. As I bade him good-bye, I
S 2

thought first of the doul

Iness of my having under-
stood his real ideas. 1 had doubt of the capability
Eny viide to cive me the veal woid R, P
of my gulde to ¢ive me the real words, which could

)est convey his meaning and feared I had misunder-

Lgiveit to you as nex ould understood it,
and hope this attempt may open wider the portals of

communication between the old timesand the pre-

sent, and enuble us to better con

l‘!:-; words of those w ho E\‘h_’ avo, lived, sullered, and
1 1 13 3 1 .. 4

ascended higher. Jan. 18, 1880 SR

(‘)ll(‘\.— \\.]nl wis

acter of Jesus was |

€ man on whom the ideal caar-

(81

.l‘("l 4
but I under-

Ans.— Josephus is not witl
stand his 1«lcu is that Apollonius of Tyauva,® figured

SApolionins of Tyana, a celebmted
1"“, A wity of Cappedox
Ohistian erv. He was the s « i tiam of
Sl ssny wonders in Syria, Palestive, Ezypt, Rome and
Jor 8 full accoont of Lis life and labors, see Faraday Pas
mpes, 11 1o 21, ) weutioned at the close of




afterward as Jesus Christ. ,
give me if I have misunderst

he never comes near and I look in vain.
Ques.— Did Josephus know Apollonius of Tya
Ans.—Yes. ‘There was really a change of nan
Apollonius of Tyana and the ideal Jesus were to
sephus and to me as I now understand it, one an
the same. Much of the past must be cleared away
before'mankind will have a full understanding of the
truth, on this subject. It is like taking a loved one
from memory, like changing from light to durkness,
to state my honest conviction that the Jesus of the
Christians is & myth.

Ques.— What caused you to feel disappointed in
your meeting with Josephus?

Ans—His Dbig I and little you. In going to
meet him I wondered if circumstances had changed
such men to the extent of making them noble, hero-
ic, beautiful ; but I found many of them, egotists
especially Josephus : it has pained me much.

Ques—What change would you have to go thiough
in orderto meet Josepbus in the eighth sphere?

Ans.—The same change as you would experience
were you to go into an atmosphere wholly unsuited
to you. To breathe when you fecl it a great efforty
to exist even for a short time when existence seems
a burden, because the refinement of the surrous
ings is so far above the present condition of §
spirit-body, causes you to experience a very |

PR

pleasant change.



PAPER EIGHTH.

DANTE, THE ITALIAN POET, KELATES THE STORY
OF HIS LIFE AND OF HIS LOVE FOR BEATRICE.—IN
HEAVEN THEY ARE UNITED IN A BLISSFUL HOME.

I was about turniug away, disappointed in my in-
terview with Josephus, feeling that although I had
looked into a great man’s eyes, grasped a great man’s
hand. yet I really knew very little more than before ;
when I was greeted most kindly by a man who to
my surprise, spoke our language fluently, yet his
whole appearance betokened a foreigner.

“My friend, ” he said, I have not been ignorant of
your inission in the spirit-world, and will therefore
give you my name, trusting I may introduce you to
one, who, if he cannot tell you anything new can re-
late something of his: past, which was like a troubled
dteam. I am Guido Novello,* the friend of
Dainte Alighieri,t whose life was one of poetry and

o * A friend of Dante's who built 4 monument at Ravenna, under

1 Dante's body was buaried.
dllustrions Italian poet, born in 1265, at Florence, and died in
enua, Italy. He wrote “The Young Life of Dante, (Vita
“The Banquet” and “The Divine Comedy,” the last, one of the
8 of the world, rauking with Homer’'s Iliad and Milton's Par-
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strnggle. T was the nephew of Francesea, whose
passionate dreamsand cruel death weye immortalized
by Dante. I stood near him when death sealed his
eyes, in the palace of Ravenna, and I wandered out
into the deep forests, already dim as the Italian sun
Lad ceased to shine, and wondered, prayed and hoped
that the one who could write such incomparable
poems, would now dwell where there would always
be sunshine for the soul. I shall have to ~|n‘nk for
him, if I bring him to you; for while I have tried to
perfect mysclf in different languages here, he hus put
Lis whole soul into poetry, and is seeking a chunce to
control some eart h lnmllllln‘ and >l‘lll| .\Ullll'nf ll'!.-& lm-

ems Lack, even in his own langu

He says he” will not be satisfied until he beging
where he left off, and he lots the strength of his
thoughts grow and gives out sweet music, evenin

hest :VEr.lxv':l" to which he nuLy attain,

I then had the pleasure, after Guido had heen absent
a few moments, of being introduced to the immortal
Dante. I will not waste words in pen portraits,

Dante’s earthly history is known to most people

re, but to see the poet still a poet, to know

ough alk the centuries, has preserved his

| f poetic deseription, ]mxliwl me, ( yet, when
| cof 1ty when will Samuel Bowles cease to be
101 )
W hat your beginning in the poetic world, a8
3 ) 1 OrKel /

*Love began it)”" he said, * love for my mothe
er whose name was Della, love for Beatrice, when
nearly nive years old, a4 love that was purely plistons
ic, as cruel circumstances compelled us to part.
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eft fatherless at an early age, my love centered on
pankind and developed in my nature morve of the
etic than would have resulted, had I been a great
B esman.
~Although later, I became a warrior, and fought in
e battles of Campaldino, although I helped ne-
P ootiate with foreign sovereignties in behalf of the
¢ Republic of Florence, 1 would dislike to own that
lities formed the chief part of my public career.
' Sickened with war and its consequences, I turned to
Y the more peaceful life of the poet, and yet while
& writing the Inferno* it seemed as though I was
» warring with the elements of evil. I hoped to
breathe out in a crude way, a lesson to the people,
lown-trodden and distressed. I belonged to the
‘ white branch of the Guelphs,fand tried to promote
~ their interests. I was raised to high dignity in the
Florentine government. 1 tried to distil into my
poems the quintessence of high-wrought feeling. T
am glad of the satire I hurled at my political foes,
sti:l could I have kept Lo poetry, instead of politics,
I should not have Wad the disappointments which
have beset me.
‘When I wrote my Divine Comedy, I was inspired,
I was helped. The Latin bard, warned by my aris-
Beatrice, was cver near me. Who could paint
better than one who well knew hell, who could
y heaven better than one who lived in heaven?
h now at my old ideas of purgatory, and still I

-




the other endures the suffering. My ‘ter
in my Comedy is for more in accordance W
then at one stride to pass from vilest sin into
purity.”

*When visiting the earth where do you like best .,
“Over my beloved Florence, the place of my birt
over l{uvrﬁnu. the scene of my death, over ‘l)unle.
rock’® by the calm Adriatic. I also take pleasuréin
rvvi(:win;r what is thought of Goethe, who eriticised
my life-work, with such keen sarcasm. My work there
w;t-mx now like play ; my poetry only the feeb
thought of a puny brain, munlml'l-d to what I a
now, and what I mean to be. Historians have writs
ten of me, but who so fitted to write the history of
life as one who has lived that life.
I thank you for your patience in getting second-
hand that which can be of but little avail; but, sirl
hail it as a harbinger of light, for if you can commus
nicate with earth’s people why may not 17

Am Iin a dream, a wakine dream, or have I reals

ly been conversing with whose life h(?',{il" in
12657
Jan. 16, 1885, Samuel Bowles.
Ques.— Are Dante ana . Jitrice now mated in
pirit life ?
Ans.— Beatrice will write her history. l)im\ppoiﬂlf

ed in life, heaven filled the cup of bliss and brought
her near to him.  No earth union could have made

), called also Tyhein or Tybain, (anclont Castollum Paclamnd)
caport Lown of the Austrian governmont, 12 miles by mil N.W, of
Trieat, on the North const of the Gulf of Venles, Pop, 50, Lip. Gz
e roek bn still pointed out, in the shadow of which Dante used o
Wit Jtde (ut Dulneg, ) on the shores of the Adeiatio neae the Pletnresquo
catle of Tolwino dn the Friall, o provines of ialy situntod st the nosths
wrn exteemity of the Gulf of Veuleo, (Adriutie) Lutts's Dauto,

* Db
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‘)liss as this. She is with him now, ar

fices, hecause she is true. She will relat
the I S B
> |
~
s You say, “The Latin bard, w
Lstar e \_ HBAY, & ;
Y Beatrice was ever near me when |
,-r’vnle Comedy.” What was his name
Ans. — Virgil and I are friends, wha

friend could one want ?°

Ques. — What is Dante doing now
Ans. —* What is Dante doing now? What
Mhould a poet do but live alife thatis a poem itself !
Seeing how far short his real life has been from
de ideal, knowing how great the power of words,
‘le stands between the two worlds, with unwritten
tgs in his mind, and longs for a chance to portray
#10 earth’s children the history of the Now. I glory
inhis power and in that coming time when he shall
write a spirit-poem which will be a great aid in the
conquest of evil and give a strong impulse for good.
His Inferno is only a plaything beside what now ex-

ists in Lis mind. M{¢ © 2! tlmt. i3 good bless Dante.

P

PA NINTH.

JOSEPHINE, HOWruSE.—BITTER MEMORIES STILL
CLING TO JOSEPHINE ANI' CAUSE HER TO LIVE APART
FROM NAPOLEON AND  DBEAUHARNAIS.—SHE 18
WORKING FOR THE WOMEN 0F FRANCE,

There is much comfort to be gained from proving
the memories of the history of the past to be truc.
With the same uncertainties attending my preseiit
life as @« reporter that met me in carth-life, I may
start out to see a Peer of the old world, hoping to
Jearn of lim and meet our honest worker, Howuce
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faghtful  position, the
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fices, in which my children had to share. 1.
the bitter school of poverty, lessons whi
ants have found more severe, my wid
all the more bitter |

Wi

when with
I had to enter into the hard:

my anxiety to see

my children
Jaxity of the
gational system, which left me mor
than many peasaunt school girls to-day, th
for bread, my dream of greatness partialls
when I was united in marringe with Napole
glory of the days when the crown was placed

my brow, the marriage of Hortense, with a crowned
head, passing from abject poverty to the luxury and
influence of wealth and supreme power, the wear)
ghange because motherhood did not again come )
me, being cast out of Napoleon's heart and home,

my name, Oh horror! degraded by a public divorce,
the days when I was worse than widowed and the
nights made hideous with happy memories, the repe-
tition of which could never come to me again ; all these
combined to ecause me to live apart from man and to
wish to wed no more.

Was not that enough to make an eternity almost
desirable without man’s presence, as in theold days,
in heart or home? I respect and honor all that which
is good and true, but love-life is a thing of the past
with me.”

*“Do you not think you would be happier to have
your l}fe filled with a home love which many seem to
enjoy as intensely as in the old days,”I asked?

*Oh no, my work is of another kiud, and I am

* In 1802, Hortense married |
laad, a brotier of

-ouis Bonaparte, afterwards, Kingof H |-
Napoleoa L Her third son was Nupoleova HI.




now residing from choice, where I can look over my
beloved France, and strive to work out for her wom-
en what was refused to them in the old dags. I
would that I could enter human hearts, and teach
them a lesson on the disappointments of married
life, and show parents that their children should not
be bartered by these marriages of convenience. ‘
It is most unholy work. If ever a fime comes
when a woman may be a law unto herself and let
her heart speak, and the man she weds, be true be-
cause he loves her; never letting ambition deprive
her of her reign in his heart, I shall be satisfied.
3ut I fear the time is far off when the women of
my country will have even the freedom of that part
of America where you were a citizen. Do not mis-
understand me, 1gloryin Bonaparte's greatness,]
felt that 'full from the grandeur of a warrior to the
lonely exile at St. Helena, his busy life, his lonely
death, most keenly, but were he twice a king now, I
could not forget ; forgiveness has long ago been grant-
«d: I am content with my children yet my own.
Hortense much with me, my boy a man to glory in,
is indeed full of happiness without living o-

he past, which proved like apples of Sodom, turn-

r to ashes 'on the lips.
[he kindly face of her queenly daughter was
sad d for a moment, but brightened up as she
You see this life has the characteristics of the

: the perseverence of my mother in the past,
ines to her

like a garment and she will now
1 her opinion that her way of living and her

h 00 g :
: welly if right for hery, no

s ol home are rieht
tl "*'[H:l?ilifl 4
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Terning awav I felt beties e havino s
heroine of the past whose sufferinoe
i”””'p'\" on her noble soul and mad e

had a mission for the suffering womer
Jan, 14, 1885,
40
PAPER TENTH.

CONSTANTINE, THE GREAT — HISSLOW PROGI
IN SPIRIT-LIFE, ON ACCOUNT OF THI FIARL
CRIMES COMMITTED BY HIM IN EARTH-LIFE.

Where may I next have a foothold in the hList
of the *Now” is my question as I start ont upon m
self imposed task; and it takes me to one who |
aprominent partin the history of the old worl
Was Constantine® amyth? No, aliving reality. |
found by the help of my faithful guide, I coald learn
something of a man whom the world honored and
yet did not understand. I sought an interview with
this great character. My visit was granted, for this
life Lias in & measure, cast off the false surroundings

of the old.

I expected to meet a great man ; [ met only a soul,
clothed as would best suit a man who had left his
human victories, with the past, and stood before me
as a brother. Scarcely knowing how to address so
distingnished a person, yet unwilling to humble my
American pride, I asked him to give me some sketch
of his life in the spirit world where he could be known

*Constautine, the Great, the firet Christian emperor of Rome, horn in 272,
{some say 274) A D.  He put his son Crispus to death. also his nephew,
Licining, and & number of his conrtiers, He i» said to have saffocstedl
bis wife, Fausta, in a bot bath, He condemued todeath his wife's fath
e, Maximinn, but the Intter committed sujcide to nvoid the exdevtion ol

the stutonce, Congtautine died, 337 A. L.



as a man, not as an emperor, not as ¢
rule, Lut as one who must obey, through the forees
which Nature applies to her snbjects. 3 )

He said, “Men called me eloquent and sagacious,
They bestowed upon me human praise, yet insults
were offered to my statuesand ignominy was my
reward, becanse man must live a two-fold life. Bug
Osius, who was at Nice,t and helped me much, will 4
agree with me, that my motives, as [ then understood
my duty, were pure.

I ratified one *Creed.” I now wish creeds could

be cast away and that all would be true to themselves.
I now see councils area farce and the zeal of Euse-
bius a wasted force, that neither principalities nor
powers can change a man. [ would seek to instil
into earth-life, the idea of being conquerors and em-
perors of ourselves, rather than to exact the homage
of millions. Of what avail is it to be great for the
short period of human life?

How much of sin I countenanced without meaning
to; with what pride I looked upon those who obeyed
me? Though you did not report me as present as
the spirit-council over Nice, lately held, yet I was
there. What greater motive can one have, who has
seen the rise and fall of nations, than to still wateh
their progress and help to bring back to earth-life an
education which will make men and women truly
great because they are good. Mistaken lives,the
product of false education, met me at every station

* Nice (now Isnik) an ancient city in Bithynia in Asia Minor, sitnated

on the east shore of Lake Ascanius: 44 miles south east from Constyuti

lulr[)](' This was the sceneof the **Nicene Council,” held 325 A.D. i
which Constantine took an active part. T i reed * hee md-.
: an ¢ part. The Niceune ¢ w

tied by Constautiue. ; "
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in my eternal journey. Thoucli T have he
greaty I will deem that a just tirle ,
p('l'\““ﬂlx away and be a helper
rule themselves.”

*Have you then left behind
of power, and are you willing tc
cause and a common people, I aske

“I am not quite I':t‘l\;lljx'«ﬂ to
lingering near me ;*my pride is
would rather my people should prospe: |
it than those of a nation to me unkuow

“Are you satisfied in being called
fill the cup of happiness?”

#No. To be great in deeds not words,
my autograph on all that is noble, to he
ave born and prepare for the unborn, to wat
human soul from its first conception
and with my present ideas, shape a few liy
work now.

To have won the world's applause is nothing, to
kuow that eternity holds in her hands much forme,
bias been the impetus which has helped me to forget
Constantine the Great, and to try to be Constantine
the True."

I left him with these imperfect words, impressed
mpon my brain, but ready to send back my telegram
ithat another soul had begun to find a true fountain
of happiness in saving fellow souls.
r'ng. ]7, 188:). S. Bowles,

—) —
“must say more of the state of a spivit that would
wilfully and revengefully suffocate with boil.

his wife aud the mother of Lis children who
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as Constantine did, grows v'ery slo
How can one expect great growth,
life has been marred by such a catalogue
-Can the father of Constantine’s wife forget
to whom was given the keeping of a daugh
happiness and the shaping and sharing of a woman
life, was so heartless when once his feet were pl
on a foundation of greatness, built of power, that
should use that power to slay his own, and thel
expect a crown in the after-life ? i

What is greatness at such a sacrifice, what
power if it compels the warm pulsations of hu
life, to experience that terrible shock which m
come to all who are prematurely forced into sp"
life? Who can picture what a man’s life must
that glories in earthly greatness, and was most unj
to himself, because he failed to see the sacredness &
human life. I now feel almost an infinite pity fo

_mistaken greatness. Seeing its fruits in spirit-lif
seeing the crushing disappointments of those wl
believed they would rule in spirit-life as they b
ruled in earth-life, I can call no othersentiment '
pity to bear upon such mistaken souls.

A man who could scald his wife to death, f
his wife’s father to commit suicide, beheas
own son and murder his nephews, can haw

little hope for much relief for ages to come,

Heaven as a country, in its dxﬁerent spher
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ln. l.L can ‘.))’ her natural scenery,
Y8pirit of its inhabitants, to 1

nwing out the Le
sest and jurest of

human sentiment
truths, to ('ll:LH'.{u the sinnine into the re;
and make this 1ife the ideal life,

e
that tho

hope for, who would have goodne
. combined.

But the i"ll_‘;:lin of time needed 1 ¢

! effects of even one criminal act
.k ?{“ml can scarcely be summed up

"Beware children of earth, for th

vou build, may change from one of seemi

tto one whose every stepping stone ma 11
feternal regret. There can

§ culminates 1 unholy deeds, no goos

Lot an inner incentive, to 1t otl
i s i
3 Jan. 17, 1880.
» .Y
j ;. ———e
e .-‘l , . . y .
o ‘ PAPER ELEVENTH.
& It

A AR E ANTOINETTE. SHE STILL BREATHES RE
WENGE FOR HER WRONGS.

4}’ Gladly do I inspire the hand of my medium to
P write l’u.r vour world a report of an interview with
& Marie Antoinette.® All explanations are superfln-

ous. s the world has long known that such a woman

f lived and enjoyed to the fullest, life’s charms, then
) passed to spirit-life, unripe, because ceut off in her

primes a woman fated to be a martyr througzh an un-
.‘ *Marie Antoinette, danghter of Maria Theresa and Francis 1. of Aug-
¥ tria, hornat Vienna Nov, 2, 1755, and married at Versailles France,
¢r Ay 16, 1770, tothe danphin, (afterwards Louis X V 1) to whom she bore

four ¢hildven. 8he wax beheaded in Paris, Oct 16, 1793, Haughty and in-
depetdent she cired littls for pailic opinion and in ¢harncter, -.'"ly levity
/ - and dmpulsive eprice were singularly wixed ap with A virtug
i elevatod purposes, » Jobuson'y Ency,

son’s Eucy,

v .
- —

s
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just and |('.\qux Revolutionary Trilsinal.

. Upon being introduced to her, I was disappointed
in her personal appearance. I expected to see beat-
ty of form and feature, but Isaw a woman who. if de-
deprived of her rank, would have been quite com-
mon. Thick lips and high cheek bones to me have
ever been an unpleasant combination. I could not ap-
proach her as I had other noted people, as she

seemed to expect homace I could not give herbe-
I 24

cause she had suffered an ignomineous death. I looked
upon her as a woman who could have «hml anatural

death, had it not been for the false teaching of the

time. and been a worker in a.grand cause. This wo-

man. who had known so much of conquest, who'had

suffered a most ionomineous death, tood before me

! 01 he lessons of ovel i“.,lmlz’-'«“j (‘:ll>('1'.\‘lr:nl’i'.-
\ oelil

“«Can vou not foreet and forgive as others have
d D said 1?2 T have found those who have suffered
th vouin earth-life, who are willing fto
st and live in the pre .\I‘H'l.“

‘You mistake me, sir, if vou think such a weaks

momentin me! I cannot forget
foreive. Think of my four children,

heir mother was doomed ; think of the loy-
ho had eyer been near me, and then at
sion the death-warrant which foreed
ly out of earth-life. I am revengeful, ev-

can do to add sorrow to the ll*‘.\('l'll(h\lli.\' of

vho caused me sorrow, I rejoice in doing, I am
e v tl [ work out sorrow for them.
un not good, I know it; but I was a loving wile

no change in the disposition of



i

people here. Gross injustice has seared

l\\'i“ \\nll'i\' I.UX'I]I\' ‘_ju;u& ulix.;. Ol

er forget that countryv's wronos Lo I

life time if it teaches we can entir |

forced to go to the ':!l]:."l'i;'l"l [ wa

the \i'i'.il of |,::‘].'. Jane Gray, fi {
Although this life has taueht me

taught me to bow down in

illl\\'('l' l[).lf 1 1;‘[:(_'1] me ol | fe's

py old age. 1 bid you good-bye, si \

are j_;xi)l]. but if you expected

from me for those who sent me |

of woman's greatest crow

shaping her children’s life, you are n |

l'ui'\'l‘ no l'l?l_‘i\»‘]l(-~\ {O
wntil some influence shal
¢hanze my vindietive spivit to o

Wit recompense can vou or otn s oter 1 m

b]ighf«-sl life, and thoseoln

bécause of their mother's wrongs?” Strange problem
Tthonght asI left her, .yet secking lower sj
B that she might visit upon those of earth-life, even
% tothe fourth generation, bitter hints of lier great ag-
' ony. I am disappointed in the woman, and still I do not

blame her. for how can we blame another, when w

face the fact that our qreatest foes are those within us

’ Would I could send words to those I love. words
S written in letters of gold : be true to yourselves, slow
B o judge, rejoicing in the right, and ever be true to
b yourown hearts’ safest teacher.

| It would save almost an eternity of rovenoe
somdw could one live in the riokt. always battling
against the wrong. ‘
Jun. 18, 1880, Samug

Lowle




PAPER TWELFTH. K

LApy Jave Guev.—Hen BEAUTIFUL FORGE
SPIRIT.

With all the zeal of one who has ascended to hes

enly spheres, can bring, I come to you

day, hoping life’s burdens will be lighter, if T
express to you my emotions when standing in the
presence of Lady Jane Grey:* sucha contrast to

Marie Antoinette. A feeling of nothingness came

to me as I interviewed this woman of long agos
Beautiful in disposition,

1

arand in thought, ever ready
to be the one to besacrificed, that others may eseips
a sacrifice, she is to me, the embodiment of the
divine within the human. She, who gave her life
for somethine she did not seek ; she, who stood firm
when human malice made hier a martyr, atarget for the
vicious, and a strenghold of safety forthe g‘nud;she‘
to whom came the beauty of a noble life, made more
lovely by an unmerited and violens death, she, the
crand woman of history, was before me.

[ would not give title to one unworthy. I find
many a woman in my own country as much a hero-

as she, but because she suffered for a nation's

* Lady Jane Gray, granddanghter of Henry VIII, bornin Enzland in

1337, At 16 years of nge she had acquired a good knowledge of the

Greek, Lating Fiench and Ialian langnages, and mide sueh proficiency

i the Oriental linguages as caused Lier to Le regurded as a prodigy of

learsing, while her piety and excellence of disposition were equally 1é-

! able. Edward VL persnaded by Loy Jane's father and fatherin law
I set axide t'ie ela

aims of his sistersand declared Lady Jane his Sucees=

tuntly consentel anl was proclaimal Qieen of Eus

Pen days later, Mary was proclaimed queen and Li-
sbanid were contined in the Tower. She was beheids

ed Feb 12, 1554
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wrongs, I most gladly crown her que

women
She stands before me in her womanly beauty, a her
ine whose history should stir the world. S ells
me of Lopes blasted, of efforts o al
She says that her earth-life, thongl 0 an
untimely end, will yet be recognize of use-
fulness. Shv.\lu';xl\'.\' of that wl s not
acknowledged, in homes made sad b Wrongs
mflicted by party spirit, of alife b wnd ende
by the revenge of those who were the least capable
of judgment.

This beautiful woman put her hand upon a throat
which only just hands should clasp, and told me of
her suffering, and herignominious death. Looking
into eyes long ago called most 1l, wondering

about the outcome of a life, made grand because
iLwas so noble, I said, *Will you tell me what now
i5 the highest ambition of your life ?”

She veplied, “1t is that I may forgive. that I may
with the kindnes: of an angel, forget and forgive the
cruelties of the past.  Oh, how slow would I be to
judge the weary ones of carth-life since I traveled the
same road.  Knowing the dark ways, the injustice
of eavth-life, I, uulike some others, will put forth
every effort to make my future a success and my
past thoroughly understood.” Do you feel no re-
venze wow 2 “No,” suid she, “I have no room for it.
Isee Heaven is lull of useless pain, and therefore
looking from my sphere of life, knowing my duties
asa woman I ean enter into no revengeful feeling
but ean say, ‘All is well.”  The past rises before me
}v'n,h its beautiful dreams, never realized; the present
18 & working worid, wherein I can reach my owu.




8
TI]an' v reb A =8
I'love best are with mo, thass T 11 rensen ‘
'oln'lu. ”i’f‘l'[ l'l'l) WY Vel
[ am cornizant of their troubles iy

to hate ave in that oty

omenenre, bt

have no desive to rejoice over them. My venee is

this, for the ernel wron r ol the executioner’s axe 1o
lift up down-trodden womanhood, to remember tht
carth-life is only one slep in the oreat l‘l"l]li:l'-. b
kind, be true. know that every foot-path is one whigh
leads you hivher, nearer to troth and God, I wiein
by God that which teaches ns Jesso ns \g"- Tower aml
tree and makes all Natwnve eolad My friend, good

bhye.”

Unlike m IRY ew witl Mty Antoinette, so

:“"i of unforoivi 1 {in :5,: t W )|-;.||Yt|.l‘|l‘."‘lk“"
vith hope, 1o and forviveness.  YWonnin's J0XESS
innhinite, her bhedatity, moe o the heart thian face, l\\f\‘
i) Wi 0 i SOl v . l.;n‘.\

() m darkness to licht. Oh ! worls

f 1L 15 to be a trie Wolkihs

S, Dowles.

ol 2 new dav 1n \l.lll[l-vkll"‘.
o those 1in o earth-dife
v Feel that in that existence

4 will ronse others

of themselves 13 truly erand,
owerful imeentive for
wol k. Hlll' the only
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[was stactled by being ad lressed by Go

imeton : o e , ]
Hgton s no preinxes can make his name Qe

can (w1;111 b taken from the histor w»
whom an rels glovy in and who feel m

l]l\.‘ value ol u 1(‘.1\{», l'.\'m'lw. S broual

W our nation. By his side, ereet, and

itiacy with \\HxslMtngﬁxwx. stood Gen.

The name of Washington is familiar to

to me, was like calline up some pietun

ago, Yeb s he stood beside our riend and

it seemed o l'lililnj_{ nmenmory ol the past, and I wou
that all our nation’s sons an.d dancohters could
them together,

I cannot feel, as some express themselves, 1K
boking down upon one inany spheve of lil [ ad
mire goodness, but still T think no one ever does
moge than his duty in using the talents given him.

Creatures of clrcumstances as we ke, Wwe  cannotl
jdge. 1 was elad to have a personal interview
with Washinzton as he had always been the ideal
hero of my lite.

o\What are your thoughts now 7' 1 said as he ex-
tended his hand to me.

[e replied, “My thoughts, my ambition can all be
summed up in these words, “I'he Future of America.?
1 know her needs, I know her strazeles and Toam e
ware of her dangers. I seea threatening clond hang-

Gen Georze Washingtom, the lewder of the American Revolation anl
first president ol the Unites] States, wias born in Virginia in 1732 wnd

died a1t Motut Veinon, Vie dn 1700, His life and decdys ave known and
konored by Dt the Globe,

Gen Coanrles Les was born o Englon Uin 1731, e ciune to Amerien (o
1575 s boeciine an avdent whiz, At the battle of Monmouth his Insube-
ordin it nearly lost Uie dny. He was conrtennushiallod and suspen ol
dasyear fromcomasid. o died waile oa o visit o Pollivdel pliy lu 1784




ing over her, Tsee the power that Catholictsm 1s
gaiming, a power which if not ehecked, will be ex-
tremely disastrous. My dearsir, look at it yourself ;
see the ballot gradually through foree of numbers,
yielding tothe Catholic power. See the cautions
but sure steps taken to seeure appropriations of
public moneys for the nse of their priesthood.  They
have not gained it yet, but 1 fear they will.  Placg
the Irish list of voters Leside the American list and
it seems that the former are gaining fast.”

“What is your special wish now ?” said 1, ashe
was abont to o down the Jath, bordered by 1oses,
whose fragrance floated far away in the gentle air,
carrving restful sweetness to the sad and happy. |
live for my country, the sacrifices of the past have
only made me more eazer to wike sacrifices now. I
have joined Lands with Lincoln, Gaifield and other
martyrs for our country and to-day, thank the spiri
of all Good, we have bLeen able to keep away a war
cloud. which has threatened and is now threatening
the nation, which we still love so .\'U'(lllg\y.

The power of numbers, the Lallot given to the most

altivated, those who can be bonght for a glass
whisky, the shutting out of pure, noble, enltivated
womwanhood, these are mistakes which may bring out
nation to the brink of ruin.”

Have you not changed your ideas npon the subs
..... of woman suffrage ?”
Yes, I have changed my opinions and now all my
carnest efforts shall be exerted to withold the bal-
ot from those who do uot understand its value, until
they have acquired sufficient education to use it
voperly, and until the doors are opeuned wide for



the entrance of educated w
“Gen. Lee,” 1 asked, “W
your past, present, :
“But httle,” said he
“] then returned to mv
of ease until on one 1at
side, closed my earthl
but bitter and I think

was most terrible in the past. The fi irth comes
when the mother suffers, the second, when we suffel
ourselves. 1 love my brother here, because in all
the years I have kuown him he has been a true man.
I love him as a man, not as a hero or conqueror, and
we both thank you for sending back to earth-life the
knowledge that we still live. Good Morning.”
Ques.— What war-cloud is now over our nation?

Ans.— The cloud which Catholicism is daily mak-

ing greater by increase of numbers. The increase oi

numbers, combined with politics and an ambition to
1

l'lll(.’.. \\'i”, if not checked, lfx'ixjj_" on a religious war,

)

more unholy than any of the past, becanse education

ghiould have had more influence among the people.
les— What does Washington now think of the
mduct of Charles lL.ee at the battle of Monmouth
MbOf the subsequent punishment given to Lee?

B He now sees that Lee suffered in a measure
i, but looking from this stand-point, he knows
fthough often mistaken, was a true man, who
gt well. The influence® of Sir Arthur Lee* has
much in this life to bring about a better undes-

between the two men.

i I.ee was born inVirginia in 1740, was sent as commissioner
» héutal Congress to London, Paris, Madrid and Berin. He
Bl and decided man. 1e died in 1792,




PAPER FOURTEENTII. .
THOMAS JEFFERSON.—

FrANcis FAvQuien.~
WiLLiaM SyALL.

I had expected to meet some of the people, who
were prominent in ancient history, in this interview,
but found I could not get into a condition to see
them. I therefore have met Thomas Jefferson,* his
friends, Francis Fauquiert and William Small.§

As they extended kindly hands to greet me, I was
glad to be impressed with the reality of these men
of history. Although Thomas Jefferson had once
been president of our country, I cared little for the
interview except to learn how men grew.

The highest office of this nation could not make
him less a man, for he had the true elements of man-
hood in his nature. *“Whatis now your chief ambition
and that of your two friends?” said I, as looking in-
to his laughing face, he seemed like an old friend.

“We are working for purity in polities,” said he,
“and hoping for it but its all the way up hill. The
contrast between the voice of the people in the old
days and now, is so great that I turn with inexpress

* Thomas Jefferson, third presidenteof the United States, born ut Shads
Vi, in 1743, died at Monticello, July 4. 1826
Dr Willinm Small was a learned and virtuons professor of muthemats

college at Williamsburg, V. where Jeffemson

Francis Fanquier was governor of the colony of Viegmia in the early
life of Jefferson




blelsadness from the To-day, to the Yesterdays. I
feel the intense selfishness of the present which puts
before the people, candidates, gross and corrupt, pro-
vided they can bring success to the party. These, my
iriends will endorse me in saying that when 1 was
president I was prouder of the good I could do, than
1 was of the power I could wield.”

“That is true,” said Dr. Small. <I have watched
your earth-life and your spirit-life and I know the
hight of your ambition is to be good rather than to
be great.”

It was no idle flattery, which prompted these
words, but the loving sentiment of a brother.

«What is your mission now?”

«Ovyer and over again I say, to make my beloved
country one that shall live in history, preeminent
“for her moral cleanness and for the great good she

has done to other countries, rather than for the help
she has received from them.
v The blots upon her history, of slavery, war and
¥  murder, are strong incentives tome to unite with all
¥ good men to bring to the ignorant and debased,
¢ something so good and pure, that by and by, in look-

# ing at our nation’s goodness and purity we may for-

get past wrongs. If my hope were not so great, I

should look upon the present as a most disastrous

time. Ishould think every American heart must
- feel that disaster is in the near future, beeause the na-
tion hasso far forgotten the lessous of the past and
s now revelling in the gains which the present

quui‘er and Small, both indorsed the opinion
erson, as I bid them good-bye.

O, . SAMUEL BOWLES.

g



"HIS ART HOME IN THE nwn'm SP.
~ AND HIS MUSIC CLASSES,

Since my last reported interview, a ver.
hour has been spent with Michael Angelo
Angelicot, in the city of Florence on tha
the beautiful Arno. This city has,been the home
art and artists for many eenturies. -

Through my guide I asked these men who ha
long lived in history, why I did not meet them as
had met so many others, in a city of spirits instead o
among the denizens of earth? My gmde replied, “It
is that you might see the growth of art in our
life, by going from this city with us, and contrast th&
art here with the art in our higher life.”

Among the leafy vines we wandered until we
came to a large building, filled with all the collections
of the finest art of which I could coneceive. Could I
pen a word-picture of paintings and sculpture which
greeted my vision, I would like to deseribe with a
vividness that would show you form and coloring.

* Michael Angelo Buonarotti was born March 6, 1474 at the castle
of Caprese in Tuscany and died in Rome, Feb. 17, 1563. He became. ‘
one of the world’s great artists and distingnished himself in painting,
sculpture and architecture

HFra Angelico, a celebrated  Italian painter,born at Viechio in 1861. |
died at Rome in 1455. He was called Augelico, (the m»xellc) beeuse
he painted such bcmtll‘ul angels,

-
\
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e two arlist souls seemed as interested ag
th vt was new to them ; eriticising with severi-
e work of their own hauds in the past, looking
ew work with admiration, still noticing ¢ ldmta
ere with my scanty education in art, I saw works
rave beanty. They watched with eagerness the
ces of earthly visitors, leaving no step untaken
dhich would add to their knowledge of the art-world
of the present.

1 agked, “Why this deep interest in what must
_seem to you puny in the art line 77

«It 13 much to us : from the lowest to the highest,
we can learn. Onenew shade of coloring, a change

.mt.\\e way the earthly c\nae\ was used to give ex-
~ pression to marble lips. every hint of art is dear to

“You think this is beautiful, my dear sir,” said
peelo, “but go with us to our home in the eighth
ere, were we choose to dwell and see the differ-
Letween the old and the new.”

 ascended and entered a georgeous palace,
like the whitest polished marble, where the
f the chisel was plainly discernible at every
e passed into a spacious hall, where statues
ad lent to it a glowing beauty; the
ss of lovely colors.

\ghb, he suid, “Enter our

u\e to take you to our

B I A ST
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passing strange, that sue!
“in heaven! Forms of men a
‘were sculptured so true to n
expect life and motion from them.
ers of every variety were distributed amid the lovely
paintings, hanging on the marble walls. In the gl
leries were instruments of music of every kind, Itso
far surpassed anything my imagination could suggest,
that I stood spell-bound, listening to music that I
would might always live in my memory.

«That is Beethoven, giving a lesson to his class;
he is trying to harmonize the different instruments
and make better understood, what is the true soul of

music.” K

In earthife I had heard selections from his won-

drous music, but, Oh! how tame it seems when com-
pared with what I now heard, coming from the very
soul of the great Author!

“You see those men sitting over there with books
in their hands; that is the poets’ corner, where
Homer, Shakespeare, Byron and the world's renowned
poets hold their councils and compare their works.
There is room, here sir, for poetry, art and music,
and we hope to make them better,” said Angelo;
“my time is limited sir, and I will now ask that my
brother artist and myself may be excused. Come
again.” I thought [ would gladly avail myself of his
kind invitation.

Jan, 25, 1885. Samuel Bowles,



PAPER SIXTEENTH

JOUN KNOX HAS DISCARDED 1118 O N

I'HE

CAL OPINIONS,

Living in the time of Mary of (Guise®

and of M
Tudor,* and having given him,

A8 ho now seos 50
Calvanistic a power as to make him vory

sevoreo Lo
others, John Knox said to me, * I now undoerstand
mysell better, I know from the ideas I then advanced
which are so different from those I now entertain: |
am willing that those mistaken ideas should be

wooted, But to inflict death for an opinton, to

ool
fnel
the full measure of its pangs, to understand as I did
not then, how the “Ovder of Geneva* was power
less when it should have been strong, is a great incen
tive to me to do work here that will now be upon
another plane.

No one can see more plainly the mistakes of a
lifotime. It is & grave matter to attempt to undo
something Nature has made, bocauso Nature is always
evolving from the dust of the old, the germs of the
new,"”

“You look upon your past a8 a mistake,” said I,
glad to find one who would own it; but the charao
Leristics elinging to the individuality of men, ans-

sJoht Kuox was born in Beotland in 1505 : died In 1672, 1o was o
violont opponent of Popory, e wrote p severe papor agalost Mary of
Giuder, Guison downger nud rogent of Beotlund, and Mary Todor, queen

of Bogland, towideh papor ho opposed the politlen] govornment of we
men. Mo helped propare a lturgy cnlled “The Ordeor of Gonoya "'
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wered, no.
“I was a cool enthusiast, bound to lead, I found

other enthusiasts as determined as myself which

made it hot enough at last for me.’

“In looking over your earth-life what lave you
most to regret?”
I regret more than all else that I was born undes

the influence of creed and that I did not then step

higher. The persecutors’ ideas were almost as true

as those of mys «1 one. T wake up

3
il that keen recrets

n tinis el
ollo m o 1 1es
L lived tl the maze of
\ S S i must 10w how
S ! ear ih spi'.:'.
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of the world, the ignominy of Ch lom. 1
would be ]-i'tl‘i‘] to re pl ! H
1:1'1;'311 freedom. I taucht 1 \ H )

brave and chivalrous, while I am what I
\'.]m\«' \'l']'}' name 'MEM rS 10O the ] nt nel
sentiments of pity or horror,
work in a mistaken cause: I did

;uxull-r antagonism, I was working without afounda-

tion. I builded in imagination, a hell for others and

in 5o doing have suffered hell myself.

work, full of wrong teachings
“And you regret it now ?”
“Oh, yes, very much. It is like thrusting this
alternative upon the people, to either go with the
masses or suffer with the few. In reviewing my
earth-life I am not pleased. I stand low down in the

order of .\‘pil'it—“l'u but I am and shall be forever,

John Knox.” I was glad to have met him for he
has given me much food for thought.

Jan. 22, 1885. SAMUEL BOWLES.




PAPER SEVENTEENTH.
HyPATIA STILL A TEACHER.

Where next I said to myself, as the spirit of of
higher than I,acted upon me and urged me to be at
work ; such glorious work for me, whose whole soul
is reaching upward and onward for knowledge.

“Would you like to interview Hypatia,* the mar
tyr who suffered death at Alexandria (Egypt)?*

I hesitated at first because I knew I was not well
up in ancient history, having given time and talenls
to the things of to-day, while in earth-life ; but fiual
ly 1 said, “Yes, I would like to see her.”

“Well, she is most desirous of meeting you, as she
has heard from Dante that a message can be sent to
earth again, and she is also acquainted with Goethe,
who is patiently biding his time for a chance to
correct some false views about himself, and to inten-

ify the knowledge of the truth about which history

o

has been too reticent. Your work is boundless. sir.

en write of meeting people in the seventh

ighth spheres, because this is about as high up

as I can understand, and jot down their converss-

*Hypatia, a Greek woman of Alexandria, Egypt, noless renowned by
i { s 1 of the Neo-Platonic philosophy

her native city.

Orest
iw v she wasset upon
{ i ests who carried her into a church, stripped
[ 1 tore her in pieces. Jubnsou's  Eney



——8E

tions, and this is about as low as spirits of ancient

times wish to descend ; therefore although to my read-

ers there may seem to be a monotony as to location,

still working for the truth, I must report the
truth.

I was conducted to one of the ancient gardens,

- (I call them ancient because they contain in flower

Y and fruit all that is dear to ancient spirits,) and led

to an arbor where this woman of the olden times

was seated. I cannot deseribe a beautiful woman,

although every lineament of form and feature may

- be thoroughly impressed upon my mind. It is wasted

work to attempt to describe her in language so weak

as mine, therefore I will leave the imagination of my

readers to depict countenances while I describe her

character. Hypatia was before me, renowned for
’\ ler bravery, careless of her faults, the one who
could make love almost a madness, and unforgiving-
ness a powerful element of her natuve.

«] have tried to forget the past,” she said, “and to
live in the present, I have lent my aid to help the
weary and down-trodden. I have ftried to forget
the loves and hates of the long ago, but I have been
many times brought back to the past, my terrible
past, when I was loved, when life was sunshine, yet
followed by a death the horror of which I cannot
‘describe. I have tried to be content, but I have
‘been much disturbed by learning that a hook has been
1in earth-life, half history, half fiction, by one
2y,* (so they call him I believe.) I do not like

: Mm of me, nor the description giv-

: !pmmumbommlm.mmms In



en by those who report to me ils ¢

that can be said of me in the old eartl-days,
T was a stubborn woman, not easﬂy oon:
who, if she eould not see truth in a matter, \va
not see at all, mistaken myself many times but nev-
er relenting. I have no decided feelings of revenge
now, but 1 wish the earth-world would know that
Christianity has in the darkest sense, been the death
of thousands who had the courage to speak their hon-
est convictions. It has the same spirit now, ‘erucify
him, crucify him’ as it had in the by-gone centuries:

aeSea W

- e

'
but modern innovations have quailed the old spirit :«*
of Llood-shedding. But it will yet manifest anin- )

tense bitterness of opposition to all thatis truly E
progressive. ¢

I would rather pass out of the body as I did, than g

to be at the mercy of the Catholic Christian world,
as I hear it is in the old land to-day. True, nation-
al laws protect, but give them the power to rule en-
tirely and those who will not bend the knee to their
isms, their sentiments will feel, if not in blood-shed,
yet in heart agonies, ‘man’s inhumanity to man.” I
rejoice, sir, to converse with a man who has lived in
an age when thoughts can be spoken and the right
so is largely triumphant. But be cautious; thereis 1§
great power in numbers; by robbing poor servant
girls, widows, orphans and laborers of scanty earn-
ings, great churches are builded, which throw far
and wide, a baleful influence.

& =

y_
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No wonder I cannot
Jook with complacency upon a canse that was so un-
scrupulous as to force me out of earth-life by the.
most frightful of deaths.

do not fear such results now, for the world is

N
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learning the value of free thought, but I do appre-
hend a pressure upon the spirit, which will tend to
shut out all liberty and gladness und make men and
womeu, cringe under the force of public opinion.”

“What is now your work ?"

“Having suffered myself I am working i
suffering. I teach in schools where souls have not
been freed of fetters. I try to teach those who come
to me, the true honor of a soul, filled with love. I
love to teach them how to build their homes and
gather to themselves, even the worst of those
who belonged to their race. I love to have children
look into my eyes with love shining from their eyes.
I am glad that in spite of the mistakes of earth-life,
in spite of all its wrongs, I am still Hypatia.” This is
what she said as I caught it through an interpretor.

4
S. BowLES.
PAPER EIGHTEENTH.
& CLEOPATRA.
Why is it that in spirit-life as well as in earth-life,

we must be subjeeted to this lack of force, a lack
" which makes me so weak when I wouldbe strong ?
Why is it that I should have to be used by higher
© spirits like machinery, while I go through the sawme
process and use this kind medium as a machine ?
1 ask and yet I know the problem of progression will
never be solved as loug as we are progressive and
that means for eternity ; and eternity is something so
fur beyoud us that it only can be solved by living on
and on.

QM world of the past; Oh! knowledge of the pres-
ent; Ohthope of the future ; bring out your best
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analysis of what eternity means and teach the
children of earth-life to know there isno death to
come, in working over the great problem of ever-
lasting life.

I amlost in wonder, I look at people living and
breathing, who have been strong in the past, and
although the world calls them dead, they have nof
lost one element, but have gained all the strength
which every life must bring to itself, either of good
or evil.

Whom did I meet but the beautiful Cleopatra,
queen of women ! I'have an idea of beanty in paint-
ing, in sculpture. Iknow, a clear running stream
with daisy \-u\lul banks, is to most minds far prefer-
able toal yoiling river of impure waters, and I am
t nature tells her story in f.\ccs as she
scapes. This woman, queen of ancient
Evypt, is living and loving still, every phase of her
i d by these long years whichhave

; all of deformity L{_l\(\llll.l ly dis-

rreater beanty which comes from soul-
“W ould you seek me ?” she said, with much

mething of your life here

other life so dear to me.”

hood, now progressed hv}'unll
she said, “I am glad to

tion, my work, my sufferings,

lants of the past ages. I

of Egypt, born in 08,
s of the Greesk Ih| other lan-
Ko in the trinmphal procession of

the bite of an asp, n 30 B.C
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have learned as have others, that the school of suffer

ing may be the most direct way to purity. I have
studied since I was changed from my earth-body

my spirit-body, to know the real mission of life. Oh'!
How earthly greatness sinks, when at

true greatness it must own it has been so sn
How Power weakens when Principle lifts its hand

and says, Remember. I am nothing but a woman now,
but I rejoice in my womanhood; all other desirves
fail to give me an impetus to action beside the nobler
and better desire to help others. So will I ever be;
knowing the wrongs of my country, knowing the
wrongs of every country under the earthly sun, I
would work with hand and heart to free the old
world of its chains, and make the links of truth
brighter here.

It is repulsive to me when in my leisure moments,
I look back to the acts of my past: I can see so much
that was intolerant, so much that to me is now dis-
gusting. Could T change the record of my earth-life
could I put more of goodness in it and less of ambi-
tion, I would gladly do it. I lived my day then,
(what a short day it was, ) and have since been in the
severe school where memories have brought me many
regrets.

I have met with one Candace,* who called herself,
Queen of Ethiopia. She is more content with her
past than I am with mine. This woman, represents
herself as that personage and is proud of what she
did, althomngh earthly history has failed to make
much record of her deeds. I admire all that is good

fCundice, an Ethiopian queen, who invaded Egypt 22, B.C. but was
defeated by Petroniug, the Roman governor of that country. In the
“Aets of the Apostles,” mention ix made of cunuch, who was the
trewurer of Candice, queen of the Athiopiaus.
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in her, but sheink from her egotism, although I one'o
called myself, Queen of Beauty.”

In my inner thought, I said queen of beauty still,
for seldom do we find one so regal as was Cleopatra
of the past or the refined Cleopatra of the present.

“I am thankful for this interview,” said she, “for
it brings with it a whisper of my earth-life and a
strong hope for the future.”

Jan. 27. 1885. SAMUEL BowLEs,
O ——

PAPER NINETEENTH.
EUSEBIUS REGRETS THE DECEPTION HE USED IX
wRrITING HIS CHURCH HISTORY.

MILMAN SAD, BECAUSE HE IS MISUNDERSTOOD ON

With my ever competent guide I sought this man,

whose history had but little attraction for me and
hose life though one of great labor, has brought
n but ittle \.;Tfﬁ.. tion.
‘What is your ambition now?"” I asked this manof

the power of forgetting, I
led threads of my earth-

[ told more truth thanl

id I meant to do far better
I had been wholly honest

record, 1 should have

idictiveness Pt)“”," spivit

the influence I €njoyed.”

{

vo, whose lives are soO
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strangely united and yet divided ?” I said, for Mil
man * was with Eusebius. {
Eusebius, with all the dignity of the past and the
present, said, “Yes, happier in conning present les-

sous than in remembering how worse than useless
my earth-life was, when I gaze upon it from the
present stand-point, and know that even in existin
we shall learn lessons which will lead us upward,not
downward. :

Milman did write more truth than was credited to
him. He at least did not stoop to falsehood. He tried
to portray in vivid words what to him was true.

What was your life in the old past, “I asked of
Eusebius ?”

“My life,” said he, “was next to nothing. Ambition
aud love, wrecked it and made it more idle than an
empty dream.”

If you could live it over or review it, what would
you do?”

“] would be more true to myself, I would be an
honest man. No religious ambition should sway me,
no bigotry blight my life. Oh! Frail world which
leaves its weakness, where greatness should exist.

*H.H. Milman, born 1791 in London, Eng., died in 1868. His History
of the Jews was severely attacked by the Christian bishops and clergy,
becanse he evaded or minimized the miracles of the Bible. His Histo-
ryof Christianity, when first published was ignored by the clergy.

fEnsebius, the father of the History of the Chnstian Church, was
born in Palestive, 265, A. D. He became bishop of Ciesarea. The his-
tory of Eusebiss, coming down to 324, A D. althongh impared in value
by the writer's avowed resolution to record only what would reflect hon-
oron the Chureh, is rich in material, the archives of the Roman Empire,
Liaving beeu placed at his command by Constautine, who held him in
pecnliar esteem, Ency, Bret. Church History.,




We are changing, going higher, Milman and I’,(
when we shall fully know ourselvesand ean Le our
own teachers in the great school of existence, then
there will indeed come upon me and those I love,
the grand dawning of a blessed day.”

Jan. 28. 1885. S. BowLEs.

Ques.—Was Milman misunderstood ?

Ans.—Yes. He was misunderstood and misjudged,
Look it up sir, and remember how the years have
made it bitter for him.

SECOND INTERVIEW wWiTH EUSEBIUS.

I have felt much disturbed at not again getting in
close enough rapport with Eusebius, to rewrite my
former paper; which was given under great difficulty
and hence I felt it to be imperfect, because hard on
all connected with the power which produced the
writing. 1 must naturally give many explanatious
in the course of these papers,— an electrical change
iw-the air, circumstances of earth-life, the unwilling-
necs of the spirit to communicate, or the unwilling-
ness of the guide to let the truth come out, are often
grave obstacles in the way of those who are still pur
suing the journalistic career.

I told my guide in a quiet way, if he could confer
with the guide of Eusebius, I would most willingly
rewrite a paper entirely unattractive to me. 1 have
been striving for this, several days, have appointed
meetings which did not result in satisfaction. But at
last, I stood again in the presence of Eusebius, and
on becoming more accustomed to him, I swas not so
well impressed as at first. T think he might, if he
chose, lift many of the dogmas of the Christian
church, which hang like dark clouds over her; he
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micht disclose the truth concerning

Christianity. I said to him, “If untruths and
ufactured lies are believed on earth
not after all these years, own to t{ 1
what you did in originating them? I could not
reach his understandine with my words
he heard, but he might as well hay |
marble as far as any idea could be gleaned from his
countenance. His cuide was also gl ! =
compromising.

“I got myself into trouble,”said Eusebius, “by
trvine the effect of commai wtine ba ) ea

not long ago.* I do not wish to repeat the experi-
ment.” AsI said before, the soul is the last to be
\“.i;\‘.l:f:}d. I asked him once more, “What is your
idea now of your past work?
He was not as kind as before. He seemed to sus-
peet I was catechising him and that the less said
the better.
“] have expressed a desire to undo some of my
earth-work. I gave false notions to my age, through
my pen. I upheld false ideals, I dipped deep, both
with imagination and some historical knowledge, in-
to that which I now wish I had left untouched. The
characters of the past, whether true or only painted
I fictions, had best beavoided by historians if they
£ must carry with them the load I have carried all
| these centuries.

The Gospel according to Matthew, was carved out
of an ideal goodness. St. John and the Hebrews
ihad nearly the same source ; while other books of the

~® See Faraday Ifamphlet, No. 5, page, 135, mentioned at the close of
ook, Eusebius there admits he wrote part of the Gospels.
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a mixture of what dif
historians of that time thought was posslble,
therefore they made them probable. I have watcl
as the years have passed, the power of truth and )
power of fables. You must excuse me sir, if Tth
that as good results have come from the fables 3
from the truth ; especially when the truth has
poorly expressed, and the fables have been
in the brilliant attractions of romance and self sa¢
fice.

New Testament, were

I regret if by giving a false impression I have madé
one soul worse; I am not unkind,- I would rather be
good now than great, I can see that there should be
reticence in regard to some of the old religious ideas:
A full disclosure would strike upon the Christiah
world with paralyzing force, shattering idols, changs

ing beliefs, making havoc of the doctrine of atonés
ment and arouse the world too suddenly to the real
truth.

You cannot wonder that I shrink from the ordeal
You people who live now on earth and cherish thess
ia-u::wl.‘.\f.w opinions are not satisfied with‘a part of
he truth. You want the whole truth. But you
ill have to be content to reach a certain chord in
the great instrument of ages and bide your time”

‘ ' i candor, sir, I cannot see your
lding even in part, aught which
' a truth. 1 know
n is not pleasant, but if you performed

some work in the ages past, thinking you were doing
God service, and now see the falsity of the doe-
trines you taught, do you not consider it would be

rrect the evil, and even at this late day
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make some reparation?”

» You mistake me, sir, I do not ownto having wil.
fully sinned, through the slow prog of the centu-
ries. It has become an established fact that there
are laws, governing those who write that which theig
heart is not in, yet being willing to be used. You,
good sir, as iy guide informs me, are t ranscribing

for the people of earth.

If you should through you medium’s hand, write
something of which your instrument was not cogniz-
ant, and you yourself could hardly realize that you

were writing, yet possessing the power to act, you

acted with asubtle sense of receiving the words from

1 ¢

another as you gave them to your medium, u
would not be willing that either she or yourself
should be held responsible for the matter that was
placed before the people.

As much as I can now look back into my past, I

now realize that all I voluntarily did myself which
has proved to be untrue, was the result of ambition
to use all forces in nature to make my mark as a his-
torian rather than from any desire to transmit false
ideas. Much of the history written by me is very
loose. It is nothing of which I am proud ; too much
of it is of sosensual a nature, that with my present
education, I now shrink from reviewing it. I have
read Milman’s critique. I know him, and we have
become so well acquainted, thatT can forgive him
for his bold assaults on what I felt to be a- great
work. Guizot* has only reiterated some statements

*Guizoet, a Fruch historian, born at Nimes, France in 1787 : died in
1874. He was the anthor of the ** History of _Civilization in Europe,”
which is regarded as a classic of modern historical research.
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of mine. But especially is Milman misunderstood,
He says, in many instances he has given gleams of
light, that would cause the world to know what is
his real opinion of my works, and his eritics have so
changed his meaning, sometimes by a word, sometimes
by a quotation, that his sentiments have bheen pep.
verted, and he is not rightly understood. I ask.
ed Eusebius if he could mark out particular pari
graphs in Milman's work that would point to any
such change having been made for whieh he felt re-
oret.

" «I cannot mname them,” said he, turning away
wearily “but he says so. Why don’t you see him?"

(13 may, but T am most deeply interested that the
truth concerning yourself should be given to me ;i
is not foridle curiosity, but because I wish to do my
work well.’

“«Constantine,” said he, “was great, because le
was cruel. I was a great historian beeause I eould
weave fiction with real life. I am now sorry I did
it, for there were truths down in that lower life that
would have furnished better lessons for the people
than those which I gave them. I gave out mugh of

y and I have suffered. You are very kind

nLiy await my \\'iu. but Iln‘l'c are some

ths, that even now Idare not disclose, because the
h-world is not :‘:‘i"] for it. Could I reveal the
th sufficient power, the ancient superstitions,

X1 a0

sting prior to Chy

lanity, would in many

tter than those of l\l-ll:l_\': and many,
nt of their lost idol, would level to the
ound, the costly edifices of modern times and spread

rrow and misery far and wide.”
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Ieonoclastic as I would be, could I have the pow-

er, I turned away with a feeling of awe that I had

seen Eusebius, and longed to know that was hid-

den within that great mind, which would render

some histories valueless, and exalt others which have

long been thought to be fables. SaMueL BowLEs.
s 49>

PAPER TWENTIETH.
FrANCISCO PIZARRO, STILL GLOOMY AND RE-
VENGEFUL.—HE DEPLORES HIS BIRTH CONDITIONS.

I had much trouble in finding my way to the man

of whom I shall now speak. My guide said to me it

was an old ' whim of Pizarro* to say no, when he meant

yves, and in helping you, senior, I am trying to bring
out all classes of people. I called that just, because
if my work signifies anything, it is intended to show
the different lives, which g»l'uz'mwl from different
conditions on earth, and to bring out the results
s0 vividly that all will see the necessity of true cul-
ture, both of body and mind.

I felt little interest in meeting this pirate chief,
who %vas the terror of his age, and who in 1471, first
saw the light of the world. I met him in the fourth
sphere. He appeared sullen, and his strong Spanish

*Francisco Pizarro was born at Truxillo, Spain about 1471. He was
the illigitimate son of a Spanish colonel of foot by & peasant girl, He
was bred a swine-herd and is said to have been suckled by the swine on
acconnt of his mother's neglect. He grew up a bold, ignorant and
brutal man.  When in power, he said No to every request in order to
liave leisure to consider the matter. He plundered a small village on
the San Juan river, Nicaragua, where he got considerable gold, He
touquered Pora and was assassinated at Lima in 1541, He was crael,
cunfun;;umlperlidiuns, yet lie had tho merits of courage, constaney and
furtitude,
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characteristics impressed me as one who would have
to live long here, before he could purify his soul.
There was nothing of ardor in his appearance, his
black eyes gleamed with intensity, but he seemed to
take no real pleasure in anything.

“Well,” said I, extending my hand to him,(but he
noticed it not) “what have you to say of your earth
life so long gone? Is memory ever faithful to you
as to others? What have you now in your soul
regrets, or a desire to make past regrets a stepping
stone for the future?

His answer was, “I have no regrets; I am passive
as to what may come to the world, into which Iwas
born an unwelcome guest I have had much of re
venge: I am sorry I did not spare more lives
when I captured the village of San Juan, still Tam
quite indifferent about it. I do not forget my igno-
minious birth nor my ignominious death; they are
strong factors in my life now. Cruelty has stamped
my past as it cannot my future, but I am sad some-
times for the ways of my mother who in giving me
birth, placed a curse upon her life. No subsequent

justice given to me from the author of my life cbuld
bridge the gulf. I was born under such circum-
stances as caused my mother’s nature to rebel and to
fill her heart with a thirst for vengeance in the fu-
ture.

[t wasa hard life Ilived, and I made it hard for
others,-my name was a terror, -my memory made
children dream frightful dreams, and men and women

fear a like fate might befall some of the little ones,
nestling on their bosoms. I do not like my father,
I have infinite pity for my mother, so wrong and so
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weak, bat I cannot say much morve. Perl

new light I might have done the same deed

 § L ) i
under the same adverse conditions.”
1 asked ]liill. “Does not the \ﬂ] of
playing around you, the glory of this sky,

dor of the flowers, the wavine trees alo
ing down their branches as if in a benedictio
you with gentle thoughts and holier am

You lost vour life you say, but you took many lives ;

how ecan you, who have been so cruel think
have been treated with cruelty ?”

“I am looking at my wrongs, not at others. I am
realizing to the fullest extent, that if my life had he-
«un Illl'ix'l' hetter conditions and Iy .‘;t'.:'::';r- had
not been so \\;&;}l«'i] I"‘. the eircumstances of my hirth.
| should now be happier. Instead of this gloom)
disposition I might have had one that gloried in hon-
orand truth.”

“Is your home in this sphere?”

“My home !” he said, “*What a question! No. I
still wander back to old scenes of cruelty. I still
live over the wrongs of the past, committed by me.
You have heard of the wanderine Jew, who could not
die. Iam the wandering Spaniard, who cannot forget.
This talk about forgiveness is trash; that which
loved and hated in me did not die ; no, that will live
on. My sense of love and beauty sometimes over-
gomes my hate but the old struggles overtake me
whenever I revert to the old scenes.”

*Why do you recall them by going there?” I
sked, most anxious to help this man, who had a
int desirve for help.

#The old idea, senior, of wrong doing and the
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place where the crimes were committed, have
a great attraction for the perpetrators of the
You have heard of the conviction of murderers ff
a habit they had, whether sleeping or waking, of re=
viewing the old horrible place and of visiting if
with such stealth that they betrayed their guilt toa
careful observer.

It hurts the soul more than the body to do wrong
senior, and therefore people should guard their
souls.”’

He left us very abruptly, “Where is he going?"

“He is going down to earth to enjoy a Spanish
smoke in some den where his past attracts him.”

“Js he not an exception to most spirits, after dwell-

ing so long in the spirit-world, to still live in the
old!”

Yes , he is an exception, but it is my duty to show
exceptions among the pure and impure, that you
may realize the difference. T will meet you a little
Jater and conduct you to others, more pleasant to

meet. (;u(ull)\'r,

29, 1885. SAMUEL BowLEs.




PAPER TWENTY-FIRST.

THE HOMES OF JOAN 0F ARC, NAPOLEON BoNA-
PARTE AND JOSEPHINE.—JOAN'S HOME A PLACE OF
INSTRUCTION FOR MEDIUMS.—BONAPARTE'S HOME,
FULL OF WAR SCENES.—JOSEPHINE'S HOME, ONE
OF EXQUISITE LOVELINESS.

Not being able to govern again my interviews
with the heroes of the past, I shall be chiefly in-
debted to my guide’s kindness in deseribing home
pictures.

“What of Joan of Arve,” I said, “where is her
home ?”

My guide said, “You will have to be very patient
with me on the matter of spheres. It is my chosen
work to be a messenger, and so constantly am I
changing from one locality to another, that I much
regret I cannot always recall the number of .the
sphere ; but I have seen herin all her grace and beau-
ty, presiding over her home; not with the pride of
Hypatia, who rules even in hers, but with a spirit of
peace, theold war ambition having been outgrown and
theloveof teaching and being taught having taken
its place. Ier home is not of lofty structure, nor does
it impress one with extreme beauty of architecture
¢ loring, but once fto cross the flower bordered
ks and to see the life led there, that which lends
it8 chief beauty, is of itself a beautiful vision.
18 not alone ; many people cross and recross
weshold, but I have not found one yet, an in-




mate, who was nota mediom,
earth-martyrs, who have climbed up
enough to be taught by her, are welcome
she finds their motivesipure. Her great obj
send from her home those who will discriminate |
tween pure and obsessing spirits.

I found in her home, everything that could sug.
gest beauty in art, the choicest coloring, the finest
paintings and sculptures, and still I was surprised
that some of the inmates should have such dimrooms;
the light being much subdued, while others chose
the rooms most brilliantly lighted and bedecked
with the gaudiest colors.

“A room or the chosen abode of a spivit in or out
of the body, discloses mueh of the real state of the
soul,"said my guide, and therefore when 1 found
these gay and dim rooms occupied by Joan's school
of mediums, I wondered which was farthest advanced.
It is no proof because a person chooses the rooms
with subdued light and faint coloring, that they we
not as far advanced as others ; they are all receiving
their instructions, hoping to go baek to lower spheres
with more purified lessons for those who are below
them. Butitis all for the best; an outburst of
grand music may teach one soul, when the flutter of
a humming-bird may instruct another.”

Said Joan, “I have in my home over fifty mediums
of different grades; who have been the world’s mar-
tyrs. It is my pleasure to furnish them a home,to
stir their Learts to do sowething for others, that
they may escape like suffering.  Therefore in my
.'»',-“'llnn,.l have as great a variety of light and shade
as possible. I want larmony. I am content to
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dwell in lower spheres than I merit, that I may
instruct these mediums and fit them for their work
among spirits of lesser growth.”

My guide said, “I came down the flower bordered
path into a forest and thought as I came away, how
beautiful is the home of Joan, and how pleased you
would be to hear my report.”

Ques.—Has Joan of Arc a spirit husband ?

Ans—She livesin the spiritual rather than in
natural. . She could have a husband should she so
wish, but she glories in thinking mankind in the
purest sense, is helping her, and also that the physi-
cal or sex attractions are a thing of the past with
her. There is a saying here, that as the physical in
earth-life changes once in seven years, so there
come in the spiritual cycles of time, changes that af-
fect the sexes.

Ques.—How do the spiritual cycles of time affect

the sexes ?

Aus.—It changes them in sucha way, that the
greatest refinement of character is necessary to
awaken love. That which seems gross in the flesh,
becomes pure here ;—to think, to clasp hands in the
refined spiritual life is to renew the old sensations,
but exceedingly more refined and pure. The ani-
mal sensations are lost because of the superior and
exquisite enjoyment of the spivitual. There is much
of beauty in this thought.

NaroLroN's HoME.

Lsaid, “I wish to go with you to the home of Na-
Poleon 5" and he took me there. All that is stately
in architecture, all that was suggestive of grandeur,




82

was revealed by a glance at this warrior's

Instead of finding the lofty halls adorned \vilj.hrworw

of art, we found them covered with representa-
tions of the armor of soldiers and the implements of
war, the swords of old, the weapons he used to wield
and command, pictures of his war horses and more
striking thap all, an immense picture of the sceng
of his death at St. Helena ; the face of the dead em-
peror, cold and impressive, the surroundings dreary
enough to make one shudder.”

] notice you dwell on this picture,” he said. “It is
the story of departed greatness, the history of ambi-
tion's great sacrifice of love. Ah! I'see it in your
eyes; you would ask me if that other woman, the
one for whom Josephine lost home, heart and friends
is here, I cannot tell you her story, she must recount
it to you herself. No, she is not here.”

“Do you not duxnv move of the gentle spirit of
home around you?

“No, I have not attained to that yet; I am
gaining some perhaps.”

He led me through room after room, where gloomy
splendor reigned, no pictures of fruits or flowers, no
sweet scenes of pastoral life, no pictures of beautiful
mountain, river or sea, no radiance of sunlight, but
room after room, filled with portraits of warriors,
who looked as though almost ready to step out from
their frames and attack each other,

“Your home has everything to make it seem grand,
but you lack sunlight, sir,” I said.

“How dare you, a representative from a nation,
which was puny indeed when I left earth, suggest
alack of sunlight! You look good and your mo-

\%‘
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tives may be pure, but if T am satistied with my
home, why cannot you also be satisfied ?” g

Thinking of my own hreach of courtesy, I quie
retived. I shall not make much of an eff
him again.

Ques.—Has Napoleon no women as inmates of his
home ?

Ans.—Of course he has, but they arethose be-
longing to a class, who have not heretofore entered
into his life. He discarded love for ambition. He
took a second wife, putting away his first for the
sake of an object, but his love-power vanished with
the sacrifice of Josephine. - He is now willing to
give woman her just position in life, but with him,
real love is at present, wanting.

Disappointed, he now knows he must wait for
some blissful realization of the dreams of the loug
ago; he must forget the ambition ofa conqueror ; he
must forget the selfish love which sacrificed all for
pride and power, before he can know what true love
and soul-marriage is. He has not yet understood it.
His lesson is 50 strangely new to him, he cannot for-
get and become a man, who would make a true wo-
man’s life, the glory of his. He has plenty of wo-
men but not a wife. They serve him, butdo not
love him.

JOSEPHINE'S HoME.

will show you heaven now,"said my guide, as
f n the wind, we arose.
 presented to the forgiving and loving
here is as much sameness here on dif-
there isin the different cities and




villages of earth. I cannot with an artist eye
Josephine’s home. There were many acres
trees surrounding it ; numerous gardens, whos
were masses of flowers ; arbors, in which those
act asservants through their love of Josephine, gatl
and listen to her voice of instruction. In the
building, the rooms exhibit the most exquisite taste;
chastened by that simplicity which always adors
true art.

The duties of the household are performed so easi-
ly that it would not be proper to call them laborious.
Twice blessed Josephine, I thought, as I saw her
again moving in grace and beauty through her home!

«I know your thoughts sir, but what if I should
tell you I once was unable to get my little onea
pair of shoes, way back in the old life. My homeis
beautiful,” said she, looking where the green foliage
of the trees seem to blend with the blue sky. “I
am working, and Joan of Arcis working with all

her power to find some way to give through our me
diums here, down to the mediums of earth, pictures
of our spirit homes. She hopes she has found one
on earth whose hand with the brush can be used as
perfectly as is the pen in the hands of others.”

Jan. 28, 1885, S. BowLEs.
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PAPER TWENTY-SECOND.

HORACE GREELEY EDITING A PAPER IN THE
FOURTH SPHERE.

“Yes sir, Mr. Bowles ; you can see Horace Greeley*
as often as you wish,” was my greeting as I entered
a plain looking building in the fourth sphere and
met this hero of the pen of modern times..

“Expected to see me higher, ’he said as he extended
a kindly band to grasp mine, while his secretary
handed me a chair. “Expected to see me neglect
my journalistic duties more than you do, sir, and
soar to realms not congenial, where I cannot then
veach both ways. No sir, I stay here until 1 can ac-
complish my work so I will feel easy up higher. I
am busy, very, help me correct this proof, even if we
do talk some. You see we must get out this paper
very soon. Mr. Lincolu (You knew Lincoln did’'nt
you?) has been here and is anxious to have me get
in a startler for to-night’s issue.”

Leoking around the plain room, strewed with
the debuis of torn papers, which had fallen short of
the waste paper basket, looking at the busy secribes
who never raised their heads at my approach, I con-
cluded that Horace Greeley was himself. Still think-

*Horace Greeley was born at Amherst N. H. Feb, 3, 1811, He was
the founder in 1841, of the New York Tribune. In 1872 he was nomin-
ated for the Presidency of the United States by the Liberal Republican
and Demoeratie purties, but was defeated atthe polls. The excitement
of the-campaign and his disappointment at his defeat, produced in-
flammation of the brain, and lie died, Nov. 29, 1872,




86
ing he would entertain me, he said, “that
tial business did more to shorten my life, i
the pain I ever suffered on earth. You see it
a disappointment sir, I thought I was all right for
once, but looking it over now, I would have cut &
very poor figure in the presidential chair. Probably
I should have been invited out of earth-life as werg
Lincoln and Garfield. It's not safe to put a person
in that place who has decided opinions, he must be

a figure-head. Dress up a mummy and place him
there; let Congress have its say and after the
elections are over, there is not much room for inde-
pendent action. You cansign your name a greab
many times a day if you are not too tired. But I
have been far happier since I saw this side of life
than when there. ThHE EVENING JOURNAL (for
the propagation of truth for two worlds,) is the
name of ourpaper. I am not very successful in
getting fac-similes introduced into the earth-world,
but I do my best.
Talk about the root of evil; why you do not
know that these Dynamiters, who are obsessed to stir
up London and other large cities, will yet try their
hands upon the Government buildings at Washington.
".\'u, [ do not know il,”l .\’;li(l. “Will you fc\‘l
justified in granting me permission to report that to
our own nation, fron which we seem to be severed?”
“Yes, say it ; if its an untruth I will take the blame
of it, for I see it so now,” (—*‘more proof you say,
said he, putting his ear to a tube, ‘down with it, the
boys will look it over.) ¢This is my working
room. I have got nine rooms now,” he said, and ask-

ing me to follow him, he showed me into a plain pars
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lor, where several relatives, including his Dbest loved

ones, were seated, reading from different books, or
engaged in such work as woman's fancy will prompt
her to engage in, after the lapse of years in spirit-
life.

The mother and the wife, the fath
er,and several friends greeted me with great kind-

er and the broth-

ness 1lil<1 seemed to be ;:m{ to see me, like !"'(ﬂl\:lf
who have met again after the separation of years.
“I must leave you now,” making a motion to get
his clothing into good shape ; “its a very busy time
just now, but I am content,”said he with a smile
illuminating his genial face, “I used to be busy when
in the earth-world, working for money.”
), as I had grown weary

I begged to be excused
with thinking, glad in hoping and more tender
toward all mankind, when I saw this hero of a hum-
ble life, so true to himself.

“@God bless you,” said Horace.
Jan. 29, 1885.

Ques—How did Mr. Greeley “get his clothes into
good shape ?”

Ans.—He had a way of pulling down his pants
and pulling up his coat collar, whenever he arose

from his chair.

SAMUEL BowLES.




DIUMS, BSPECIALLY Mzs. Amenia H. Cou
When I met Thomas Paine,* T asked
typed question, “In what sphere do you r¢
With a face full of sunshine, and a heart, e
in his freedom, he said, “Talk of spheres, to
world is my country. I have net forgotten the t
when in earth-life, my efforts to free man from men-
tal darkness was pronounced darkness itself. T
have not forgotten the bigotry which assailed me at
every turn, and made me realize I lived in a country
which ignored some of its most earnest workers:"

“Do you suffer now because you was misunder
stood when on earth ?"”

“No, I do not suffer, for every good act will bring
its recompense; but I know there are those who
weave laurel wreaths for the patriots of the Ameri-
can Revolution, who have not placed me justly on
the page of history for my part in that straggle. 1t
is “Tom Paine’ the infidel, not Thomas Paine the
worker and sufferer of the past. But I have bided

} my time, I have worked through the darkness of

bigotry, born of a false religion, and instead of being

"

* Thomas Paine was born at Thetford, England, Jan, 20, 1737, Me
came to Ameriea in 1774, took an active part in favor of the Awmeriea
Revolution, He went to France in 1793, was fmprisoned by the factio
Of Robespierre in 1704, and narrowly escaped the guillotine, Wil !

' l"llﬂ'll hie wrote the fivst part of his “Age of Reason.”  He died in N¢
York city in 1809, and was buried on his estate fn New Rochelle, N.

NSRS
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pictured by Jonathan Edwards and others, as under-
going extreme penalty, for some unknown sin, with
my brother, Voltaire. I stand to-day where human
sympathy would gladly blend with the angelic, and
call all those who are grossly misunderstood, children
of a common Father, whose supreme desireis the
good of all. I might feel better if I had the dispo-
sition of Napoleon ; I might wish to wear Iaurels, if
I thought true laurels could come from misery ; but

I can stand with my brother, Washington and say,

‘L.et us compare notes.” This is not egotism;itis the

desive which all feel when they stand on the verge

of uncertainty and wish to be understood.

I wish to be thought of as a man, who loving his
fellow men, worked with all his soul for liberty. |
wish the world to know that at least through the lips
of one woman, I have uttered truths of the utmost
importance : that woman’s name I am proud to give
to the earth-world : It is Amelia H. Colby*. Ifisa
tribute due her, for me to say, I am responsible for
sentiments offered to the world and expressed by her.

I have used others, but she is one of the best, if not the
best instrument I have ever used:and in utilizing
her gifts I wish to show to the world, if that old
wigue world ean appreciate it, that through her or-
‘ganism, I can express the most power. I amglad to
accord due praise to this woman.

. May all who have read the *Age of Reason,” know
could she be placed in proper conditions, I

d doa work through her which would be the
of Reason Now.’

Well known public spenker among the Spiritunlists, noted for her

,lml!_:hw and powerful oxatory,—for many years at times con-
by Thowas Faine,
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I thank all instruments whom T hg
ly or indirectly, for their co-operation
bear upon a fettered world, some hints of
time, when it shall be fully realized that \vema“
our hells and build our own heavens.”
“Are your ideas all given to these thoughts of the
past, I asked ?”
“ No sir, I live farmore in the present, and lovein the

present. The future is open to me because I haye
learned to read the lessons between the past and the
now, and draw deductions for the future. I know
my spirit-life is full of beauty ; I see lovely pictures
of freed souls in my dreams, and wake to realize
that another has crossed some dark river of despair,
and is standing before me, asking me for some little
help on the upward path they know I am going. I
hope for the time when the germs of my earth-life
shall take deeper root, and I shall, not for my own
glory, but because it is right, be recognized asl

should have been 1\'11:_; ago.

[ am content with my life here. [ am more !l:l“v\

1

th people in the fourth sphere than I should be
with those very far advanced, who partially sever
the links between them and the past, and sail outon
some sea of glory where they will be fully acknowl-

philanthropists.

not my ambition, because my work is but
beoun., 1 shall never be understood, sir, be-
ause 1 do not ‘y.ui[\ understand llIA\'.\i‘“.. bt 1 have
snitg home here, for  weary ones.—a warm. kind
p of the hand for those who have fought the
wtle of carth-life;and a little haven of rest loe a sis-

terhood, who are betrayed into unfortunate mothers
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hood and help to swell the number of prematu
souls which are flooding the ,\’Idriz—‘.\'u 1d. H
clear the pool of wrong, brother Bowles ; I

be to others, what I would have been

your help shall be most gladly accepted

have but Idl(l\ come to our ﬁ'[

This is Paine, the man who has been p

the basest of nmien, a sinner

aoainst his God ! This is Paine!

up your hands in holy horror, and wonder if Sam

Bowles has indeed entered into such companionship !
I answer most eladly, yes.
Jan. 29, 1835. SAMUEL BowLEs.
—_— = -

PAPER TWENTY-FOURTH.
PriNCE ALBERT OF ENGLAND. -—ALICE AND LEo-
POLD.—THEIR SPIRIT HOME.

[ will now fulfil my promise and report to you my
second interview with I.m@mﬂl. son of Queen Victo-
ria. A happy surprise met me, for I was not only
kindly greeted Ly him, but by his father, Prince
Albert and his daughter Alice, so long mourned.

“] wish to correct a false U!li!li\lll.“ said Albert to
me, as he extended his handsin greeting. *“*You peo-
ple of that independent nation, (The United States
k of America) suppose.all marri

oes amone the roval-
Y WL aresimply  marriages  of convenie

s bul
st i was not so” with with me or mine. |

loaved
the wife more than the queen, and the mother of my

' 'l’ﬂum Albert was Lorn near ¢ ‘ohnre, Germany, Ang. 26, 1519, He
Victoris, Feb, 1810, and died l)u 14, 1561,
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children, called for a still greater share of my devo-
tion. We were happy ; our domestic life was often
fettered by the fact of rank, but we managed to find
much that was home-like, and strove to educate our
children with a view to future deprivations.

Time passed gayly ; our highland home, our home
by the sea, our homes in ¢ity and country, were ey-
ery one, dear to us. Of course we, like other mar
ried people had our differences of opinion, butnever
to an extent to cause sadness for any length of
time. I remember once, we had not quite under-
stood each other and she left me for a little; then
came, tapping softly at the door, saying, “It is I,
your queen who seeks admittance.”

I replied, “I have no queen.” She hesitated a lit-
tle and then said, “It is Victoria, your wife.”

“Enter,” said I, and all was peace. I think these
facts are narrated in some of her manuseripts which
have been published. While speaking about her
whom I love so dearly, I wish to correct an idea
prevailing in your country, concerning the mercens-
ry spirit of my wife. Although a queen, ber good
deeds are not heralded ; she does not wish it; so,
kindly and with the quiet ofa Florence Nightingale,
she has her rounds of charity which have grow lag-
er as the years go by.

I cannot deseribe our old life. I cannot tell you
how glad we were as child after child blessed our
home : the days passed all too swiftly and hours
were like moments, until the dread sickness came,
which took me out of earth-life. I was

most anx-
ious tostay. I did not

want to leave the bright
life so dear to me ; my wife, my loved ones, looking
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info my eyes, with such a pleading expression be-
seeching Heaven in prayer, begging of doctors who
surrounded my bedside, to save me. I think I S
kept in the body several hours longer than I should
have been, had it not been for the will power of my-
self and my family. But I found tl I¢ ones of

the past around my bedside; I saw such eagei
oning hands, such smiling faces, that bef [ real-
ized it, I was out of the old body into the new one,
and borne gently away from the scenes of sorrow
which oppressed every heart in my earth-home.
The sad news was carried from nation to nation
that I was dead,—dead I thought, yet so alive!
I then rested ; days of mourning passed,—I thought
I must go back ; I must see my beloved wife ; I must
watch my children in their grief. Well, I entered
my old home as a visitor, and saw such sad faces,
such tearful eyes; I saw in all places where I could
look down, emblems of mourning for me. The na-
tion could do without me, but my gentle wife could
not so soon heal the wound. It was not until the
fear of another startling grief came to her, in the
terrible illness of the Prince of Wales, that she was
really aroused from her grief. Butshe then bent ev-
ery energy to call back from the jaws of death, our
first born son ; and while the nation waited with ex-
pectant heart, fearing the worst, the mother worked
and prayed.
He became better at last, slowly coming back to
,ﬁfo,but more like a shadow than like his former
! In all these sorrows of my queen, no duty
ed ; methodical in every thing, she would
y or prolonged sickness, debar her from




“This sudden affliction” cast g‘l‘oo\n.

™
eventually doing her duty to her
Then came the time when
gave up her earth-life, soon fol’p_ ing,
which had been so dear to her young

home and made her mother a mourlier ;
double mourner for chlld and mother. .

treasmes, I think it is not more to be a 'q !
to be a good woman ; for her heart has been wrnng
with agony so much that there are deep sadhnes n
her face and her hair has \\Jutcned w1th gnef. 1 ,
Another strugele w 111 shor tl) come to her, nnd
that i¥' the proposed marriage of her Beatrlce.’ This
cliild has been her mother’s comfort ‘the one who
hasknown the inmost secrets of her heart It | may |
18t'be, blit the needs of roy alty must éverbe heeded.”
Alice, by this time, had Teft ‘the gorgeously fur-
nished rooms and Leopold said, “You have seen my
father, dear sir ; is not this betfer than, to have me
tell the story of our life at our old home, when the
bla¢k mantle 'of déath was over our loved .ones?”
Larose to go, feeling better for having seen these

“kindly people, and’the last words Prince .Albert

said to me were, “I wait for her: my queen will
come soon. f(xood morning.”

Jan. 30, 1885, SAMUEL BOWLES,



PAPER TWENTY-FIFTH.
BEATRICE IN .HER SpiriT HoME, NOWw
WwITH DANTE.

UNITED

Yes, I promised if possible to see Beatrice, the
one real love and inspiration of Dante’s life; and |
have been admitted to her presence. She did not
;manifestithe-dignity of Daiite, ' the sternness of Eliz-
abethg nonithe quiet submission of Lady Jane Grey.
. But there was something about her,"whith made me
feel that:Dante might have been better inspired in
his-earth:life if he had had the infliencée of her in

his home:; such gentlendss] such beauty of form and
i feature ; such eyes as poets dream'of, but cannot de

v seribe their color: such grace of motion is seldom
found in one human or divine form.

#“Am I really'in-the presence of Dante’s Beatrice,

the one whom cruel - circumstances parted so long
.ago,” I asked? '

“Yes, it is really so,” .said"she, ‘8miling brightly,

i%but please lay asideall sense of 'liomage to one so
humble as I. /I did not ‘play ‘my part very well on

-the stage of life. I could“not help him there; I
«married @ -nobleman when young and passed out of

\  ithat life; avhile'still ‘young: But I did ‘not lose
- -sight of my Dante, and if ever 4 poet was inspired
bytrueilove, my Dante was inspired, when he was
‘& wanderer upon earth with scarely money to Iny
‘parchment. At the gates of his beloved Flor-
e has waited in vain for some recognition, and
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for entrance; but to have been a poet in those days,
sir, was to have been a martyr: although true poeh‘y
must have begun when one star of the heavens threw
a welcoming light to another, and the pale moon
looked coldly on. True poems must have been en-
graved upon the hills and mountains, on plain and
lake, on' land ‘and ocean, when first was evolved
from earth and air these stories of rock, river, con-
tinent and sea.

And it must have been a still grander- poem, when
the sun first kissed into life, a boundless vegetation,
because the earth was ready to burst into bloom and
every part assumed its form and grew into beauty.

Poetry is as old as God, because a part of Him.
My God is every element in Nature which helps to
make up the great whole.”

“What were the circumstances which caused the
break between Dante and you, when the love was
equal and fully reciprocated ?”

“Do not ask me, sir, to go over that painful earth-
dream. My real work has been in this life. When
my Dante was thirty-five years old, as you count
time, ( I believe I am right,” she said, raising her
hand to her brow,) I, in this life made the acquaint-
ance of Virgil, who was studying from lowest to
highest in the poetiec world ; and he was most kind-
ly attracted to Dante, and with my intense sympa-
thy, he being a strong medium, (as you now call it,)
felt us, knew we were working for him, and recorded
in one of his poems, his appreciation of my presence,—
to others it is a’fancy, a dream.

There was no more separation for us then. I fol-
lowed him until the last, and found he understood
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me. I have held trysts near the old ruined ecastle
and at ‘Dante’s Rock’ on the shores of the Adriatie,
when he was flesh and I was spivit. I cannot deny
that heart, (:&l“illg’ to heart did not hasten his com-

ing. I do notregret it now. I was urged into a
union, unpleasant for me; but when my wandering
Dante came to me, I felt as though heaven had be-

1.1

gun ; I cared little for the cold body of my Pante,
lying in state, I cared little for his costly tomb ;I
had my living Dante, my breathing, real Dante,
and knew there would never be a limit to our work.

I am foolish enough to believe that in this life, I
am an inspiration to him and that the poems he is
seeking so earnestly to transmit to earth, will be
bettered by my helpfulness in finding some transmit-
ter to pass them down.”

“Why do you desire so earnestly all thoughts,
beautiful and pure, to be sent back to that old earth ?”

“It isa law of spirit-life: if people were not always
coming into earth-life and thus populating the spheres
of eternity, we would not care so much; if the
present multitude ended the list, all would soon be
well. But as Nature has evolved so much through
her elements, why can it not come to pass, that a
new growth, a truer education can be introduced
into the different worlds, and thus bring out of the
pesent ignorance a Dbetter starting point for hu-
1n y.”
t this beantiful woman in her lovely home,
should be better [or having seen her, sure of
t memory in my soul, though I should never
again. I am glad to think, whether helieved
igther this instrument or I myself may in-
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cur ridicule, that T have this mission, to
earth, pictures of such living in the spmt-\vo

are exemplified by Dante rmd Beatrice.
Jan. 29, 1885. : SAvUuEL BOWLES.

PAPER TWENTY-SIXTH.

VOLTAIRE, A RESIDENT OF THE EIGHTH SPHERE.

Do you say I may see the real Voltaire,* about
whom Christians raved, and at one time thought him
too vile, to take his name upon their lips 2”

“Yes, sir,” said my guide, “if you care to. Heis
quite willing to meet you, but you will be subjeet to
the same inconvenience you have had in interview-
ing others, that of employing an interpreter.

I arose to 1‘11-3 L" rhtl 1\"‘1le .l‘lll met thc ]n:l‘uuf
Infidelity.—I call him a hero because he was true to
his principles, nor could any mental torture fores

115 Oplnions.

e + *M 1 B -
[ said, “that you who spent many

vears of your life in trying to contradiet the belief
the tality of the soul, stand here, yet alive
and t ) me 2
[ am ISR nta nnal ST s
n most haj disappointed,” said Voltaire;
that smile, so winning in earth-life. I find I
't
1o vO ever recret vou
. 11 b |
wity as it 1s called, y
Fr K W
s King ‘
| 1t hitect
13 1-5 10€




of what was taucht as true relio
I do regret some of my hasty acts ; [ am sorry thai
J caused sorrow; but I could not wrone a God
when there was none to be injured. I now reco
nize a principle, a power, butnota God. T have be-
come disgusted with all semblance of Cl ristianity
which will, acecording to its belief, allow a man, like
Constantine, to stand here in this upper world and
beso grand and assume so much authority! I do
not wish to speak unkindly, but could I call to you
one of his vietims, even Fausta, his wife, and you
should hear her story, I think you would find that
time cannot redress wrongs so quickly as many im-
agine ; his calender of murders was only seven! that
may be a small number for a Christian, but I would
tather have spent my strength in doing aood, than
wmurdering my wife, my children, or other friends,
I think Constantine has been a hypocrite and is one
still. I have no pity for him nor for Eusebius; both
as far as possible are acting a part ; and if they had
the facilities now that they once had when in earth-
life, there would be more murders committed and
wore “Gospels’ written !”
“Then you are better satisfied with your earth-life
than to have been one of them or like them 77
“Yes, far better satisfied. 1 could confess to
wrongs which now make me blush; I could relate
davk stories of midnight orgies, which now make me
tremble ; T could tell of virtue saervificed, and of
vice triumphant; I could lay my soul bare hefore you,
sirsind let you see it as it once was, so spolted, so
] P that it was with me, hell to gaze upon it.
bl am growing out of it.  Forall unkind deeds
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done by me, T have long been seeking to make repari-
tion. Tam doing my best now ; but I still have my
antipathies, my old waywardness. I lived an unset:
tled earth-life, I was always starting out into new
grooves, always trying new experiments. Now I am
willing and ready to do my best, but strangely held
back by old circumstances. 1 will help you most
cheerfully to accomplish all you can for that old
world. Thomas Paine has come over since I passed
out, and tells me of books, written about me, which
depict me as a dweller in Hell.—*This is pleasant,”
he said with a derisive laugh.

I have formed a friendship for him, and it was le
who advised me to send a message back by you. I
am preparing a book myself through a French medi-
unm, whose name I am not now at liberty to give. 1
have often been with Madam Blayatsky and watehed
the curious experiments performed upon her axm;
and from your statement, I am quite interested in
your medium, who isso willing to lend herself for

Good morning, sir; I must away to my

SAMUEL BOowLES.

is 2 Rossian lady, the author of works upon the
is now a resident among the Theosophists

East Indies.
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n. 80, 1885. SAMUEL BOWLES.

Madam Blavatsky is a Russian lady, the author of works upon the

ultisin of the East, She is now a resident amo
¢ ng the Theosophists
hie British East Indies. v y
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“Well,” said he, slowly, “I must have friends there.
Of course they are of the present generation and I
have been gone over a hundred years, but there ought
to be some who remember me kindly, because I
thought I then did right.”

“Am I mistaken in thinking you were the one
who was so willing to be a martyr?”

“No sir, you are not; I counted nothing lost if good.

“Do you think the religion you espoused much
better than bigotry ?”

“Certainly I do: through my humility I make my
home down in the fifth sphere, while infidels creep
up higher and higher. Oh! its only their over-
weening confidence in themselves ; they do not care
for the souls of others, nor suspect they ave not do-

ght in hurrying upward, where the feet only

worthy should tread. This day I am trying

rth, something to counteract the

) send down to ea

1 ideas, too fast gaining a foothold there. I

» have met you, but cannot waste more
he, walking briskly away. I wondered
sted the time, John Sage or I.

SAMUEL BOWLES.



PAPER TWENTY-EIGH

:

DRED SCOT, STILL SEEKING TO OB

THE WRONGS INFLICTED ON HIM W

Li¥s. Mg. BOWLES FINDS HIM Ni
RIVER.

I must not shrink from my duty,
paper, do justice to a race who, in the I )
have been often a terror to thos
pacity for secret revenge, possess
race. These people, smarting

done to them, will sometime reta
ife. These former slaves, martyrs
ment will often make others suffer
have endured.

No education here can for a time, remove k
their minds the prolonged systematic abuse of t
earti-life. In meeting a colored man, called Dred

Seot, * I leliL‘(l. “Since yvour mortal life was so 1

of cruelty, cannot you be content to grow bett

* Dred Scot, was a slave who formerly lived in Missouri. He was sold
toJohn F. A. Sanfordof N.Y. During the ownership of I8 former

master, he had been taken into lllinois and also into a portion of ti

tion 10
north-west territory, now Minnesota. Being taken back to Missouri he
had unsuccessfally sued for his freedom on the ground that he had been
taken into a free state.  His new owner however appealed to the Supreme
Conrt of U.S. on a writ of error. It was on this appeal that chiel jus-
tice Taney gave utterance to the sentiment that *‘the black man has no
rights which white men are bound to respect.’'He 18
the voice of history with reference to the black rce t

it is thought he coincided in it

Heury Wikson's Rise and Fall of the Slave Power in Americ




yourselt without letting others, still in earth-life
feel your power, and thus take advantage of every
chance to commit outrages upon the whites 7"

“No, I am not satisfied ; I was dragged from one
place to another, like a reptile, I was abused and
used most awful mean. I got awful wicked by it
and I'm not sorry. I'll help every nigger of them
to make war on white folks. I know white women
who have been carried into the woods and been
forced, but I'm glad of it, I'm glad for every pain a
white woman suffers, because that set of folks have
been so mean to us.”

“«Did you not enjoy the religious meetings you
nsed to attend, and think the lessons from the Bible,
good for you?”

] tried to, but I am glad now, I did’nt take any
stock in those Bible words. Why, I found that
old book, full of slavery ; every one has got to stay
where he was born and a black skin has no right to
think. That book made me maddest of all; an old
hoss of a preacher used to come our way often, dnd
think smarting backs would feel better, by saying,
the Bible says, ‘Servants obey your masters.” Such
stuff did'nt go down with me. I loved once, and
thought I could have my girl, but after what she had
to go through, I did'nt want her. Oh !no, my mother
was sold far a way toe.

Oh! I hate and HATE and HATE, and that don't
tell the story, no it don’t.”

“Are you willing to admit that you do vour ut-
most to incite colored people on earth to commit
outrages upon the whites who were slave owners?”

“Idon’t know mueh 'bout your fine talk, don't
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care either, but I am glad when I can cre

ep dow

and make any one give a lesson to them folk
took me from state to state and never reme
had feelins ; I did do mean things, I'm
doing ‘em still and I will aud you need’nt
to me.”
“How high have you ever been in th
" . He laughed a diabolical laugh and s:
an easy one, one I can answer.”
“How far have you got away from this
saidl, as for a moment I descended to the 1

swampy grounds near the Missouri river.
“Me! I don’t go up much, don’t want to, have

¥ L
better chance here to make other nigg lo wl |
could'nt do.”

I have not given his langunage, which was extrems
} lyeoarse. I cannot picture him, I only want my

readers to know the past is still bringing forth
fruit for sadness to its own, and gladness for those
who lave lived aright and understood themselves.
Remember this life on our side, is like your own,
made up of all kinds, colors and classes. I had met
this time with one of the lowest.

Feb, 1, 1885, SAMUEL BowLEs,

=



PAPER TWENTY-NINTH.

JOACHIM MURAT, MARSHAL OF FrAxce.-—Hr

DEPRECATES WAR.

In my quest for the truth, I have not stopped at
any point although often dissappointed, if I could

glean some little intelligence from any source, which -

I hope may be beneficial to my readers. Therefore
I have interviewed this warrior and true man.
Joachim Murat * was a hero, fighting for what
he thought was truth. Arrested with Louis XVI,
enthusiastic in his support of Napoleon I, living the
life of a warrior, yet possessing the tenderness of a
woman, he thought it nothing to sacrifice much for
what he believed right. He was an imposing historical
presence, who had long lived in my memory.

Said he through his guide, “When will the spirit
of war cease and the spirit of peace, reign? When
shall we teach those who come after us, that true
living cannot be brought about by battle fields
which dim the light of Heaven? I cannot tell you
my history, sir. The pen is too weak to portray

1y Murat, born in France in 1771, was made marshal by Na-
mparte in 1804, He distinguished himself in the battles of
z, Eylau and Friedland. When king of the two Sicilies;
he encouraged agriculture, industry, improved the finances, increased
ranized an army, 70.000 strong, Inan attempt to free
Italy from the grasp of Napoleon, he lost hislife, being shot by decree of
court-martial in the castle of Pizzo, in 1814. He said as he was about

to be shot, “I have brave death long enough and often enongh to face
it with my eyes open and standing.””

the navy and ¢
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what I did for love's sake, what for honor. what

g]ur\v_ Could I now remember how 1 tried to )

myself, rather than to glory in the man wl
friend while fighting ; could I look bacl
homes instead of those desolated by wu
look back at Napoleon, my friend, and th
friendship have taught him happiness, inste;

membering the breach between us, which
again only by war; could I have seen m

the scene of peace instead of conflict, in my
days of earth-life, I should indeed be glad.

But memory is Heaven or Hell; it reaches fi
the lowest to the highest ; it brings our glory to the
dust, and changes our songs of victory to the
g of those who wander in darkness. Oh! sir, m
taken ones meet me all the way. Ambition i

gross teacher unless she leads aright.”

“Where did she lead you,"I asked?

“She led me to a death most ignominious. Poli-
ticians were through with me ; I could no longer
serve their purpose ; war had better leaders; a fear
of my usurping the place of others, caused my heart
to beat its last within the walls, and my eyes to look
for the last time from the windows of a castle,
where I had often before been an honored guest.
Ah! those tribunals of army life, more terrible and
more revengeful than despotism, more brutal than
the death scenes of the savage, for when brother sol-
dier has clasped the hands of brother soldiers in bat-
tle, to die by those eomrades’ hands, is cruel indeed,

To-day, I am opposed to all wars, save the war
sgainstignorance, carried on by knowledge with blood-
less weapons; the war against bigotry wherein the
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woman’s gentleness shall lead the wartior from
battle field to the conquest of home : these wars v
banish the old ones because the white dome of pedce
is in the ascendant. Tell those who may have heard
of Joachim Murat, that I died with my eyes open,
facing the friends who were my murderers, as I faced

the enemy in battle. Good day, sir. ]
Feb. 1, 1885. SAMUEL BOWLES.

PAPER THIRTIETH.

MoOZART, THE COMPOSER, TEACHING 1IN ‘THE
BIGHTH SPHERE. :

[n my rambles, I have met Mozart,* yes two Moz-
art’st for into the later Mozart’s life, flowed much of
the inspiration of the father, which accompanied
with a most powerful will, enabled him to overcome
the adverse force of circumstances, and become one
of the renowned of earth. I could not understand
his German, nor he, my English ; therefore the inter-
preter was needed. Not much of my life has been

ly of musie, indeed scarcely any of
it, but I think I had an appreciation of it when T lis-

given to the

Johannes Chrysostomus Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart, was born at
Sulzbnrg, Germany Jan, 27, 1756 and died at Vienna Déc. 1, 1791, in his
irty-sixth year. At four years of age hie played the piano with aston-

g and ¢ sion. Mozart is comsidéred the greatest composer
wldl, T the combined versatility and power of his genios, He
d great poverty at thues.  Hewas extremely fond of harmony in
his works brenthe the soul of harmony.

fohann Georg Leopold Mozart, a German musician, born in Augsbng
14, 1719. |»..l Muy 28,1787, He was the father of Wolfgang Mo~

zart . He wasa fine organist and violinist
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tened occasionally to a great artist; etill I
keep out of my mind, my office and

“My life on earth was short,” sa
reaching to my fortieth year. H
ber music. My earliest 1 lecti
my father's old violin. Even bef
myself so as to be understood,
imperceptible to others, grated |
I can remember when gathered
bench in our humble home, we
little songs, and how a chill u

when one voice failed to blend with ti ythers
perfect harmony. My childhood, che by much
love, but straichtend by poverty, was a tant in-
gpiration for the future. I lived in music. I was
negligent of the little duties devolving upon me. |1
¢ committed many blunders, although meaning to do
right. I found that whatever I attempted outside

of that constant stream of musie, which ran on in mj
mind, was deficient.

I remember of being called pert and impudent for
correcting older people in tuning their instruments,
when I would scarce notice any collision about the
house. The winds might blow and the thunders
roll, and yet I would feel indifferent; but discord in
music was my chief abhorrence. Would 1 could
tell you of my struggles, and how late in my short
life, I was appreciated, would I could show you

| what kindness was bestowed upon me by some who
discovered my genius for musie, while others were
indifferent, thinking a poor boy should be at work
£ rather than thus idling his time away ; would I could
tell you of my dreams both day aud night when

»
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etex:nal harmony seemed to be impressed upon my
brain and I longed to breath into other hearts, half
the sympathy, half the harmony that existed in me.
Salzburg was not a great place, although it had what
were called great people who made it their home a
portion of the time.

I led my simple life, was helped by friends who
saw some talent in me, and left my musie in an un-
finished state to the world. I wasrecognized by the
nobility, but the real appreciation of my work: has
been given since my earthly eyes were closed, and
my human heart a bit of dust.”

“Do you not rejoice in being one who cannot die
to earth’s memory ; do you not rejoice that there is
something so tender in memory, so true to history,
that in every musician’s home your name is a house-
hold word ?

“I am pleased that it is so, but compared to my

esent standing I realize that all I did on earth

small. Could the ears of earth's people

ar the music of the masters now;
rocess be discovered whereby the-musie
ne corner of the Art Gallery, could

ils of earth-life, I should feel that

her noblest work.”

egneda o ne

that Art Gallery of which you
Angelo and Fra Angelico. I
r Beethoven with his class but de

Mozart, “I heard of your visit there, but it

\ s day and I was out seeing my: friends.
ss there. My father is a helper with
giving to those who have  the least
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talentall the help T can. Our pay her
harmony. We hope to reach such perfe
sie that it may float upward to the highe:
downward to the lowest hells.”

“What do you mean by hell 2

“] mean suffering hearts. To clear as
and corruption from souls, to awaken |
to make life over here a school of cultu
a thing of the past, is my ambition.”

The face of Mozart shone asonly the faces
ean shine, who earnestly seek to do the nol

I thought I was also following in my way, the diet
=] 5
of couscienee which cannot be cast aside, and

ing seeds while he was working another way. S
men rejoice in all that points upward for the m
for if a scholar is selfish up here, there is surely s

lack in his education which is very soon observe
this land of clear seeing.

When Mozart said to me, I must attend to my
class,” and then quickly closed his visit to the fifth
sphere, to go to the Art Gallery, I was more than
ever impressed with the idea of the growth ofgenius
and the wealth of love which is always flowing out to
man from all refined souls. Thus I met Johannes
Wolgang Amadeus Mozart and was rejoiced that I
had met so gloriousaman. Oh! Would I could in-
terview from high to low in all the conditions of spirit-
life; and bring back to earth the choicest lessons.

Feb. 3, 1885, SAMUEL BowLEs.




- FOR MATERIALIZATION.
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PAPER THIRTY-FIR

E V. WILSON, WORKING FOR M
TALK ABOUT IGNORANT INVESTIGATORS AT O

~“Can a common man come into your atm
after all the aristocracy, I have heard of your visit-
ing or who have visited you?”

I turned from my interview with Mozart to elasp
hands with the ever genial E. V. Wilson.*

«How are the times with you,” he said, looking at
me with his smiling eyes, which brightened as with
a thousand rays of sunlight.

«The times with me are after the old plan of
‘Across the Continent,” and sir, from -what reports I
hear of you, I conclude you are working on the old
line.”

“Yes sir, I rejoice in being a medium yet; I am
picking out from earth’s children, all who will be of
service to me in promulgating the truth. I am bu-
sy, but I cannot forget my duty to my wife and
childven. I feel for them in their disappointment
about home affairs, but it will after all, brighten the

mediumship of Isa and her mother, and increase the
discipline which makes souls better for helping oth-
ers. Inotonlyam glad I have passed out, butl

* A well known public medinm, and lecturer, who passed to spirit-
life.a few years since, while sitting in hischair in his home at Lombard,
Hlinois. See Bowles' Pamphlet, No. 2, page 36, for another interest-
ing message from Mr. Wilson, giving an account of his last moments.
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hope other mediums, who are disappointed and mal-
treated may hasten over and swell the number of
workers here, who frequently hold large circles for
development and to increase the powers of those
who are just starting out in the work. I sometimes
think that old world of ours does not deserve medi-
ums ; see the neglects, the suspicions; see the hun-
dreds of tests which cannot be disputed, all set asid
because of one mistake, or fraud! See how public
journals grasp at evervthing which will go to prove
the most noted and reliable mediums to be frauds !
See how some Spiritualistic journals labor with less
zeal to publish facts to sustain the truth of spirit re-
turn, than they do to cater to popular opinion, and
rush to expose fraud, sometimes when there is no
fraud.

Ree how old Spiritualists,who have closed the eyes of
their loved ones with a hope, born of knowledge,
that the counterpart of those eyes still beheld them,
who still receive communications from their risen
ones, who live right on, feeling their presence, till
some dark cloud passes over their medium aud they
doubt whether they ever had a message.

Spiritualists do much harm by their zeal at one
time and indifference at another. They do great
injury tothe cause by striving to interest people in
tualism who are not ready to be interested ; for
nee, I, myself have witnessed this action. A
m visits a home for two or three nights. The
have sweet communiou with their spirit friends.
the master reports these wonderful things
wi to a set of eager listeners and says, *If you
ieve it come and see for yourselves.” The



evening circle is a subject of cony
day among a set of loungers,—Dbets -
enthusiastic friend who has opened |
them, is called an old fool and plans are work
for an exposure. Evening comes and the in
onesattend ; they peer into the face of the medium
as though she was some wild animal, themselves ex-
pressing by their looks, ¢You can’t fool me.’

Instead of the beloved son or daughter material-
izing and coming out to grasp the hand of father or
mother, grotesque forms appear and flit back. The
wise ? men nudge each other: they believe it isall the
medium ; their strong will power is excited and over-
comes the will power of the spirit-band and forees
the often unconscious medium to come out of the
cabinet into the arms of these ‘sceptics’ who grab

her and pronounce her a fraud.

What does the old Spiritualist do? Does he
stand by his medium and seek to discover the subtle
law of mind which causes this unfortunate conduet?
Too often, no. Her person and baggage are searched,
her heart hurt by insults; explanations are de-

manded which she is unable to give and another vic-
tim is for a time laid on the shelf as a fraudulent
medium, when all the fraud was within the circle of
powerful minds who willed her to be exposed.

Oh! yes, that is why 1 am hard on Spiritualists:
I am di ted at their want of knowledge, when
they are tryi o teach others. T am not harsh, I
wm speaking the truth. T do not mean the whole-

sale swindlers, wl » about gaining a living from
credulons, who are ready to be fooled, but I
mean the genuine mediums, whose lives have but
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little of sunshine and whose good work is suspended
for a time by these supposed exposures.

Look out, when you go intoa circle for material
ization, say I, to every houcst medium. It is to re-
move this dreadful scourge upon you, that we ar
working here in our spirit circles which we are hold-
ing in the first sphere, in order to help you. Good
morning.”

Feb. 3, 1885. 0 SAMUEL BOWLES.

—4or—
PAPER THIRTY-SECOND.

WiLtLiaAM DENTON* A RESIDENT OF THE THIRD
SPHERE—HE IS STILL PURSUING THE STUDY OF
NATURAL SCIENCE AND MAKING A COLLECTION OF
SPECIMENS.—A WORD TO HIS SON SHELLEY,—SOME
ADVICE TO SPIRITUALISTS.

*# William Denton was born in Darlington Eng, May 2, 1823, In early life
he came to America. For afew years he taught school, then wentto lect-
uring, He beeame a distiguished geologist and naturalist. His lect-
ures were weighty with learning, sparkling with wit, glowing with po-
etiv diction, stirring with originality of conception, and startling for
their boldness of statement. IHe possessed great moral courage and the
highest integrity of character. His elcquent voice has been heard
throughout the United States. After a soccessful series of lectures in
Australin and New Zealand, (themost powerful of his life, says his
son Shelley) he, with tw: sons, Sherman and Shelley, joined an ex-
ploring party to visit the south part of the island of New Guinea, in 1883,
Leaving his sons to make a collection of birds at a village of natives, he
progeeded with the exploring party further inland. He fell a victim to
the malarial fever incident to that elimate, and although tenderly cared
(1 Mhheompauions, who endeavored to return with him to the west
ist, carrying him on a stretcher for several days, heat last expired in
gerted hut ona rainy night, the 26th of Aungust, at a place called
i, and his body was bnried near the hut in that lonely
some twenty wiles from the camping place of his sons,

was bronght by the party to his sons and as it was not
ent for them to visit the burial place, and fearing the fa-
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With pleasure I recount to you my meeting wit
William Denton. As I was wandering along abean-
tiful stream whose high banks were covered with
shrub and tree, and where the shade was wanting,
lovely verdure, I glanced down and saw at the edge
of the stream, William Denton bent over, with both
hands in the clear water. He obtained his stone,
notwithstanding my salutation and came clambering
up the bank, his face beaming with pleasure. “Af
vour old trick I see,” said I,as I grasped his moist
hand, and linking my arm within his we walked a
short distance until we found a convenient spot in
which to pursue our conversation. Here no guide nor
interpreter wa needed. Men of New ]Cng]:uul.
brothers in spirit life and more than brothers now in
sympathy, we hardly knew where to begin our con-

i al S ‘n ne, "\\ ‘ ;xiu:]l! Ill;lt Iumkl l]n‘}‘ :.Il.\'
u are writing for the folks down there; are yon
| with it?

‘A well as I could |'x1u-1'i‘ 1-l>)|>itl«-lill:_:
xisting between two worlds,

urse difficult, yet I was pleased
hance of \I‘I|4|‘;Il'_i back llll‘h*.l:l'.\”

ing to do,” said he, “if possible, |

of trying to use your medium.

fdly to the wst. The sons retomed
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Why ! T thought I knew something of the

the rocks when in earth-life, but ki
]

compared to the results of my resea
life. Hereis the place for study; it
eyes, with which to go bac k to the old
where I was blind there. With what |

and with what I have gathered from ot

new story of Creation, not imaginary, but

be written, a story which would suj

er histories.

[ wanted to live to do my work there. T had
premonition, when I bid good-bye to my home, that
it was for the last time. I am glad I made the jour-
ney for it was richin results.

[ believe now, if my son, Shelley will pen down
the words I could almost whisper in his ear, I can
renew the memory of Nature as it isin that far off
country ; I would have him tell of rock, river and tree,
and glory as I gloried, in giving word-pictures to the
people. But I want to tell of this life, the life of Na-
ture liere; all else pales in comparison beside this
handiwork of her's. I would that there might come
some revolution in human affairs, which would make
it more easy for earth’s people to understand our
teachings. Once I thought of the grave as the end.
I hoped for future life, but I did not believe in it.

Now I find this tangible existence: I see Nature
going on and on with her story, a story which will
never cease through the coming ages. The higher I
go, the more glorious will be her story. In the
great refining process, what seemed obscure will be
made plain, and that which now baffles my skill
will be like the brightness of the stars. Itis good
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to go down to the well-spring of things, to the
tain-head, and when one problem is solved, to ‘
another, and so on and on without limit. Is not
that grand! No one to say, ‘thus far and no farther,
no austere priest to call us sacrilegious, for wishing
to solve the mysteries of Nature.

Art, Geology, Zoology, Journalism, Musie, Sculp-
ture and every other pursuit, which seems to make
us happy, are laid at our feet for us to appropriate if
we will.

How blind, deaf and dumb is humanity, struggling
along, hoping to escape something

r
(-]

they cannot es-

1';l]n'.~-—1]n' consequences Uf tht'il' own .\ills, l)_\ lez\n-

ing on an atonir

Savior! They are leaning on

broken oars, and will find themselves in some whitl-
nool which will arouse their benumbed senses and

ation and self-reliance.

; T did, without the tender hands

oth my pillow, and in fact withne

oas long as consciousness
[ was leaving my boys alone, in that
owing that Dbitter tears would be

scious of the love of many
realizing it would strike with
expected much pleasure and
esults of my journey, I strove
while conscious, to drive away
ling over me. But it was use-

nd the clouds, and hides

tht of my intellect crept
the power of change, and
earth-life, hecame the Wilk

ow, with all his hard experi-
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ences, a thing of the past, and with new beauf
ginning to open.

I am often attracted to the lonely
old body sleeps, and where my real self |
Oh! Nature there is joyous, and the way
grave awakens as little thought as other
The tropical birds sing their wild anthems. N
ill storm and sunshine is :1';LI:4] with powel
magnificent with beauty. The earth has rocked

1
pul

her convulsive efforts, to let bad

ases l‘.\'l'ilin' s
the blue sky is over all, and in life’s afternoon, the
ignorant of that clime will shrink with awe from
spots, unconsecrated to their strange orgies. 1 am
glad I went there, even if death did prove stronger
than I. I haveno definite plans as yet, I am getting
gollections here, and if memory does not serve me
aright, striving to find counterparts of the old
speeimens. If I put one word on each Dbit of rock
immy present collection, there would be enough
words to make a large pamphlet. -

“Come with me,” said he, “to my home. T live in
the third sphere, because I prefer to stay tliere on
account of my researches.”

He led me to his quiet home in a large grove of
trees,—the house was very large on the ground, but
ouly two stories high. One entire half of the lower
part of the building was in one room, and every
side covered from ceiling to floor with shelves, and
on them neatly labeled, were his specimens, class-
ified and arranged as only one could do whose heart
was in it. I gazed in wonder at the numbers ; none
80 very large, some so small thata housewife would
hiave swept them out unnoticed.




“Go into my library now,” said he, and we crossed
the hall and entered a room, richly furnished, where
books were the chief attraction. Pens and paper
were handy and a closely written sheet, with a few
specimens, showed me that his time had lately been
employed in reviewing something of which he had
been uncertain,

“Do not think that this constitutes my whole
occupation,” said he, “I gained inspiration from
Elizabeth in the old life and I do now ; her strange
psychometric powers were daily an enigma to me,
but I am also interested and working for the best,
that people may have help from us to understand
the natural, and thus bring out the spiritualina
more beautiful way. Iam also interested in Natu-
ral History, the habits of serpent, insect, birdand
beast. Oh! Yes, I am interested in every thing
progressive. When on earth, I had to think of what
would bring me money, but here it is growth, growth
It does not costa cent to live. If only my wife and

hildren were relieved of their perplexities I should
happier,” he said thoughtfully.

\ ]

not wish them to come here now do

No, not yet, not until they have done a
k there than I could have done.”
L myself and left this man of giant mind,
e arecord to give of him.
Feb. 8, 1885 SAMUEL DBOWLES.

you any word of advice to give to

A1 Yes, I have. Spiritualists should be
nough in their charity to manifest no such



121

petty jealousness as are often apparent in them. 1
believe in true organization without set form. I do
not think prosperity can come without united action.
I, who am now where death cannot reach me, do not
see any perfect way; perfection belongs to higher
spheres. I would have Spiritualism shake from it-
sell all that is orthodox in its tendency. Why sir,
I was in the hall of the Spiritualists at Springfield
Mass. the other day, striving to influence the Medi-
um* to say some words for me, when I found him,
swrounded by Orthodox spirits, who compelled him
to offer prayers and benedictions. We, the old
workers could not get near; the fort was held by
churchly spirits and they did their best. I'll admit
it may have helped these spirits. I hope it did, but
Spiritualism in its reality is, and should be a shock
tosuch ideas. I would give all a chance, but I
wish every medium might be surrounded by guides
whowhen they perceived a controlling s;liri[ was
drifting back to his old ideas, instead of shedding a
purer light, would say to such spirits, ‘hold, thus
far and no farther;' this would protect the world
from a rehash of old dogmas.

Ques.—Mr. Denton says, “He once doubted that
man lived after death.” He was a strong Spiritual-
ist for many years when here. How do you recon-

cile this?

Ans—I have interviewed Mr. Denton again,and
he says, “Before the real force of Spiritualism dawned
upon me, while studying the characters of supposed
Christians, my ideas, derived from the burlesque on
everything that was true in its decpest sense, made me

*F. 0. Matthews of Brooklyn N. Y.




think at times, ‘How do they who prmﬁ,
how do they who pray, know, and to wh
they praying? The story of Nature, in its ob
its assumption of different forms, yet always
same in essence, the grandeur of creation, where
tle by little, the structure of a world was build, ﬂu
wonderful mechanism of the smallest animalcule, did
almost as mueh to convinee me of immortality, as the
return of spirits. Yes, thank the angels I was anar-
dent Spiritualist.” This interview was held two
hours ago and not having my note book with me, I
may not have given his exact words. S. B.

S e ———

PAPER THIRTY-THIRD.

WENDELL PHILLIPS, JOHN BROWN AND PATRICK
HENRY

But a short time ago, I met with another of Amer-
ica’s proud armor-bearers, one who on his banner
wrote “No slavery.” When again grasping the
hand of Wendell Phillips* as of yore, I smiled, for
following him, was a long retinue of colored people
who would willingly have been his servants, so great

the devotion of the colored race to this man. He

smed delichted to meet me, while his colored
friends retired a little, not to interrupt our conver-

ndell Phillips, the great oratorand leader in the anti-slavery
he United States, was born in Boston, Mass,, Nov. 29, 1811,
laves were liberated Mr. Phillips devoted his unrivalled pow-
a public speaker, to the cause of temperance, woman suffrage
estions of finance, labor and capital, He died of angina pccwri;
home in Boston th 2, 1884,
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sation. Occasionally a suppressed ]

heard from some happy child, hmn\\wl l)j:
reproof fron some older one who would say,
ain't you 'shamed, 'sturbing Massa Fillups !
Ilanghed as I heard this and he looked uj
ly and said, “Yes, I know why you laugh. I
make these ll(‘(}lllk‘ know that llu-)‘ have
and that they must govern themselves. It
plorable that the force of education, or lacl

cation, should cast its characteristics upon thos

S wi
snffered slavery. These children know nothing
about it; they have been born and have died sinc
slavery became extinct in our country, yet the mo
of them will put *‘Massa’ before my name, or that of
any white man. I wonder atit, and also at the
servile spirit they show toward all whom ) e
taught, took any important part in Iwi.n;w: ¢ freedom

to their race.”

“In looking from this stand point, are your feel-
ings changed in regard to your life-work '?’

“Not changed, but intensified ; It seems now I did
not do much of anything to help bring about free-
dom. I am glad for what was accomplished, but I
want to bring freedom to women, freedom to those
bound in the chains of intemperance, forged by the
bad laws of the rulers, who fill their treasuries
with the money which is the price of blood, and
make desolate homes and broken hearts. What a
field for labor! Freeing the blacks was only one
round in the ladder. I would see many rounds
passed and that each conquest over wrong might be
more beautiful than the last.”

“Mr. Bowles,” said Mr. Phillips, “here comes our
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veteran hero, John Brown,* to join our conversation.
Welcome brother, be seated. You know the old
adage, ‘ Birds of a feather &¢. Well at least I am
not ushamed of my company.”

John Brown was not as attractive in appearance
as Mr. Phillips, but there was an earnestness about
him that bespoke candor and truth.

“We were talking up this slavery question,” said
Mr. Phillips, “and I wish you would tell Mr. Bowles
your sentiments at present.”

“T will not withhold from you, Mr. Bowles,” said
he, “that I have regretted many of my actions while
on earth. I placed upon my family the stigma of
an ignominious death. I anticipated that which
would have finally come. My insurrection was an
eye-opener to the colored race held in slavery, and
unduly incited the slaveholders to excessive reaction.
I know many of my plans were ill-advised. In my
intense sympathy for the slaves, I did not stop to
think that they were a class, swayed by the impulses
of the moment, revelling in  variable moods and
wholly uneducated. Therefore my teachings were
for a time, like throwing bomb-shells. I could not

indérstand why, having waited all their lives, they

est W a little longer. Though I lost my
‘ fe by ; expedition, I have no spirit of

ssawatomie, a zealous opponent of slavery, was
1., May 9, 1800. He moved to Kangas and
In 1859 he organized an invasion of Virginia in
5. In October of that year, aided by about
's Ferry and captured the arsenal

[riends urprised Harj
Ory nd taken prisoner by the Virginia
red at Charlestown, Va., Dec. 2, 1859,

Johuson’s Eney
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revenge. I shudder svhen I think of my own execu-
tion at the scaffold. I do not wish my executiones
to meet the same fate, for it is a terrible
to pass out of earth-life that way. I han
many times to put the most rigorous

PeTile

will, to remember that the signs of the time
then so different, but I cannot yet. 1 | o
out of it but it will be a slow process, sir. Still I
can now see where before all was dark.”

Sporting around these men, with all the freedom,

uml nmr]x ur “ll' love of un\*"\' own ('}:i'ﬂ{}‘('“‘ were

the African boys and girls, who had only heard as

an oft-told tale, the wrongs of their ancestors. Mr.
Brown entered with full heart iuto all the plan

I
Mr. Phillips said, “Thatis the true standing |

we must learn the needs of the people, and put forth

gvery energy to correct all evil, to abolish all

gl
eries. The money power will |

11 be our greatest enemy.
What though one after another sink into slavery al-
most hopeless, if the few gain riches?

The action of Congress on all affairs, pertaining to
the nation, is so slow, every by-road looked at by one
member or another, to see if any kind of traffic will
suffer by the making or enforcing of law, thatI get
discouraged as to the results. People who live on
earth now, need purer polities ; they should see their
children growing up under the light of true freedom,
which casts cut all wrongs,

See how the bill for the continual bonding of
whiskey, introduced only last fall, was defended by
the whiskey ring. Patriots demanded the payment
of this tax, while corrupt politicians determined to
keep back the tax from the treasury, thus lending

e




ists! I do not wonder that it was pro
the whiskey money to the soldiers, who, for I
sufficient evidence, are still kept from theu‘ ]ust ;
sions and are obliged in too many instances to suﬁ'er' ‘
for food and clothing, while waiting for their Justdues.
Yet how freely are appropriations made to help cap-
italists, who for the support they receive from mem:'
bers, in turn will use their money and power to
keep such men still longer in office.”

.“Well said,” came from a voice, the owner of which
gave Mr. P}nlhps a slap on the shoulder to empha-
size it, “well said.”

“Allow me to introduce you to Patrick Henry,™*
and the man of my young dreams stood by my side,
cordially extending his hand.

“It was indeed well,” said Patrick Henry, “that I
lived in a time when politics were pure, though
stormy war threw her dark clouds over our young
nation ; yes, pure, compared to the trickery, the per-
secution, the outrages on human justice of to-day."

“You too, see the errors, but what will be the rem-
edy 7’ I asked this orator of the past.

Patrick Henry answered, “Prohibition of all sale
and manufacture of intoxicating drinks, a rigid pun-

* Patrick Henry was born at Studley, Hanover Co., Va., May 29, 1736,
In the House of Burgesses, in Virginia he carried his famous resolution
nst the Stamp Act,  His speech on that occasion containg this fam-
ong passage, “‘Ciesar had his Brutus, Charles I. his Cromwell, and
George [11," (here he was interrapted by cries of Treason !) ““may profit
by their example. If this be treason, make the most of it."* In 1775 he
made the famous speech for putting Virginia in a state of defense
against the British, in which was the passage, “Give me Liberty or give

me Death.”  He died at Rock Hill, Charlotte Co., Va., June 6, 1799,
Johuson's Ency.
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ishment for the MAKING as well as selling of such
liqnors. Congress must no longer screen this de
stroyer of homes, and enslaver of soul The b
lot must be given to woman ; thisis inevitable, 'l

cry of womankind will rise np from every stat
village and hamlet in the United States, and w
power drawn from persecution, demand either ‘L
erty or Death.’

I was glad to find Patrick Henry working
earnest with Wendell Phillips and John Brown a
other p;l[l'iu[s, to h(‘l[; lll'ill'h’ to our nation, freedom
from the slavery of debased habits and from the

political oppression of sex, and 1 felt that I should

have more strength of heart to pursue my humble

mission, if men like these, were willing to go hand

w hand with me, in the pursuance of the right.

Feb. 4, 1885, SAMUEL BowLEs.
Ques.—In what sphere does John Brown live?
Ans.—In the fourth, I think he said, I did not

meet him at his home.

Ques.—In what sphere does Patrick Henry live?

Ans.—He lives in the sixth and might be higher
if he could resign himself to stay more entirely in
the upper spheres, but he says he must have freedom
to go and come, and therefore wishes to watch those
passing from earth, whom he can help, or send help
to them as they come over.




PAPER THIRTY-FOURTH.

DANIEL (V’CONNELL STILL REMEMBERS HIS MIS-
TAKES AND THE INJUSTICE DONE HIM, He RE-~
FUSES TO EXPRESS H1S OPINIONS UPON THE CATH-
oL10 CHURCH.

Jeing disappointed in my meeting with Charles
Sumner, which was not appointed for any special
time, I seated myself in one of the many arbors of the
fifth sphere, and gave way to musing. While thus
lost for a time to all surroundings, I was awakened
from my reverie, by a shock,(I can call it nothing
else,) and beheld a man of moderate stature, broad
shouldered, every lineament of his face bespeéaking
his Irish origin.

“Excuse me, your honor,” he said, “I have learn-
ed from your companion,(pointing to my }_:'uide,)
that you are sending back to earth, accounts of

events which take place in spirvit-life. How is that,
sir? I suppose you only send your reports to Amer-
ica and there is no chance to reach Ireland or even
! land 2’

*D O'Cor I, the great Irish agitator, bern at Carhen, Counnty

the son of a gentleman of small estate, but of
wen to Parliament in 1828, His life-work

among the people and in the House of Com-

¢ Union. In 1842 he began to hold *' monster

and in 1843 he was arrested on accharge of con-

| I\ nd fined heavily; butthe Kords reversed

847 enfebled by over work and by anxiety for Ive-

rimage to Rome, but died at Genos, May 15,

i t ol ntluence over Ireland, some yours befors his
ting money from the tenants of another

Jolmson's Eney,
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I corrected him and told him that what I wrote
could be read in ail mxmtrivs.
“Well,” he said, I would like Ireland to know
that Daniel ()'(‘mnn 11 hhas not forgotten his ‘
He appeared a little sulky at first and seemed loth

to speak of his grievances.
"Ihlult:l O'C nmu']l. the orator of Ireland,

not be (_-;L\i‘x‘\‘ r()i'j.;‘nI‘IwH.” he said, Jn.‘zihwifm:”j. ]t
true I worked for my Church, I suffered for my re-
ligion, 1 was met with coldness in Parliament, and

at last through pride refused a position, I might
have uunlm 2 in what was called honorable polities,
and clung close to my native Kerry.”

He h: ul now reviewed his career as a middle man,

in which he gained little from I]w hi;_-fwi' ranks and

llnl»[)l,'.lnj_;‘lllnli'l'.\'lllm] ‘ln‘\' the elass he worked for,

came to grief. “Well, sir,” said I, “on my tour of

ivestigation, Ishut outno class of people.”

*You S}l()l’tk sir, as I];l;li:;’i; you were iII‘EJi.'_“' me a
favor, Remember Daniel O’Connell confers a favor
when he speaks,”

*Well, what of your life, your wmission,” said I, a
little tived of his assumptions.

Said he, I do not wish to play the coward's part,
yet Lavill not give names ; but there were others be-
side myself,w I’ made the people’s contributions for
liberty, a source of ‘comfort for themselves. I do not
now justify my actions. I know that which was placed
in my trust for certain purposes, should have been
as sacred as my neighbors’ deposits in banks; but I
fell into embarrassing cireumstances and kept think-
ing I could make it up in the future. Other wily

Vnca said to me, ‘Is your laber worth nothing 7 Can
¥ .

.
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you not take from this fund that which will help
your home as well as Ireland ? But the sum I took
has been exaggerated. I feel humbled even now,
that my philanthropy had such an ending. Misun-
derstood all the way, I do not wonder that my boy
John, took up the gauntlet and defended me; but
whether wisely or not, I cannot tell.

I am a lover of the people. I have been trying to
forget the coldness of the past. It was exasperating,
after hearing the people cheer me as I passed along,
speaking kind words to them, to have the peers of
the realm look coldly upon me, as I entered their
midst. One who called himself a gentleman, said in
my hearing, that my shoulders and stature, my mus-
cles &e., would be better adapted to be a mason or
hod carrier, than to sit among gentleman, or to ad-
dress them as an equal.”

“What about the Catholic religion ?” said I as he
closed his eyes as though weary of thinking.

“«Tt must not be assailed too much,” said he, “num-
bers mean power and you, who are trying to quench
this power will find it fruitless unless a moral sua-
sion never known before, enters the hearts of those
s0 bound and makes them lenient. ‘Gaining, gain-
ing’ is the cry of priest and bishop here, and I see it
too, although I have ceased to enter unduly into
present struggles for the settlement of the discords
of the past.”

“What would be yourattitude, if you were obliged
) state the truth about the religion of the Roman
atholie Church 7

“I decline most emphatically to give my views ab
ngth, I amnot ready ; perhaps at some future time,
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when I do not feel so deeply my wrongs, I can

close my sentiments on this subject. When

out at Genoa, lonely and misunderstood, I th

would stand for nothing, church or state, buf ra
for myself, that is, if there was a future life in wl
I had been educated to believe. I soon learned
could not live in self entirely here, that some truths
must come out and so I have very slowly learned a
few lessons while brooding over the past.”

“Is this place your home ?”

“Oh! no; I came up here on a visit. I live in the
fourth sphere. I am just as well off there. I can

visit my country and my descendents better

tend our meetings for the promulgation of fre

better than I could if more remote from ea
I could not quite understood the man ; there were

gushes of tenderness, but also something like ada-

mautine rock in him, which made me feel; Oh! hu-
mans, learn to forgive if you would be fory

aiven.

Feb. 4, 1885. SAMUEL BOWLES.




PAPER THIRTY-FIFTH.

CHARLES SUMNER, IN THE FOURTH SPHERE, STILL
EARNEST FOR THE WELFARE OF THE UNITED STATES,

“I am delighted to meet with you,” said Charles
Sumner,* as I entered his study in an elegant build-
ing in the fourth sphere, “glad to meet you ; I always
liked your attitude toward all questions of right,
and now I feel more forcibly than ever, your great
work, which comes to me from so many lips,—send-
ing word home,—it is grand.”

“I beg of you, sir,” said I, accepting the proffered

seat, ¢ not to exaggerate my work until you see

what I may accomplish by it. Wearied sometimesof
my labor, I watch others, whose sole aim appears to
be self enjoyment, and wonder ‘.\’hh\‘ I too, am not
willing to go with the tide and rest a little from my

labors. I have tried it, but I was more tired than

when working, so I take up my task and try to be

*( rles Sumner was born in Bosten, Jan, 6, 1511, In 15845, he pro-
ced hisgreat oration on **The True Grandeur of Nations," in which

e stre advocated peace, and the abolition of war, His protest against
1 fre y i1 urs. He entered the United States

M etts in 1851, and held that office to his death, He
mti-slavery debate in that body, and for one of his

1y thi \ ] r, was brutally assanlted in his

te mber, in May, 1859, by Preston S. Brooks of

( | vears of illness was the result of this attack. He

ent bacl 0ol rominent L i supporting the war nieasures

e universal ballot for the freedmen \n attack

d malady, le in the Senute, Mar, 10, 1574,

for he expired the next day at his residence in Washington
merican ¢ Washington, Lincoln and Gmficld ever received

respect waog paid to Sumner's memory Johngon's Eney
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brave. And you ave not idle,” I said, as 1 glanced
at evidences of scholarly labor.

“No, no, I am not idle. Angels grant I may ac-
complish something at the old place, the capital of
our nation, which may throw over the land, better
impulses and more noble motives.”

What had he to regret, I wondered as I thought
of his past, so well filled with kindly deeds and
with a patriotism which seemed to hallow its object.

%I have long thought my career in politics, al-
most wasted,” said he: “in what seemed to me most
important, I stood alone, or at least so far as ex-
pressed opinions. 1 was so lonely the last day I
stood in the Senate. A trembling fear came over
me, and some spirit friends, (here on the spirit side)
have told me I turned deadly pale. I have heard
them say, it was noticed by those in earth-life. I
argseand gazed on the massive pillars, on the gal-
lerries, on the seats, so often filled by friends and in
that effort bade adieu to that part of my life. Each
face is photographed upon my memory as one after
another watched my departure. I even turned at
the door and looked back again. The suffering was
not great. I was not doomed to feel the bitterness
of extreme pain, but I was glad when in a few short
days, the struggle between soul and body ceased,
and I was free. I never understood freedom before,
for death had more of inspiration than life. Ilooked
with more wonder at my new surroundings, when I
was assisted by friends to my new home. You need
no explanation, sir, for you have met with the same
change. You too have seen the darkness of sickness,
give place to the brightness of freedom from pain.”
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“What do you think of the developments opening
up in our old country,” I asked?

“With Paine, I begin to think the worhl is my
country, but as for our speeial nation, I know the
agitations now affecting Europe and the old world,
and fear it will yet strike our Union too. See our

nation gradually receding from the safe path. See

men directing affairs qu personal gain, which used

to be guided by prineiple. I may feel more than

I know a contest 15

I cannot sei-
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be the inheritance of coming generations, to turn
Swords into plowshares’, to help educate the masses.

“May I ask, Mr Sumner, if you feel as does Wen-
dell Phillips and others, the necessity of the ballot
for woman ?”

“I do'not think the time has come for that yet
much as I honor womankind, I think that home
should be her kingdom for the present. I have not
been averse to the idea, at some future time, when
we shall see woman educated to that degree that she
can be a help.”

“Yet," said I, “the most ignorant man can vote.”

“Yes,” he said, “but would the cultered women
out-vote the ignorant women, would it not swell the
mass of ignorant voters? I am most anxious for
universal education, and then the ballot for all.
Do not misunderstand me, I do not wish to exclude
any, hut rather to have all educated, before more
people are added to the voting list. You must ex-
cuse my mood ; I may seem despondent, but I cannot
help it. Come again friend Bowles. Tell the old
world below that Charles Sumner lives and loves his
eountry still.”

Well thought I, it's no wonder there is division
among humans when those now in spirit-life, and
who once occupied prominent places in earth-life,
have such varied opinions.

Feb. 4, 1885. SAaMurL BowLES.




PAPER THIRTY-SIXTH.
CHARLOTTE CORDAY.—MADAM ROLAND.

“Yes, Sir, you can talk with me but you must not
expect me to be sorry for the act which caused me
to pass to spirit-life. 1 know my act seemed traitor-

ous ; I know I was not e\peated to thrust a dagger
to the heart of one who had always professed :uch
great love? for womankind,—love which destroyed,
sir, —love which made outcasts of my sisters,—a
love which was but a curse to me. Iam Charlotte
Corday * and I am not sorry I didit. I look'on

Marat often now and on many others of that old

® Char v, a French heroine, born in 1768. Her mother
e ring her X as placed in a nunnery at Caen,

re) n ha oors of the convent, she lived with
r t, M G he met the Girondist, Barbaroux and
evt i i \I wdam Roland and upon Marat for

e bad ] it )T One morning her aunt found a Bible
ng open upon her bed and the following lines ; ““The Lord hath gifteth

wit ¢ rmess,”’ were underlined. On an-
iz bitterly :u'd Charlotte said her
of my country.’”” She suddenly left
an interview with Marat, and in his

Z ged a dagger to his heart, killing him instantly. The
W the murder soon spread. The room became crowded with pes-

ey gazed upon the beautiful girl who looked calmly upon
ey could hardly believe she was the assassin
sted, convicted, July 17, 1793, and guillotined the same day.,

ared her project had been formed since May 31, when the
d pronounced the doom of the Girondists and that

ed one man in order to save a hundred thousand. Her remarks
fty bearing on her way tothe guillotifie sent a thrill

the hearts of her executioners, Marat wasa leader of

arty. He was fond of sednction and had a mistress in his

nts when Charlotte stabbed him



time and I am not satisfied yet with the work I hav

done
You hay e knowledge, sir, o e ‘
to wh ) eloved |
VA Ve ftered i
how peasan vere forced to u P I
daughters lor the use of the nobility you
Ah ow POW¢ v ! wi \ nto 1
were nothing but houshold uten-

to cast off the chains o

o

how to rise higher, but I, who la

2 S

was carried along, I, who felt ol
< o ) .

what seemed to the world a fiendish work of re-

venge, am still myself.”
s woman as she stood belore me,

regal in her pride,—naught of humility about her,

—and thought, if she could put away the past and

enaace with all the force of her strong nature, in

something which would benefi

ghe could be.

%] read your thoughts,” said she, “I know you
look upon my life as almost wasted while I have
this .\Ililii,, but the ]}:iliui/i:m cannot change its
skin, nor the Leopard his spots. I will do my
best though,” said she more gently, and watching
with smiling face the advance of a queenly looking
woman she turned to her and said, *Oh! Madam
Roland,* I am glad you have come. Let me introduce
you to this brother, an American, who says he is
communicating intelligently with the earth-world.”

“Madam Roland lives higher up than 1" said

* Madam Roland, & digtinguished French woman of the Girondist
iy, who was condemned to the guillotine by the Jacobins in 1793
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Charlotte Corday, “*because she has more forgiveness
in her nature. We both lost our heads, but she
kept her heart tender while mine is nearly seaved.”

Madam Roland was all my imagination had piet-
ured her, firm, self reliant, yet gentle, turning over
the pages of memory, not to recriminate, not to in-
dulge in revengeful feelings, but gleaning from her
past experiences and present realities, hopeful views
for the future, for her country, acting like a sister
to Charlotte Corday, loving yet tender, that she
might help her into the right path.

I was much impressed by these two differenttypes
of womankind and thought if there is so much which
survives in character as theresult of earth-life, how
important it is to shape aright the lives and motives
of earth’s children. Madam Roland was more inter-
ested in having me draw out the views of Charlotte,
than.in conversing herself; so she sat quietly, while
the other spoke of her orphaned childhood, of her
loving aunt and other friends who did their best for
for her. She said when young she read her Bible
much. “Did you gather from its teachings aught
that would justify you in assassinating Marat ?”

s, I found plenty of vengeance in the Bible, I

ure you. - In those days I thought more of read-

Lord’s prompting slaughter, than I did of
neek words of the Nazarine. It was reading in
Bible all those histories of war and carnage
] me the greatest impetus to striketo a

wrt ; for he who makes war on women's

isa vile coward, sir.”
“Do you ever meet your victim in this life?”
“I have sometimes met him, but I do not care to,
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nor does he seem charmed at meetine me; I thinkh
had rather be a little further off,” said she witl
hard laugh. “Oh! Well, there’s a long eternity

ahead they tell me, and I suppose I must grow bet-

ter lit:l!l now or lh-'l‘l‘ will l.e "”E} a home low dow 1,
when I might have ascended to higher spheres. Do
not mistake me, sir, I do not always live in an atmos-
phere of revenge, I love little children and good peo-
ple and do all I can to brighten their lives. Your
having come so lately from that world, where I suf-
fered, has awakened such a vivid memory, that I
could not withstand the temptation of entering
somewhat into the past. I have a little school here,
a class of scholars come to me, but I never work upou
their minds by these sad memories.”

Madam Roland arose to go to her home and I also
departed, firmer than ever convinced of the power
of inherited tendences, and hoping to make some ef-
fort to 1mint. in strong colors the lu'm‘\\ii.\' of l)cfng
l'ig]llli\' born.

Feb. 5, 1885. SAMUEL BOowLES.




PAPER THIRTY-SEVENTH.

CHARLOTTE CUSHMAN, STILL AN ACTRESS IN A
THEATER IN THE THIRD SPHERE.

On leaving the people deseribed in the previous
paper, I at once sought the retirement which only
Nature can give. Among the trees and by the
stream where I had met William Denton, Isought
torelieve my heart of a load, taken onfor others.
So accustomed am I to go from sphere to sphere,
and from place to place in the spheres that I think
little what locality I am in, but strive to glean some-
thing useful to send back to earth.

Sitting dreamily on a rock, watching the sparkle
of the beautiful waters, thinking of the pastand
present, I was awakened from my reverie by a very
musical voice. I looked up and found myself in the
presence of Charlotte Cushman.*

I had seen this great artist of the drama, in earth
life. I had witnessed some of her excellent work
on the stage. I had kept track of her through the
reports of the critics. I had always reverenced her,
because I knew that combined in that mentality,
was the power of art, the strength of true woman-
hood and the tenderness of a child. So like a soft

breeze upon the weary head of the traveller, like a

nders Cushman, a distinguished American actress,bom
ly 23, 1816 and died Fe

s she was not surps

sed in geniusand powe

and she was generally admitted to be the greatest of

nne of her

A merican actresses
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cooling draught from a pure fountain, was my
meeting with this woman.

She sat down near me and said, “I am truly ¢l
to meet you Mr, Bowles: I appreciate your p:
work, I am interested in your present work
will give you my most earnest help.”

“In no way can you do so better, than to tell
of your past and of yowr present.”

“My outward life is well known,” said she, “critic
have criticized, men have smiled and women frowned ;
but with all they think they know, they have not
entered into the depth of my life, my heart-life,
which I suppose they think cannot bea part of a
public woman. It wasnot all swallowed up in my
profession. I remember,” said she with a far-away
look, “a visitor at a school which I attended in my
cthildhood, seeking me out after an aft ernoon’s exer-
eise of compositions and rehearsals, and saying ‘child,
you have genius, make your voiceand power (o
bring out feeling, the aim of your life.” I little real-
ized what he meant then, but I do now and have
felt sometimes as though I had better afterall, have
given my earth-life to home and its loves; but my
mission was to go before the world.

I laughnow at my first ventures before the publie.
It was not then easy to get dramatic teachers and
to study well before appearing before the publie.
True, I had teachers, but I learned most by my fail-
ures. Suceess was of course very sweet to me, but
I beecame so accustomed to study myself, to eriticize
myself, to see in my movements, awkwardness in-
stead ofgrace, und much which annoyed me. For years
1 felt that people were trying to flatter with outsincer-
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ity, and then there came a time when I was sb well
accustomed to praise, that I conld not but feel people
were sometimes sincere. A kindly pressure of the
hand, a lighting up of the face, was always sweeter
and more precious to me than the uproar of a mul-
titude.

How I sometimes longed for quiet, but it seems to
me that when one has entered the Bohemia of the
. there is noTetreat. I felt I must go onward ;
ication in it that I could not un-
t myself right before my audience,

into

w I was through by ashock, which came
yugh something was removed from me.

It cost a hard struggle at first to be understood, it

asually takes a long time for the public to make up
hether or not, there is the seal of real genius

listen. 1t

the iashion;

r like, glitter ior a little

of the

; I tried to cherish

rry me back
CAIT me bDack




ult over my

zlad to have seen the same success in s
Wedded to my work, I wore out l g
! ‘1 AN \ S
. It was
al X
Cre m AV r
o tl y f s'
shouts rent the air. I have travelled in manv co
tries, but nowhere did I appreciate the tiue love,

' 3 1 . . ) y 3
the tender aevotion as [rom our people n this dear

land. Though I'loveall, I still love best my oiva

eountry.”

“What are you doing now ?"

»] am following in the old path. Still there is a
difference. Our whole aimm now is to educate. while
we amuse ; to bring into each part that which will
cause souls to look upward. Have you not visited

some of our theaters here,” she asked, looking at me
in amazement ?

“No Madam : not where acting is a specialty, but I
have visited places of amusement, where sick souls
were allowed to enter, and by different methods,
have their minds taken from their unhappy past, and
turned toward a helpful future.”

#] wish you could visit the theater in the third
sphere directly above the old burned theater of
Brooklyn, N. Y., and see if you think the true artist
'will ever lose hislove of art.”

I'promised her I would if I could find time. If I
go I may be able to desecribe it in this book, but I

fear to promise too much, as I am already taking




1 told her I lhould be happy to avaﬂ myself of the
pleasure of her company. Thus we parted, she to
enter heart and soulinto her role, I to pursue my
work of which this writing is but a small part.

Feb. 5, 1885. SAMUEL BowLES,

=

PAPER THIRTY-EIGHTH.
RALeH WALDO EMERBON, WRITING 8OULTHOUGHTS.

Inmy jottings I have recorded the pursuits of
those who passed away in all the pomp and glitter of a
palace home, and of those who, having breathed the
same atmosphere of grandeur, were doomed to the
cruel axe ; of untutored souls, whose color was their
passport lower down, with no kindly hand to hold
out to them ; of the renowned warrior of a past age
and of the soldier of the present ; of gentle woman
whose life was a song of beauty; and of the most
unkind. To me, all this variety, this knowledge of
the Now, makes the light shine with intenser glow,
and confirms me more fully in the knowledge of
this indestructible spirit life.

Then nota word I write can be lost, and I, who
dictate these words, must be doubly eareful that
they are true,

“You, that is s0,” snid one, interrupting my mus-'
ings,  Your attendant let me in without ceremony,
and instead of your making me the promised visiy,
you see I have sought you outy not becaune [ wish
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to teach, but because I wish to be taught. I want
to know how you work upon your medium so as to
portray so much real feeling, and how you act at all
in this matter; it is an enigma to me."”

I proceeded to explain to him as well as I could, my
method, and the subtle law, which governs all spirit
communion, whether of a high or low nature; but
said I, “Cannot we utilize this visit and let me say
to the world below, that Ralph Waldo Emerson*
still retains an interest in things of the past.”

“Most certainly,” said my genial visitor, with a
light laugh, “what shall I say that will interest, after
the visits you have made to crowned heads and dis-
tinguished scholars ?”

“How did you know I was engaged in this work ?”

“Why sir, is it possible you have not seen Gree-
ley’s last JourNAL? He gives in it, a glowing ae-
connt of your work, tells all he knows, I think, of
those you have interviewed and closes with advis-
ingall to lend you every aid, either magnetic or
electric, to help you perfect a work, worthy of a man
who Las been laboring so faithfully.”

I looked around and saw my JOURNAL, as the boy
had thrown it'in, yet unopened, but of course did
not show my curiosity enough to read it them; I gave
my thoughts to my distinguished visitor. Though
he was a guest, my great desire to learn of his past
and present, may have caused me to neglect due
hospitality, yet we had a feast, or at least I did, lis-
tening to the words of that profound thinker. “Are

* Ralph Waldo Emerson, an American poet and essayist, born in
Boston, Mass., May 25, 1503. He married in 1830, Ellen Lonisa Tucker
of Boston, who died the following year. His daughter Ellen is unmar-
ried and had the care of his house, library &e.  His house was destroyed
by fire in 1372.  He died, April 27, 1832,
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you satisfied ?” : 73

*Satisfied! Can a thoughtful, conscientious man
be satisfied, with memory ever true, and with knowl-
edge of all that transpires in the world which yet
holds our loved ones? How can I be satisfied,
knowing what was deemed my intellectual strength,
now seems only weakness? Satisfied ! when fiendish
spirits prompt the poor to make themselves poorer,
and engage in schemes which will grow till they
become a terrible power for devastation in the land?
Ah!” said he, raising his hand wearily to his brow,
“cannot you see those little clouds no larger than a
hand, but yet to grow and burst over nations. I
pray to all forces of Nature, to all mind-power that
can help to banish this spirit of war, to teach the
people that true liberty can come to all classes
without this dreadful spirit of revenge, which is
spreading like a deadly malaria over the whole
earth.

Yes, I am sad in looking at the present condition
of my country and of other countries also ; all will
suffer unless the strongest of earth as well as spirit
forces, IIA}H‘IJK‘}I this thirst of l‘r\'vnj_:r."

I saw 'x-n-\'.‘ A'h-n,-;-‘_‘. in earnest he was, and told him
although T felt badly aboutit, yet when I considered
the power and il:v::l:.in-\ for the suppression of all
rebellion, I had much more hope, and thinking to
turn his heart from this gloomy subjeet, I said.

),
u domg now?

thoughts on paper,—in other

I exclaimed, looking at

my past feeble efforts and at his giant achievements
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in literature, which have made him beloved in every
cultured household.

“Do not think I mean to disparage my past ef-
forts,” he said, his face lighting up. “I have seen
where they have done much good, where they have
helped souls, where some sentence has prevented a
wrong act ; but my dear sir, I am striving to learn
how to express in the right language, thoughts
which have long been seeking expression from the
poets’ corner of my soul. I never knew the possi-
bilities of a single word. I never realized before,
how the circumstances of earth-life erippled me; how
the wants of my friends, the necessities of life have
made me weak, when I might have been strong.

Yet now I look in blessing on my old home. When
the fire came, I thought of my books.—I should have
thought of books, if floods had come,—saving them
first, my dearest friends of the study, and then such
apileof manuseript as I left. Now Ellen and others
will do their best I know.

I have been living in the third sphere, the better
to keep in rapport with the old life. My spirit home
issomewhat a copy of my earth-home. I like the
olden look about. I like my summer house, embow-
ered with ivy and brightened with roses. I like the
pshade which goes down to the water's edge,
g in my miniature lake, swans hold high their
, and doves in the trees tell their sweet love
3s; where nestling swallows find u place to live
the eaves. I do not interrupt Nature and she
interrupts me. She tells her wondrous story
day in some new form ; she sends me birds of
plumage and beautiful song,—the shy little




wren finds a place and the larks soar upward in
their glad flight from the trees in my garden. Beau-
tiful picture of pictures, peace, quiet, home. The
closed eye-lids whose lashes once rested on marble
cheeks, and made me weep so intensely in earth-life,
have again been raised and love asof old shines
from the dear eyes. The tiny hands so cold
and still, folded mid sobs and tears, are now grown
strong doing good, helpful hands which are the
proud agents of willing heads.

As I sit and dream, I sometimes feel that thesoul
should havea better way of expression and the
world link hand in hand through the spheres
until the chain is complete and the melody from
this life whisper in words to earth-life’s tumults,
‘Peace be still.” I have tried hour after hour, to pie-
ture just how glad I could be, just how much of hap-
piness my soul could hold, if I was sure of being able
to transmit some of my soul-thoughts to earth-life,
sure they would carry conviction and make my
friends know it was really I, myself.”

“Then have you doubts about the reality of com-
municating back ?'’ I said.

“\’\». no d¢

abil

f the fact, but the doubt is in our

we love there, really know the

iy 1O maxKe

. I have written much sinee I came

\\«r[li< come 1'1(1'\11 u

to s : could I find a seribe as you have done,
how many on earth would believe it was Emerson,
even if I should attempt to transmit some of my
ideas. My most beautiful thoughts eoming in this

vy, would 1 d unlike me, while some senten-

s [ wrote when in earth-life, and which I think
lame, treasured 'l\ m.m_\'."




Do as I do then, write and send |
to its being a h-"x}: sometime. Do vo ]
not that same cross to bear? Y es. ) | 1
Remember it is not the thought
but the manner by which the thoug]
sion.” He then left me, seeming forted
felt my little study dearer because he
fime its occupant.

Feb. 6, 1885. SAMI

PAPER THIRTY-NINTH.
{OBESPIRRE AND DANTON SEEK REVENGE.
HAM LINCOLN.

After my conversation with En

filled with a peace almost divine ; for t

18 divine, is purity of principle and love of truth.
After having read in the JOURNAL, Greeley's ac-
count of my work, I thought I would visit him and
correct some statements which seemed overdrawn,
for it made this part of my work more laborious than
it really is, as I derive pleasure from it. My atten-
tion was called to a small boy, who was beckoning
and making an attempt at langunage I could not un-
dersta#hd, until a friendly passer by, said, “The boy
wishes you to go to some of his friends who have
sent for you."”

#If his friends’ language is as untelligible as his, I
fear I shall fail to understand.”

*Allow me toaccompany you; the boy has lately
passed to spirit-life from France, and is at present
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connected with Robespierre ;* yes, and Danton,} if T
understand him. You need not fear, I am well
versed in the career of these men, and I will go with
you."”

I looked trustingly to this guide, who offered his
services, and as he said, “We must go down further,”
I wondered how far. We descended to the second
sphere. A person met me with a scowl upon his
face and a harsh welcome in his voice, instead of
the cordiality I was wont to receive. This Robes-
pierre of history, said, “You did well to accede to
my request, as there is a meaning in my l';\Hing up-
on you to meet me.”

[ glanced at my companion, who acted as inter
preter, and wondered how he could so easily rvln'l
the force of the feeling so prevalent ; scowling faces
everywhere. My American pride began to assert
itself and Isaid, “I beg you to understand that Tam
here upon special inyitation, I did not come here to

e insulted.”

The man’s features relaxed a little, and he said, “1

]

beg youl pardon, I should not forget that & French-

man should be a gentleman ; be seated sivy I have

' Rol erre, bornat Aveas, May 6, 1758, guillotined at Parls, France,
174 ¢ wa leader of the Jacobin party, and actfve in de
the Girond cournging the execution of many of thelr lead

0l e tho tore of France, and the bloody guillotine
! t o ho way in power, that the river Soine was ool
i th Bt W b ored ol n

) instigated  the bloody msurrecon of

) itinted tl Roelgn of Torror,”  Danton sharod the
| orre and Marnt A lastadber the nuanssl
rlot Cordn Robesplorre  hoeame  Jonlons of
F cdndocres for his death, Danton wis guillotined
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gathered my brothers together and wish you, if you
will, kind sir, to report our words as we give them
to you.”

“What is the object,” I asked ?

“I was called an insurrectionist in France. I did
much that with my present knowledge, I would not
repeat. I had the honor of having the blood flow from
my headless body, at the same place where notable
people, great people, and obscure people, like Char
lotte Corday suffered; what a mockery! In the
very park where my earth-life ended, graceful foun-
tains flow, grand statues are standing, and all that
attracts the eye, is beautiful. Buat the green grass,
the fountains and the leaves do not whisper of agonies
none can understand, unless they have borne them.”

] realize who you are now, and pardon me if I
feel averse to arguing with you a question which
has so long been under consultation, and a question
whichI do not now feel like discussing. I have
left a country, which is beginning to be warped by
fiendish spivits in human forms, who are scattering
broadecast, seeds of dissention. IfT feel I must pay
more attention to that, than to the records of the
past, you will excuse me, will you not?" (for I
felt uncomfortable in his presence.)

“Ha! Ha! That's the point. I want to tell you
where insurrections come from. Ifit were not for
the guarding power of those grand? folks who call
themselves good, I would with my friends see the
streets of Paris running with blood! Wherever
pomp and power, yes, money has rule, I would see
‘areturn of the past! The present inventions, that
e supposed to be intended for good, I would turn




to the work of hell! Theseinventions are the
of those who have something to repay for their inju-
ries. Aye!it is true the blood of thousands of
Dantons and Robespierres must yet be avenged!”

Looking around on that motley group, I thought,
am I in hell: is this spirit-life: am I really breath-
ing the same air such men breathe?

I hastened away ; the kind man who had shown
me this place, looked upon me pityingly. *“You are
not accustomed to such company are you, sir ?"

I said, “Angels forbid,” and as 1 returned_to my
home, I wondered if these spiritsof the past were
still holding sway over the people of earth, sowing
such wild seeds of dissension and glorying in blood-

shed.

I immediately visitéd one who had beena trus
Abraham Lincoln,* and asked him,
1 we do to stop this fiendish spirit which
lown, DOWN."”

eyes looked dim as he said, “I cannot
by strenuous efforts
purer upper spheres, to build
cen souls, living in their owa

yet solve the question. I hope

will take the place of
h is unwilling to give
ace over half the

oln, he grasped my

vould do all'in his power

of
in




o aid me in my efforts to
from the influence of such revengeful spi Da
ton and Robespierre,
Feb.: 6. 1885 SAMUEL Bow
PR R—
PAPER FORTIETH.

EXTRACT FROM HORACE GREELEY'S EDITO
INTHE EVENING JOURNAL.—THIRD SPHE]
(BARTHLY TIME, FeB. §, 1885.)—HE GIVES AN A«
COUNT OF THE WORK OF MR. BOWLES IN SEND-
ING BACK'TO EARTH; REPORTS 0 HIS EXPERI-
ENCES IN SPIRIT-LIFE,

“Our attention has been call to the work in
>}nfi';1-'; v of one Samuel Bow \ ) ¢ his
lite a hittle while wo as w coun n nd has
with the greatest assiduity, accom ied what few
W the journalistie, or editoria d ve attempted.
Not content to leave behind himall the work of the
past; without renewing it, he has fo ietime been

experimenting on different me who was
best fitted to be his instrument in the k.

He l]Il:lH'\' decided to mploy a Carme E. S
Twing, a very ovdinary woman, without culture,

save such rudimentary education as ¢ould be obtain-
ed in the country schools of the rurval distriet where
she was reared. But the power was within her, a
power such as only Mr. Bowles could utilize to the
fullest extent. He began, at first cautiously, feel-
ing fearful of results. His first pamphlet* was
published :-he did not count so much upon the sales
48 upon the effect it wonld have upon human
hearts.: He found some really believed it was he
.l'l‘ "

Aporiences.” See oloso of book
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who was the writer, while those acquainted with
the medium, knew it was not her production.

The success of this little work, inspired him with
confidence, and he looked forward to a time when he
could write more. The time came: “CoNTRASTS"*
was written, and where “EXPrrieNces” had made
but a faint impression upon the memory of its readers,
“CoNTrABTS” strengthened and renewed all former
interests, proving the Samuel Bowles of the past, to
be the Samuel Bowles of the present.

We cannot enter into a detailed account of all Mr.
Bowles’ efforts. The condition of the mediug, her
anxiety about earthly affairs, sickness of herself and
family, have combined to hinder him. But still de-
termined, he seized the first opportunity “to keep
his hand in” he said, and during a campmeeting at
Lake Pleasant in 1883, he wrote “LATER PAPERS.™®
This he styles a weak attempt. Worn out with
promiscuous writing, in haste to return to her home,
his medium was at that time not a fit instrument for
his use. Still this persevering man followed her to
her country home on the farm. If he could
not write as he wished, he wrote something almost
every day. Helaughingly remarked to me, “It was
just as good to kindle fires as any other paper.”

At last, ”HUH_‘_’II .\'}-ilil fnl'k't‘r-'. a gl'(':ll effort has
been made. This woman whom he uses, has been
freed from all household cares for a few weeks, and
[ am glad to state that the denizens of the spirit-
world, whether high or low, are welcome to send re-
ports to their friends in the earth-world. His love
of freedom forbids him to feel any pride in reporting
crown heads, who died in pence, or those who reigned

Ihe best oxplamation of cyclones over given, is to be found 0

Later Papers



in pomp, and power, and at last fell martyrs to a
cruel law. Those who were good are allowed to re-
port, but not more freely than the vilest. We can-
not name the numbers who are waiting to send tid-
ings across to the earth. It reminds me of purchas-
ers of tickets, who are waiting to get a chance to
buy and enter a theater. Queen Elizabeth in her
(]ignil“\' : .lnsuphinv, in her sweet womanhood ; Leo-
pold, not yet weaned from earth; Albert with the
same love as of olden times, hasten to this man
among men, this energetic worker, and plead with
him to let them send some word down to earth.

Can any one doubt now, that spirit telegraphy is
an established fact? Can any one scout the idea,
when the purest of spirits and even the lowest seek
to reach their loved ones?

The effort of Mr. Bowles should be an incentive
for every one in spirit-life to remember they yet
havea work to do. I myself while writing this edi-
torial, feel I have been remiss in duty and will glad-
ly pattern after our brother’s work. ‘All honor to
whom honor is due.””

[ felt humbled at this expression of Mr. Greeley’s
good will. While I may have made many errors in
quoting his editorial, still I meant to give the spirit
of it. It looks like egotism to copy that which has
been said in my praise. I am not satisfied in my
wording of the article as I did not have the paper
with me, and I fear I may not have done Mr. Gree-
ley justice. -

Feb, 7, 1885, SAMUEL Bowrks.

Ques, -~Why do you not give an exact copy of
Greeley's editorial, instead of your version of it?




Cannot you read it from your spi
peat it exactly through the hand of the

ghines so brightly, down for analysis:in :eavth-life;
cannot I remember- to -lwing you -from this subile
= language of spirit, that whigh . will apply to earths
; cannot I bring to bear upon every heart the color
‘ ings of the rainbow ? , No, I cannot, but I do my
best. If I give you but an acho, be satisfied tha
you get the meaning. If I stand at the. gateway,
and tell you of facts, be thankful. . I have.not felf
satisfied, but I am glad I could give. back to earth-

life ‘as correctly as I do.. ,Iam not willing to sacri-

fice one medium to satisfy those who would no more
believe, if I had taxed her powers to X't-lyl'mlll('u ,(lh.‘
editorial, verb:

(_‘)1;‘1.\.7,\\"{1 oiven on Greeley’s Jour-

the extract?
the date.of.the copyalluded towas

rth We cannot get all things
h all i?:ilwb l'i:,;'}x[ at both
[ beg you'to be satisfied with

eved, and-remember that the

t-life are subjected to

nature from the higher plane on

S.B,

Ans—Cannot I bring some particular star wh!&k ;

with you, only they are of




PAPER FORTY-FIRST.

RoBERT E. LEE DEPLORES THE REBELLION, AND
STILL WISHES TO BE REMEMBERED AS A SOUTHERN
GENERAL,

With a heart that seeks to know no preference,
willing to be at present, a servant to all, I will re-
late to you my interview with Robert E. Lee. I ob-
served in calling upon him, that much of pomp and
power was concentrated in the man;still to be just
I must admit there was something of gentleness. He
approached me as I was musing by the wayside in
the third sphere and asked me if I was Samuel Bowles,
adding some remarks too flattering to copy.

“Yes,” said I readily, “I am that person and in
learning the heart stories of earth's children, from
the lowly to the exalted, I shall be pleased if you
will contribute to this book, and add another link to
the long chain of evidence, that all must live on for-
ever.”

“] have little to relate, sir. My sympathies were
strongly wedded to a cause, which now I see clear-

* Robert Edward Lee was born at Stafford House, Westmoreland
Co., Va., on Jan. 19, 1807. He was one of the ablest generals of the
Confederate army in the late Rebellion in the United States. He sur-
rendered to Gen. Ulysses S. Grantat .\ppf"un:lttux. April 9 1865, which
closad the Rebellion. Gen. Lee died Oct. 12, 1870, at Lexington, Va.,
while president of Washington college. He used his great influence to
assunge the passions and animosities of his people. “Madam, do not
train up your children in hostility to the government of the United
States,"” he gaid to 4 Southern widow who brought her son to him
for education




1y was evil inits results. Carried away by a filse
patriotism, seeming tobe what I was not, knowing
that the necessities of the times demanded my ser
vices and entering into the spirit of the rebellion,
born without reason, the eftects of which were great
slaughter and great suffering, I cannot feel satisfied
with the outcome of my earth-life. I mean to be
honest with myself. Rather than look upon my
record as it is, I would have lost my life beside the
humblest drummer boy of Northern regiments; I
would rather have been an obseure private in the na-
tion’s army than to have been called general in the
army of the South, who sent so many to fight the
government which had fostered them in the past
and was still willi

ing to aid them.
My life

ull of excitement, t

the career I had chosen, was so

£, & Yo . |
: 1t I rarvely paused to consider

whither I was goir I felt the throbbine of a

mighty power in every fiber of my being. I sou

to educate myself to the belief that we were down-

trodden and abused. I tried to think

CHLNE

color made it right for one eclass to be 1
:

other, slaves, With a love ofleadership

g the tactics of war, feeling a
states, w h would not
Ux1oN, I entered with all my soul in

Could those fields, spotted wit

have remained fraggant and beautiful, respondi

Nature's call, with food needed for the animal

iom. how much better it would have been. How

much better off would I be, if to-day, I could say, I
ver raised my hand against my brother: how sad

s the record written in letters of blood!
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I am now striving to glean from all that
ful and good, something which will help to take the

stain from my earth history. What !
empty word. What is glory ! nothing but a
when human lives must be sacrificed to cain it. |

have not the ambition of Napoleon. I do not “wish
while here to delight in war and rebellion. I feel
humilated and troubled at every blow I helped to
strike in behalf of a cause I now see was wrong. |
am trying to outlive this painful remorse, trying to
write on the page of history in this new life, some-
thing which breathes of peace instead of war. Still
in justice to my Southern friends, I must say it was
an extreme provocation to them to so suddenly de-
prive them of property which had long been called
legitimate. They felt this premonition or they
would not have thrown out the flag of Secession. I
am now glad that the war terminated as it did ; but
think ofit, sir, if the philanthropic people had worked
as hard to buy off all human property, thus giving
freedom to the blacks instead of forcing their libera-
tion by bloodshed, would it not have been far bet-
ter, sir ?"”

“] beg you to excuse me, sir,” I said, “but such a
result would have come in a future so far off that
the great grandchildren of the slaves only would
have been benefitted ; the time had come when decid:
ed measures must be taken, and although friend af-
ter friend was sacrificed, it was well.”

“I cannot quite agree with you,” said Gen.  Lee.
“If you had been a spirit at the time I first entered
this life ; if you could have seen the sorrow, the bit-
terness, from a spiritual stand-point; if you could

e
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have seen mothers and widows in spirit-life ueekl'ng.
, to find a nameless grave on the battle field; if you

! could have seen the inmost hearts of orphans, whose
course of life must be changed now fatherhad gone;

( if you could have looked into maiden’s hearts and
i seen the loss which years cannot repay; if you could ]
i have seen the poverty of Southern matrons, accus-
tomed to wealth; if you could have seen their form-
er servants, so intoxicated with sudden freedom that
all sense of justice or propriety was lost;if you could
have looked from this life as I have done and seen
the results of this disastrous rebellion you might
think it would have been better to wait a while,

than to bri e change in a few short years

ol not and

er, sir, I do not yield to any

mbered as I am, a Gen-

that Rebellion was &

)
taxen cause.

SAMUEL BOWLES,

Feb. 8, 1885.




PAPER FORTY-SECOND

Jonun Winkus Boora.—MADAM SURRAT

“I hope people are satisfied,” aid anot u

looking man as he approached me from an adj
garden, “I feel as though I had an old score to pay
offin earth-life, and I should feel revengeful still, if
Abraham Lincoln had not been so forgiving and put
out his hand to me so kindly ; he has taken the hand of
John Wilkes Booth*in his own ; he has been a broth-
er to me over here. I have sometimes wished he
wonld be a little unkind, wished he would show a
little sternness, but he says, *“Why, l’rmlh, it was
not the good corner of your soul which prompted
yon to tuke my life. It was a little niche given to
the evil propensities of your nature, in fact it was
the devil's corner.” So always genial and kind, he
holds out his hands to me,and is helping me upward.”
¢ wish I could say the same,” said a woman who
quietly approached, “I wish I could feel it to be
right that my life should have been sacrificed.”

* John Wilkes Booth, the assassin of Abrabham Lincoln, was born in
Hartford Co., Maryland in 1838, To avenge the “‘lost cause’’ he formed
A conspiracy with John Surratt, Powell and others.  On the fonrteenth
of April, 1865, he entered Ford's theater, Washington, D.C. and shot
Progidont Lincoln who was sitting in a private box Exclaming, ‘‘Bio
NEMPER TYRANNIA," he leaped off thestage and broke lis leg, but he
monntad o horse that was standing ready, and escaped to Virginia. He
concealed himpolf In w bien nesr Bowling Green, where he was digcov-
ered by the detectives, and, refusing to surrender, Lie was shot April 26,
LU

e k
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M. Booth ever the gentleman, introduced me to
Madam Smratt.* I was not favorably impressed by
her appearance, She seemed to feel the vengeance
of the past, clinging to her, she was woman who
could glory in love or revel in hate. Asl looked up-
on this woman, I recalled her history, and thought
that men were more to blame than she, who innocent-
ly suffered a disgraceful death. Yet, still she is full
of scorn and hate. I thought she had a long task to
purify her soul even in spirit-life. While Booth
talked with all the fire and power of a scholar, show-
ing a better feeling in every word, this woman ex-
pressed the hatred and bitterness of those who re-
member the sins against them but forget the sins
they have committed. While pitying her I could
not condemn. I am trying to portray the real char
acters of people, I do not mean to put false coloring
upou them. If a man does not act well, I must re-

port to you as I see it. I should be untrue to my
mission should I put a false gloss upon any charac-
ter.

Death changes the chavacter only when true edu-
cation brings out the best attributes of our natures. I
was glad to get through this interview hastily, it
was so unpleasant to me. John Wilkes Booth and
Madam Surratt are a part of created life, they have
acted their roles in the play of human existence and
are now learning in a higher school, the lessons which

Madam Surratt the mother of Johin Surratt one of the conspirators,

wasarrested on suspicion of being an accomplice, as Booth often was

ler house. She was hung in 1865, but since her death, it has

covered that she was ignorant of the plots ofLherson with Booth,
4 the disgrace of the government her death remains a warning
against too hasty actions amid the clamors of popular prejudice
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will lead them out of the mists.
Feb. 8, 1885. SAMUEL BOWLES

-+

PAPER FORTY-THIRD.
Hexey W, LONGFELLOW.—POETRY.—INDIANS,
I have had several chances for interviews but my
heart needed rest after the tumults caused by meet-
ing such different characters, so I sought that rest by
visiting the home of Longfellow,* the man whose life
on earth has been a power for good, and his life here,
a sweet song.
[ was shown into a beautiful cottage in the fourth
sphere, surrounded by all that is lovely in Nature
and Art. From above his book-cases, looked down
upon us, pictured faces of his loved ones, and land-
scapes, so beautiful that in gazing upon them a sweet
sense of rest lulled the heart. This genial man, re-
ceived me most kindly. He said, he too had heard
of my mission, from Prof. Agassiz, who had called
lately on him. As I looked into Longfellow’s eyes, \
I felt that a truly beautiful soul was behind them.
In earth-life his poems are household treasures; in
this life his new poems seem almost the crystalliza-
fion of pure thought ; they stand out apart from the
mn,a.hvmg reality. I would not accord undue
praise to any one, but I must say I never understood T
'~ e stry before. He showed me a few of his efforts
1ee his entrance here. There was in them the roar

"Henry Wadsworth Longfellow was horn at Portland, Maine, Feb. 27,

He was one of the sweetest and most popular of American poets.

lie published ““Tar Sona or HiawaTeA,” in which is displayed

it and loving apppeciation of the American Indian. He died
1882
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of the tempest, the beauty of the landseape, the
ing of birds, and all the holiness of a mother’s dyi
kiss; each word a picture, each deseription carrying
with it such force, that whether he was revelling
among thered men of the forest, where the deer

bound and the Indian girl learns love's first lessons,
or in a quiet New England home, you were borne
along by an irrvesistible power, which seemed to be
the result of his work.

“Whence comes this inspiration,” I asked, *howis
it that you who copied so truly from Nature in the
past, can now bring it out so vividly that it would
seem Nature must copy from you ?”

“Come with me,” he said, leading me through a
lung hall to the rear of his cottage, “I will show You
where I get some of my inspivation.” Trees, trees
everv where; bending boughs almost kissed the wa-
ter of the small river iln\\'ill'_" ]-v;u’(-ﬁl”}'. “We .\']).1“
have to cross over, if you would see where I obtain
the choicest of my lessons. Hand in hand we glided
over the river,—there was no lll’iflj_:t‘. for we do not
need them, such structures ave useless save as they
revive memories of earth-life,— gnd found ourselves
in a dense forest. Whether by will power or by

me electrical effort, he accomplished what then

happened, I do not know; but soon we were sur-

ns, Indian squaws of mature age,

lressed in gaudy colors; grim warriors with bows
nd arrows ; happy children, sporting in the cool wa-
ters ; all contented.

“We will go with you, my friends to your little

id Longfellow, gladly welcoming the

children, and bowing as before nobility, to the
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stately glance of some grave warrior. We went
with them. Bright plumaged birds gave joyous
welcome from every tree. Little squirrels chattered
in the tree tops, discussing their stores of nuts , deer
and fawn bounded gayly past, no longer fearing the
bowand arrow. The little village of wigwams looked
so much like those of earth, that I could not help
laughing. “Wigwams in heaven !” I exclaimed. An
Indian who retained the grace and dignity which is
characteristic of his race, said, “The pale face has
his mansion, his pictures and all that was dear to him
in the old world. Why is it not right for the Great
Spirit to remember the red man of the forest as well,
when he too, comes to the happy hunting grounds?
The red man cannot do as the pale face does : heaven
would not be heaven ; his eyes would tire of so much
beauty made by the hand of man, and his heart
would be sick if he could not listen to the whisper
of winds through the branches, which tell us stories
of our brothers, driven back, BACK until it seems the
great sea must swollow them. Many of my brothers
are with me. We were once a great nation, but we
knew naught of forgiveness, until this man of song,
who loved us in earth-life, sought us and helped us
up. Now, no more do we prompt our earth brothers
to bloodshed. Wesee there is no need to war against
a great government which has written in letters of
blood the doom of the red man. I am only in haste
to gather the children to their fathers and give them
new land where there is room for the red man,
Las for the pale face, that peace denied them
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-

I turned away, touched by the stately grace of the
speaker, who in recalling the past, showed that the
red man could suffer if he could not weep.

This scene explained to me, Longfellow’s inspiration
of the forest, while in pleasant streets and under vine-*
wreathed arbors, I saw how he ecould sing so beauti-
fully of quiet home. I left him with a silent pres-
sure of the hand and thought with Beatrice, that
poetry began with the stars and could never end till
all Nature had sunk into oblivion.

Feb. 9, 1885. SAMUEL BowLes.

— + 0

PAPER FORTY-FOURTH.
NAPOLEON BONAPARTE TAKES MR. BOWLES T0
'HE FIRST SPHERE AND SHOWS HIM AN ASSEMBLY
OF DARK SPIRITS, PLOTTING TO BRING ANARCHY AND
BLOODSHED UPON EARTH.—HE THEN CONDUCTS HIM
'O THE THIRD SPHERE AND INTRODUCES HIM T0 A
CONVENTION OF PATRIOTS, WHO ARE STRIVING TO
AVERT THE DANGER.—HE THERE MEETS LINCOLN,
(FARFIELD, SUMNER, SEWARD, AND THE HEROES OF
THE AMERICAN REVOLUTION.—SPEECH OF WILLIAM

DENTON, NAPOLEON'S EXPLANATIONS.

Ag th h the kindness of several, who are
illing t » up their chance of communicating for
the present, I find myself walking by the side of
Bonaj H I although gentlemanly,
was not very cordial. I think it would require the
] il woman to render his pride
less pe tible, and bring out to the fullest. the
d {
‘We must descend first,” he said, *and I shall not
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promise you a very pleasant siohit.”
Down to the fivst spheve we cumne, 1 th |
18 80 near earth, that the turmoils of earth-life

_‘,"]1' with the les ‘]"lli-nn drative. but

feelings of the inhabitants of the first sphe !
entered a long, low aloomy Luildine. with a p
for the entrance of lic ht confined to apertur o
to the rvoof. Althouoh Bonaparte seemed to feel at
home, he was not recetved with eeinl deference by
”ll‘},‘l'l\llll\lli- '»n'u‘,\}H(" men A!“I women, oathe ed

there.
“Who are these 'n""‘}’l" ' T asked in a low tone. of

Napoleon who stood at my side.

“Who are we ?" thundered a voice from the farthest
)

part of the room, “who are we ? wi

ferers from llllill\i covernments: we have
the playthings of terrible laws; we are those, who

i ewrth-life once dreamed of peace and liberty ; but

we have been dragged from the eli ms of
wives; our last memory of home bears it the
loud ery of childhood’s agony as they some

terrible doom awaited us. Weare from all countries,
wherever an unholy aristocracy has raised its banner
and made such a vast difference between creatures
of the same kind of flesh and blood; wherever riches
will lend power, and true intellect be held at a  dis-
count, because it has not the prestige which money
gives; wherever injustice’s mighty sword has made
men suffer and women weep; wherever rings are
formed to still make money a sovereign.”

As I looked at the many there, I thonght the man
lind spoken truly, for among them all I did not see
one happy face ; I saw sad faces, tender faces, faces

with a story of revenge. They regarded me
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with suspicion; they knew I was not one of them,
and when I asked the object of the meeting, I received

no answer from them. I was glad to get out into
the sunshine again and after ascending to the second
sphere, I asked Napoleon what it meant. Heanswered,
“You of conrse know the frightful work going on in
the earth-world ; you know the terrible inventions
8o destructive to life, yet which might be used to
help discover the treasures hidden in the earth; you
know of societies formed, said to be protective to

the working men, but which too often find expression

in riot and bloodshed, in fact all that makes life in-
harmonious.
Take away patience, hope and love, and selfish re-

venge has its beginning in hundreds of such meet-

ings as the one you have just looked upon. They
did suffer; many of them did not die at home ; they
think they cannot rise out of their present condition ;
their souls are surging hells and every one of them
whocan control an earth sensitive , to sow sceds of dis
sention, to invent me mighty engine of destruction,
are doubly napp Mangled bodies, children's eries
are notl to them ; v @ living for revenge,
and I fear befi wny montl pa there will he
MOre SCenes ‘ oVt which these fiendish
All ove uls are counterpart of these
Men and w { deny themselves ex-

ittle to the store for
I'he nation you

fever ; should 1 mark
are held, I should

falr surface
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Not wishing to enter into any political argument,
I asked, “Cannot something be done to stay this
tide, which not only holds souls in chains here, |
is fnr:iu_-; chains for the lnwn[»]t' of earth 7"

“I will show you,” he said. “Come with me.’

went with him to a large hall in the third sph
which was filled to overflowing ; even the calleries
were packed. As we entered an usher came through
the crowd and conducted us forward where Lincoln,
Garfield, Sumner and Seward sat. They arose to
meet us. From a still hicher tier of seats, the heroes
of the Revolution bent forward in kindly greeting.
Men from foreign countries were there; women,
with faces expressive of the deepest interest, listened
to the remarks made, apprehensive for all the na-
tions of earth ; resolutions were offered calling upon
all'to work earnestly for the peace and safety of the
1!(’0111(& of earth ; to use all the force }Hl.\.\”lil' to ill'(’;()\'
up this spirit which if unchained, would bring deso-
lation to millions of homes : that each should take
some darkened spirit who was sending down this
baleful influence, yea, almost living on the earth for
the purpose of diabolical obsession and strive to
educate him ; to bring his mind out of this low state
and make him purer.

There was an enthusiasm manifested, which evinced
the greatest desire for good results. One woman arose
and said, “Let us pray to God we may help them.”
William Denton said, *“Pray with your influence
right into their hearts, and God will not feel lone-
some if you don’t say a word to him. There might,
by continued effort, be greater moral restrictions,
put upon this class of spirits. I used to hear mediums
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say, when in earth-life that this, that or the other
was not permitted. It seems to me nearly every-
thing happens whether permitted or not. I should
like to interview the head of this whole universe,
and find out where the restrictions are, about which
I used to hear.”

“Alas!” said Napoleon to me, “we are a result of
the past and we must grow out of all that is wrong;
each must learn to be a law unto himself: but it
takes a great while to clear a muddy pool. How
long before you will feel weaned from your profes-
sion ; how long before I shall be weaned from war!”

“[ do not wish to be weaned from journalism,” I
replied, “but I do not think a war spirit can be very
JI‘.(‘,J“(UXL”

“Well,” said he, “we shall accomplish all that is
hoped for, only by sending out with electrical force,
strong moral teachings. We cannot undo what has
been done, exce ]:1 ).\ earnest efforts to bring deformed
souls where they will see grace and beauty, and in
admiring these, learn to shape their course different-
ly, learn to tone their natures more harmoniously,

learn to look for blossoms instead of thorns.”
[ am coming to like Napoleon because I under-
stand him better, still it does not take much to put

the wild look into his eye and cause his hand to

wander to his belt asif for a weapon. Oh! Nature,
trange enigma, who will solve her simplest problem ¢
door of the hall,

SAmMueL Bowexs.




PAPER FORTY-FIFTH.

Puinie S, BARRICK, THE FATHER OF Mrs. MAuD
B. LORD, THE WELL-KNOWN MEDIUM RELATES HOW
HE TRIED TO “DRIVE THE DERVIL” ouT OF HIS
DAUGHTER WHEN SHE WAS A LITTLE GIRL.

“Yes sir, I am willing to talk with you, but do
not suppose anything I can say, will be of much in-
terest to any one, save those who knew me intimately.
[heard my daughter make the request that I should
gome and report something of my standing in spirit
life. I am Phillip S. Barrick.®* I know now that
what I could not erush out when my danghter was
first made a medium, is now the greatest comfort of
my life in this spivit-world.

My dapghter, Maud, began at an early age to
manifest strange peculiarities. There was no cer-
tainty if a table or chair was s!ill one moment that
it would remain so. She had a way of looking at me,
which made the shivers creep down my back and
made all the family uncomfortable. It is strange
I should have blamed the child ; but so deeply did 1

* Phillip 8, Barrick, born in Virginia, died, Dec. 12, 1880, o was o
Iwyer, He punished his danghter soverely when a  child for being
“Possessod with the Devil"” as hocalled it, and finnlly turned hor out of
doomand compolled hor to wander for food and sholter. Whoen Mrs.
Lond was In Springfiold last Fobruary, she exprossed a dosire for her fn-
fher to make & statomont, that his conduct might bo a warning to paronts
who have ohildron of medinmistio gifts, Mrs. Lord mot M Twing

Andat this meoting, Mr. Bowles attampted to writo out tho communlons
Hou bus was luterrupted,
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feel the disgrace that T was the father of a ohi
was ‘Possessed of the Devil’ that my rage knew 1o"

1 bounds.
To make it still more perplexing, there were inei-
. dents, connected with my own life, even when away
| from her, for which I could not account. I began J
l
i

to think this strange power, like the measles, catehe |
ing. I knew I was robbing my child of the affection
which childhood always craves. It was a rave thing
to see her mingling with other children. I remem-
ber now with keen sadness the sobs which came
from her bleeding heart. Stern and unkind, en-
grossed in business, studying the intricacies of the
law, I believed everything which did not tend that
way, to be folly. Robbed by the eruel North dur
ing the late civil war, I found myself old, when I
should have been in the prime of life, because of the
fierce strife which had so long raged in my heart,
Stern duty pointed to me to quell the devil in oth-
ers, while the same devil held sway in me,

But after the change from that old life to this,
seeing the wondrous work accomplished, through

angel helpers, by my child as well as by many other

mediums, feeling the injustice of judging so harshly,

when I should have been kind, I can only wonder

his life, so many friendly hands are extend-
ed to me from a still higher sphere.

is no penance; itis a pleasure I have long
anticipated, that I come to you, kind sir, and with

humility, ask you to report to earth these words of
ne. -l am very glad to have the opportunity to
to friends in the South and West, that
show them I have changed. Death has
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indeed been life to me; the prejudices of the past

are being buried with other records, which I would
most unwillingly recall to the memory of my friend

Would I could give to my daughter, whom I so
little lllhl(‘l‘slnm]. that warm pressure of the hand,
that kiss, which fathet's lips gave to his othe
children, but denied to her.”

“What is your special object in relating these
personal matters to me ? I fear the world will not
understand them.”

“Be patient, sir, it is but a small tribute, but it is
the tribute I wish to pay to mediums. I wish those
who knew me in earth-life, to also know I repent
for every unkind act to my medium- child. That is
ouly the beginning of what I desire. I want fathers
and mothers all over the land, to wateh the dawn-
gs of mediumship in their children,—to treasure it
48 for more precious than diamonds,—to look upon
ibasa token of peace to home,-—a harbinger of
light to the outside world. I ask this to be inserted
in your li(){)]{, kind sir, not that the part I acted on
the stage of human life, was brilliant, or good, but
because I see in homes all over our nation, children
with gifts of nfediumship. Angels grant their pa-
rents will not rule with a rod of <iron, the body,
while the spirit cannot be quenched.

My earth-life experiences are hardly worth a
place in your book, butif true repentance, for my
faults will bring peace, I believe I shall be happier
for having, through the injustice done to my daugh-
ter, learned to prize medinmship of every grade,
This confession will help me. One always feels bet-
tor for telling the truth. From this day on, I pray
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good angels to help me to consecrate my spis
to the work of developing mediums. 1 pray tha
where I hindered in the past I may help in the pres-
ent ; and I beg you, sir, to show to the people of
earth their sacred duty, to have chavity in all things,
and in striving for strength that they may learn their
own weakness, until in studying the innermost re
cesses of their hearts, they will not have time o
judge others. I am glad that this cloud is lifted
from my soul; I can work now. Good morning,
sir.”

Although my interview had been interrupted, I
was glad to meet the man, and found him in the
last hour's meeting, more thoughtful and kind, for
the intervening hours, wherein he had studied him-

)

self. (Explangtion. T found I could get him near

his daughter a

ort what he said diveetly to her,

but I only wrote a little when he was called away,

and this morning I had to go back to my old wayof

i!l(rl".'l‘ \} :',l_ )

Feb. 11, 1885. SAMUEL BowLEs.
- R e

PAPER FORTY-SIXTH.

MAriA LOUISA, SECOND WIFE OF NAPOLEON Bo-
NAJ I

] I 1 favored with an interview with Maria
Louisa,* the wife who was sought for a purpose
Napo ) eking to reproduce himself. The

v gentleman, the attributes of a warrior

I " r of the Emporor Francis [ of Austrin, was o
2, 1810, On March 20, 1811, she bore hima son
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closely enough to learn all I wished to know, yet I
pereeived she was a woman to be honored. She was

lling to acknowledge her faults but was not
understood. I cannot as a reporter enter into her

heart secrets, but I will say I have seldom met with
any spirit whose natural characteristics are
accord with my ideas of justice.
Feb. 15, 1885.

more in

SAMUEL BOWLES,




PAPER FORTY-SEVENTH.
GOETHE STILL DREAMING AND WRITING POETRY.

I have long been promised an interview with Goe-
the,* and began to think this lover and writer of po-
etry did not care so much to send back a line as I
had supposed, from the assurances of my guide. In-
deed I am daily surprised at my guide, who feels he
is doing God service, by uniting the poetry of the

past with the realities of the present. I have not

yet obtained permission from this patient worker to
give his name and history.

“Why doyou work so diligently,” I asked, “to
bring together those who have but little knowledge

of each other?

“I am ‘doing penance’ he said, smiling. “Educa-
ted in many languages, having every advantage
which rank and fortune could give, I did not do
right in earth-life. I was living for the body ; now I
* Goethe, Johann Wolfgang von, was born at Frankfort-on-the-Main,
His fatlhier was a cold,

Aug. 28, 1749, died at Weimar, March 22, 1832,
of rigid will ;

tern, formal and pedantic man, yet of vigorousmind and
his mother, a simple hearted, genial, vivacious and affectionate girl who
Goethe said in oneof his poems, “¥From my father [ de.
dear

loved poetry

ed my frame and the steady guidance of my life, and fromn my
disposition and love of story-telling. Order
I quiet were her characteristics. Margaret was the character in
16t” which was based on Gretchen, his first love, A young man named
Buff whom Goethe loved,

s
little mother, my. happy

‘Fau
Jernsalem and a young woman, Charlotte

f his “*Sorrows of Werther,"'
other, with Anna Elizabeth

formed the basis ¢ Two love engagements,
one with Anpa Sibylla Miinde and the
Schineman were immortalized in his poems under the name of Lili, His

"

greatest works were “William Meister'" and “Faust




am Hving for thy soul. It is glovious work, if I can
now be instrumental i drawing  t

whose exporiences will bring light to

earth, But, excuse me siry, Goeth

pble and ho has prom od to "med vou at tl hou

i the fifth sphere, where yvou will not !

ed by a too refined imosphere and
not feol so much the denseness of th
Jow
Quiskly we passed to this man. We found him,

soated on one of the muny seats which « luster
l.’l(‘l'.l?:\.\ul.l.l!]l\‘.\}“:ri'\‘\.11‘.11 I have visited ; parks

which grow more beautiful as we go h

welcomed me cordially, vet with a loftiness
ing his old German pride could not stoop very muc
Leaught the words “Herr Bowles” but did not re
eognize the rest of his sentence; but my good guide
and interpreter said he was asking in what way he
could do me a favor.

I auswered, *By telling me something of your past
and your aims for the future.”

“My past” he said, “although it now looks meagre,
isstill a living reality with those who have culture
enough to read my works. Of a naturally sentimen-
tal bent, yet not lacking the attributes of my fa-
ther, whose stern nature prompted me to reach far-
ther and farther; also inheriting in some degree, my
mother's mildness of disposition, who considered si-
lence, far the best if one had nothing to say ; and in-
heriting also the combined force of ancestors, who
had handed down from generation to generation, a
astrong love of Nature; living rather in the heart-
life, than in that of sensuality, I early learned to
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love. But in learning to love in its purity, T may
not have been kind enough to myself as it hrought
about some complications which history has not re-
('Ul'(l('l].

Yet the love-dreams of one much under twenty,
brought out the poetry in my nature and caused me
to revel in splendid visions of the future. I ideal

ized in poetry the loves which were never really

mine. I dreamed of great things which at last were
in a measure worked out in my numerous writings.
[ looked upon life as little more than a faree until
a friend, harsh in eriticism, yet kind at heart, helped
me more by his criticisms than he could have done
by plansible flattery.

\\’l‘llll('\'~2¥ namo .llltl lil.l' 15 ilhl(‘(‘(l i\ I\\‘l[) Lo me,
for he made me better understood. Now when 1
have my Lili, my Margaret, where I can obtain some
sympathy from them, help which a love, sanctified
by heaven's bliss, can give, I am content to go along
the journey of thislife, uniting the inspirations of
the old beautiful world with those of the present
;'.lnl.\ - l\nn\\nw_ when once an intellect 18 ordained
fon any particula work, the work will sooner or
later bo accomplished 3 feeling all that has been ta
mo i ero i thi A Ay will be an  assistance in the

great future, which arowing, avor ;‘;\\\\\illxﬁ toy

the -’mnl O LHhosoe s Y 'l\l-'_\n‘\ i\ lhl.\ \ii.\‘.
BNO My prosent won K 1a W riiing \nm\\:\ :\n\l \\:\\\l\s‘;
thom translatod into all Il.\\\“.l\.\““\, that they may bo

I Loy el ! ‘,uml tmong .1” . l.\‘-?-\'.“. l \\‘.\\(‘ 140
Lon ror Lho g Lol oowrihing (o win B\ ml\.\\\\\ \\\\\\‘\\
Wil not boe lastin I wish to write bhooks that will

rench 'l”‘\ 1" «.\!\l.\ ’H‘(‘, L0 llu' ‘\\\\ onl -\\'\\\\\E“ l\\'i\\\l?\‘
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as well as up to the highest happy ones, and help to
strengthen all. Make your lives my friends a tru
poem, breathing the spirit of poetry and you will be
better satisfied. A poem may be expressed in prose:
—no rhythm, no stanzas, no blank verse can give the

true idea of poetry, unless there is the answering

spirit, throbbing from brain to heart, saying with-
in yourself, this is poetry.

I have hoped that this sympathy between the
spheres from highest to lowest might be connected
by such a magnetic chord, that the earth and the
different planets in the vast space around us, whose
mhbabitauts are passing to the spheres above them,
might all learn this grand lesson of communion, and
where now alt is mythical, where all is only guessed
al, there shall arise the knowledge that the same evo-
lutionary force acting under law, which can create
an earth with sphere after sphere around it, can
bl‘ing out of the adjacent planets the same results ;
when all worlds are more purified, when the whisper
of an angel is like a trumpet voice reaching out into (
space, that same voice, by natural laws, may find an
answering chord. Then we shall realize how small
we are, how insignificant is our little world with its
graded spheres.”

f #Have you anything practical to offer upon this
i subject?” I asked, “for it would be of profound
interest to our earth, yes to other worlds.”
/ “It may be only an illusion: but I have in my
wanderings, either in sleep or in the body, visited
other planets, the history of whichI am giving in
my present writings. But when I can take witnesses
with me and make the evidence complete, I shall be




a happy man, the soul wk
link between earth, moon and’
Jaugh. T am sanguine that s
eternity this result will be accomp

Puzzled at his seeming confidence, belil :
knew whereof he spoke, without bidding him
bye, I left this man of letters, apparently lost
vision which though real to him, was invisible to
. ]

“Never mind,” said my guide, “he'is preparing an-
other article and the spell is upon him.”

Although it did not accord with my idea of polite-
ness, I concluded to heed my guide’s request, for
spirits become more strange to me every day.

SaMmveL BowLEs.

Ques.—In what sphere does Goethe live?

Ans.—In the seventh, and might be higher if he
wished.

Ques.—*But now I have my Lili, my Margaret
where I can get some sympathy from them :” both
these names are supposed to be fictitious. How can
(Goethe obtain sympathy from fictitious names?

Ans.—Goethe says, “My Lili, my Margaret were
and are living realities. I did not see fit to
disclose theirreal names, because they would nob
consent to it, but when young, I met with an inspira-
tion, which came from their pure souls ; yet in our
different walks of life, 1 could do no more than
idealize their virtues. It was a fact hidden within
my goul, and I did not choose to vxpluin, as afters
ward other associations and aspirations severed all
but the soulsympathy between us. Beauty in the
palace of a lord or in the cot of a peasant, if it be
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‘n‘.’\lll_\'nf soul, is lasting.” This I gathered
my guide although I did not meet Goethe for tl
planation.
Ques.—Goethe said, “Werther's name, hi
a ll(']in to me, for he made me better understood.”

How can this fictitious character help him?

Ans—*“The real man was an inspiration to me, and
I gavehim that fictitious name. Perhaps poetic Ii-
cense goes too far ; but even more in thislifedo I take
the characters of my friends, and mirror forth their
lives. Itis a great world, sir, and if all do not use
the same way to give their lessons, if they try their
best, in patience, waiting for full fruition, all will be
well, I should have deemed it a discourtesy togive
real names there, and chose to let my readers think
asthey might ; even now I shrink from giving names
and dates. They understood it,or at least those did
who obtained my books and they understand it
doubly now.”

PAPER FORTY-EIGHTH.

L.ov1s AGASSIZ, PURSUING HIS ZOOLOGICAL STU-
DIES IN THE FOURTH SPHERE.—HE REVISITS THE
SCENES OF HIS SUMMER VACATION IN “OLD DEER-
FIELD,” MASS.-— SPIRIT TELEGRAPHY.

Where should T go now? My guide had left me
for a short fime, to do his duty toothers. Some irre-
gistible influencé drew me down to the first sphere,—
R’ ﬁmt little part of the great world called “Old

: and more particularly over the Deerfield
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“What means this,” I asked of myself, for it was
rather out of my line.

“It means that we two, John Anderson* and I, my-
gelf( Prof. Agassiz®) have come down to this place
which was once the scene of some of my investiga-
tions into spirit telegraphy. We were trying to see
how far our will power could cause you to come to
us. Seated upon the high bank of the beautiful riv-
er in the first sphere which is over, and a counter-
part of the Deerfield river, with these two men we
listened to the song of birds, the chipper of the
squirrel, the happy shouts of children in the distance.
Prof. Agassiz, after inhaling a deep draught of pure
air, said, “Right below us, all is snow-bound. Ice
eovers the rocks, on which T have often used ham-
mer and chisel, to chip out something that would tell
their story. The insect and the bird-world are qui-
et down there; also the snakes which I used to caress,
while watching their habits, much to the disgust of
my wife. “I think,” said he dreamily, “if instead of
the assertion in the Bible, “There shall be no night
there,” that the hopes for this country would have
been strengthened, had it said, *‘There shall be no
winter." See how true to herself. Nature is,” pointing
to my coat sleeve, where, to me, a hideous 1nnkillg‘

worm had nearly reached my shoulder. 1 did not

* Agassiz, Louis John Rud , was born at Motiers, Switzerland,
May, 28,1807, Ho was appointed professor of zoology aud geology in the
University of Cambridge, 1 17 In 1770 he spent the snmmer
AL "Old Deorfield, Ma md when his health permitted, he studied the
rocks of the Deerticll Riy In 1871 John Anderson of New
York presented Prof. A iz with Penckese island on the east coast of
Massachusetts and eave him 000 wherewith to permanently endow
itas n praction Jie ! | nee, especially devoted tothe study

Eucy. Brit,

ol marine zoology He died
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doubt Nature, but I did doubt the exp
worms runnine over me : and could not sec
more enticing about a heavenly worm tha
earthly one.

Helaughed at my discomfiture,and putting his|
in his Inlv'kn'.‘. drew out what looked like snail sh
and asked me to examine them. He had some nie
name for them, but I could not appreciate them.

“Where is your home ?” I asked, looking around me,

fearing that his other pockets might contai
snakes, which would give me a shock.

“In the fourth sphere,” he said, as with the aid of
his friend he eaught a beantiful butterfly, “but I

eame down here to get something

£, 141 §
y for my laboratory,

res ‘ H\A‘«E Lo

thinking perhaps I could find the cr

love, a little move true to the old, earthly nature,
than up higher.”

»And your friend,” said I, “is he also interested in
your developments of science 7"’

“In one way yes, in others, no. He was mygreaf
helper while we were on earth. e wasa New York
millionaive. Yes, more than that; I wished to study
aud bring out something valuable for humanity, but
did not have the means. His great efforts in this di-
rection were very efficient.”

“Pooh, don't say that my friend,” said Anderson,
%you have helped me more than I haye helped you,
and I am glad of every thing I did there to help the
poor and honest workers. I could make money;
some could not. I now look down to my earth
friends on whom so much was bestowed, and am
glad every time I see a generous act done.. But
Professor,” said he, “looking up throughthe trees, it




is about time your c]ass meets, and you wi
me if I remind you.”

They both shook hands with me, they to go uﬁ-:
his class room, I to wonder and think upon the
strangeness of life, the power of that change, called
death which developed from puny mankind, the
glory of true manhood.

SAMUEL Bowres.

Ques.—Do youmean you found Agassiz in “Old Deer-
field,” Mass? What special studies did he pursue
there when in earth-life, and in what part of the
Deerfield river?
Ans.—[ spoke of our being in the first sphere directly
above the Deerfield river, and that he had in earth-
life studied the river and its banks for miles.. He
called it his summer rest. T think by visiting
“0ld Deerfield” as I understood him, you could glean
facts that will prove this. When my book isgo-
ing on I cannot stop to think of all these minute
points and when my friends, whom I have interviewed
have gone I know not where, I cannot always call
them ata moment's notice to solve that which can be
proven in earth-life.
Ques.—You say, “a hideous looking worm had
nearly reached my shoulder,” in your interview with

Agassiz; yet you said in *CoNTRASTS” that you had

seen no obnoxious insects or worms. How do you
make these statements harmonize? Are there real
worms and shells 1 snakes spirit-life ?

Ans.—Differen £ , sir, I was then a beginner

see what was necess
! ; 'i‘O :ll\’l\\'
d rob him of
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what is his due. He cannot be contented unless he
has all facilities for study and for demoustration

others. Agassiz's remark that in going to the lowe
sphere, he came nearer the old way of capt
found them more in accordance with the earth's

natural laws then in the hi;

rher ‘Ev?l"l'“.\. seemed to

me very reasonable. I might travel over all the

i}
spl

ieres I have visited, and be annoved by nothing

of the kind, because I do not seek them. It is the

gontact of those who desire which bris

s out realivy.

Prof. Agassiz will have worms, shells, snakes, &ec.,

her spheres than the

one to he has now

PAPER FORTY-NINTH.

SSTONEWALL” JACKSON EXPLAINS HIS CAREER
IS TLE WAR OF THE REBELLION.

I have not been impressed in any great degree to
interview “Stonewall” Jackson.* I had when in
garth-life written too many scathing editorials about
him and his career, to feel that I should be welcomed
by one whose life I had thought to be mistaken if
notvicious. But when I entered into his presence
¢ as he was sitting on a. broad veranda in the second
4 sphere, my feelings changed. T was small: he was
o great; I had judged; he had worked. Very kindly

’, was I received by this hero of a false cause. After
f « . - o :
/ passing the usual compliments, I seated myself, with

the idea of drawing him out, that is; of making him
tell his story. But I was surprised to find that he

{Thomas Jousthan) (*‘Stonewall’’) was born at Clarksbuarg,
21, 1824. He won the title of “Stonewall” at the first
He was a very able soldier of the Confederate army,




you are not a reporter, you lmvé iiifm‘nm

pretty well. Now, I want a chance at you.” % |
“Very well,” said he blandly, “I fully recognize
your right to glean from me what I ought to tell.
Remember sir, I do not come to yon as a penitent,
but as one who knows whereof he speaks. Enthu- %
siasm might have had much to do with my war ca-
reer: the thought of being a leader, instead of being
led through the slough of desperation, which then
seemed to reach from heaven to the filth of earth.
1 had my home ties, so dear to me. I had my hopes |
for the future, I had that tenderness of soul, which |
belongs to true manhood. I had thoughtfulness for
others, who were living with an unwritten history,
which only eternity can bring out.
The cry of freedom came : (we called it freedom.)

We wished for freedom, but there must be a sacrifice,
and many must be the vietims. Such glowing enthu-
siasm, such wonderful expectations, such hopes for a
separate nation, entered into every city, village and

! hamlet of the South! Could I be behind? Nojso

! i with a feeling that it was for the best, I then forgot

!

‘

i everything in the struggle. The South suffered; its
fathers andsons were slain; widows and children
wept; the harvest fields were not tilled as of old.

\ Gray-haired fathers looked at their almost useless

; hands and sighed for the brave boy gone to the
North,— gone to death. Northern post-offices were

"



crowded with anxions ones vaiting
that some news, good or bad micht come. to

terrible suspense. But your Northern

green, the grass not trampled down |

tread of the soldier. Your luxurious hom

not invaded by the presence of those 10 ceased to
deserve the name of man or soldier. The

loss in some ways, but gain in others; fo t Noi
ern men. How often do you hear of soms i who
has arisen in social life on account | wealth,
that wealth having been made out wa I

ghould think such money would burnrhis fingers.
But note the contrast. Our homes were invaded

by those whose feet should never have e

them,— our women often outraged by your gallant?

ttoops,— our lives while on the march orin cam

mide wretched by torturing dreams of sacrificed

homes; many a southern sold left peace and puri-
ty at iome, and on returning found ashes in its place.
I could name many instances where though kindly

)

treated, your magnanimous? men (can I call them
men?) took possession of our homes, and their in-
mates in order preserve life and chastity, were com-
pelled to seek barren fields or trackless forests; to
sufferand wait, and when they dare creep back, to
find in <uins, what was left,— even instruments of
music, which dear dead hands had made sacred, were
wantonly destroyed. Oh! I cannot name all our
wrongs. No wonder when the chance came, our
*Andersonville’ and ‘Belle Isle’, yes, and many other
pens, held those who might have been guiltless ; but
8 were the fortunes of war.

ed for freedom : in every way slaves were




ng thes\la.ves would have grown :

the same result could have been W

i without. much blood-shed. 1 see that slavery
great wrong.

- I feel no antipathy now. My work isto harmon-
ize, but I see a cloud rising. which, I fear will bring
‘another insurrection,— a contest between *Capital
and Labor.” But I have done with wars; I am for .
peace; I know the right and 1 mean to pursue it, for
I never flinched in any battle.”

“Good-bye” said I, most heartily, and 1 wondered
if the same feeling could be developed in earthile
between the people of the North and South.

Feb. 20, 1885. SAMUEL BOWLES,

> oo .
PAPER FIFTIETI.

WinntaAM CULLEN DBRYANT 1IN THE THIRD
SPHERE.— W RITING BY ELECTRICITY.

If I cannot accede to the requests, which are made
of me from both sides, it is through mno il natue
but simply for lack of time, and also for lack of i
clination in some parties to be interviewed.

But 1 found our genial friend, the friend of An
icain the past, Willilam Cullen Bryant* sm

* Bryant (William Cuallen), an eminent American poet, was born
3, 1T, at Cummington, Mass.  He wrote ‘“Thanatopsis” in his
teenth year. His poems show an intense love of Nature. Hew

editor-in-chief of the New York Evening Post from 1826 to his
June 12, 1878,
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domiciled in his beautiful home in the (hird sphere.
An n‘\]'l‘(',\'sinll of greal lhl\‘:l’--ll‘.'l beamed from his
face as he grasped my hand and said,"Really, Bow
isit you? .

“Itis I and no mistake,” Isaid as I seated my
determined to get some rest in that restful pli
(for our minds here sometimes become weary.) |

asked him if he was happy ?

A thoughtful look came over his face and he said,

“Yes, and no. My past in earth-life seems so weak ;

* my word there but school boy's play; my present a
time to work out what I can and form my plans for
the future. But Oh! how littleI know. How glad
I would have been to have had a conscious educated
personality, which had been absorbing knowledge
for centuries, and to have come into the earth-world,
ready for work. But although the- essence of the
unconscious soul may have begun when the stars
first shone out, yet we might as well have been
nothing as to know nothing. It takes the machinery
of the physical brain to bring out thoughts and facil-
ities for the expression of those thoughts.”

“My brother,” I said, “why are you so sad upon
this subject? According to what I am learning now,
we have only hegun in this great life called Eternity,
and with it before us, with our faculties perfected as
only lessons this side can perfect, why not let the
work of the present, and the hopes for the future be
astimulous to greater work and more decided efforts ?
His brow cleared in an instant and he said, “You

lle ever a comforter, I hear, but I have been living
orlds for hours. I found thatin my earth-
understood, neither did I understand




the more so becauae 1 could not
any one, but must let it palpitate on unt
seemed filled with echoes.

I am glad of some of my writings there, bul; how
tame they are to one who has been learning in %
life, the real work of man or poet! Butlook, sir, at
this manuseript ; I wish you could read some of it;
it reaches so much deeper into the realm of thought

than anything I could have written while in earth-

life. It is now my life-work ; and this is only part

of it ; some of the original manuscript is in the hands
of my publishers, and will be rapidly circulated., [
wnnot now name the subjects, but you will doubt-

less see them.”
Understanding my own way of writing, and how

the influence of the mind seemed to come upon the
paper with out visible effort on my part, only some-
thing like an electrical thrill, which would light the
end of my pencil, I wondered if his experience was
the same ; yet having noticed in many studies, pens,
pencils and ink looking like those we used in earth-
life, I said, “We learn best by study and comparison ;
do you use the old method in writing ?

“Sometimes,” he said, pointing to his desk, *these
are old friends. But when I wish to do work quick-
ly, I allow the telegraphy of the brain to reach the
paper by holding a magnet in the form of a peneil.

I realize no motion of the fingers, my brain is the mo-
tive power and without effort, thoughts find their
way upon the paper instead of being written in the

old way, and we get results in a short time which
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would have taken many weeks by the old method.”

“Just so,” I said, “I findI can work quickly
enough here, but to send it back through the routine
of earth-life is indeed very slow."”

“Could I perform your work or reach the old world
friends as you do," said he, “I should count nothing
lost.”

“You will do it,” said I, “for it was a determined
effort to complete some of my unfinished work in the
old world, which enabled me to become as efficient as
I am, though it is poor work indeed compared with
my aspirations.”

I left his pleasant study and felt, Oh! could I
speak to every heart below, I would say, “Work well,
do well, and your regrets in this life will be less.”
Feb. 19, 1885. SAMUEL BOWLES.,

Ques.—Will you explain the process by which
Biyaut transfers thoughts to spirit paper by a pen
magnet without the old process of writing ?

Ans—I shall explain it in a bungling manner if I
attempt it, as my line oflife has led me in a differ- .
ent channel. He showed me something you would \
call a thin board, very highly polished. On the un- 'k
der surface at each side of the board were grooves, {
edged by a metal of some kind. Across the back of
this board were lines drawn which would correspond

~ with your rulings for paper. Running across the e
 back was a very thin bar of finest magnetic power, f
; “about the width of the space between written lines.

“You see this magnet and this roll of pa-



per.” (The roll must have contained several yards.)
Placing the roll on a rest at his side, he laid thé end
of the paper upon the board covering its whole sur-
face. He then placed the under metalic bar at the
top of the board. e then took the magnetic peucil
which had vays of light streaming from its pointy
and placed it near the paper, but not touching ity
justover the magnetic bar.  On the arm of his ehaiv
was a rest for his hand and arm, to enable him to
hold the pencil in an easy position. Then as the
pencil, not touching the paper, glided along above
its surface, with marvellous rapidity, words were im-
pressed upon the paper as fast as his hand could move
across the page. At the end of every line, there was
a click, and the bar dropped down one line, and so
on until the bottom of the board was reached. Then
he touched a spring at the left hand upper corner,
when the bar flew up and at the same time the paper
unrolled to form a fresh surface for writing. With-
in less than two minutes of your time, two yards of
paper was written over without his having apparently
given it a thought,

“Where do the words come from,” 1 asked?

“I'have had them stored away in my brain, waiting
to record them by this kind of telegraphy. The only

reason, siry I have hesitated to give you this mode of

transforring thoughts to paper, which all writers
who can write in thei own rooms will eventually
utilize, is boeause 1 see defects in it, and swish my
setentist would come and help me i-r\i'-‘n'l it. First
[ wish a stand made, instead of the board, in such &
way as to avoud W then 1 wish the lows

ev magnet so perfeot that the upper, acting in ae-
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cordance with it, will be able to bring the words out
without this movement of the hand, and thus from
the reservoir of the brain, transcribe in moments,
what it would have taken weeks in earth-life to do.”

I have reported to you as nearly as I can in crnde
terms, what I understood of his ideas. I know that
Bryaut, without apparent effort of will, brought out
through that strange board these wonderful results.

S. B.

>

PAPER FIFTY-FIRST.
MicHAEL FARADAY NOW A RESIDENT OF THE
SIXTH SPHERE.—HE HAS DISCOVERED A METHOD OF
TELEPHONING WITHOUT THE USE OF WIRES.

¥Can I have an interview with Michael Faraday ?” *
(I'telephoned to the old place in the fifth sphere,
where I had before interviewed him.) “Not here now
he has removed to the sixth sphere,” was the reply.
“Than turn on the wires to the sixth sphere, his pres-
enthome.” In farlesstime than it takes me to write
this, the answer came, “Yes, two hours from now.”

We should feel and it would seem unnatural, if in
this great sea of Eternity, we could not keep up
enough of the semblance of earth-life to have our
moments, hours and days. But it may be when I
go higher I shall think even this is unnecessry.

I was guided by kind friends to Faraday's home
in the sixth sphere. I have seen many beautifnl
places, many grand places, but his home seemed to

"_lﬂahael Faraday, chemist, electrician and philosophier, was born at
Nowington, Surrey, England, Sep. 22, 1791, and died at Hampton court,
8. 26, 1867, He was the best electrician of his age.




be a combination of all ;—simplieity in

they are so common; anda certain stiffness in the
laying out of his grounds which snggested much of
the old English pride, intensified. I will not attempt
to describe the beauty and splendorgpf his home nor
the sweetness and refinement of the inside. One
was impressed deeply with the feeling, “Thisis my
home,— a home builded by the works of my past.”
[ was shown into the quiet study of Faraday— not
into his laboratory-—and there was in his welcome,
much of respect, very little of the feeling that he was
conférring a favor, but rather that our obligations
were mutual. )
“Mutual,” said I, “how can they be, when rou

e of this higher sphere, and for

have every advantag

daily study, this grand interchange of electrical

thought ; and also the advantage of feeling you are

in a way, the author of means, by which they are
l'«lti\'l‘_\‘l‘-l.”

“You are '.M'i:iu_g to me of a pany (‘llilli‘ sil‘. one
that seems at times, to be sprightly and promising,

at other es as though every impediment from

both sides was brought to bear upon it.”

“Have you not progressed as much as you hoped
when I last saw vou,”said 17

“Let me see. Oh! yves I have. We have with the
help of B | 1klin bronght outa pretty good
televho . tween the spheres and have

vhich I ]luln‘ will be ul‘ illl'
res. This is my resting time,
vou must hasten, but let us

: other. My ideas arve gaining ground:

those flowering plants, which some ignore, because

N
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ab first I was looked npon as one, who was demented
in this life. Nothing rude was said, but you know
brother; we have a way of feeliug here. Many,
when | told them I had an agent throneh whom 1
could reach people of earth-life in Look f
openly laughed at me. They have been in the spirit-
world sometime, butv have only been creeping up
astoled indifference characterizes them. Thev had
staked their all upon a false redemption and felt
hitter, and careless of the wrongs or rights of others.
But with that inherent selfishness born of earth-edu-
eation, they have not cared to reach down to help
others or to be helped. Gradually itis dawning up-
on them, that in this half-a-sleep state, they are not
inheaven. I have had to make great effort to per-
feet (I must not say that, for I have perfected noth-
ing,) any part of my work. True, we have in the
currents of air, bearing a certain amount of electric
force, and in stations in all places most desirable, an
eéxchange of thought from the first sphere to the
cighth. I have tried no ]lij,:ll('l'ﬂl;m l]n:vi;‘hlh as it
i8 not very pleasing to carry into higher spheres, the
grossness, which still elings to me, as I so continu-
ally mix not only with the lowest sphere, but actu-
ally stand and prompt my medinm, whom I use on
earth just as you do, or perhaps ina more direct
manner,

At first, when we thought of this mind telegraphy,
o wather spivit telephone, we thought something
must be used to simulate a wire; but my German
Bxporuuentu' whom I spoke of in a former inter-
W us well as many others came to the conclusion
Pur Bpirit atmosphere was charged with certain

& pamphiet, No, 2, CoNTIRASTS, page, 135,
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currents, some electrical, others magnetie; (the'
magnetic more used for the temperature of spirit-
force, and the electrical for the conveyance of spirit-
thought,) so weinvented these little keys, by touch-
ing which, combined with a strong will, desiring
connection with similar keys placed in some part of
. this or another sphere, brings quickly into line thag
current of electricity through which we operate.”

He must have seen that I was laughing inside, for
he said in his stately way, “What is it, sir?”

“The folly of striking a key, attached to nothing
and expecting a response,” I said ; “it seems extrem-
]_\' ludierous.

“We havesomething attached to our keys,” he
said gravely, “the very magnet of our thoughts
when intensified by touching this key, gives us as
perfect a wire as in earth-life. Shall I demonstrate
it to you? e
“If you please,” said I, trying to look believing.

“On whom shall I eall,” said he?

“Oh! Horace Greeley!” returned I, naming the
first person I thought of. “Our exchange is some
wnee from here. I could not attend to the in-
ased pressure of duties which it brings, so some
young experimenters have 11'.:\!“(\’ taken the [\'L:h'x‘."
He turned the key and said in a low tone, “Turn
us to the Greeley office.” Startlingly quick came the
reply, “All right.,” Another voice, rather rasping
and hurried, said, *What do you want up there? I'm
very busy.”

“Nothing,” said Faraday, “only toshow Mr. Bowles,
Samuel  Bowles, our method of thought-inter-

change.”
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“He up there!” said Greele \ “Well, he is the
most px :‘\'\l”.i“;: interviewer of the a YO, But, sa
I can't talk long ; three hands short and this
not ready. Excuse me: gooad-bye.”

“Good-bye,” said I, to that harmless little ke)
upon the wall.

“Are you satisfied 77 said Professor Faraday,

looking earnestly at me.
“Yes, satisfied itis done, but with the 1'.i§*ii‘li1_\ of
spirit-motion, the rapid interchange of spirit-thought,
I can scarce see the utility of such machinery for
this world.”

“Whatare you writing for?" he asked me, his
keen eyes searching my face.

“Oh ! I am writing so I can communicate, although
mperfectly, these thoughts through a medium for
the good of those in earth-life.”

*That is exactly the plan of this class of scientists.
We shall experiment, study and perfect as far as
possible, and then through some sensitive in earth-
life, introduce methods of communication, if not like
this on acecount of the greater density of the air, yet
upon a similar plan, and thus avoid much of the pres
ent difficulties in the use of the telegraph and tele-
phone. If I had time I could explain and show to
you, many other inventions which we mean to make
understood on earth as fast as the conditions there
will permit, The chief difficulty is to find a sensi-
tive whose balance is such that we dare flash these
thoughts through the brain, and have them caught
up by those who will bring them into use.

I have & mediam there I can use very well for
writing, but I do not know that I would dare in his




present surroundings to have my utterances put to.
the test, as long as it will draw so heavily upon
his physical strength as I know it must, to reveal
what I wish to."

Whether his ideas were reasonable or nof, I hard-
ly stopped to think, but the sincerity and earnestuess
of the man put me to shame, and T said to myself;
“Samuel Bowles, fifteen years ago you would have

called yourself a fool if you had thought of writing
books after you were dead.”
Feb. 21, 1885. SAMUEL BowLEs.
Ques.—What is the name of the German experi-
menter who helped Faraday ?
.\Il\-*ll"':: anlt

Amsterdam in

Wolfstang, who was born at

and died at the age of eighteen,
He was not noted on earth, but took up the little he

knew, and |

since been experimenting with
German philosophers, chemists, electrvicians &e, I

1o t know that he i 1entioned = - iy a2
do not know that he is mentioned anywhere save in

some old records in Amsterdam : ( which mav not now

exis s think y do, ) concerning his won-'
derful dege f a man, and his utter
indif 1 Ily attracted the
attention 1t e young men "i‘lli\lillil,‘. S, “
* Qe
0 Mr B es, 1} give us a reportof your
| \ nuch intex him
A ] ¢ exCcuse 1 can get his con-
3 looks doubtful. One of a
. | h nobility, he wants to do some-
wrihy o nast education and advantages

If back to earth, T will how-




ever use all my powers of pursuasi

consent. Fel. \’.\, 15880, o
Ques,—Does your guide i
Ans.—I expect to have =some diffi

suade him to let me report

\n‘ l‘w‘u;l);./,-'-l in I..!l,_".id!(*{. H S (

. - . : :

therefore it is hard for the man, w S .
1l 14 ! }

nance, (as he calls it) by the mos

like that of some peasant acting onide

n S ¢ 1

the mountains. He is now rich in h 1 his
earth lessons have taucht him 1

not as pure as an unlearned peasa B with us
we kuow your desirves for the good of the wor »
great, but we eannot obtain a respon fter 188
without prolonged patience and a perseveral
whichi may seem obtrusive.

Feb, 22, 1885, S. B.

< 2B ASSH LD

' PAPER FIFTY-SECOND.

Lorp BALMERINO, THE GUIDE OF MR. BOWLES RE-
TATES SOME OF HIS WICKED EARTH-LIFE.

As youn have often asked me to give some account
of my guide, so I have at last persuaded him al-
though very reluctantly to relate a little of his histo-
ry.

“Perhaps it is a part of my penance to tell some-
thing of my life,” said he, laughingly, and we then
seated ourselves, when he began as follows ; “I was
unfortunate enough to be one of the Lords

in the
old country and lost my life for being one.

My ca-

reer was not an enviable one, although I performed
muny kind acts.

I was very excentric and among
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women I was a seducer; my private history was
black with this erime. I have seen the fair faces of
the peasant girls, blush to erimson at my approach.
Poor things, they easily fell into the net I spread for
them. No public records of these crimes are usually
made ; blichting a few pure souls, makes no differ-
ence in the world, where there are so many who are
willing to yield to the will of those in high life.

Seared over with these terrible experiences, (they
seem terrible now, with the light of this world shin-
ing upon them,) I could little appreciate that true,
pure love, which must sometime enter into every
one’s heart; even every one which has been warped
with passion and been made black with erime.

[ shall never foreet one scene: I was idling away
my time, \vrwk:n--' by a river, expecling ' every mo-
ment a new intended victim to make her r appear-
ance, when a creature, so wild, so }u\ "“.11!] SO terrl-
fied by the pain which must come to all mothers,
(ll.lggul herself toward me.

“I am dying, yes, and houseless,” she wailed,
“for God’s sake give me shelter, care for me, for we
both are guilty.” I coolly turned my back upon her
and walked away. “I will throw myself into the
river,” she said, “if you do not help me!”

“I thought that was the way of womankind and
did not believe her—I heard a splash,--it ringsin
my ears yet,—a low cry and all wasstill. T hunied
from the spot,—a haunted man. Nothingin time or
eternity can drive the scene from my memory. The
next day the girl, with her dreadful story on her
face and form, was found and carried to her home:
The peasant father, more haughty than a prince,
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would not recognize his dead child; he sa
h«’ld a (']li}l]. l)lU 511&‘ l\ lu\l - i;.‘i\'f I ]1'

Ina lonely grave where the winds are ever
lll tl“‘ "‘H’Hl\ Lrees, 11;41(' };‘*' s n

place.
I am working to reach her now ; no work

too great, no sacrifice counted aucht, if som

I may reach herand hear hersay, ‘You are forgiven.’
After that I lived thelife of the average noble-

man, entered into politics, tried by the constant
shocks at that time going on in both England and
France, to forget my Margaret. New ties were
formed ; but her eyes haunted me in my wakin
sleeping hours, and her low death ery was a

o and
lways
rnging like a dirge in my ears.’

His eyes grew misty with tears; “That was a great
while ago,” said he, dreamily, “near the time of the
death of the good queen Anneand many others. But
do not think I did not receive some punishment on
earth. This little heart history may have passed out
of the memory of all but hers and mine, and never
have been vecorded in earthly books. But other acts
of mine were recorded. The times were such that
politiciaus were watched; treason was punishable
with death. I had the honor of having my head
severed from my body on the same block where the
lovely Lady Jane Grey was executed. I was called
by the world, Lord Balmerino.* Oh! that world,

* Lord Balmerino, (Arthar Elphinstone) born, 1688, was a noted Jaco-
bite ; he was taken prisoner atthe battle of Culloden, tried for high trea-
#onin Westminster hall, England and beheaded in 1746.
He was an officer in Lord Shannon’s regiment in the reign ¢f cueen
Anne, but on the accession of king George I, joined the lead of Mar, and

ught at Shevifimuir. He afterwards held a commission in the French
e




cold and treacherous,” said he, bitterly, “ai the
world used me as well as I used it. I like best you
should call me by the name we have chosen, ‘Paul.’
After this interview we will take up our work again
and I will forget if I can, what I have told you."”

“What made you take this idea into your head, of
being aguide ?”

“Because in the old life I was a guide in the
wrong ; in this life T desire to be a guide to the right.
I have studied much to perfect myself for this work.
I have acquired langauges which I did not know in
earth-life, so I could do my work and make myself
worthy to go to my Margaret.” I may have smiled,
for he said sadly, “A romance is all the more tender,
our desires all the more intense for having waited a
few hundred years.”

This was the man’s story ; truth was in his eyesas
he repeated it,and earnestness in his manner; so
whether such a person figures upon the pages of his-
tory or not, I know that such a man has lived andis
now in spirit-life.

Fed. 22, 1885. SAMUEL BOWLES.

army, but returned home in 1733. In 1745 he joined the standard of
prince Charles Stuart, who avpointed him eaptain of his second troup of
Throughout his trial and on the scaffold the intrepid old

peer behaved with the g ymposure and courage ; and as he laid

Freatest o«
k,said firmly,— “If I had a thousand lives, I would
lay them all down here in

life-guards.

his head upon the bloe
the same cause.”” His treason consisted in
to the throne, the house of Stuart. Balmerino isa vils
lage of Scotland, County of Fife, on the Tuy, six miles north of Chispar
Fife, Pop. T17. Robert third, baron Elphinstone had a

trying to restori

son James, who
rose in the king’s favor, and the lands belonging to the Cistercian Abbey
of Balmerinoch in Fife were erected into a temporal
of him and his male heirsg in 1603,

lordship in favor
Lord James took his seat in Parlia-

ment by the title of Lord Balmerino. Arthur Elphinstone was the sixth
],n]'.l Hll‘\;m': ino in -'|""i'\,\il)!l.



203
Ques.—Does your guide give his name, Lord Bal-
merino as the one by which he was known in earth-
life? Wedonot find it in the l“.ln"\‘l'l(\p\mlf‘i.
Ans.—I asked him the same question and he, in a

dignified way, said, “I have given you my true titl

but you can see that it is not an l':llgg’lisll name, &l-

though much of my time was spent in England and
I'lost my mortal life there. I am on record, but not
for the undercurrent of my life, which I have related
to you, but for offenses which I count as nothing
beside it, although the English nation called them
grave.”
el bl

Mr. Bowles, we hope you will not close this book
without giving us some account of yourself since
you wrote “LATER PAPERS.”

—_——

PAPER _ FIFTY-THIRD.

Mg, BOWLES, BY REQUEST, INTERVIEWS HIMSELF.
HE HAS ASCENDED TO THE FOURTH SPHERE, AND
LIVES IN A HOME, RENOUNED IN THAT

SPHERE.
TOUCHING ALLUSIONS TO HIS

FAMILY AND OLD
HOME IN SPRINGFIELD Mass. He

THE EDITORIAL ROOMS OF HIS
SPRINGFIELD REPUBII AN,

OFTEN VISITS
OLD PAPER, THE

To interview “Samuel Bowles”* is now my mission ;
and I must seem to feel I am some one else, in order

to question one who has so closely questioned oth-
-
ers.

“What was your past, sir?"

“My past, a life of work, work, WORK ; my boy-

*See Conrrasts, Bowles' Pamphlet, No. 2 page, 8, fora sketoh of
| the life of Mr, Bowles,




sometlmo, wha.t I shou] 1
of theg present in its dull,
ly choosing my profession, I sttovc
from it, nor to let my ambition point me
consciousness told me I could never go.
ping up from one place to another, was only accom=
plished by rigid study, and unflagging perseverance.

I saw many young men, whose prospects in life,
were much better than mine, sink down to the com-
mon level and they were forgotten,_ while I was
slowly climbing up. Butmy past in earth-life is
better known than I can now tell you.

The change, called death overtook me. I had
been ‘Across one Continent,” and now I had made a
change seemingly very great, but really so small
that when I wrote the first book* after my exit, I
felt that death had been belied. The grave I knew
little of, but I stood upon the threshold of this great
grand world, with the busy past behind, the futura
like an untried route, winding ever upward. I have
felt discouraged at times, when looking into the
minds of those to whom I had, while in spirit-life,
sent out my words, my heartfelt expressions, through
this kindly instrument. It has caused hersuffering,
ridicule, and much from which this true woman
shrinks. Think for a moment of the great depths
which have been stirred in my heart, when reaching
back to the scene of my labors in earth-life, to see
that my present work, performed under the greatest
of difficulties, is misunderstood, especially by theseof
my family and dear friends down there, who would

* “Experiences in Spirit Life."” See close of this book
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love fo arasp me }',\ the hand, who would
give me their confidence, to show

could they really grasp my hand. Had |
journey in earth-life and writt |

which was not understood by

ly say, ‘It is Sam. Bowles' way:' and

Now with my experiencies, my

I should be thankful for the si est 1
preciation of the past. But youask of my
work. It is but the shadow of onelittle part of i,

that you see. I have moved one sphere higher, not
80 much to please myself, as to obtain better facilities
for labor.

My home is much like the former one, except

there is more shade, caused by the trees of spivit-
whose boughs have waved over the upper country
since the spheres were formed, and the birth and
death of man began. What has not my spirit home
seen of change, as one by one, spirits have dwelt in
# it for a season, becoming still more pure, in order to
# o npward. What words of consolation and hope
have Leen said under these dear old trees. What
vows have been made to reach down and down, still
farther to the struggling, because in looking up
there is ever a goal toreach. How many have come
to this spot in this sphere, and for a time, wondered
ifeven in the highest heavens aught could be more
Beautiful! I push away the thick leaves that en-
shrine my arbor and look at the little stream, flow-
on 5o quietly, yet once in a while, giving a hint
Ats presence by aripple over the pebbles, or some
dn its course which makes it whisper of Na-

@ all the way.
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Upon what trivial circumstances are som
started the most thrilling of experiences. The key=
note to my work has been this ;—in coming to spirit=
life, I found the fact of spirit communion ; if five
words could be transmitted to earth, by the same

law, five thousand could be transmitted ; and if that
number could be sent, books could be written. The |
main object in my first attempt to controla medinm,
was to send back, words of comfort to my loved ones.
Whether they received me or not, I made up my
mind that the world should hear me and recognize
me ; that when one instrument was brought over to
our spirit-world, another should be raised up and I
should continue to live down there in my writings,
until I was more perfectly fitted to spread broadcast
my works in this glorions upper country.

I want to be worthy of being in heaven. 1 want
to reach down and abolish hell, to bring the two

worlds into such sympathy thatin every household

there will be a w whom we can use. It is not
ambition for myself : I am just beginning to live. In
gaining knowledge of one little world 1 learned how
to studv a o boundless thatno mind can
fnave an 0Ol I 1t
My work | pleasant: you have eaught glimp-
ges of it in m ) eving ; seen some of the results
of it In my writi ; and now at the time when, if [
had been in earth- my steps would have been
and my heart wmd  weary, perhaps, . I find
i morning 1:flnj‘rx-
tence, wl 1 hadd it tarting point in earth-life.
Vi ’ h satisfaction, I am strive
r to ’ Y ful for her whom I loved so

vell, and other dear o who will come to me by



207
and by, and share with me my pleasures, when their
good work is dene on earth, Therefore I shall be
in no haste to attain to higher spheres, for I can do
my work better here. Though I go with silent foot

steps to my old earthly home, no door swings up

‘1

I
its hinges. Though I gaze into loved faces, bathed
in tears, no answering tear-drop tells them of my
presence. Though I gently touch mementoes of my
past, the dull inanimate objects know not their own-
eris there. Though I go into the old office and
walk through the different rooms, and see the well
remembered faces, yet they are bent just as busily
over their work, as though the one who expressed
thoughts there once, and devised ways for their
publication to the world, was not waiting for rec-
ognition. O ! if what there was of life, its works,
its recompenses, is all, how worse than a beggar
would a spirit feel, among his own human friends ;
low he would laugh at a farce of life which left all
behind.

Thank the angel world, itisnot so. I never was
as rich as I am to-day, reviewing the old, criticising
the present, and hoping for the future. As one by
one, the feelings of selfishness give place to those of
helpfulness, as I learn in this good school of the
soul, its wondrous lessons, and in being taught, can
geh, I am rich indeed.
you faithful, who read these words, dropped
om us of thislife. Scatter well these teach-
b hungry multitude, who by reading, will
ething which cannot be forgotten; for
p Efernal. May a blessing go with each

SAMUEL BowLEs.



